i
i
H
}d
]
i

Weekly, 50 Cents per Year.

2

Appeal 0,

{1
fn. Girard, Kansas.

®

Oct. 7, 1905

=
o
L2

! Written forthe
Appeal by

£ Upton Sinclair,
author of
“Manassas.”

The Jungle

Copyright,
1905.

i ¢Tha Jungle' is simply immense. I do not halleveXr.

ginclair tealizes the power it is destined to work among

American people. I have

worked in Packingtown sad can

Souch for the pictures he draws being trueto lite. They are
terribly strong, horribly real, but not overdrawn.”—F, C.

EBratten, Colfax, Califurnia.

(HAPTER XXV.

PUE—

i

and went away at a run.

to frequented streets
did not wish to attract at-

| URGIS got up, wild with
i rage; but the door was shut
and the great castle was
dark and impregnable. Then
the icy tecth of the blast
bit into him, and he turned

When he stopped again it
was because he was coming |
and

“he’s got a knife!” Then, seeing that
the two were disposed to join in the
fray, he made another rush at Jurgis,
and knocked aside his feeble defense and
sent him tumbling again: and the three
flung themselves upon him, rolling and
kicking about the place.

A second later a policeman dashed in,
and the bartender yelled onece more—
“J,00k out for his knife!” Jurgis had
fought himself half to his knees, when
{\he policeman made a leap at him, and
| eracked him across the face with his

| tention. His  deart WS el Though the blow staggered him,
| thumping mad wi 1‘ out the wild beast frenzy still blazed in him,
umph. He had come and he got to his feet, lunging into the

ahead on that deal! He put his hand into
his trousers pocket every now and then
{o make sure that the precious hundred

dollar bill was still there.

Yet he was in a plight—a curious and
even dreadful plight, when he came to
yealize it. He had not a single cent but
that one bill! And he had to find some
shelter that night—he had to change it!
How could it be done?

Jurgis spent half an hour walking
and debating the problem. There was
no one he could go to for help—he had
to manage it all alone. To get it
changed in a lodging-house would be to
take his lifc in his hands—he would al-
most certainly be robbed, and perhaps
murdered, before morning. He might go
to some hotel or railroad-depot and ask
to have it chamged; but what would
they think, seeing a “bum” like him
sith a hundred dollars? He would prob-
ably be arrested if he tried it; and
what story could he tell? On the mor-
yow Freddie Jones would discover his
loss, and there would be a hunt for him,
and he would lose his money. The only

‘other plan he could think of was to try
in a saloon. He might pay them to
‘change it, if it could not be dome other-
wise.
| TFie began peering into places as he
walked; he passed several as being too
crowded, and finally, chancing upon ons
where the bartender was all alone, he
gripped his hands in sudden resolution
and went in.

“Clan you change me a hundred dollar
bill7” he demanded,

The bartender was a big, husky fellow,
with the jaw of a prize fighter, and a
three weeks’ stubble of hair upen it. He
stared at Jurgis. “What's that youse
say?” he demanded.

“T gaid, could you change me a hun-
dred dollar bill?”

“Where'd youse get it?” the other in-
quired incredulously.

“Never mind,” said Jurgis; “I've got
it and T want it changed. I'll pay you
if yowll do it.”

The other stared at him hard. “Lemme
he said. -

VIt - v
' . ~ro ey di . .
manded, gripping 1t im‘htly in his pocket.

an I know if it’s good

“How the hell ¢
or retorted  the  bartender.
“iWhateher take me for, hey?”

Then Jurgis slowly and warily ap-

proached him; he took out the bill, and
fumbled it for a mement, while the man
stared at him with hostile eyes across
the counter. Then finally he handed it
OVer,

The other took it, and began to exam-
ine it; he smoothed it between his fin-
gers, and he held it up to the light; he
fwrned it over, and upside down, and
edgeways. It was new and rather stiff,

“ and that made him dubious. Jurgis was
watching him like a cat all the time.

“Humph,” he said, finally, and gazed
of the stranger, sizing him up—a reased,
ill-smelling tramp, with no overcoat and
one arm in a sling—and a hundred dollar
bill! “Want to buy anything?” he de-

manded.
“Yes,” said Jurgis, “T'll take a glass of
becr.”

“All right,” said the other, “T'11 change
it.” And he put the bill in his pocket,
and poured Jurgis out a glass of beer,
and set it on the counter. Then he
twrned to the cash-register, and punched
up five cents, and began to pull money
out of the drawer. Tinally he faced Jur-
gis, counting it out—tivo dimes, a guar-
for and fifty cents. “There’s your
change,” he said.

