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Comment on Things Doing
By Charles Edward Russell

EIGHT YEARS ADVANCE

CHCA HE Supreme Court has done much more than
R amuse the nation with its oil trust decision. It
has given to us an absolute measure of eight
§| years’ advance by the American people. Eight
N/e A vears ago it handed down its famous horse-
‘l/ qu’ ¥ collar decision in the Northern Securities case.
T2 “ That fooled almost everybody ahd particularly
the Average Man. In the first place, to question any decision
by our judicial Holy of Holiest was universally felt to be trea-
son, felonv, arson, murder in the first degree, patricide and forg-
ery. Also unthinkable infamy.

In the next place, the decision knocked out a trust (5o it
said) and what the Average Man believed in was knocking out
the Trusts with laws, legal decisions, stuffed clubs and slap-
sticks. Hence he was greatly impressed and saw clearly how
easily the Trusts would be overthrown and the good old days
of competition be restored.

In the midst of his delirium he saw the figure of Crazy
Horse clad in complete mail swinging his Mighty Mace high in
air and with every blow crushing to earth some Monster of
Plutocracy. He saw all this and it seemed to him most serious

and real.

That was in 1903. In 1911 the Supreme Court produces
another horse-collar decision against another Trust and the Aver-
age Man just laughs.

Two things are to be noted alsu. The public not only saw
that the decision was a farce, but it saw the joke instantly and

_ without prompting. That is the first fact. The other is that the

laughter of the public was not the old laughter of cynical toler-
ance. It lacked the accustomed ring of merriment. It was
ironical and bitter and sounded very much like the weary laugh-
ter of men that have had about enough. :

S a2

In 1903 everybody was feoled; in 1911 nobody was fooled.
Progress.

This time there was at first a determined effort by the Old
Doctors of the national quackery to regard the decision as a

wonderful thing, a triumph for the people, a deadly blow at the

Trust Octopus and all that sort of rot.
This lasted about twenty-four hours
and impressed nobody, except humor-

- mountebanks, reformers, Goo

changed—except for the worse. What must have jarred the Old
Doc contingent was the swiftness with which the public recog-
nized the fact that the Supreme Court had become a legislative
body.

Nothing in these times has been so ominous as that swift, un-
erring perception. If I were in the other army I think it would
cause me some uneasy hours.

“They have amended that law by putting a new word into
it. Who gave them the right to make laws or change them?"”

You have heard that remark in the street, on trains, in the
street cars, wherever you went.

“Who gave them the right? ” For the first time since the
usurpation of John Marshall the supremacy of the tyranny he
established was questioned by the Average Man. Within twenty-
four hours the question was appearing in cartoors and the

Supreme Court was being jibed at from vaudeville stages, and

then the experienced observer knew that it*was all off. The Holy
of Holies was holy no more and would never be holy again, and
the people of the United States were feleased from a strange
and degrading superstition. '

They had begun to understand what the Supreme Court
really is and why it exists.

The old fetich will never regain its former place. Men will
no more speak of it with bated bres.h. When an institution has
once made itself thoroughly and censpicuously ridiculous it can
never be rehabilitated—in this country at least. Farewell to at
least one of our obsessions. We may look to see before long a
movement to abctish this absolutely unconstitutional and arbi-
trary power and to restrict the court to its proper functions as
an arbiter of causes.

Eight years, brethren; only eight years. How wonderful is

the change when we stop to measure it! Let us give thanks.
We have been going some.

And you imagine that a people so far
stop here?

Not for a moment.

THE PEOPLE NEED NO HELP

But in truth no one need worry much about these American
people. They know a thing or two themselves and what they
don’t know they can be depended upon to find out without much
help. They are pestered by a lot of leaders, guides, pilots, phi-
losophers, thinkers, Old Docs, Bill the Dalloons,
Goo patriots, counsellors, Out-
looks, moral inspirers, producers of
lush platitudes, college presidents with

disillusioned will

ously. It was too evident that the pub-

missions, and the rest, but they can beat
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putterers,

the whole outfit when it comes to any.

lic saw through the game. Even the
most adroit of the Old Doc brigade gave
up the attempt and some even joined the

populace and began to hoot at Reason-

able Restrictions.

The public thought far ahead of the
editors, the professional molders of pub-
lic opinion and the so-called Jeaders.
While these great men were floundering
about, trying to show how the Standard
Oil Compauy had been knocked galley
west, and the people had been saved,
the Average Man went straight at the
‘heart of the matter and knew perfectly
well that the monopoly had not been
weakened, nor the geniral situation
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matter of commen sense. They don't
need any guiding, thank you so much,
Dr. Abbott,

All they need is the facts. For

a sudden here comes a fact that cannot

be concealed. The Supreme Court has
undertaken to amend a law of Congress
and freebooting is the easier because ot -

that amendment.

The people perceive instantlyz,"whfa,tf; ‘

that means and with great heartines
and wisdom kick the philosophers and
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~ pilots over the side. They can run their
own ship.
o

On the second night after the decision, at
a certain vaudeville performance, the first
comedian discovered the second comedian in
the act of pocket picking and grabbed the of-
fender by the throat. : A :

“Lem-me go!” gasped the second comedian.
~ “Didn’t you pick my pocket?” demanded

the first commedian, angrily.

“Yes, but I claim the protection of the
highest court in the land. It was reasonable
pocket picking.” : ]

- This was the hit*of :he*even_ing.

~ One of the most impressive vaulting ‘acts
that the occasion called forth among our great
men was that performed by Old Doc Wilson,
He was at San Francisco when the decision
was announced and being intervicwed sol-

emnly shook his head and uttered this pro- .

found wisdom:

“The decision is of very great importance

and will have far reaching consequences.”

The next day the sound of the universal ha-
ha welled up into the St. Francis hotel and
. that night- the Doc came out with his trusty
slap-stick, got the spot-light fixed just right
and took a wallop at the court.

The Doc is a bum performer on the slack
wire, but at least he knows on which side to
fall off.

* Xk % .

The power to interpret the law involves a
legislative function. :

If any court in any country has the power
to interpret the acts of the legislature, then
that court becomes at once a higher legislative
+ body and the real ruler of the land.

If the court thus endowed with absolute
authority be independent of the will of the
people, not chosen by the people, not in any
way responsible to the people, then the coun-
try so governed is not a democracy, but a
judicial autocracy.

Do you suppose that these facts, so plain,
so certain, so undeniable, escape the attention
of the American people?

As Home Tooke says, “God keep thee,

illy one.”

EXZ eSS

LIVING IN ANARCHY

BUHEY understand all this and
W they are beginning also to un-
¥l derstand that in all the Llessed
3¢ Constitution there is not one
A\ line nor syllable that confers
%4 upon any court any part of the
law-making power. In other
=¥l words, we are living in the
il United States in a condition of
3 absolute anarchy. That is the
cold fact, however much the pilots may shriek
and the Doctors protest. While they are wast-
ing time prating about the dear old Consti-
tition, therc is no Constitution.

The President usurps one power and the
courts ancther. The rights supposed to be

aranteed by this Constitution are openly
invaded-—nay, they are abolished. It 1s no
longer necessary to extradite a prisoner from
one state to another if his punishment be de-
sired by a Trust. The police in one hundred
cities jeer at the constitutional guarantces of
_free speech and assembly. A woman is ar-
rested and thrown into jail because it is held
thit' she is about to say something that will
be seditious. When a citizen produces the
Constitution and protests at its violation the
‘police fan him with their clubs. Men are
sentenced to imprisopment for sayi-g that
they will not buy a certain brand of stoves.
‘The Supreme Court decides that they ought
‘not to be imprisoned, they ought to be fined.
‘The Rothschild-Dentscher Bank-Morgan com-
bination comipels the government to intcrfere
in the affairs of Venezuela, Nicaragua, China
and Mexico, although the government has no
authority to do anything of the kind.

If this isnt anarchy What do you call it?

THE COMING NATION

Constitution! There is no such thing. The
southern states that have frankly abolished
it so far as it effects one of their snobberies
have not dealt with it more radically than the
Northern Interests that kicked holes in it
whenever it interfered with their profits. They
have set up a form of government for which
the Constitution gives not one vestige of au-
thority. 1f we are going on in this way I
should think it about time either to announce
that we are a lawless nation or to cast away
the fragments of the present document and
get a ncw one.

W

Scene in a police court—
—Magistrate—You are charged with burg-
lary in the first degree. Are you guilty or
not guilty? '

Prisoner—Guilty, your honor.

Magistrate—1I1 sentence you to—

Prisoner—Hold on, your honor.
reasonable burglary.

Magistrate—Discharged.

* ¥ %
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It was

Immediately upon the receipt' of the news
of the decision, efforts were renewed to se-
cure the release of John R. Walsh, the former
Chicago financier, now serviny a term in
Leavenworth penitentiary for bank wrecking.

It was only reasonable bank wrecking.
Therefore, Mr. Walsh ought to be set free.

Why, to be sure. Same about Charley
Morse. His was only reasonable violation of
the banking laws. Turn them all loose, all the
reasonable men.

Go through all the jails and pick out all
the bank presidents, cashiers and directors
now locked up for all forms of fraad and
embezzlement. They were but criminals in a
reasonable sense. Why are they undergoing
punishment ?

The only crime left on the calendar that is
not reasonable is the crime of being the pres-

. ident of the labor union.

If any man commits that, soak him.

T==——a 222

CHEER FOR BEEF TRUST

PR MONG the delectable results of
%N\ the decision is the cheer it has af-
forded to those popular favorites,
K members of the Beef Trust.
£ Rude, uncultured persons have
SO been trying to put some of these
‘estirnable gentlemen into jail. The attorneys
for the Beef Trust saw at once the signifi-
cance of the decision and cabled their clients
that they might come home. This is good
news because in many places where the writs
of the United States courts do not run, the
climate is cold and nasty and the amusements
are of a very inferior order.

Besides, if the indictments against these
gentlemen should be quashed there is a chance
that the United States attorneys now engaged
in the prosecution might turn to and do some-
thing useful. I know the chance is slim, but
being an optimist I always believe in hoping
for the best. -

*¥ kx ¥

The stock market soared when the good
news was promulgated.

Assuredly. Even the Old Docs can't fool
Wall Street. Everyone there knew at once
that while the decision purported to dissolve

the Oil Trust it really insured its safety; also-

the safety and uninterrupted piracy of every
other trust.

Mr. Justice. Harlan seized the opportunity
to place some of his twelve-inch shells where
they would do the most good. I don’t imag-
ine that they had much effect upon his col-
leagues on the bench, but they helped a lot
with the country. For fifteen years the pow-
ers that be have been trying to get Harlan off
the bench. He knows it well enough and also
knows why and in his own picturesque phrase
when he leaves the Supreme Court it“will be
feet first. He is long past the age at which
men usually seek retirement, but he hangs on
to his place because he knows what kind of a
man will be puv there when he is gone. Alas

that he is not now beginning his career! Judg-

ing from some of his comments on the court
he has both the insight and the courage to
make him useful. Anyway, we should not
forget his fiery denunciation when the Su-
preme Court reversed itself to knock out the
imncome tax,

He never roade in a private car. No one
ever called him “Private Car Harlan.”

ISS=— (222
A GRAND GAME

g COMMITTEE of the lllinois leg-
S islature has asked the United
States Senate to reopen the case
et of Senator Lorimer, neatly white-
Weaule washed of the charge of bribery..
ek All of which adds to the gayety
of a merry season.

The alleged/bribery having been done in
that same legislature one might think that the
legislature would be an excellent body to deal
with it.

But the game of “Boodle, Boodle, Who
Got the Boodle ?” doesn’t work that way. The
idea is to make a loud noise, but never catch
anybody. If you catch anybody you're out.
It’s a new kind of tag and very popular in
some of our recherche circles.

A year ago we had a grand upturning in
Illinois. Reform raised its majestic front
upon our horizon. The good citizens railied
in force. The legislature was found “o be
rotten with graft. We were determined to
punish- the guilty, turn out all the bad men
and turn in the good.

After a year we size up the results. There
have been six trials, all resulting in failure,
nobody has been punished, Senator Lorimer
has been acquitted, the new legislature has
been one of the worst in the history of Illi-
nois, and to show for our virtuous spasms
we have a resolution asking the Senate to
please do something.

Yes, it is a grand game, but somewhat defi-
cient in variety. St. Louis, Cincinnati, San
Francisco, New York, and now [llinois, have
experimented with it, and each may proudly
exhibit an identical score. In the Inter-State
League of Foolishness none of these teams
may be called a winner, but if none of us can
claim the championship pennant at least some
of us ought to have learned something about
the game.

One obvious lesson is that you can’t stop
graft by playing tag. If you want to stop it
you must remove the cause of it.

Some of us have learned this. But the
Goo-Goo citizen has not. He never learns
anything except the menu at his club.

R

Be of good cheer.

It is one thing to arrest a man and quite
another to convict him.

I am much inclined to think that in the
country at present no innocent man stands in
tunminent danger if his case is brought
squarely before the nation and tried in the
open.

) Testimony is easily suppressed in a grand
jury roum, but the situation is different in

open court,

Be of good cheer, but keep your eyes on
Los Angeles. I hazard the guess that some
of the testimony that will be brought out
there —will rather surprise and greatly en-
lighten you. : '

Be of good cheer, but don't fnrget the de-
fense fund. It will be needed.

S Zaz. W

It seems from the Myrick case that when
an agricultural journal advises its readers to
vote the Democratic ticket it is no longer en-
titled to use the mails at periodical rates—or
at lpast.,. such is the view of the present extra-’
ordinary administration. The change would
cost the publisher 18,000 a week and sup-
press the pubiication.

It is thus that we vindicate the right of free
speech and prove again that glorious palla-

dium of our liberties, a f tram-
meled press. XSS AT m
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Builldling a New School System

SYSTEM camnot be set going
3 and run on by itself. The pub-
R lic schools were put in opera-
L8l tion largely through the efforts
of the working class of this
country. if democ-

BY

May Wood-Simons

racy was te be

e anything more
than a farce they saw that the people
must be intelligent enough te partici-
pate in the government.

“The original element of despotism
is a monopoly of talent, which con-,
signs” the multitude to comparative
ignorance, and secures the balance of
knowledge on the side of the rich and
rulers,” says the report of a Work-
ing Men's Committee in Philadelphia
on the question of education in 1830.

So the pecples’ schools were
founded.

But after they were once started
they drifte! out cf the control of the
people. Economic forces determined
that even in a repub’ican state the few
after all should dominate the govern-
ment.

A child goes into the public school.
Not ten parents in a hundred know
what the course of study is, what the
methods are or anything else about
the school.

Build a school .house, hire a
teacher, usually the cheapest in the
market, then the wheels are set going
and the people think they have dis-
charged their duty. The teacher and
the periodically elected school boards
will do the rest.

Just because the public school has
become so inflexible an institution, it
fails to meet the needs of a changing
society. With its methods set in
hardened grooves it does not develop,
but crushes the growing child.

“You have never gone to school and
yet you are such an idiot,” says the
French humorist. What is learned in
the school is rapidly forgotten because
the youth sees little connection be-
tween it and his daily life. If this were the sole
indictment it would be sufficiently heavy, but there
is a still more glaring defect.

The school as at present conducted leads directly
to uniformity, to routine, to mediocrity, not to in-
dividuality, inventiveness or original thought. It
has beceme almost as authoritative and dogmatic
in its position as was the learning of the school
men.

The public school is the one institution the peo-
ple must defend; but it must be renovated. In the
hands of the present ruling class it has become a
standardized institution turn-
ing out children without greater
variety than the parts of the
Baldwin locomotives.

Public education is the ideal
educatinn. But if public edu-
cation is to be preserved to
the people it mnust be pre-
served by the people partici-
pating in it. Educational ex-
perts we have and must have,
but the people must also take
a part in the management of
the schools.

There is no work so neces-

sary as the fitting of the
young to live well now and

in the future. The savage
tribe preserves its young with
care, trains it in the customs
of the tribe and initiates it
into the its secrets; but our
modern civilizaticn not only
struggles against child labor
laws that will protect the child
physical y, but has turned the
mental and moral education of
the young into a formal farce.

One might imagine that
those who thus control the
government and sacrifice the
young, fear the future that
may duplace them in control,
and that they hence live only

]
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Teaching geography on the play ground

for the satisfaction of their own present desires.