Tor a second Jurgis waited, expecting
to see him turn again. “My ninety-nine
dollars,” he said.

“What ninety-nine de-
manded the bartender.

“AMy change!’ he cried—“the rest of
my hundred!”

“o on,” said the bartender, “you’re
nutty!”

And Jurgis stared at him with wild
eves. For an instant horrer reigned in
him—black, paralyzing, awful horror,
clutching him at the heart; and then
came rage, in surging. blinding floods—
he sercamed aloud, and seized the glass
and hurled it at the scoundrel’s head. The
other ducked, and it missed him by half
an inch; then he rose again, and faced
Jurgis, who was vaulting over the bar
svith his one well arm: he dealt him a
smashing blow in the face. hurling him
hackward upon the floor. Then, as Jur-
gis scrambled to his feet again and
ctarted round the counter after him, he
chouted at the top of his voice, “Help!
heipt”

Jurgis seized a bottle off the counter
as he ran; and as the bartender made a
wild leap he hurled the bottle at him
with all his force, Tt just grazed his
head. and shivered into a thousand pieces
against the post of the door. Then Jur-
started bael. rushing at the man
1 in the middle of the room. This
time, in his blind frenzy, he came with-
aut a bottle, and that was all the bar-
{ender wanted—he rushed at him, meet-
ire hin hali way and flooring him with
o sledge-hammer drive between the eyes.
An instant later the screem-doors flew
open, and two men rushed in—just as
Jurgis was getting to his feet again,
foaming at the mouth with rage, and
trying to tear his broken arm out of its
bandages, ’

“Look out!” shonted the bartender—

dollars ?”
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air. Then again the club descended, full
upen his head, and he dropped like a log
to the floor.

The policeman crouched over him,
clutching his stick, waiting for him to
try to rise again; and meantime the bar-
keeper got up, and put his hand to his
head. “Christ!” he said, “I thought I
was done for that time, Did he cut
me A'?.'}

“Don’t see anything, Jake,” said the
policeman, “What’s the matter with
him ?”

“Just crazy drunk,” said the other. “A
lame duck, too—but he most got me un-
der the bar. Youse had better call the
wagon, Billy.”

“No,” said the officer. “He's got mo
more fight in him, I guess—and he’s only
got a block to go.” He twisted his hand
in Jurgis’s collar and jerked at him. “Git
up here, you!” he commanded.

But Jurgis did not move, and the bar-
tender went behind the bar, and after
stowing the hundred dollar bill away in
a safe hiding place, came and poured a
glass of water over Jurgis. Then, as
the latter began to moan feebly, the po-
liceman got him to his feet and dragged
him out of the place. The station-house
was just around the corner, and so in a
few minutes Jurgis was in a cell,

He spent half the night lying uncon-
scious, and the balance moaning in tor-
ment, with a blinding headache and a
racking thirst. Now and then he cried
aloud for a drink of water, but there
was 1o one to hear him; there were oth-
ers in that same station-house with split
heads and a fever; there were hun-
dreds of them in the great city, and tens
of thousands of them in the great land,
and there was no one to hear any of
them.

In the morning he was given a cup of
water and a piece of bread, and then
hustled into a patrol-wagon and driven
to the mnearest police-court. He sat in
the pen with a score of others, until
his turn came.

The bartender—who ,P,z'g;re,q to be a
R
stand. He took the oath and told his
story. The prisoner had come into his
saloon after midnight, fighting drunk,’
and had ordered a glass of beer and ten-
dered a dollar bill in payment. He had
been given ninety-five cents change, and
had demanded ninety-nine dollars more,
and before the plaintiff could even an-
swer, had hurled the glass at him and
then attacked him with a bottle of bit-
ters, and nearly wrecked the place.
Then the prisoner was sworn—a for-
lorn object, haggard and unshorn, with
an arm done up in a filthy bandage, a
cheek and head cut and bloody, and one
eye purplish black and entirely closed.
“IWhat have you to say for yourself?”
-gueried the magistrate.

“Your Honor,” said Jurgis, “I went
into his place and asked the man if he
could change me a hundred dollar bill.
And he said he would if I bought a drink.
T gave him the bill and then he wouldn’t
give me the change.”

The magistrate was staring at him in
perplexity. “You gave him a hundrded
dollar bill!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, Your Honor,” said Jurgis.
“Where did you get it?”