One may handle sheep in flocke and cattle in
herds, but one cennot handle children in that way
without producing something strangely like these
domestic animals. Perhaps that is the result de-
sired by the govemmg class. Prince Bismarck

feared to see the rise of an educated workmg rlass.
Experiments are being made in the improvement
of education. Those attempts that prove good will
eventually become a part of the system of public
instruction.
Some of the experiments are emphasizing one

N

phase, some another of the educational problem.
For instance, in Delaware, near Wilmington, the
Ard:n Play School is located in the midst of a beau-
tiful natural forest. Here the element of play and
its importance in the development of the child is
dwelt upon.

Other schools give particular atten-
tion to caring for the physical side.
Such are the forest schools of Char-
lottenburg, Germany. These schools
open early in the spring and continue
unti; October. The children are taken
to the edge of the splendidly kept
gov: rnment owned forests.

No teacher has more than twenty
pupils. Singing, botany, nature les-
sons and drawing are taught during
the walks in the forest. Games be-
come lessons in geography. The child
digs csnals in the sand, outlines the
Elbe, the Rhine and the Alps. Plants
are cared for in garden plots.

In the first three manths the aver-
age boy gained seven pounds in
weight and an examination of the
blood showed that it was greatly en-
riched.

England already has open-air
schools held in the parks and Switz-
erland is planning to put many such
in operation.

An out-door school experiment tried
on a limited scale with tubercular
children in Boston showed what such
schools could do for children who had
all the appearance of being early vic-
tims of the disease,

In two Chicago schools most suc-
ressful experiments have been tried
in teaching in the open air. But the
report of the Child's Welfare Ex-
hibit, recently held in that city, states
that a hundred schools are required
to handle only those children who are
already predisposed to tuberculosis
and other diseases traceable to bad air
and insufficient food.

The University School, shaped by
the thought of John Dewey and
tried at Chicago University, was an-
other experiment. It attempted to work out some
of the difficult problems in education. Dr. Dewey
himself says there were four questions that he
tried to solve with the help of his teachers and
the parents.

First, what could be done and how, to bring the
school into closer relation with the home and neigh-
borhood life instead of having the school a place
where the child comes solely to learn certain lessons.

What can be done in the way of introduci'.z
subject matter in history and sciexce and qt
shall have a positive value and real significance in
the child’s own life.

How instructisn in the for-
mal branches, the mastenng of
the ability to read, write and
use figures can be carried on
in such a way that the child
shall  feel - their  necessity
through their connection with
subjects which appeal to him
on their own account. .

Finally how to secure indi-
vidual attention through
classes of not more than a'tht
or ten.

The basis for the work in
this school was laid in the in-
dustrial  occupations.  'The
creative activity here had a
chance. Thus the child was
always found doing some-
thing, not passively recetvmg
instruction.

In art the, child worked at
clay modeling with the result
that he came to see accurately
and secured ease in represent-
ing forms and movcment. The
subjects were taken from life
and history. :

In studying colonial history,
mc dels of the great chimney
and fire-place were made with

‘utensils e

‘\
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ner was cooked and the children worked out for
themselves the colonial industries of candle making,
spinning and arranged the social gatherings known
as quiltings, huskings and apple-parings that played
a part in those days. 2 el

Other experiments in education are being tried
at the George Junior Re-
public and by men like Dr. AR
Cecil Reddie, of Abbots- | S
~ holme, England, and Colin [§ 5
Scott in his self-organized |
groups for work and study.

Interesting work is being
done at the training depart-
ment of the University of
Utah. The children trace
the development of the tex-
tile industry. They .use
wool and work out all the
processes of washing the
wool, carding, spinning and
weaving in the primitive
way, later they are shown
the present methods of do-
ing this work.

So various questions of
method and administration” §
are being tested from dif-
ferent points of view,
There is a ferment work-
ing that will finally effect
our public education.

Under the administration
of the people, what might
the public schools be?

The constructing of a
school building would cer-
tainly not be looked on as sufficient. First, a large
area would be selected as <early as possible in the
center of the district fromn which the children
come. The neighborhood schol would then be
not a single bare building, but a group of build-
ings constructéd on the out-door plan for, though
some . part of the work would he done under
shelter, the greater part would be conducted in
the open. This is entirely feasible even in the
climate of the noithern part of the United States.
I have during the past winter found children living
a large part of the time out of doors and sleeping
continuously out in the rigorous climate of Ontario,
Canada, in February and strong pnd rosy from the
experiment.

We shall soon marvel that we ever sent our
young into close steam-heated buildings. Pale, nerv-
ous children we have in return.

In this neighborhood school the children will find
shops for manual work, gardens for -cultivating
plants and for the study of plant growth, domestic
science, halls where they will come to discuss ques-
tions with their teachers and bring problems that
have arisen perhaps in the home, and plan the work
they are to do.

There will be no rooms with fixed seats for the
children to sit in for weary hours. Places for
study will be provided with libraries, but adjusta-
ble chairs will replace the school seats. Art rooms
with the reproductions of the best in statuary and
painting will be provided, but the art work will be
done in woods and fields. Music will be taught in
the open, the children filling their lungs with deep
draughts of pure air. History will become real
to the child when it is enacted, the character of
historical persons and historical events beings
worked out by the pupils,

The children will attend the town council and
other meetings in groups with their instructors,
‘thus learning the art of admin-
istration. The school community
itself should be a self-governing
body; the child thus passing nat-
urally from the orderly life of
the school community with the
responsibilities of participating in
administration that it imposed
upon him - to the larger social
group of society.

The neighborhood school must
_rest on the intelligent co-opera-
tion of the parents in its man-
agement and their daily consuita-
tion with the instructors.

To a certain extent this re-
_quires some common neighbor-
" hood life with certain ideals, =

friendly group of thinking peo-
~ ple. A germ of such neighbor-
 hood spirit exists in the district
 about the Noyes Street school in
~ Evanston, II. The mothers ha:;
formed a group that meets with |
-the teachers for mutual ugder- °
standing. A large auditorium has

[ e e e
i
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been fitted up i the school and here the fathers,
mothers, teachers and children meet frequently. It
is still far from the ideal. The work is too largely
dominated by the few who are not always progres-
sive in their pedagogical views and the larger num-
ber of the parents are but passive spectators.

[ Wl
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Tracing the development of the textile industry

The gardens attached to the school can be made
an important feature of education. Already such
gardens have been provided for the experimental
educational school at the University of Missouri,
which is attanded by about fifty of the children of
the University faculty.

These children, from six to twelve years, spend
little time with books; they are taught to add when
there is occasion for them to add. History is pre-

{

sented through the diama. They carry out all the
processes of gardening and agriculture—spading,
raking, fertilizing. They study rotation of. crops,
transplanting, thinning out, blcaching and hilling up.

And the garden introduces another element. The
school should be continued throughout the year.
This is an entirely practical plan when the school
is no longer a rigorous institution as it is today,

from the experiment

but actually represents child life. The child will
then find his activities extended naturally from the
home to the school and back again to the commu-
nity in which he lives. Problems arising in the
home will be taken to the school for solution and
explanation.

Such a school would be
a failure were there not
teachers trained to fit into
this new educa‘ional plan.
The present ossified system
has not failed to make it-
self felt in the character of
the teachers.

It must in the future be
considered nothing less
than a social crime to turn
the young child or the boy
or girl over to the instruc-
tion of men ur women who
have lost every trace of
real sympathy with youth
and who are old in thought.
There is here and there a
rare individual who, even
though old in years, has
retained the buoyancy and
spirit of youth. To such
alone should the child of
the future be intrusted. The
iron-bound minds with rigid
visages must disappear
from the school.

It is not enough that
teachers should pass some
sort of examination prov-
ing their knowledge of
mathematics or history. It is even not enough that
they should proye themselves experts in child psy-
chology and physiology. There must accompany
this the subtile thing called youthiulness that will
understand and appreciate the child.

Discipline, that great burden of the mediocre
teacher of the present, will be reduced to a mini-
mum. No one ever saw disorder among those ™\
who are interested in a useful piece of work. The
disorder of the school is an indication of its mis-
organization. The most orderly boy in the present
school is not the most hopeful specimen of boy-
hood. Even splendid examination marks are not an
indication of good scholarship. Too often they in-
dicate merely a mind fitted to servile routine. The
test is rather in the power to produce, to inde-
pendently investigate, to create. This the school
has not fostered.

Expensive, to be sure, such an education may be;
expensive in dollars and cents, but what is the rea-
son for the existence of the present generation if
not fittingly to educate its young?

We may well agree with Kant that no person is
ever to be considered as only a means to an end,
but. we cannot agree with the spirit of the present
whxc}} seems to see the present generation as an
end in itself and that gives a minimum attention
to .conserving its young, a greater asset to any
nation than its forests or lands.

Does the fact that heaven is taught to children
as a city with golden streets and many mansions
have a tendency to turn their steps :0 the city?
Suppuse we try the effect of a heaven with green
fields and flowers, shaded brooks and singing birds.
Would not that make a much mocre enticing
heavei.<Selected.

-~

That we should do unto others 2s we would have
them do unto us—that we should
respect the rights of others as
scrupulously as we would have
our rights resepcted—is not a
mere counsel of perf:ction to
individuals—but ‘it is the law to
which we must conform social
institutions and National poli.y-—
if we would secure the bilessings

- of -abundance and peace.—H wnry
George.

No matter how grievous the
wrongs to be suffered, or how
loud the protestations of philan-
thropists, it will all 2vail nothing
until the victim class is repre-
sented and his voice heard.—
Ward—Dynamic Sociology.

The fellow who says it is just
as easy to own a house as to pay
rent probably never did either.

“Those who have the honor of
producing wealth rarely have the
pleasure of enjoying it.”




* THE
2

THE COMING NATION

A,

) h};f y R SR TR YR SR YR R %
S O B O O O R

'y

BIG CHANGE

By Eugene Wood

Author of “Old Home Folks,” “The Cop on the Corner,” etc.
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When Uncle Billy Hardhead was a little hoy
about everything that was made was made by hand
at home. It wasn't made to sell; it was made to
use. People wanted to have as good a living as
they couid get, and they did the best they knew
how to make the very best kind of victuals, and
clothes, and houses, and tools to work with. iron
and stcel they couldn’t make at hceme but they
used as little iron and steel as possible. Maybe
Uncle Billy Hardhead will tell you that the first
house his daddy built hadn’t a nail in
it; it was all pinned together with
wooden pegs.

There is furniture vet extant from
those old days. Every stick of it was
made by hand. When the boards were
ripped from the log it was by a saw
with a man at each end, pulling alter-
nately, every so often stopping to rest,
and blow, and wipe sweat cff fheir

~ foreheads, and to spit cotton. When
the stuff was shaped it was with a
draw-knife and when the pieces were
polished it was with a bit of broken
glass.

They had to be husky men, and they
had to be skillful men. Nowadays it's
the engine that does the hard work, the
engine that doesn’t have to stop and
rest, and get its breath, -and wipe the
sweat off its forehead and fling it to
the ground with a small splash; it
doesn’t have to heave a long breath, and
say: “Well, Jim, here she goes for
another spell.”

The flour-mill was run by water-
power, and had to lay up in dry
weather, and—I should think but I
don’t know—when there was a freshet,
but the stean-engine doesn’t mind the
weather.

Its addition to the scheme of things
isn’t an addition only, it's a multipli-
cation. And when more and more
things that used to depend upon per-
sonal skill and sleight have come to be
put upon the steam-engine to d.o, th.e
result is more than a multiplication; 1t
is more than a diiference in degree.

It is a difference in kind.

A little, wee bit of strychnine is gogd
for 'most anybody; it acts as a tomic.
A good deal of strychnine i::z bad for
'most anybody; it acts as a poison. Now
just where does the strychnine begin to
differ in kind because of the difference

in degree? I don’t know.{ What's tl}e
odds, anyhow? It does; that's the main
thing.

Take any industry, 1 don’t care what it is, and
Uncle Billy Hardhead will admit thet its methods
have been—shall we use the right word? 1It's a ter-
rible “ckeery” word. I warn you. Look out now,
I'm going to let it loose—methods have been “revo-
lutionized.” 4

There has been a revolution. But take in a lump
2ll *he industries of the country and the means
by which we live, all our ways of looking at things
(which are always dependent upon the ways we get
our living), and it is difficult to make the: Uncle
Billy Hardheads see that there has been a general
revolution just as, I suppose, Hymenzus and Pl'nl?-
tus found it difficult to make the people of their
time see that there had been a general resurrection.

Even when Uncle Billy Hardhead is gracious
enough to admit to you: “We all know that.'hen:':s
a Big Change coming,” he follows it up with: “I.
sha'n’t live to see it. No, nor you either, ycung
feller.” ;

You see, the Big Change has to come by t:‘\imlu-
tion, & long, creepy-creepy pracesses, tedious,
inc;;.ercuZp;ﬁ clower than molasses in the winter

B B

time—yes, and slower yet. The people have to be
educated up to it, and that will take centuries.

In a manner of speaking, we'll dig post-holes,
here one and there one, and let them fill up, and
dig ’em out again, every few years digging some
more. And after we have educated the people up
to the fact that the holes are there by falling into
them of rainy nights, then we’ll get out poles, and
pile 'em up, and let 'em rot a while. And, taking
cui time to it and doing nothing rashly, we'll set
the poies up. And that’l] be all for one generation.

—_o
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Illustrated by Horace Taylor.

govern ourselves accordingly. The passing of those
resolutions is a part of the Big Change. an essential
part—one way of looking at it—and it will come in
much the same manner as the various events that
call for it.

In every industry that has been revolutionized
there were Uncle Billy Hardhieads just as stubborn
as the Uncle Billy Hardheads in politics. They just
couldn’t and wouldn’t see it. And they got frozen
out when they couldn’t and wouldn’t see it. Their
kingdom was divided and given to another that

could and would see it. For it paid. The
revolution paid. Wouldn't have been
any sense to it unless it did pay.

% The old way was a losing game.
,) There was too much waste to it. The

longer it was kept up, the bigger was

the loss. And when a man finds out
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The Billy Hardkeads can have the tremendous social leak if they want it

The next will install an exchange after a great deal
of difficulty and a war or two.

In a couple of centuries or it may be in four or
five centuries when all the people are educated up
to it our descendants will put in teiephones. You
must expect that. It's a slow process. It was that
way with the telephone system; it's that way with
everything. Slow and gradua! growth. There was
no revolutionary process when trolley-cars sup-
olanted horse-cars; on the contrary, it was an evo-
\utionary process. Same ‘way with automobiles,
and aeroplanes, and fifteen-cent magazines, and ‘he
Australian ballot, and hobble skirts—everything.
Just a slow evoiutionary process. In a pig's wrist!

The Big Chanse is come already. Not in full. I
admt. There will be quite a number of even more
starting and sudden jend-for-end turns of the
processes we now use for producing the good things
of life. PBut the general principles ou which we
shall work for the next hundred years perhaps are
established. And tbe mast importast thing for us
to do is to pass a set of resolutions, uzknowledging
that the Big Change has come, and that we must

that he is losing money, and that there
is a way by which he can save that
loss, and make more by less effort,
he isn’t going to wait for any age-long
evolutionary process, any molasses-in-
the-winter business. Bang! The new
way is installed. Not withoat friction,
not without jawing, not with immediaie
success in all points.

The kerosene lamps that the Uncle
Billy Hardheads of 1860 were mighty
“juberous” about, and didn’t know
whether they were any improvement on
tallow candles, were pretty poor kero-
sene lamps. And they blew up very
frequently. But who has heard of a
kerosene lamp blowing up within the
last ten years? (7o allay suspicion, I
will admit that I am on salary from
the Standard Oil Trust to sneak in ad-
vertisements of coal oil wherever I can,
without the editor getting on to it.)

In the same way, if the revolution
in politics cannot be shown to be a
paying scheme; if it cannoi be demon-
strated that it will stop a tremendous
social leak; if it cannot be proved that
it will make more money with less
effort than ever before, then the revo-
lution in politics will not come. That's
all about it. “Make more money for
whom?” you ask. For those who carry
it througl. Not for the Uncle Billy
Hardheads that cannot and will not
see it, ;

Did the telephciie make money for
those who thought it was a toy, and
said: “Who on earth would ever fool
with that thing?” Well; they were
.helped .by it, but it was those who had
faith that got the big rewards. Some

of them got stung, too, I don’t deny.
And in this coming revolution in politics I shouldn’t
be surprised if some were stung, perhaps some that
ought not to be. But whether I get stung per-
sonally (which will surely happen i/ it’s a possible
thing because that'd just be my luck) still, the thing
hzs to happen, and that's all abou: it.” The Big
Chiange has come in so many other things that it
simply has tc come in that, too. For the most un-
changing of things changes with the zge it is in
Let ‘me zive you an example: e

You know that before matches were invented, the
thing tb do was to keep fire. All the year round a
fire was kept going. . But at Easter the old fire was
put out and a new fire was struck with flint and steel,
and passed around. In the Holy Week services, ihis
new fire is made, and candles lighted from it. I
once attended this ceremonial, which is the most
ancient in all the Roman ritual. And didn't they
strike a light with a match! It is impossible to |
entirely in the past; whether or no, you must
in the present. . S

There are some changes not so easily se
these—-but they’ll have to go over till revt w




G HEY were so incongruously fresh, so
SRS ominously ready, gleaming, silent, wait-
BEZER ing. Luke looked at the deadly things,
seondlB fascinated. “With one of these”—
Florida inclined her head toward the
.duelling pistols—“Cal’'s great grand-
g father killed his man—a man that had
insulted him. With the same pistol Cal's grand-
father first wounded a man he lad insulted and
later killed another man because that other man had
resented havin’ his face slapped for lookin’ too hard
at a new coat that Mr. Ridgeley wore. Cal's father
used that pistol, too. He used it for the same pur-
pose. He hated a neighbor that he knew was a ‘poor
shot; but he forced the man to fight, and killed him.
Once afterward he did the same thing. Then he
.bought the Colt. It was with the Colt that he shot
some of his niggers. The niggers were valuable.
People said he was mad. I don’t know.”

She closed the case and quietly restored it to
the desk. That done she faced Sanborn with a
wistful, crooked smile.

“So, though I'm ashamed o’ Cal” she suid, “I
sometimes reckon it’s not jes' all his fault.”

Luke was himself again.

“That’'s what T tell you,” he persisted, “it’s ground
into him. He had before him the example of his
fathers. They're a race of killers. People tell me
that they used to call the old man ‘Black Devil’
Ridgeley.”

“Then you won't—you won't discharge Cal, will
you?n .

“I’'ve told him that I'll fire any of the men that
are proven uncivil, but that the next time Ridgeley
lays his hand on one of them I'll fire Calhoun
Ridgeley, too.”

“Oh—an’ what do you wan’ me to do?”

“Whatever you see fit.”

She faced him squarely.

“You think I'm in love with Cal?”

“I think you shouldn’t be”

“You think I'm in love with him?”

“T think he’s no more a southern gentleman than
he is 3 northern gentleman.”

She put her hand upon his sleeve.

“I know that” she said, an’ yet—"

Sanhorn looked gravely into her eyes.

“Morgan Witherspoon is both a southerner and a
gentleman,” he said.

The girl loosed her Lold.

“Oh!” she cried. “What right have you—"

“None. I know.”

“I think you impudent.”

“I am your well-wisher.”

He walked, in his turn, to the open bow-window.
He looked out among the palmettoes and the roses
it; full bloom. The sun was setting, and the gar-
den was bathed in a wave of warm crimson.

“But Mo’gan Witherspoon is so—well, he’s thor'ly
" mice, but he's not jes’ exactly excitin’ you know,” she
said. “I don’t—I don't like him.”

“Here's your chance to tell him so.” responded
Sanborn. ;

A young man tapped on the sill of the open win-
éasw with lis riding-crop snd a moment later,
enter~d the room—a young man of Sanborn’s age,
in puttees and horse-man’s breeches, but without
thoss outword marks of inward strength that oaly

- A

 experience with hard labor can call forth.

. Mory~n Witherspoon had, inideed. small need to
know what labor was. His own family, like all
" the families in that district, had lost its everything
" in the Civi' War, but his grandfather had begun to
rebuild as soon as ruin had been perfected. The
" son had completed his father’s task awi Morgan,
though now alone in the werld, was alone in a
world from which he could buy nearly anything be

i CURSE

greatly wanted. As, however, about all he had
heretofore wanted had been a quietly easy and
amusingly healthy life, he showed none of the
symptoms of that disease which we call wealth.
He carried his head high; and, if his features had
something of the delicacy of a girl's, and if his
ruddy face was the face of a high-stru~e boy, his
body was strong, his eyes were manly and his air
was the air of repressed power.

“Hello, Miss Flor’da,” he said. “Hello, Mr. San-
born. How'’re yo' pa an’ ma, Miss Flor'da? ['d
been ridin’ up the bay an’ thought I'd jes’ stop in
here befo’ sundown.”

The girl greeted Witherspoon with more warmth
than her recent description of him would have
seemed to promise and, when both the men were
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Morgan saw the head aird shoulders of abulky man

seated in the low divan that, on either side of the
old desk, ran along the bow-window, she hurried
fromn them to mix tcm a julep, returning at last
radiant. ‘

“Try that, Mr. Sanborn,” she said, offering him
a goblet, the green leaves of the mint just touch-
ing her firm white fingers curled about the frosted
glass. “Try it an’ say there’s nothin’ like it in the
no'th.”

The two men took their goblets, rose, bowed and
began to drink.

“Your .own bre ving, Miss Pickens?” inquired
Sanborn. '

“Yours,” she informed Lim.

Luke’s brows were puzzled.

“Miss Flor'da means Billy Turner made it,” ex-
alained Witherspoon.
cays, an’ nights an’ off-days he’s doin’ jobs 'rcind
here like he always did.”

Sarborn remembered the slim young mulatto. He

.was just Florida's age and had been the body-ser-

Author’of “THE HOUSE OF BONDAGE.”

“Yo' see he works for yo'.

By Reginald Wright Kauffman

Illustrated by TULA STEVENSON

vant of her twin-brotlier until that brother’s death
five years tefore.

“But youte spoilin’ him with high wages, Mi.
S«nhorn” the girl ‘declared. “He's so good <t
your work, he don’ bother much ao>ut ours”

S.nbern Lnished his d¢rinking anl p it down lis
goblet.

“Iis hand doesn’t seem to have lost ite cunning
in oue dircction,” said the rortherner; therz are no
juirps like that in my home”

e starea toward the coor.

Youre not goin’?” askec Florida.

“T have to. You won’t—"he took her generously
proffered hand. “You won’t think me a mere med-
dler?” he inquired.

She pressed his hand warmly.

“We southerners aren’t from anotlier planet, Mr.
Sanborn,” she assured him. “I know jes’ how wzll
you meant it.”

“And jou’ll follow my advice?”

“I'll think it over.”

“Right! Good evening, Miss Pickens.” He
owed to Witherspoon. “Good evening,” he said
and left the room.

The girl walked to the Chippendale table. There
was a tall vase on it ablaze with roses, and in these
she buried her face.

“Mr. Sanborn has been givin’ me advice,” she
said.

Witherspoon raised his eyebrows.

“Is Mr. Sanborn,” he began, “in a position—"

“He meant well,” Florida interrupted. She
paused a moment and then said; “it was about Cal.”

“Oh!” said Witherspoon dryly.

“He said Cal had a bad disposition,” pursued
Florida.

Witherspoon said nothing.

“An’ that he wasn’'t quite a gentleman.”

Witherspoon coughed.

“An’ that he was dangerous; that he had—why,
vwe as much as tol’ me that Cal was bo'n to do
murder—Mo’zan why don’ you say somethin’*”

Morgan Witherspoon came across to the table
and fronted her. ’

“Because,” he replied “you wouldn’t want to hear
the only thing I have to say.”

She looked up at him, through the gathering
twilight, her slim fingers resting on the mahogany.

“You-all make me terrible cross,” she said. “You
men jes' naturally take it for granted that I'm in
love with Calhoun Ridgeley.”

Witherspoon oit his lip.

“Aren’t you?” he asked.

“I—I—" she blushed, but tossed her head.

“You ought to know that if there was any engage-
ment I'd have told you righti <£.”

“Because,” continued Witherspoon, “if you are
in love with him, whatever I might have to say
ought not to be said, whereas if you are not in
love with him it can’t matter whether I speak or .
hold my tongue.”

“What nonsense, Mo’gan! Of course I'm inter-
ested in what one o’ my fricnds says about another.”

“In that case, it is just this: I agree with Mr.
Sanborn.”

But what she had borne from the alien northerner,
she could not bear in silence from a man of her
own soil. She flashed into quick anger.

“I think you ought to be ashamed ¢’ yourself!”
she cried. “You've no right to say such things be-
hind Cal's back!”

Witherspoon came around the table toward her.

“Miss Flor'da!” he protested.

“I hate you!"” she retorted

Witherspoon put out his hand.

“Miss Flor'da,” he pleaded, “I'm sorry I said



that, but yo’ tol’ me you did’'nt—that yo’ weren’t in
love with Cal—" ¥

“I'm not!”

“An’ so I felt free to tell yo' what I thought,
’specially when yo’ asked me to tell it. Miss Flor'da
I wanted to tell yo' that—an’ somethin’ mo’.”

The twilight was so thick now that she could not
‘see his face.

“What is it?” she whispered.

“Don’ yo' know? Can’t yo' guess, Flor'da? I—
I iove you, Flor'da. I—I mos’ always have loved
—I reckon pretty near always, Flor'da—an’ now—
now I jes’ naturally can't stand to have yo' angry
with me. Flor’da, will yo'—will yo'—"

He stood between her and the open window, but
her face was as dark to him as was his to her.

“No, Mo'gan,” she said—and her voice, though
clear as a bell, was a bell that trembled. “I—I
dou’t. It won’t do, Mo'’gan. You're awfully good
an’ fine an’ splendid to me—you sure are, Mo'gan
—an’ I want you, please, always an’ always to be
my friend; but, Mo’gan, I don’ love you that way,
an’ if you love me—"

She broke off short, with a little cry.

Morgan wheeled- and saw, silhouetted against the
gathering gloom of the open window, the head and
shoulders of a bulky man.

“Flor'da,” said the deep voice of the silhouette,
“leave off yo’ spoonin’ an’ come here. I want yo’
to walk down Jane's way with me. rThis is Cal.”

(To be :ontinueu'

Subserviency of Modern Religion

The religion of today is possessed by a passion
for democracy. And democracy, spiritually inter-
preted, is but another name for that fundamental
ideal of Christ's Gospel “the universal brotherhood
of men under the universal Fatherhood of God,”
“with Whom is no respect of persons.” But the
Church ‘of today is, as I have just described it,
largely confined to one class of society and is
_pretty thoroughly class-conscious.

Moreover, the Church not only confines its work
mostly to the respectable classes, but it puts itself
in a position of dependence on the well-to-do. It
accepts without question the “tainted money” of
“wealthy malefactors” and inscribes their names
over the doors of its houses ¢f worship and its in-
stitutions of education "and charity, fawns upon
them with the grace upon its lips “for what we are
about to receive, the Lord make us duly thankful,”
and often muzzles the mouths of the prophets lest
they offend the sources of niunificence and check

the streams of bounty upon which it depends. It
regularly applies a different and stricter standard
of morals to the beggar who shall be deemed
worthy of its charity than it does to the patron
who sits in the front seat in the church, the vestry
and the ecclesiastical legislature. This is an offense
not only to the spirit of demccracy, but to the
new conscience of the age.

For religion today is vitally concerned with the

fundamental questionz of social righteousness, in-
dustrial equity, politica’ and commercial honesty
and honor and economic justice. Great movements,
essentially religious, for the establishment of these
.ends are sweeping over the land. But the Church,
as an ecclesiastical body, is out of touch with these
movements. - She speaks timidly upon such matters,
if at all. She does not meet the religious demands
of the age. Her morals and ethics are ncu big
enough, nor her service adequate. She ypreaches,
for the most part, a narrow and petty round of
ethics, the minor moralities of purely personal con-
duct, respectabilities, good form, technical pieties
and scclesiastical properties, while the age is seek-
ing the larger righteousness of the "Kingdom of
God, which is “human society organized according
to the Will of God.” She knows only the little
righteousness of the individual, while religion is
interested in the big righteousness of the Kingdom
of God. She is forever mopping up the floor, but
does not try to turn off the spigot. She sends
out her corps of red-cross nurses to minister to the
~wounded in our unequal e onomic and industrial
conflict, but she does not address herself to the
 causes of the strife. She pours oil and wine into
the wounds of the half-dead traveler on the Jericho
road, but she does not lend a hand to rid that road
of thieves and robbers, or, better still, to reform
the system which inevitably produces thieves and
robbers. If the Church is to keep pace with the
religion of today, she must not simply provide for
social service in her program of work, but she
“must set among the fundamental principles for
which she coutends social righteousness and - eco-
.nomic justice—Chas. D. Williams in American

Magazine. :
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THE GCOATS

BY JOHN R. McMAHON

% eyed giant.
¥ He owned an immense herd of goats.
& He let the goats roam over the hills
3 all day and at night he drove them
2B into a corral. He stood at the gate of
thé corral so that the goats- passed be-
tween his legs. As they went by he would feel
of them and pick out one of the fattest animals and
toss it aside. Every night he would pick out a fat
animal and then slaughter it. The flesh he would
eat and the pelt he used for clothes, shoes and
rugs in his cave home. :

For a long time the giant was happy and the
goats were content. After a while some of the
goats who were more thoughtful and observing than
their fellows began to talk about things. They saw
what happened to the fat ones; they feared that
the same would happen to all and they wondered
whether they had been born just to be eaten by a

giant.

Kapytal overheard
some of the discussion
and, although he did
not need so much
meat at once he
slaughtered half a
dozen of the ringlead-
€rs.

The goa*~ subsided
for a time. Again they
became discontented
and again their ring-
leaders were put out
of the way. Yet dis-

content increased
Kapytal finally saw
that mere slaughter

added to the discon-
tent, because it made
more bereaved rela-
tives.

“I must use a little
persuasion hesides
force,” he said. “I will
take some of the goats
into my service and
give them hkonors and
titles, so that they will
persuade the rest not
to rebel.”

So Kapytal appointed
goai-judges, goat-bish-
ops, goat-professors,

Picked out a fat one

) forth. All these were
old, dned-up’ animnals who were in no persunal
dapger of being eaten. They were allowed special
prnvxlegeg;. Instead of hillside thistles Kapytal gave
them juicy weeds, and thay fed out of his hand.
They came to love their master in all sincerity.
Thgy loved him especially when he scratched them
behind the ears and told them their odor was not
at all like that of the common herd. “My good
tame goats,” he called them.

The tame goats preached, lectured, wrote and
made judicial decisions in the interest of the one-
eyed giant. They gale warnings against race sui-
cide and said there should be plenty of kids in
every fanily. “We are the goats of his flock,”
said a long whiskered billy who was the bishop.

Meantime Kapytal was picking out a fat one
every night,

One evening the goats made a very mutinous
demonstration. They hung back from the gate of
tl}c corral and did not run between the legs of the
giant. The tame goats gave a hurrah as they ran
ahead, but nct many foliowed them.

3 “What does this mean?” shouted Kapytal, glar-
ing about with his single eye. “Why don't you
goats go in to srpper?”

“We don’t want to go in to your supper,” replied
one of the rebels.

“You must be crazy,” said Kapytal. “Your heads
have been turned by a lot of agitators. What's
ghe matter with you? Haven't you always gone
into the corral at this time of night ana haven't
I always picked out just one of you? Because I
am taking one fat goat, the rest don’t need to
worry.” ; :

“We've figured that out,” replied the rebel chief.
“You want just one tonight, but you'll want another

tomorrow uight and another the night after and

goat-editors, and so .

you'll have us all slaughtered in the end. We're
going to stand together. We give you notice that
you can't butcher us any more.”

“This is a dastardly conspiracy,” roared Kapytal.
“I'll skin those tame goats alive for letting this
sedition spread among you. Where’s that kishop,
editor and professor?” But the tame animals had
fled and hidden themselves behind the refuse piles
in the giant’s s'aughter yards. The goat judge, how-
ever, appeared and with him Kapytal had a con-
sultation,

“Listen, you goats,” said the giant in a softer
tone of voice. “I have your welfare at heart. I
permit you to eat your fill on the hillside all day
and the only reason I drive you into the corral
at night is to guard you from wild beasts—"

“You are the wild beast yourself,” shouted sev-
eral rebels.

“I mean well by you,” continued Kapytal, pre- *
tending not to hear the interruption. “Some of you
think that I pick - ut a goat a day by chance, but
it is not so. I always have a reason. The goat
that I pick out for the—er—good of the community
is not only fat, but dangerous—his horns are tco
long. He might hurt his fellow goats. Now the
one I have picked out tonight is a very bad one.
In fact, he is a criminal. Here is an indictment
charging him with a serious crime—"

“Your tame goat judge drew up the indictmenti”
yelled the rebels.

“The law and the constitution have been care-
fully observed,” replied the _giant, ignoring the
shouts of “liar.” “I am personally sorry for this
poor goat, but he is a bad citizen, . . . besides,
I am terribly hungry.”

“Youw're a butcher and we defy you,” shouted
the herd.

“Now, my dear goats, please, piease be reason-
able,” said Kapytal, beginning to be a little alarmed.
“I beg you to remember that there are good and
bad goats. I eat only the bad goats. Tt is foolish
and wicked to draw class lines. The only distinc-
tions are moral ones. Let every goat stand on his
own individual bottom.”

“And be eaten,” cried the mutineers.

“Why not?” retorted the giant, losing his tem-
per. “After all, you are only goats i

4You have made us the goats,” was the herd’s
answer. “You call us goats and treat us like goats
and in the past we have acted like goats. But we
have a suspicion that you can’t make goats 'I?:t o'f
oY, us any more. ere's -

\\\ -, less goat in us than
there is bloody beast
in"you. And we're go-
ing to rise and butt
you off the face<of the
earth!”

The giant shrieked
and begged for mercy
as he saw the herd
cloging in around him.
He tried vainly to es-
cape. He picked up a
club, but he knew that

rear. He tried to back
up against the fence,
but there was a deter-
mined group of goats
in the way. Pt |
- “Now, boys, charge!”
yelled the goat leader.
Like an avalanche
fronted with horns,
their hoofs playing a
thunderous tune, the
herd came at the giant.
Having only one eye
he could not see all
around to avoid the
catastrophe. It wouldn't
have done him any

Hoisted him fo'ty thrée feet

anyhow.

force of a battering ram a phalanx of horny fore-
heads met the giant's body at the psychological lo-

caticn and hoisted him forty-three feet in the air.
Vhen he came down they lifted him again. Then
they walked on him. Th: grass grew well on
the grease spot that was Kapytal, = =
And the goats, having bmbmtbeqat}m Wi

would ‘not protect his

good to look around,
With the




HE first week in April, 1011, newspa-
pers all over the country told of the
fool-hardy exploit, or daring bravery
® (according to the point of view), of
RS General William Stanley who lead 2
je body of eighty-five American rebels at

> Mexicala, Lower California, in a dar-

ing assault on three hundred and fifty regular Mex-

§can soldiers. Contrary to adverse newspaper opin-
ton at the time, it was one of the most sublime
“and daring attacks in all history. Love of fellow-
men and desire to promote the establishment of a
Socialist republic on the ruins of the Mexican au-
tocracy in Lower California was the real propelling
force, with the desire for equality, or true democ-
racy, the moral principle.

Though Stanley and several of his comrades fell
martyred, others like Price, Dunn, Hopkins and
Smith lived to carry the ideal forward. The casu-
alties of that whirlwind of flame and death were
two rebels and sixty-five federals killed and one
rebe! wounded. The brave leader himself was in-
jured by a piece of a shell from the enemy’s bat-
teries, dying a short time afterward. He lies buried
behind the very breastworks from which his daring
attack was made. At least, part of the ambition
of his last days is realized. If he could not live
for a Socialist republic in Lower California he
could at least die and fructify the soil with a
martyr’s blood. From Stanley’s death will spring
new offshoots of the revolutionary spirit in old
Mexico. .

But it is not of Stanley, primarily, that this arti-
cle is to be written, but of another, a personal
friend of the general and the writer, who fell by
his leader that memorable day, but, unlike his

_ leader, never left the field alive to die in a hos-
pital. He died in the only place he would have
chosen to die, if he could hive had a voice in the
matter: in strenuous action for a great cause on the
battlefield. A militant, revolutionary Socialist nearly
all his life, he died in the only way a true Social-
jst could die, in an endeavor to promote justice
and equality among men and as a martyr to uni-
versal peace and prosperity, with hands raised in
violence against organized class injustice, typified
in the capitalistic, autocratic misgovernment by
Porfiric Diaz.

His name was Henry Lyman Abeline and he was
a native of San Francisco, for a time a resident of
Santa Cruz, Cal, and originally a printer by trade.
Later he attended Stanford university and studied
mining and engineering. Tt was in the university

. town of Palo Alto that the writer, then writing
under the assumed name of Arthur Mansfield, be-
came acquainted with him. Shortly after he re-
ceived a tempting offer of employment from an
American mining company in Mexico and as he
desired to go there he invited the writer to go
with him and muke a fortune in old Mexico, be-
sides having a lark coming and going, and getting
a chance to study the country while there.

“I tell you what, Comrade Roos,” ke woqld

_often say, his eyes alight with snthusiasm, his voice
vibrant with hope and his manner confident, “Mex-
ico will be the first republic to realize the ideals
of Socialism. President Duz is the grandest man,

pext to Washington and Lincoln, ever produc;d

" on this continent. He has the whoiz economic in-

~ terest and progressive development of his people
 at heart and never gives away a pablic right or
franchise to a private corporation without a strug-
gle. All the land and industries are being national-
 alized as fast as possible and all this is so satis-
factory that the Mexican peop'e re-elect D_laz pres-
_ jdent every four years without a dissenting vote.
. As soon as the people are ready the transition of
a1 land and other utilities to social ownership will
 pe effected without frictica; meanwhile Dia.z is th.e
 ome great democracy-builder who thus guides his
~ country along lines of modern evoluticn.”
' “Vour picture looks rosy enough and it is in
 striet accord with the prevailing idea in this
| country of what Mexico really is,” the writer often
replied, “but wait until you see it for yourself;
then you may change your viewpoint.”
. *What T have -Jld you is a digest of statements
 made by the mine superintendent at Mexico gxty
who is a friend of mine,” he would antver. . He
could have no other motive in spreading such in-
formation than a conscientious desire to assist in
vilizing Mexico.” - i
‘We were not long beyond the American border
src Abshne reversed his opinion. All the innate
volutionis. of his pure Americanism became
aroused over the injustice, oppression and hypoc-

Mexico and he came to
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[nsurrecto

By Arthur Roos

hate the very name of Diaz as typifying the cow-
ardly brutality and organized irnjustice by autoc-
racy and violence misnamed the government of
Mexico that for more than thirty years had sup-
ported a throne with bayonets. Day by day the
militant Socialist in him grew and he became fierce
4s a wild lion.

“The people of this country are fools,” he said
to me one day, as we sat in a railway station, wait-
ing for the train back to the mines. “If a handful
of them had any common sense at all they would
stir up a revolution that would change the gov-
ernment of the country in a few months and make
it a repvtlic in fact as well as name. The consti-
tution of Mexico is worthless paper; all would-be
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HENRY LYMAN ABELINE

political parties are choked at birth; there are no
elections in fact; mayors and judges are appointed
by governors and governors by Diaz; corporations
combine with the government to over-tax and un-
der-pay and over-work the people; ahsolute slavery
and peonage prevail; illiteracy is widespread and
public schools suppressed because knnwledge for the
masses is dangerous to Diaz; robbers and mur-
derers are promoted to offices of trust; thousands
of paid murderers and spies are miaintained at gov-
ernment expense and the whole social structure is
rotten from top to bottom and crumbling in the
mire.”

“Better come with me back to California and
Santa Cruz county,” I advised him, “where at least
we can still organize and agitate for better condi-
tions in the struggle for existence against the
classes in power.”

“Never!” he exclaimed, in a fine, enthusiastic
frenzy. “My father fought in the American re-
bellion for freedom from slavery and I will be
true to my inheritance. Am I American to flee
from what is soon to become battle ground for
freedlom? No; I will stay in Mexico and when
the revolution comes. for I tegard revolution as
inevitable, I will choose the forefront of battle and,
help win, or die a thorough American.” e

In the light of what happened later in the wiid,
heroic charge with General Stanley from the little
breast-works at Mexicala, Abeline’'s words seem
prophetic. Many a time since I have been sorry
that I did not stay with him, instead of returning
across the border; but the most important event
in my reiations with him occurred within a week
after his astonishing statement that he meant to
help Mexico in the event of there being a revolu-
tion.

It was a few days before my departure from
Mexico and Abeline and I were to visit the home
of one of the revolutionists on a big ranch a few
miles frecm town. We were to ride ponies and
knowing we were under perpetual surveillance by
government spies we left town in the late evening,
just after dark, and after a mazy threading of
country by-ways turned at last into the main road
far cut in the country, riding slowly and cautiously
so as to avoid meeting stray police or soldiers.

When we reached our friend’s house we learned
that but a few hours before a band of five rurales,

in Mexico

a captain and four privates, had raided the home
of a neighbor suspected of being one. of the local
organizers of the Liberal party which came mto
existence to oppose the contitiuation of Diaz in
office. Similar events were of almost daily occur-
rence all over Mexico. In the instance here men-
tioned the head of the family had been warned of
the coming of the rurales and had gone into hid-
ing. The rurales had then seized the mother and
daughter found at home alone and were at that
very moment torturing them to extort a confes-
sion as to where the suspected man had taken
refuge. Our host trembled with fear as he told
us --d wept bitterly over the country’s future.
While the narration proceeded Abeline’s eyes were
flashing fire and one could plainly see he had in him
the making of a hero who would give his all for
Mexican freedom or fall fighting in smoke and
flame.

“Why don't you people kill the rurales and make
a revolution?” Abeline asked, when the old man
had fnished. “For myself I am ready to kill any
soldier who tortures a woman for a confession.”
he added.

The old Mexican readily understood and from
a hole under the adobe floor drew out a rifle and
cartridges. These he handed to Abeline without
a word.

“Get your pony and go back to town as quietly
as you can,” Abeline said to me. “You will be in
Mexico only a short time longer and I don’t want
you to run a great risk. Besides, we have only
one gun between us.”

I agreed with him and prepared to go back to
the town we had left a few hours before while our
host and his family waited to bar the doors and
lie down to pretend sleep in case soldiers should
scour the country for “insurrectos.” At once Abe-
line rode away toward the neighboring ranch with
the Mexican’s rifle held lovingly across the front
of the saddle.

Just before daylight the next morning Abeline
crept into the room where we slept with comrades
in town. I had not slept at all, but still lay on
the top of the couch, waiting for him.

“There were five rurales, all right,” he replied.
“They had the old lady and the girl, trying to make
them tell where the suspect was hidden. They
had stripped both the women stark naked and were
beating them with -iding whips, trying to make
them confess. I shot them, one at a time, but they
killed my pony before I finished. I had to walk
back. I was hit, besides.”

He bared his left arm and showed me a hullet
hole clean through the fleshy part of it. He had
tied a stout cord around the injured memler to
orevent bleeding, but without entire success. '‘he
inside of the sleeve was a mass of clotted b.vod.

The next day we did not dare to show ourselves
on the street or about the mines, because of fear
of the secret police, arrest and sudden death. I
was alrealy known as a comrade to Abeline and
had to leave the country secretly, -assisted by com-
rades of t:= revolutionary organization. Abeline
later mace his way into Lower California, to a
stock ranch near the border, where he kept in
constant touch with workers in the revolutionary
movement, both in Mexico and Los Angeles. When
the expected revolt did materialize he at once en-
listed and fought continucusly up to the day of
his death at Mexicala.

Henry Abeline died as it now seems Fate had
decreed many years before the revolt of 1911. After
that sublime, heroic charge under Stanley at Mex-
icala—85 Americans against 350 federals—I read of
his death in a letter from a comrade at the scene
of action. It was what had beer long expected,
but his acts had been shaped to_carry out the faith
of his soul. Who shall say that Mexico was not
helped to become an industrial republic by his
blood?

He fell, fighting for liberty under the red flag he
had Ilcarned to love. Who shall say that that flag
shall not yet wave over Mexico? Great even's
happen fast in an age ‘like this. The grandest
state of human society is yet to be realized and
sectionalism, race-hatred and age-long prejudice are
even now being weeded from the hearts of men
and the brutal striggle for existence under forms
of tlass-government is driving them into organized
seif-help. Meanwhile, behind the little breast-
works at Mexicala is the unmarked grave of one
who gave his life that the causes of war and bru-
tality wmight be destroyed. One more Americanl—
insurrecto in Mexico has become a memory, yet
the cause of revolt learns from the way he died.
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FRANK E. WOLFE

3 HE above slogan has been in many mouths
% and on countless bright red buttons in
the southern California metropolis for
many months. Enthusiasm and badges.
however, do not alone win victories. They
represent the steam in the engine, but
afford no guarantee that there is brain stuff in the
cab that will insure carrying the train to the desired
destination.

On Sunday, May 21st, a City Convention was
held in Los Angeles which proved that this con-
dition for a successful campaign for the election
in November is also abundantly present.

A ticket was nominated as follows:

Mayor, Job Harrimen, Soclalist and 1aw yer.

City Council, Fred T. Wheeler, Presidenit of Carpen-
ter's Unlon, No. 158.

C. F. Grove, Business Agent, Machinist's Union,

T. W. Whittle, Organizer Afro-American League,

Frank E. Wolfe, Newspaper writer.

A. J. Mooney, Secretary Los Angeles Trades Councll.
- ‘}lexmder Kans, Member San Pedro Longshoreman’s

mion. '

Wm. Vetter, Member German Branch, Soclalist Party.

T. W. Williams, Minister and Soclalist Lecturer.

Dan Regan, Member Moulder’s Union,

City Attorney, Kdward Tuttle, Lawyer and former
teacher of law. ~_

Auditor, Geo. W. Downing, Real Estate Dealer.

Assessor, A. N. Salyer, Plano Maker,

Board of Pducation, W. Scott Lewls, Assistant State
Becretary Soclalist Party.

- ut Adams Cantrell, State Organizer Sociallst Party
an urer.
5 Mary B. Garbut, Correspondent for Women Sociallst

arty.

Clarence Mellley, Atiorney.
Dr. Paul Ghan.

Alma Willlams,

¥lorence E. Broman,

The last four all active for years in the Socialist

It will be seen that these nominees are remarka-
bly representative of working class interests. All
who are not directly connected with economic or-
ganizations are old-time-dyed-in-the-wool Socialists.

Job Harriman has been active in the Socialist
party for twenty years or more. As an attorney
ihe local unions have come to know and trust him
as they trust no one else outside their own ranks.
They Yave learned that he is not only to be trusted
in what they ask him to do, but that he thinks with
brains formed in working class moulds. They have
learned that he can see more clearly than they
what concerns them and understands what they
“are up against” before they realize it themselves.

Gradually they have come to see that the best
part of their traits upon which they have so long
defended are due, not to the man, but to his So-
cialism. They have discovered that Socialism trains
to just that loyalty and gives that working class
philosophy which brings understanding of today’s
events.

Forces of Socialist-Unionists have taught the
same truth until now the Socialist i California
has the proud consciousness that every unionist
trusts him as he does a brother unionist.

“Thou knowest not what argument thy life to
thy neighbor’s creed hath lent.”

Emerson’s lines fit more than one form of vital
propaganda. .

The man first nominated on the Council, Fred T.
Wheeler, is another whose Socialism has been
preaching eloquentiy for years. He has been in
them as one of them. The Carpenters’ Union, of
which he is the head, is the largest in southern
California.

The cther union men on the ticket are as enthu-
siastic Socialists as they are loyal in their industrial
organizations.

F. W. Whittle is colored. He was nominated not
only because he represents a people who are, many
of them, of the working class, but even more be-
cause the party was glad to make known in' th.eir
way its complete frecdom from color prejudice.

THE COMING NATION

Carry Los Angeles

For the Worlkers

in Nineteen Eleven
By Mila Tupper Maynard

JOB HARRIMAN

Not a question was raised as to the nomination.
This is a matter-of-course to those who understand
Socialist principles, but is worth noting when it is
remembered how this people have been relegated
to the blacking of boots and cleaning of spittoons
in other partie..

F. E. Wolf was, until recently, editor of the
Los Angeies Herald. He, with Harriman and Can-
trell, served as the public committee of the state
party in the legislature last winter where their
newspaper experience served the workers in count-
less ways.

He was the actual author of the Eight-Hour
Day for women recently gone into effect in- this
state and which has not only enormously improved
the: conditions for working women, but given all
labor a tremendous homage in extending the
shorter day. v

Readers of the Socialist Press will be glad to
learn that the candidate for City Auditor is the
husband of Agnes Downing whose pen has done
valliant service for many years.

To balance this item of news let it be stated
that F. E. Bowman is the wife of the Secretary of
the Los Angeles Typographical Union.

This story was told on the floor of the con-
vention.

A fiery, small dog was running after a huge
train, straining every nerve to catch the swiftly
moving monster. An old farmer looking out re-
marked dryly as the dog was left behind: “I
wonder what he’d a done if he’d a caught it”

Never mind the moral which was drawn from
the story. Suffice it to say that all the candidates
nominated on this ticket will know what to do when
they catch the municipal train next November.

How did this come about?

Did a mass convention of red-card Socialists
show themselves ahle in a one-day meeting to can-
vass the situation, find just the right one for each
place, consider the thousand and one items that
needed to be studied and reach a conclusion so
satisfactcrily? ,

Harualy.

The day of miracles has heen over for some
time.

One would need to believe in a special Provi-
dence of a marvelous brand to expect haphazard
nominations from the floor 3§ ammittee acting—

FRED WHEELER

while-you-wait to effect intelligent, well-batanced
results.

In this convention there was no mystery and no
miracle and no hidden wires.

The party had used its brains. Weeks before
the Sccialist City Central Committee had appointed
a committee of five to conter with a like conunit-
tee appointed by the Union Labor Pelitical Club
The ten were to act as a nomination committee.

This committee gave the most careful heed to
every suggested consideration, always aiming to
keep in mind, not oniy the representative characters
from the worker's viewpoint of earth, but their
ability to make good when elected.

The report of this committee (of nomination)
was made to City Central Committee and published
two weeks prior to the convention, allowing ample
time for consideration by the membership.

The convention received the comnmittee’s report
for what it was worth. Every red-card Socizlist
in the city was eligible to membership in the con-
vontion and Labor Temple Auditorinm was filled
with men and women who realized their respon-
sibility. They knew that, thanks to the capatahst
powers that be, this election was to be, not only
of significance to the local and naticeal purty, but
2 crucial factor im the great interpational struggle
of the working class,

They realized that the eyes of every thoughtful
Socialist the world over was upon them hoping,
almost painfully, that the horse sense vf Los An-
geles Sociafists would be equal to their ardor and
the grandeur of their cause.

The committee’s report was kept in mind, but
each nomination was made separately and inde-
pendently. In mort cases rival candidates were
presented, and in two instances the action of the
~onvention differed from the suggestions mads.

One wise decision of the convention was to post-
pone the adoption of the platform until later in the
campaign. A commiftee was appointed to prepare
a platform to report to another mass convention.

In the meantime, the platform of the National
party will answer the purpose. It was not thought
best to formulate too early the statements as to
local issues.

Tactical acvantage is worth considering and the
nondescript “reform” parties of this city are fond
of purloining (for platform purposes only) the
more pleasing items of Socialist platforms.

All in all the Los Angeles City Convention
proved that, not only is the time ripe for Socialist
victory, but that Socialists are ready to meet op-
portunity with clear-headed practical efficiency.

This power “(meaning the railroads),” like a
government, has authority to make tariffs and to
enforce their collection. It claims a right 'ﬁh’ld!
no civilized guvernment claims, and no soversign
has dared to exercise for centuries, of _rebating @
portion of its tariff, and thus discriminating be-
tween its subjects in the collection of its revenues.
It is safe to say that if the Congress of the United
States should enact a law which establighcd on any
commodity one impost duty for the dty of New
York and a different duty for other cities, or one
Juty for one firm and another duty for another
firm, no matter how slight the difference, the peo-
ple would resort to arms if need be, rather than
submit.—A, B. Stickney s—Railway Problem, p. 31.

Tnstead of trying to dissuade men from taking
away the property of others, society ‘must render
it impossible for them to do so. The proper way
to induce men to desist from unjust action is f«

o

make it for their own interest so to do, and teach

them in an unmistakable manner thac it is |
“This is the work of intelligu_!qe and education—

Ward—Dyngmic Saciglagy. S
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HERE are approximately 160,000

G oA Russians of the original stock in the
AR United States. The in-coming tide

XY of the Russian immigration began
in 1905, in the “days of liberty,”
when the “Little Father,” still under

~ the influence of the great Russian

railroad strike, signed the “famous” manifesto of
October 17th. Then the wave of .economical and
religious iminigration was re-enforced by a polirical
surge. Workingmen followed the peasants; after
them came small groups of educated men.

At first, the new-comers lived apart from the
Americans, considering them inferior to themselves.
There were no permanent radical or Socialist or-
ganizations among them. These sprang into exist-
ence and vanished almost simultaneously. The Rus-
sian autocracy, acting through the agency of the
Orthodox Church, scattered ignorance and church
fraternities (160 in number today) among the
Russians. The financial depression of 1907 dealt the
last blow to the rising colony.

It was only with the appearunce of the first radi-
cal Russian newspaper, Russky Golos (The Russicn
Voice), in New York, that the Russian workmen
began to concentrate their activity. Soon after-
ward, labor organizations were formed in New
York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Chicago, Boston,
Pittsburg, Denver, San Francisco, St. Louis, and
other cities. These organizations were, naturally, in
sympathy with the Socialist movement, at first the
Russian, and finally, with the American. They
served as the foundation for Socialist groups.

The Russian Socialists had two small groups,
Revolutionary Socialists and Social-Democrats, but
the membership of these groups was scarcely above
“100. The object -of these groups was to help :na-
terially the central committees of the revolutionary
parties at Paris, in their struggle with Czarism.

From time to time Russian Socialists and revo-
lutinists of note visited the United States; “Grand-
mother” Breshkovskaia, Nicholas Tchaikovsky, fa-
mous as “the father of the Russian revolution,”
Grigori Gershuni, Maxim, Lieber and others. They
directed propaganda in favor of the Russian revolu-
tion, collected money for it, and then went back to
Europe. ~

The Social-Democratic group began the publica-
tion of a party monthly, The Russian-American
Workman, but this undertaking failed financially in
ten months. Occasional meetings,
money collection—these were the only pulse-beats
. of the propaganda. Only recently a new move-
ment became felt in the Russian colony, that in

WHAT’S

" Love's Pilgrimage, by Upton Sincliar. Published
by Mitchel Kennerly. Cloih, 863 pp.

A decidedly neurotic genius is the central figure
of this book. He knows be is a genius. He strug-
gles with his Art and his love, and that is the
- theme of the buook. The whole story is there.
Every phase of the growth of love, every detail of
sex and emotion and their struggle with puverty
and an unappreciative world and everyday life is

digsected out and exposed to the reader.
 Thyrsis, the hero genius, and Corydon, his wife,
are almost the only figures in the book. Thyrsis
has dedicated his life .to his writing. He has
mapped out his “career.” Then Corydon comes into
his life, and he fights against the spell of sex, vut
is overcome, and they are engaged. But they are
ouly going to be friends. Then the world beats in
upon them and gossip compels marriage. But it is
to be only a Platonic union. Once more sex is
master, and the result is described in a piece of
realism that will seldom be read in the spirit in
which the author inteuds it, and for which it is
doubtful ‘if there is an excuse.

The birth of the child is told with terrible real-
ism. Here one mav question if the ohstetric de-
tails do not teud to obscure the really tremendous
power of some pussages that describe how the

mother goes down to the virge of death that life

: o ey
n&m comes the struggle with poverty, the exiles
 to the forest that penmies may be saved, the de-

mands of conventicn that cripple ‘*he artist, ail

_ these things with vhich the creative mind . ust

struggle in the presunt society.
Then “hysis ﬁu in contact with the Social-

~.one blow after another.

lectures and -
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favor of uniting with the American Socialists.

This movement sprang out of the realities of
American life, that dealf the Russian immigrants
Face to face with such
exploitation of labor as they had never known be-
fore, without leaders, without public. support, the
Russian refugees were finally attracted toward that
political party, which stood for labor and its rights.
In Russia they learned of Socialism accidentally,
and by underground means. Hence, really con-
vinced and active Socialists were few in number.
It was only in America that the bulk of the Russian
colony came in. contact with Socialism, as ‘a vital
issue. This was mainly due to the open propaganda,
the freedom of the press, and the work of such
prominent men as Eugene V. Debs, Charles E. Rus-
sell, Fred Warren and Victor Berger.

Partly through the endeavors of the Russky Golos
acquainting its readers with the Socialist parties of
America, partly through the knowledge of the Engz-
ish language, small Socialist groups appeared, con-
sisting mainly of workmen. These groups appeared
and disappeared, one after another. Several at-
tempts have been made to organize separate char-
tered branches of the Socialist party. - These all
failed, through lack of energetic men. The Ameri-
can Saocialist party lent these branches no aid either-
in money, party literature in the Russian language
or able agitators. The small groups of Russian
Socialists scarcely take pains to spread their ideas
among the Russian masses, which still learn of the
existence of such groups only accidentally.

Living in the United States, the Russians were
naturally attracted toward the Americans and the
political, economic and moral currents of their life.
Oren propaganda of Socialism, unknown to them
in Russia, the nomination of Socialist candidates for
federal, state and municipal offices, public meetings,
demonstrations, wide-spread protests in connection
even with Russian affairs (“the Red Sunday,” Jan-
uary 9, 1905, the peonage of the Russian workmen

_on Hawaiian Islands, the defense of political refu-

gees, Pouren, Rudovitz, Federenko, Veczozol, etc.),
all these found response in the soul of the Russian
workmen, and exertad beneficial influence upon him.

In this manner his sympathies grew toward his
American friends and the Socialist party, where the
oppressed found protection, the strugglers, support.
He began to visit and to eater the local branches
of the Socialist parties, and Russian branches were

IN THE NEW

ist movement and again there is a flood of realism.
Well-known Socialists are dragged into the plot,
Sorcialist philosopliy, of various sorts, is piled up,
and the author becomes a propagandist. By this
time he has become fairly prosperous and turns
from poetry, drama and great creations of fiction
to “Art and Money: an Essay in the Economic In-
terpretation of Literature” Corydon now develops
an individuality of her own and has a mild flirta-
tion with another man. Thyrsis, driven by his
idealism, makes up his mind tg surrender her to his
rival, only to find chat the rival is frightened by
convention and flees from the “sacrifice.” Then he
and Corydon settle down to “live happily ever
afterwards.” .

There are tremendous pieces ¢f writing in the
book. In places it reaches a height that has sel-’
dom been touched. There seems to be a straining
after the sensational, which will probably place the
book under the bin of authority. These places do
not seem to be essential to the work. They jar
upon the reader, not alone because of their un-
conventionality, but because they seem dragged in.

The work speaks much of Socialism, but the un-
derlying thought is as far as possible from Social-
ism. Thyrsis is anything but a Socialist. He im-
agines “himself an “overman,” to whom all other
human beings are but means to his end. One's
sympathies all go out to Corydon, whom he pro-
fesses to love with such a furious passion, but
whom he never hesitates to sacrifice in order that
he may follow his own desires as an artist. In-
stead of a martyred hero he is a conceited cad,
who makes his artistic temperament an excuse for

rmast brutal selfishness. It wi'l be unfortunate if,

d the Russian Americans-

MOVEMENT AMONG THE RUSSIANS IN THE UNITED STATES

By Ivan Okunstoff

formed conducting propagnnda among the Russian
masses. In Chicago, a Russian Agitation Bureau
publishes, from time to time, leaflets in favor of its
party.

Milwaukee, Wis., has a very active Russian branch
with its sub-branches in other cities of the state
(Washburn, for example). The Baltimore and
Pittshurg branches already have some influence with
the local trade-unions and even the party itself.
They endeavor to prevent the Russians from be-
coming strike-breakers.

The failure of the Russian-American Workmian,
with its specifically Russian propaganda, finally led
to the establishment of a new weekly, the New
World, conducted like the American Socialist peri-
odicals. The object of this publication will be to
concentrate the Russian Socialists around the stand-
ard of the American Socialist party. The Social-
Democratic group, as the initiator of the new pub-
lication ‘invited one of its leaders, Leo Deutsch, to
come from Paris and edit the newspaper. Leo
Deutsch—-is a noted Social-Democrat and propa-
gandist of Marxism. His forty years of struggle
with the despotic autocracy, the people’s ignorance
and poverty, gained him the sympathies of all. His
book, describing his escape from the prison, has
been published four times in Germanv. Leo Deutsch
spent ten years as a convict in Eastern Siberia.
His articles on how he “went to the pcop'e” to
propagate the idea that the land should be in the
hands of the working masses, were met with con-
siderable interest. This propaganda brought no re-
sults, however, and Deutsch himself, hardly escaped
with his life.

Fleven years ago, on his escape from Siberia,
Deutsch visited the United States, and even then
he cursed this “land of the Yellow Devil,” and
promised that he would never set foot cn it again.
The utilitarian conditions of American life, the
wild chase for the. dollar, the rule of capital over
labor—all these impressed Deutsch very unfavor-
ably. This, however, did not deter him from com-
ing to New York in order to continue his struggle
for Marxian ideas upon the American soil.

Let us hope that the New World will push on-
ward the propaganda of Socialism among Russians
in the United States. However, the best agents
for promulgating these ideas are the hard realities
of American life and the American press. The
Socialist movement in America numbers among its
foremost ranks many Russian immigrants, who un-
der American conditions, have become very strong
and active militants for the realization of So-
cialism.

BOOKS

he or pig philosophy is accepted as representative
of Socialism.

The Insurgent of St. Marks, by Henry Spencer
Booth. Leroi Press, Bristol, Tenn. Cloth 419 pp.
$1.50. 3

This is a story of a preacher who tried to fight
the machine in the church, and, at the same time,
attack, although in a somewhat mild way, the class
that presumes to rule the church and rob the work-
ers. Natrally, he had a rather strenuous time.
The author does not have a very clear idea
of the real forces that he is describing, but, never-
theless, succeeds in giving a very vivid picture of
the struggle.

It dges not take ‘much insight to discover that
the writer is very evidently describing specific cases
with which he has corae in coritact.

Who shall calculate how large = part of all hu-
man suffering is due to poverty? And what is the
cause of pg\'erty? If the true share of indolence
in occasioming poverty could be known, it would
be found to be small. If the whole subject could
be thoroughly investigated, it would appear that
the poorest people ir the world are, if not the most
enterprising and energetic, at least the most indus-
trious and lzborious.—Ward—Dynamic Sociology.

When they assert that the brain-power which
qualifies; a man to accumulate the wealth that
others have created is the same brain-power that
moves the wheels of social progress, they commit
a‘ very serious mitake~Ward—Dynamic Soci-
ology.
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A Surve& of the Mag&hes

Perkins Sen Socialist Spectre

Geqrge W. Perkins, of the great steel trust, and
tl.le right-hand man of J. Pierpont Morgan, has
discovered that “The Big Change” is already here.

In the Worlds Work he tells us that,

Whether we like it or not, whether it is good for us
or not, the great, big. undenlable fact stares us Io
the face that the Inviantor has brought us, by leaps
and bounds, to the “‘get together” . Inter-communi-
. catlon at the beginning of the ninetesnth century, fig-
uratively speaking, was on an “ox-team” basis. Af the
beginning of the twentieth century it is on a ‘:wireless”
basis. At the beginning of the nineteenth century inter-
commurlication amounted to little or nothing: at the
beginning of the twentleth century it is complete, worid-
wide. henmerchandising by ox-team, a state is the

world; when merchandising by lightning, the world is
a township. T " .

“The day is
gone,” he contin-
ves, “when peo-
ple lived apart
from one another,
without inter-com-
munication. Gone
is the day when
people were told
by the church and
the state how and
what to think—
gone, never to re-
turn. . . . The
great business
combinations of
the day have come
about naturally
and solely because
of the inventions
of our time, ap-

GEORGE' W. PERKINS.

plicable to business uses.”

When he comes to deal with these great changes,
however, he has nothing to suggest but govern-
ment regulation, and for this purpose he says that
he has “long believed that we should have at Wash-
ington a Business Court, to which our great busi-
ness problems could go for final adjustment when
they could not be settled otherwise.”

Just what such a court would do,” he has no clear
idea, but he does realize that “Federal regulation
is feasible, and .if we unite and work for it now we
may be able to secure it, whereas, if we continue
to fight against it much longer, the incoming tide
may sweep the question along either to Govern-
ment ownership or Socialism.”

The spectre of Socialism has been conjured up in
his mind by a recognition of the fact that “you
cannot spend a million dollars in educating one
generation without having a million questions to
answer from the next generation.”

Just what his “Business Court” and “Regulation”
is going to do to meet this problem, does not seem
to be very clear to Mr. Perkins. He talks about
“co-operation between labor and capital,” and says,
“The question between labor and capital today is
not so much the amount of wage a man should be
paid as it is whether that waye is a fair proportion
of the earnings of the business.”

He seems to have an idea that something is going
to happen, for as he approaches his conclusion he
starts out very vigorously:

Our forefathers, through rebellion, made good thelr
manhood in the eighteenth century and threw off the

oke of oppression.
¥ Our fat %rs. through rebellion, made good their man-

bood in the nineteenth century and threw off the yoke
of slavery. :

He does not have the courage, however, to make
the next step and to say that the workers of this
generation are going to rise in rebellion and throw
off the class to which Mr. Perkins belongs. On
the contrary, he ends with this very lame conclu-
sxosr;‘.‘“ we, with all our twentleth century enlighten-

fail to seize the opportunity that offers now to
::’ll::' the working man a ppgner and in thus helping him

onward and upward, help ourselves, our children, our
neighbors, and our hiessed country

Woeful Waste in Distribation

That the distribution of goods under capitalism
absorbs from 60 per cent to 75 per cent of the final
price to the consumer is the conclusion of Ages
Laut in the Technical World. Grapes netting the
farmer 2 cents a box cost the city worker 40 cents.
Potatoes jump from 35 cents to $1.50 a bushel in
getting from the producer to the consumer, w}_ule
nearly all other products double or treble in price.

As a result population is decreasing on th'e farrgs.
and wage workers in the city are dispensing with
the necessaries of healthful life because of the
“high cost 'of living.”
mlg:r is it logical to scold at the middleman! He
sees his chance for 500 per cent profit, and he takes

whe

it, just .as you or I would take it in similar cir-
cumstances. If you accuse him of high prices, he
goes into elaborate explanations of risk and loss
on perishable products and the expense of big stor-
age plents in congested centers, though that hardly
explains why it paid the cold-storage men this last
year to dump mi'lions of dczens of eees in the
sea rather than break 50 cent prices. While eggs
were costing 4 and 5 cents each in New York and
Chicago_last winter, and were being imported in
shiploads from Europe and Asia, cold-storage men
were talking scarcity; but no sooner did half a
dozen states prepare to pass laws forbidding the
storage of food prcducts for longer than a year,
than those same cold-storage mer who had talked
scarcity began dumping old eggs by millions of
dozens into the sea. Prices dropped from =o and
60 cents a dozen to 8 cents; and the stored eggs
could not find purchasers.

In a few places the farmers are waking up to
the possibility of eliminating much of this waste
through co-operatives. The dairymen in Erie, Pa.,
such an association did a business of $225000 in
1009, cutting down the cost of delivery and im-
proving the quality of the milk. This is only one
of a long list of similar successful, though still
new, enterprises in this country. But it is in Den-
mark that the greatest results have been obtained.
Here “162,000 co-operative farmers sell $;8,000,000
worth of dairy produce a year.”

Roosevelt on Wisco;uiu

Having discovered the ten commandments, it was
to be expected that sooner or later Roosevelt would
hunt out Wisconsin and find out that something
was happening there.

In the Outlook he sings a hymn of praise to
“Wisconsin, an object lesson for the rest of the
union.”

He has found out that this state, and the univer-
sity at the head of its educational system, is in the
front ranks of progress, but he has never imagined
that there is any connection between this and the
fact that the Socia'ist movement is stronger in that
state than in any other, and that in no other uni-
versity has there been so many men inspired by the

doctrines of Socialism in its teaching force.
ST - Y

Home Crops of Celery

BY JOEL, SHOMAKER.

g HERE is no mystery about growing
celery. The age of novelty in produc-
ing that valuable family luxury is over
and hundreds of carloads are taken
from the gardens of the United States
g to the city markets every year. Be-
S cause of the easy methods of cultiva-
tion, it is possible for many families to enjoy the
appetizing plant, and get the stalks fresh from the
soil. It does not require the ownership of a iarge
farm to make celery one of the many sources of
annual profit. 4

Celery is an all-season’s crop, for it can be grown
in almost every scction, and harvested during mid-
summer, autumn and winter. A few square feet of
correctly prepared.earth will furnish sufficient cel-
ery for a large family. An acre often returns more
money to the grower than could be made by work-
ing twelve months at a trade or profession. So
the celery plant is a veritable nerve restorer, in
more than cne way, and holds an important niche
in the struggling problems of human existuice.

There are several varieties of celery sold under
various names and possessing more or less differ-
ing qualities., "But the White Plume and Giant
Pascal probably rtand at the head of the class of
sorts grown by the commercial gardener and the
amateur pleasure and profit-seeker.. A small packet
of seed will supply enough plants for the ordinary
family, and an owunce, costing 20 cents, will give
15,000 plants. Two ounces of good seed should af-
ford plants for setting an acre.

It is best to buy celery seed from reliable dealers,
and get the new crop, as the seeds lose germinating
power after the first year. A shallow box, say three
inches deep, is the best hed for cclery seed. The
soil used should be very fine, well sifted and strong
enouch to make good plants, Plaits will be ready
for setting in the ground about six weeks from
the time seed is sown. Early plants may be started
indoors and late ones in the oper grounsl

~
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My method of getting celery planis is to burn a
brush hean, in a sheltered spot, and dig up the

earth while the ground is hot, rake it down smooth

and sow the seed, in rows, about tour inches apart,
covering slightly and firming the surface with the
hoe. For home use. I set the plants about eirht
inches apart, in rows three feet apart. Then the
work of cultivation is carried on by using a com-
mon garden plow, keeping the surface stirred to
msure plenty of moisture. :
; Celery will grow in any soil,” and give returns
In proportion to the care given the crop. It is
customary in the West for market gardeners to

~ select peat or mucky soil for celery, and they get

wonderful crops, some reporting yields of 2,500
dozen, for which they often get 40 to 60 cents a
dozen. Such figures are given by professionals,
who work for the big crops, to secure the largest
{)ro(t;ts possible from the smallest area of cultivated
and.

Celery must be blanched in order to remove the
strong flavor and make the stalk brittle. That is
done by standing boards on either side of the plant
for two weeks before time for cutting for home
use or for market. Another blanching method is
to draw earth around the plants. Some growers
tie brown wrapping paper, old newspapers or
bunches of straw around each plant. Care must
be taken to avoid putting any wrapping about the
plant that has an odor, as that will be imparted to
the celery.

By planting throughout the season a good supply
can be had for use in the winter. That does not
require blanching. For when freezing time comes,
the stalks should be taken from the growing place
and stored in the cellar, or outdoor pits, like cab-
bage. The darkness causes the self-blanching and
makes the stalks tender. [n storing the celery, the
plants should be set in trenches in the same man-
ner as when growing, except they can be packed
close together.

A home market is always most desirable for any
surplus celery or other garden crop. Small grow-
ers cannot go upon the open market and compete
with commercial gardeners, because they da not
have the stock in sufficient quantity to supply daily
demands. Celery bunches, when being cut and
washed for market, should not be left to wither
in the sun or wind, as both are enemies to the
crispness and general appearance of the plant.

Celery is a great water consumer and, therefore.
a plant for irrigation. It requires an abundance
of moisture during the strongest growing season,
and the market gardener should have some method
of applying water at the right time. Furrow irri-
gation gives best results. That should be given
by thorough soaking several times during the sum-
mer. Of course, good celery can be grown without
irrigation, and some of the best small gardens are
profitable producers of celery without the aid of
artificial watering,

“These railway kings have power, more power—
that is, more opportunity to make their will pre-
vail, than perhaps any one in political life, except
the President or the Speaker, who, after all, hold
theirs “only for four years and two years, while
the railroad monarch holds his for life. When the
master. of one of the great Western lines travels
toward the Pacific in his palace car, his journey
is like a royal progress. Governors of states and
territories bow before hiin; legislatures receive him
in solemn sessions; cities and towns seck to pro-
pitiate him, for has he not the means of making or
marring a city’s fortunes?—Boyce’s—American
Commonzvealth, Vol 11, p. 653.
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For Next Week

The future of society is seen in the
youth of today. The fact that the
young Socialists are organing by the
thousands throughout the world is one
of the most significant movements of
the times. :

The Young Socialist Guard of Bei-
gium was the pioneer in this form of
organization, which now embraces prob-
‘ably a hundred thousand young men
and women.

Next week Thomas G. Connolly, who
has recently been in Belgium, will tell
of the work of this organization.

It is distinctly anti-militarist and in
reaching the soldiers in the barracks
has been forced to some daring and
amusing devices.

It is also one of the greatest tem-

_ perance societies in the world, and its
fight against alcoholism is being felt
throughout Europe.

America has so far lagged behind in
this form of organization, although
there are some strong societies in the
larger cities.

1f this number could be circulated
among the young people in the Social-
ist movement it would doubtless lead
to the formation of similar organiza-
tions throughout the country, and a spe-
cial effort should be made by scouts
and subscribers to see that it reaches
the young people of the working class.

There will be an excellent piece of
fiction by Gertrude Barnum, illustrated
by Bert H. Chapman, called “Eliza
and 'Im.”

Installments of Kauffman's, “The
Curse,” and Eugene Wood's, “The Big
Change,” will appear.

Rassell on Australia

Five years ago Charles Edward Rus-
sell wrote “Soldiers of the Common
Good,” being a study of the upward
struggle in various countries, Since
then he has become a Socialist and has
just compleied another voyage to Aus-
tralia. Five years of progress in Aus-
tralia, and five years of progress of
Russell are combined in this new series
of articles, the first of which appeared

~ last week and the second of which will
be publistied week after next.

We have postponed the issuance of
this second article in order to give

————

ample time for those who wish to begin -

their subscriptions with that number.
~ This series of articles, which will
cover the: whole field of Australian
politics, will be as much of an ad-
vance over the “Soldiers of the Common
Good,” as those were over the con-
nporacy discussions of economic con-

in these countries.

Their appearance will mean th:t for
some weeks the Comineg Navion wbuyl
be regularly publishing articles

rles Edward Russell, Eugene Wood

-

be Inclosed for tbe return
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sl Smashmg Machines

of despair.

derstood it. s

brought profits to the idle.
to smash them.
class of profit takers.

tition.

BY A. M. SIMONS

A century has gone by since then.
might have lightened the toil of the workers have come and
Labor has gained little by the intro-
duction of machines, but it has learned the uselessness of trying

1ORE than a century ago a mob of English weavers
went fromn factory to factory smashing the looms and
} spinning frames that were depriving them of their jobs.
Those weavers were ignorant.
from access to the sources of knowledge.
maddened by anger.

Men and women under such conditions may be ex-
cused if their actions are not reasoned.

They have no time to reason. They could know nothin'ghof
the social evolution of which these machines were a part. ey
could not have been expected to sacrifice their lives aud the lives
of their children for the sake of social evolution if they had un-

They had been 'barred
They were
They were in th: desperation

Millions of machines that

A new machine, the trust, now threatens a section of the
A more perfect instrument for doing work
—a better tool—it is displacing those who depend upon compe-

~Now, as in the eighteenth century, there is a class whose
% position in society is being destroyed by this new machine.

This

time it is the little competing capitalists who see their profits in

danger.

They see their “chance to rise” into the class of great

capitalists transformed into a certainty of falling into the - class

of workers.

Just as those desperate workers in the factory towns of Eng-
land sought to drive society back into the stage of handicraft with
their rocks and clubs, so these profit-hungry exploiters are trot-
ting up and down the country flinging legislative pebbles and
swinging Supreme Court clubs and executive big sticks at this

new machine.

__Generations of capitalists and wise men have laughed at the
pitiful story of the starving weavers smashing the machines of

Lancashire.

It is the worker’s turn. to laugh.

Labor may well shout with mirth.

In the twentieth century the Suprsme Court of the United
States “Smashed” the Standard Oil and the Tobacco Trust and
is strutting up and down the avenues of business patting these
gigantic industrial machines upon the wrist and shouting peans

of victory with each stroke.

A century ago the capitalists laughed at the starving work-
ers and took possession of the machines and used them to ex-

tract profits for the few.

~In the immediate future the workers will take possession of
the trusts and use them to satisfy the wants of all,
Thus :ociety moves on over machine-smashers and trust-

busters.

and Reginald Wright Kauffman. Not
another publication in the Engl}sh langu-
age, Socialist, or non-Socialist, offers
such a feast as this to its readers.

Brotherhood

BY EDWIN MARKHAM,

The crest and crowning of all good.

Life’s final star is Brothcrlwod.

For it will bring again to ‘earth

Her long lost Poesy and Mirth;

Will send new light on every face,

A kingly power upon the race,

And till it come we men are slaves,

Awnd travel doumward to the dust of
graves.

Come, clear the cvay, then, clear the way:

Blind creeds and kings have had their
day.

Breck thi dead branches from the path;

Our hope is in the afters:ath—

Our hope is in heroic men,

Star-led to build the world again.

" To this event the ages ran:

Make way for Brotherhood—make way
for Man.

Go out on the firing line and Llaze
away at something. Get busy and stay
in the foit. The best marksmau had
to waste some powder in practice,

oo

'Some of the giving of our million-
aires, alarmed at the unrest of the poor,
is cyclone insurance,

ngov;'Iedgu is the only foundation both
o1 the love and the principles of h
liberty.—Daniel Webster. iy

The church roars like a lion in geii-
eral conference, but squeals liks a mouse
at the general election—/. G. Woolley.

'Ijhat is the best government which
desires to make the people happy, and

knows how to make them happy.—Thos.
B. Macaulay. ’

“A certain promninent man once said
that we did not think children were"
worth as much in this country as dogs;
that yoit could get a child for nothing,
but that you had to pay at least twenty-

ﬁve. dollars for an ordinary Boston
terrier pup.”

A weapon that comei d

A-‘mowﬂuken fall upon &;n.:; .-tlll

Bul executes a freeman's will, '

And from 165 focey the Will of ‘God:
nor doors

Can shield you—'tis the mn??i.ff.d‘ "

2 ~—John Pierpont.

Power, ke a desolat

Pollutes whate'er it tou m&nge'bedlence
Bane of all genius, virtnes, freedom, truth.
Hnuahmotmen.mdotthrhnmd

A merchandised antomaton. —Shelley.

The Socialist Scouts

If your boy or gir! is interested in aerlal
navigation he can secure a minlature mo- -
del of the famous Blerlot motioplane from
the Scout demrtmeht. This I8 ab exact
duplicate of the big machine, Is—two feet
across ut planes dand, when properly put
together, is guaranteed to rise from the
ground and fiy from 50 to 100 feet. The
monoplane 18 but one of a number of
iven to Scouts. TPremiums come
free In addition to a regular profit of 100
per cent on the sale of CoMING NATIONS
and Appeals. It costs nothtngo to start
the Scout work. I'll send any boy or girl
a bundle of 10 NatTionNs if helil agree to
remit half price for what papers he sells
and to return heads of unsgold coples. Ad-
dress requests to ‘“‘Scout Dep't., Appeal to
Reason, Girard, Kan.,” and first bundle,

premiums

{etter of Instruction and prize list will be
sent,

Stout __ I_ch

Scouts are famlliar
with the name of
Harold BE. Wiggle of
Kokomo, Ind. Harold
was one of the first
boys to join the Scout
organization and has
remained one of its
most active members.
i He comes from a fam-
t ily of Socialists and
i will make the others
| step lively if they out-

class him as an agita-

tor, He has a nice
list of customers and
Is adding to it weekly.

Recelved badge and
I wore it to work
1 where I sold all the
papers. I hope to in-
crease my order soon
as my older brother
sald that he would try
| to get me some cus-
i tomers.—Louls Mick-
| elson, Pa,

I have fifteen regu-
I lar customers for the
i CoMING NATION now,
| with good prospects
for getting ten or fif-
————1 teem more in the
e " 4 near fugre. %%m al%o
rylng every day to get more yeirly su
scriptions.—E, M. Rem'ey, Pa,

The demanuy for the CoMING NATION Is
getting larger and the papers 1 used to
sell In four hours I can sell in one hour
now. Sociallsm is coming pretty fast now.
—Willie Greenaway, Mich.

I bave sold my ComiNg NATIiONS. I like
to sell them very much. J sold them s&ll
on Saturday but ome, the other one I sold
on Sunday. I am the first Scout here to
start business selling the CoMING NATION.
I want ten more CoMING NATIONS.—Martha
Ikenberry, age 11, Ariz.

I recelved the watch’ all right, Thanks
for same.—Walter A. Mitchell, Ohlo.

I have been organizing a local for Sc-
clalist boys and girls.  We haye eight
members and meet every Thursday night at
7:30. Several of the members will become
scouts as scon as school is out. I manage
to sell my papers.—Clay Glllisple, W. Va.

I am trying to Increase mg route and
expect to have tyenty-five before long. 1
:31 venry nuich ple?tsed wlthbm henginﬁ. It

s fine. ve it to m other.—Harr
Smith, Ohfo." Ao »

Papers ate selling tue. Hope to have
25 next week. I am golng to canvass the
other side of the creek when I get time.
I have to go to school so I have no time
to canvass right now.—Harris Smith, Ohlo,

I received my Glascock racer on Thurs-
day, April 13th. We have rode it all
around and think it is a dandy ome at
that. It is good exercise and every boy
and girl should have onme too. One boy
sald you give me your customers so I
can get one.—John Parker, Pa.

Received premium O. K. Am well

leased with it. Man ——Harve
aenkel. Ohlo, I e i

- “Now” is the watch word of the wise.

<



_ THE COMING NATION

Captain Billy, of the Hopeville Nine
‘ MR EAT it, Kids, for the car”
And with a wonderful sin-
¥ gleness of purpose, all of
89 the forty boys of the Hope-
@ ville Public School swept
down the school path like
: e 3 young tornado and
swarmed upca the electric car that
passed the school every half hour on

its_ trip to the great city, some twenty
miles from Hopeville. y

It was a great day for the Hopeville
boys, for the baseball team of the
school, accompanied by all the rest of
the boys of the school, was going forth
to. meet and beat its rival and sworn
eriemy, the Doverstown Nine, the near-
est neighboring ball team, and one
known to be worthy of the best skill
of Hopeville. All day the little schoc!
had been distinguished by its wonderful
order and quiet, for every boy had
feared in his heart that his would be
the bad luck to whisper or commit some
one of the school crimes that entail
“staying-in.” But now they were on
their way where no teacher could pos-
sibly recall them, and they relieved their
chained-up feelings by shouts as they
contested for the honor of carrying the
balls and bats and other instruments
of battle.

And Billy was the captain, a cheery,
well-loved, lordly tyrant, whose pitch-
ing for the Nine was marked by neat-
ness, swiftness and accurate placing
rather than by any of the modern
curves and tricks for deceiving and con-
fusing the other fellows.

“Beat ’em?” he said. “Why, we'll
skin 'em a mile. And say, Kids, you
got to act decent to ’em even if you do
lick 'em. We'll invite ’em over to play
us again next week. Hey?”

“Sure thing!” came in
“You're all right, Billy.”

It seemed .to Billy. that every bird
along the way was singing, “You're all
right, Billy,” and every dog was barking
it and even a Lorse neighed as the car
tore past, “You're all right, Billy.”

Well, the Hopeville Nine came and
saw, but it didn’t conquer. And a sad
little troop of boys quietly took the
same electric car back to Hopeville.

“Say, Boys,” said the sympathizing
motorman, as the boys pushed past-
him and filled up the first seat of the
open car in gloomy silence. “I guess
that new star pitcher they got down
to the Doverstown school got you
queered. He certainly can pitch some.

“O, go on,” exploded a loyal Hope-
viller. “He can’t touch Billy for good
pitching, but he’s got a lot c¢f tricks.”

From that fateful defeat, Lowever,
dated a change. Billy pitched as well
as ever, but the boys now dared to ad-
vise him to adopt modern niethods.
“Say, Billy,” one would say,” why don't
you try the left-handed curve? You
can do it,” or they would admonish him
of his deficiencies as Captain.

~ And Billy grew less cheery and less
_lordly and more impatient and the boys
were not quit: so unanimously loyal.
They couldn’t forget that Billy had
let them be beaten for the first time
since they had organized and had car-
ried the boast that they were the cham-
pions of the county. .
One morning while school was geing
on and all the world of green grass
and bright sunshine was signaling to
the boys that they were wasting far
too much time over books and studies,
a knock at the door roused them
slightly and all the eyes of the boys and
girls of the particular room where mest
of the Nine were pupils glanced toward
the door as the teacher opened it. The
interest increased as a strap of books
and a cap visible past tme teacher

chorus.

showyed that a new boy was evidently
coming to the school.

But the interest broke out in a mmur-
mur as the teacher turned and pre-
ceded the new boy, who turned to the
astonished boys the tace of the won-
derful pitcher from Doverstown, He
grinned a little as he took the assigned
seat, but pretended to be quite indiffer-
ent to the whispers all over the room.

No more mental discipline *hat morn-
ing! Every boy was thinking of
longed-for possibilities of the future,
but poor Billy felt a vague fear in his
cheery heart. He wanted to get away
before the noon recess and almost made
up his mind to cut and run, but he
couldn’t seem to be a coward before
the new boy. So he stayed, pretending
to be absorbed in arithmetic, which he
loathed, until the noon bell struck and
the boys filed out into the school yard
with their lunches. The new boy sat
down with his lunch, but a yard away
from the group of which Billy was the
center.

The air was strained.
spoke:

“What’s your name?”

“Tom Brown. What’s yours?”

So names were exchanged all around.
Then a ténse silence. Billy knew the
moment had come when someone must
say something. Why didn’t one of the
other boys speak?

“Goin’ to join our nine?”

“Sure, if you kids want me.”

“We always piactice at noon. What'll
you do?”

“I always pitch at Doverstown.
any old thing will do for me.”

During; the moment of silence, the
boys all looked at Billy. Billy drew a
long breath, hoping the boys didn’t
notice it, then—

“You go ahead and pitch today, Tom.

Then Billy

But

I'll be umpire,” and he whistled as he .

took his place back of the plate.

School opened and closed that after-
noon and it was all like a dream to
Billy. He knew his reign was over.
He know that the boys would want to
keep Tom (with his modern curves and
ability to deceive the catcher) as
pitcher. He knew that it was but a
short step to electing him captain and
that caly the old loyalty to hiiuself
would keep that move postpcned. He
had so loved the feel of the ball in his
hands and the swift spring of all his
muscles as it left his grasp and the
joyous certainty that it would land
where he wanted it to! He so loved
the quick obedience of the boys to his
command. Now it was all over.

It needed no imagination to make his
head ache and a little faintness appar-
ent in his stomach. After school, he
told the boys he didn’t feel-well and
walked slowly through the woods to the
river bank. Here he thought long and
carefully. At the end of a léng hour
he went back to the field where the boys
were playing. There, sure enough, was
Tom putting on his fanciest curves and
the boys playing up to him as though
there never had been any Billy first in
thei; hearts and their admiration. Billy
threw himself down on the grass and
watched the end of the game.

At the close the boys all stretched out
around him eagerly discussing = the
points of the recent game.

“Boys,” said Billy, at the first pause,
“I know you fellows like Tom’s pitch-
ing, 30 you might as well have him for
keeps. I'm done, so you can make him
captain, too.”

“But you ain’t going’ to quit, Billy,
are you? We got to have you on the
team. You're a dandy catcher and
you're out of sight at the bat and they
ain’t no one can umpire a game like
you.” This came from Joe Balch,
Billy’s chief chum and lieutenant.

“No,” said Billy, getting up from the

ground and turning to go, “you could
beat ail the nines except Tom’s when I
was pitching for you, and now you can
beat ’em all without me, 'cause you got
him.” And he siowly walked off.

“O, come on back,” called Joe after
him. “Don’t be a chump. It’s the team,
old fellow, Don’t you see we got to
think of having all best men on the
team and do the job together? - And
Tom can't do nothing but pitch good,
and we got to have you for all the other
things.”

Billy had stopped while Joe pleaded.
He sivod still for a moment after Joe
finished. Then he turned and came
back.

“All right, Kids. I guess I can stay
in even if I ain't Captain and Pitcher.
You can put me at the bat, and we’ll
lick every team in the state.”

B. M.

Comradeville

WORDS BY MRS, D, SANIAL GILL.

Air—"Jolly is the miller.”
“Happy are the children in Comrade-
ville,
They work and play with a right good
will;
All go to school well clothed and fed,
No chiidren toil in the mills for bread.

‘Sunny is the mother in Comradeville,

She bustles around with a right good
will ;

Good food and plenty she has in store,

And hunger is gone forevermore.

“Kind is the father in Comradeville,

His strong arms swing with a right
good will;

Full wage he brings for a short work
day,

And heé’s not too tired after work to
tiay.

“All clap hands for Comradeville,
And let us pull with a right good will
To bring the children’s birthright here—

To bring sweet homes for - children
here.”

A Good Book to Read

(Editor’s note;: One of the things I
am most irequently asked for is a list
of books to recommend for children’s
reading. It is a very difficult thing to
prepare and yet it should be dome. I
propose that we shall make up this list
together, the parents and teachers and
friends of the children. It will be much
better than if one person makes it
alone. So I ask you all who are inter-
ested to send in the titles of books with
the names of the author, and where
possible the publisher and price of a
book, giving in a few brief words your
reason for recommending the book. The
re~ommendation of the book shall not
be more than two . three hundred
words in length. Begin it now, as soon
as you read this request, remembering
only that the Editor of the page re-
serves the right not to use. Mail. to
The Children’s Own Space, The Coxn-
ING NATiON, Girard, Kan. Here 15 my
first recommend.)

In these days f a royal coronation
and great balls in honur of the same,
and brilliant jewels and hundreds of
thousands of people out of work, a
very good book to read is Mark Twain’s
The Prince and ike Pauper. It begins
like this: .

In the anclent elty of London, or a cer-
tain Autumn day in the second quirter of
the sixteenth century, & boy was burn

to a
who no. waut him. On the same day

‘and hunger an

I look like a bear in my big fur coat.)

 of the air.—/ohn Ruskin.
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baby, Tom Canty, la in his poor rags,
except among the family of paun whom
lhethm just come to trouble with his ex-
stence, ‘

Then the story goes on to tell how, In
a strange way, Tom Canty and the Primce
came to change places; and Tom ed In
the Prince's place and had a dreadful time
learning a’l the ceremonies and foolish
rules avd regulations; .while the real
Prince, clad in Tom's,scarecrow went
out into the world of poverty suf-
fering and Injusticé and wrong. £,

Both the Prince and Tom Canty had
most wonderful adventures, each see y
world that the other lived in the
learning by hard blows
pain what the poor
ple had fo suffer, until at last-—what do
you think?

Why, of course, they changed back again
—only-to find out how you must read the
book ‘yourself—1I wouldn't i1 it by tell-
ing you beforehand—well, the Prince be-
came the king again and ever after when
his lords would advise him %o declare some
hard law against the poor people, he would
say, “What dost thou know of suffering
and oppression? I and my people know,

but not thou."
I want to tell you

Just one little thin
—how when Tom and the Priance haa ex-

changed clothes and they stood together
before the mirror, the Prince sald:

“Fared we forth naked, there s none
could say which was you and which the
Prince of Wales and now that I am
clothed as thou wert clothed, it seemeth
I should be able the more nearly to feel
as tnon didst when the brute soldier hit

ee,
And this is true.

A Letter from the Hills

One of the directors and teachers of
a Socialist school failed in health and
was obliged to give up her work with
the children and to go to the mountains,

After arriving there she wrote the fol-
lowing letter back to the children in
the school, whom she loved and hated
to leave, and who wanted the letter
published :

Dear Children—1 have been thinking
of you all day and wishing you could
be up here in the n;?untains. How
much good it would do’ you alll I am
up in the Adriondack Mountains only
three miles from Saranac Lake, in a
beautiful little place called Ray Brook.
It is 1,600 feet above the sea level. If
I just stretch a wes bit, I believe I couid
touch the clouds.

Now I am going to tell you some-
thing! These wonderful mountains you
hear so much about are very ill-bred,
they have awfully bad manners. They
all wore white caps when I came and
not one of them saluted me. They just
stood there as stiff as they could and
looked terribly proud. -But I didn't
care, ] wanted to salute them and just
as I was going to wave my hat and
shout, it began to snow. I almost cried.

Dear old Mother Sun saw me and
she came out the very next day. I
think she was very much ashamed of
the way the mountains behaved, for she
made them take off their caps right
then and there, and so they have been
standing ever since, still a little stiff,
but othcrwise looking very pleasant.
Motker Sun intends to stay right here
and tend to them, so I think that within
a few weeks they will look very lovely
and behave exceldently. We have the
finest kind of air, it 18 so clear and
smells so sweet. :

I am feeling very good and I hope
that scme day you will all have a
chance to see these giant hills. Maybe
by the time you grow up, you can all
come up here for your vacation A
you won't have to wait until you get
sick, either, in order to do it. ST

You won't know me when I come
back. T'll have such rosy cheeks and,
my! I'll be so fat! M 7

Be good children and here is a big
bear hug for you all. (For you know

Prince especiall

With hearty greetings to you a".

A bird is little more than a dri
the air brought into form by plu
the air is in all its quilis,
through its whole frame and flesh
glows with air in its flying, like b
flames. In the threat of the bir
given the voice of the air. U
plumes of the bird are

o S8
o
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‘A Worker’s History of Science
: A. M. LEWIS :
Al-Mamaun ;
o= HEN Alexandria fell before
¥/ the armies of Amrou the
#A Mohammedans were  as
fiercely fanatical as any race
oy or period has to show. When
: the Khalif Omar was asked
as to the disposal to be made of the
remnant of the great library, he said
that if its volumes agreed with the
Koran they were superfluous, and if
they contradicted the Koran, they were
bad; in either case they were as well
destroyed. The story that they .were
used as fuel in the baths is probably
true.
In the seventh century, however, fa-
naticism was nct ‘a Mohammedan
monopoly and the remnant of the

library destroyed by them was only a

slim survival of the thousands of vol-
umes destroyed at an earlier date by

the fanatics of Christendom.

The transformation of the character
of roystering Prince Hal into the seri-
ous and severe King Henry the fifth,
as depicted by Shakespeare in “Henry
thet fourth,” is well paralleled by the
reveiution in the attitude of the Sara-
cens toward science and learning, after
they came into contact with the learn-
ing of the Greeks.

Fanaticism for a faith was dxsplaced
by a grand passion for learning. This
tendency ran through the exghth cen-
‘tury and reached its zenith in the sec-
ond decude of the ninth with the rise
to Khalifate of Al-Mamun. This might
well be termed the Augustan, the Eliza-
bethan or the Victorian age of Asiatic
learning. He surrounded himself with
learned men, collected great libraries
and made the seat of his government,
Bagdad, the world-center of science and
thought.

Ther delved in many fields. They
followed the experimental methods of
the Alexandrian rather that the specu-
lative and far less fruitful methods of
the European Greeks.

Al-Mamun and his co-workers revo-
lutionized Asiatic ideas of Astronomy.
The Koran taught that the carth was
fat and square. Around the edges were
great mountains upon which rested a
brittle blue dome—the sky. This ceil-
ing of earth ‘supported heaven, a- struc-
ture of seven stories with Mohammed’s
God »n the top floor.

From the Greek works on astronomy,
Al-Mamun learned the globular theory
of the earth. He tried to measure a
degree and came near the truth con-
sidering the methods available.

Like all great contributqrs to the
growth of knowledge he was a lover of
books. For the establishment and ex-
tension of public libraries he is re-
corded to have bought hundreds of
camel loads of books. It was he who
had Ptolemy’s treatise on the mathe-
matical construction of the heavens
translated into the Arabic under the
title of the “Almagest.” g

When we imagine that we e the
progressive originators of the public
library idea it is well to remember that
there were seventy public libraries in
Andalusia. The great libraries of the
Moorish Kaliph numbered six hundred
thousand volumes, with a catalogue of
forty pages.

While the rest of Europe was steeped
in superstitions wiich now cause us to
wonder at the extent of human credul-
ity the intellectual progress of the race
was conserved, and future generations
of men laid under deep obligation by

- the Moors in Spain.

What is there for which life gives
us opportunity, that can be compared
with the effort to do whot we may—
be it ever so little—to improve social
conditicns—and enable other lives tu
reach fuller, nobler deveiopment.—
Henry George,

. THE COMING NATION
¢ At Rosedale, Kas.

T. J. MISENHELTER

The Socialists have two members of
the Switchmen's Union in the council
chamber of Rosedale, Kan. T. J. Mis-
enhelter was elected a year ago and has
another year to serve. His life story
is like that of thousamds of workers.

Born upon a farm in Missouri in 1873,
he left the farm for the coal mines at
eighteen years of age, and became a
member of the United Mine Workers.
Then came five years as a sailor with
active service as a member of the Deep-
water Seaman’s Union, he visiting most
of the countries of Europe and Aus-
tralia, Japan and New Zealand. Back
on land again he became a member of
the Switchmen’s Union and was a dele-
gate from that organization to the na-
tional conventicn of the A. F. of L. at
St. Louis last fall.

JOSEPH F. WALTON

The work of Joseph F. Walton, who
was elected to the Council in April of
this year, in the service of organized
labor, if less diversified, has extended
over more years. Born in 1849 he has
been a railroad worker mcre than half
a century. He has occupicd nearly all
positions in the control of a train, hav-
ing been brakeman, conductor, foreman
and yardmaster. One of the cripples
of the army of industry, he is now
unable to do any work at his trade,
but still remains active in his union.

In 1,5z David Hume wrote: “From
the experience ui ~ur planters, slavery
i. as little advantigeous to the master
as to the slave, wherever hu'ed servanis
can be procured. A man is obhged to
clothe and feed his slave, and he docs
no more for his servant. The price of
the first purchase, therefore, is so much
loss to him; not to mention that the
fear of punishment will never draw so
much labor fromm a slave as the ‘dread
of being turued off and not getting an-
other service will from a freeman.”

Dvedle deedle dumpling, drunken’ Johw,
Weant to bed with a jag onm,

One slioe off and hat stll om, .
Deedle decdle dumpling sozsled John,

Wmmmw
Every-Day Cme"rsatiousv ‘

BY EMANUEL JULIUS.

One morning the onlooker decided to
jot down bits of “talk” he mlght hear
about town; and what follows is the
result. That they are true goes with-

out saying.
In the Factory—fflc
Capitalist: No, no, I shall not con-

sider your demands—they are prepos-
terous—

Striker: You must! Refuse us and
this strike’ll continue indefinitely.

C.: I repeat, my dear sir, that I will
not, under any circumstanccs, consent to
a cut in the wages of my employes.
They are to get all they produce or I'll
know the reason why—

S.: And I tell you we on'y want
one-fi'th of what we produce. You
must give in to our demands or the
strike goes on.

C.: Strike on! I shall remain firm.
You must accept the increase I cffer.

At the Factory Cate
Policeman: Here, here, what you
want round here? Don’t you know
there’s a strike on in this place?

Scab: Yes, I do and I want to go
to work— )
P.: What! Go. to work and scab

it! Why, you low down skunk, what
do you mean by trying to interfere with
honest workingmen who are striking
against an increase in wages? If you
don’t hurry away I'll run you in.

S.: Haven't I the right to go to
work ?—

P.: No, not when there’s a strike on;
and I'm here to see that my orders are
carried out to the letter. Beat it.

At the Butcher Shop

TLady: I want a pound of your best
beef.

Butcher: Sorry, madam, but I can’t
éblige you. It would be impossible to

give you the best because—

L.: What do you mean?

B.: Our beef is so bad, madam. If
you want a pound of the worst beef I
can readily supply you; otherwise I fear
you'll have to go elsewhere. Candidly
speaking, the meat I sell is the rotten-
est stuff you could ever hope to taste.
Why, the smell of this junk is enough
to kill a horse—

L.: Well, I guess Ull have to go
eisewhere.

B.: Yes, that's a good idea. Try
Smith’s place around the corner; you
might get half decent beef there and
what’s more, he charges a cént less on
a pound.

Help Wanted

First Workman: Pardon me, sir, is
there a job open here?

Second Workman: So I hear; that
is why I have appeared here—do you
seek it also?

F. W.: Yes, but now that I see you
desire to obtain it, I shall withdraw—

S. W.: No, no, remain, please do.
I would just as leave see you take it
as myself. It only pays $45 a week
at that—

_F. W.: Yes but T would prefer to
have you take it—you were here first.

S. W.: Thank you very much, sir,
thank you.

F. W.: You are welcome, I assure
you.,

Election Day is Coming

Politician: Well, 'm back again!
How are you?
Voter: Oh, no use kicking.

P.: You know, I thought J’d drecp
around to see you about your vote.

V.: Yes?

P.: Of course, you know I made a
lot of promises last year—

V.: Sure I do.-

P.: We'l, T want to tell you that I

haven't made the slightest effort to keep

any of them. I've been mftin: just

as much as I could and I'd like to
keep it up. Will you help me? '

V.: I sure will. You can count on
my vote.

P.: That's good. I was afraid you
might switch over to those greasy So-
cialists—

V.: No danger, old man. They don’t
stand a chance of getting my vote—
it'd be thrown away. .

P.: Ta! Tal

J’VJ KEON

Elected Mayor of Grafton, Ill., after being
imprisoned when fighting the poll tav

On the Epitaph of Magnate Brown

BY ASA PATRICK.
(With apologies to Eden Philpots.)
. i /AYBIRD sat on a church-
. yard stone
B And jeered and scoffed in
a lively tone,

looking down
He saw the name of mag-
nate Brown.
“Heigh-ho, heigh-ho,
I should say so,
I knew the magnate very well.

“What do they say, these lines here writ?
Brown was a very prominent cit,
Generous, wise, and good, and true
Father, husband, and meighbor too.
“Heigh-ho, heigh-ho,
Though they say so,
I know another tale to tell.

“Men ground down like a worm in the
dust,

A sculptor hired to carve his bust,

Money to burn and strikers to slaughter,

Gout for himself, a Duke for his daugh-
ter.

“Heigh-ho, heigh-ho,
Though I say so,
This was the Brown we knew so well.

“Pictures! every month he hung one,
Divorced his wife and bought a young
one,
Preached to the workers that they must
save—
(Bless me, there is a worm on his
grave.)
“Heigh-ho, heigh-ho,
Though I say so,
These epitaphs the truth dow't tell”

From 1563 to 1824 a conspiracy con-’
coctgd by the law and carried out by
parties interested in its success was en-
tered into to cheat the English work-
m:n of his wages, to tie him to the
soil, to deprive him of hope and to
degrade him to irremediable poverty.—
Thorald Rogers.

Money is the medium of exchange.
Whatever performs this function—does
the work—is money, no matter what it
is made of—Prof. Walker, “Political
Economy.”

The greatest glory of a free-born
people is to transmit that freedom to
their children—Howard.
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FLINGS AT THINGS

By D. M. S.

Fuss Over Nothulg

WX ,4. IERR[BLF fluster and blus-
ter they make
= 5 In crowning a little old
kink,
We wonder if some of the
ones in the wake
Of that grand procession don't wink,
Society spends some spondulix to Ue
The tail of the titled parade
To leave (so it looks to a man up a
tree)
That George person way in the shade.

The fuss that they make over that lit-
tle runt
Their sawed-off and mumified kink
Would lead one to think thit he got to
the front
By merit or piling up chink.
That isw’t the case, he was born to the
job
And did not work up by his wit,
And if no gray matter is stacked in his
knob *
He still makes a horrible hit.

Fixed for Them

“What has becom¢ of Dr. Dawson,
that chap who worked his way through
medical college on his shape without
finding out all that was on the inside
of the books?”

“Hadn’t you heard? He has picked
up a fine fashionable practice.”

“That explains it, then.”

“Explains what?”

“Why, he was specializing on the dis-
eases of dogs last summer.”

Ensily Located

“At last they have found the meanest
man.”

“Which private detective agency is he
connected with?”

—_—

Hs Size

How big is Gen. Otis, pa?
Is he so tall and great

That he could eat a dozen men
And boss the whole blame state?

Oh no, my son, though I admit
He feels quite big enough
But he will wither to a shrimp

When someone calls his bluff.

So Painful

The court put on its robes of black,
A sort of royal nightie

And gave the trusts an awful whack
In language wvague and flighty,

The Standard O1l received a slap
Right on the wrist to show it;

The court just didn’t care a rap
Who might or might not know it.

Then Mr. Rockefeller’s cligue

Felt most subdued and hwmble,
Predictions followed fast and thick

That stocks would take a tumble.

But when they .aw that he had hurt
Their feelings, not their pocket,

The market felt at once more pert
And went up like a rocket.

Some trusts are good, some much more
raw,

. At last the court has spoken,

And if a good one breaks the law
Why, then, no law is broken,

The law itself is plain as print
No good or bad one screening,

But judges with a legal squint
Can get most any meaning.

Accomplished

“Rudolph,” said the fond and dia-
mond-trimmed mother, “I saw you out
playing in the street with the common
children. T want you to be more care-
ful of your -associates.”

“What hurt is it going to do if I
play with them?” asked the rebellious
Rudolph. “They are good kids, all
right.”

“But think of the naughty words you
might learn.”

“Huh, there ain’t a kid there that I
can’t swear all around.” ’

Little Flings

Why don’t the capitaiists have tiie
courage of their convictions and run
Otis for president?

Pity poor Taft. Teddy is for him.

Public opinion freed Gompers. The
law hasn’t changed from what it was a
couple ~t years ago.

When the interests of its friends are
at stake the supreme court doesn’t hesi-
tate to eat its own words.

According to the code of the Manu-
facturers’ Association an accused labor-
‘ing man is guilty even if he is proved
innocent.

| Told at the

Dinner Hour

Fool Advice

BY B. H. MALLORY. [

Several men were\\smndﬁ/g around

the saloon bar in a small western town,
when a disturbance outside caused them
to run to the door. A short, fat man
came puffing down the street as fast
as his fat legs would carry him and
close in his wake came a taller man
carrying a huge six-shocter, which he
occasionally fired toward the leader.
“Run, Shorty, run,” yelled the barten-
der. Without turning his head the short
one managed to gasp, “You—damn fool
—do—you think—I’ d—throw—a race—
like—this ?”

Hospitality Under Difficulties

BY N. H. MARSH.

When a young man I went west to
teach school. One Saturday I started
from my boarding place to walk to the
village, a good day’s journey across the
prairie, expecting to return the next
day. I proved to be a poor traveler and
night came on before I reached the
village. In the distance I saw a small
cabin, such as is often built by a lone
man who is holding down a claim.

I soon reached the cabin and my rap

was answered by a tidy little woman at”

whose skirts clung a baby of about
two years. In response to my request
for a night's lodging she replied that I
was welcome to share their limited ac-
commgcdations.

The cabin was a one room and lean-
to affair; the living room was kitchen,
dining-room and bed-room combined.
An odor of baked potatoes, ham and
corn bread greeted me.

Presently the hushand came in from
his day's work, with two little boys,
who had evidently been to “meet papa.”

Just before supper was ready, two
older boys came in with a baskct of
eggs and a pail of milk. We were a
family of eight who sat down to the
simple supper. Then we gathered
around the cheerful fire exchanging
news and chatting as only simple
country people can.

The baby fell asleep in her mother’s

srms and was soon tucked in the low
wood cradle that stood near. Then

the mother quietly withdrew and un-
dressing the two younger boys put them
in the bed in the opposite corner of
the room and returned to the fireside
where she busied herself with a baskst
of mending, gently rocking the cradle
at her feet.

The older boys :
with a kite they were making until
abour nine o'clock, when the Ilittle
mother rose and, bringing a quantity of
blankets from the tiny !lean-to, pro-
ceeded to make a bed on the floor.
Taking the little fellows from the bed
in the corner, she gently tucked them
in it and returned to her mending,
while the older boys proceeded to oc-
cupy the bed and were soon asleep.

Another hour passed pleasantly. Then
the little woman folded her work and
made a few preparations for breakfast,
then going to the bed where her two

older boys lay soundly sleeping, she

took them as she had done the two
younger ones and put them in the bed
on the floor. The bed in the corner
was quickly rearranged, a basin of
water and a clean towel were placed on
a chair conveniently near and I was
told to make myself comfortable for
the night, my host and hostess with-
drawing to the little lean-to in the rear.

I was very tired and soon fell asleep
thinking of the wonderful little woman
who had made oge bed give comfort
to so many.

I must have slept very soundly, for
when I awoke the sun was shining
through the window and I started up
wide awake to find myself occupying
the bed on the floor with four sturdy
youngsters and my host and hostess
occupying the bed in the corner.

Same Old Life

BY JOHN PERSONS.

Katie, Deacon Wentworth’s pretty
seventeen-year-old daughter, had plan-
ned a picnic with a party of lads and
lassies.

Katie’s father, however, quietly in-
formed his daughter that her services

-would be required to prepare the meal

for Rev. Bass and Deacon Solow whb

just came driving up.
Katie.lﬂ:eh«fatber.had mno{

busied themselves '
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her own, and when she chose, could be
as stubborn as the proverbial donkey,
and having to give up her pleasure trip
on account of the preachers provoked
a stubborn spell of the most aggra-
vated type.

Rev. Bass noticed her mood and
thinking to give both a reprimand and
counsel at the same titue, asked:

“Katie, when you die and go to Hell,
what kind of an existence do you ex-
pect down there, and how will you
spend your time?”

“Oh!” replied Katie, “I guess it will
be about the same old life and occu-
pation as I've had here—cooking for
preachers and deacons.”

- Progress has never taken a forward
step while liberty was in prison.
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Reading between the lines on a page of advertising.

Dividends! Dividends!
What a golden shower descends
e In the waiting lap of wealth,
Riches won by craft and stealth;
Yellow, clinking, glinting spoil
Fruit of sweat and fret and toil;
How the eagles glow and shine—
Dividends from wmill and mine,
Dividends from sea and shore,
Farm and factory and store,
Goodly gold to see, my friends,
Dividends! Dividends! '

Dividends! Dividends!
Cash *h4e idler gaily spends,

Good to have and wse—but, hold!
There's a tarmish on the gold.

Blood! Ah well, you need not heed,
For of course SOME men must bleed,
Some must droop and pale and die

So that oihers may live gh,

Lel’s be glad that fortune sends
Dividends! Diviclends!

IR R AR AINRTERAITINE
‘ ;

Dividends! Dividends!

Do not probe too deep, my friends.
Shut your eyes and quite forget
All the pain and woe and fret,
That these pleasant riches mean
Take your sharc—and be sereme—:
These will pay for cars and yachts,
Dividends from little tots,

Hollow chested; wan and pale,
Working where the air is stale,

In the clamor of the shop,

Mid the whecls that never stop,
Robbed of play and grass and trees
There is CASH in such as these!

Hush—“such talk to trouble tends!”
Dividends! Dividends!

Dividends! Dividends!

How the word with “Spendor” blends,
Dividends and heaping rents

From the reeking temements,
Dividends from those we maim,
Dividends from Women's shame,
Dindends that we can see

Wrung from want and misery,

Aye; 'tis whispered in a breath,
Dvwvidends from clammy death!
Here's your moncey, here, my friends—
Dividends! Lividends!
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