“4 man gave it to me, Your Honor.”
“A man? What man, and what for?”
“A young man I met upon the street,
Vour Honor. I had been begging.”
There was a titter in the court-room;
the officer who was holding Jurgis put
is hand to hide a smile, and the
gistrate smiled without trying to
hide it. “Tt's true, Your Honor!” cried
Jurgis, passionately.

“You had been drinking as well as
begging last night, had you not?” in-
quired the magistrate.

“No, Your Honor—" protested Jurgis.
I____}’

“You had not had anything to drink?”

“Why, yes, Your Honor, I had—"

“What did you have?”

“T had a bottle of something—T don’t
know what it was—something that
burned—"

There was again a laugh round the
court-room, stopping suddenly as the
magistrate looked up and frowned.
“Have you ever been arrested before?”
he asked abruptly. .

The question took Jurgis aback., “I—
T—" hec stammered.

“Tell me the truth, now!”
manded the other, sternly.

“Yes, Your Honor,” said Jurgis.
“How often?”

“Only once, Your Honor.”
“What forg®

“For knockisg down my boss, Your
Honor. I was @®rking in the stock-
yards, and he—”

“T see,” said His Homnor; “I guess that
will do. You onght to stop drinking if
vou can't confrol yourself. Ten days
and costs. Next case.”

TJurgis guve vent to a ery of dismay, eut
off suddenly by the policeman, who
seized him by the collar. Ie was jerked
ont of the way, into a room with the
convieted prisoners, where he sat and
wept like a child in his impotent rage.
It seemed monstrous to him that police-
nmen and judees should esteem his word
as nothing in comparison with the bar-
tender's; poor Jurgis could not know
that the owner of the saloon paid five
dollars each week to the policeman alone
for Sunday privileges and general fa-
vors—uor that the pugilist bartender
waz one of the most trusted henchmen
af fhe “Democratic” leader of the dis-
triet, having helped only a few months

jre 1o hustle out a record-breaking

@

com-

betfore
vote as o testimonial to the magistrate,

isoiias callss—to._the

who had been made the target of edious
kid-gloved refermers.

Jurgis was driven out to the Bridewell
for the second time. In his tumbling
around he had hurt his arm agsin, and
so could not work, but had to be at-
tended to by the physician, Also his
head and his eye had to be tied up—and
so he was a pretty-leoking object when,
the second day after his arrival, he went
out into the exercise-court and encoun-
tered—Jack Duane!

The yvoung fellow was so glad to see
Jurgis that he almost hugged him. “By
God, if it isn't ‘the Stinker!”” he eried.
“And what is it—have you been through
a sausage-machine?”

“No,” said Jurgis, “but T've been in a
railroad wreck and a fight.” And then,
while some of the other prisoners gath-
ered round, he told his wild story; most
yof them were ineredulous, but Duane
| knew that Jurgis could never have made
up such a yarn as that.

“Hard luck, old man,” he said, when
they were alone; “but maybe it’s taught
you a lesson.”

“I’ve learned some things since 1 saw
you last,” said Jurgis, ‘mourntully.
Then he explained how he had spent the
last summer, “hoboing it,” as the phrase
was, “And you?” he asked, finally.
“Have vou been here ever since?”

“Tord, no!” said the other. “I only
came in the day before yesterday. It's
the second time they’ve sent me up on
a trumped-up charge—they’re trying to
drive me out of Chicago. I guess Tl
have to quit, too—I've had hard luck
and can’t pay them what they want.
Why don’t you quit along with me, Jur-
gis 7” i

“I’'ve no place to go,” said Jurgis,
sadly.

“Neither have I,” replied the other,
laughing lightly. “But we’ll wait till
we get out and see”

In the Bridewell Jurgis met few who
had been there the last time, but he met
scores of others, old and young, of ex-
actly the same sort. It was like break-
ers upon a beach; there was new water,
but the wave looked just the same. He
strolled about and talked with them,
and the biggest of them told tales of
their prowess, while those who were
weaker or younger and inexperienced,
gathered round and listened in admiring
silence. The last time Jurgis
thought of little but his family; but
now he was free to listen to these men—
and to realize suddenly that he was one
of them, that their point of view was his
point of view, and that the way they
kept themselves alive in the world was
the way he meant to do it in future.

And so, when he was turned out of
prison, again without a penny in his
pocket, he went straight to Jack Duane.
Duane had left an address, and offered
him an agylum, and he accepted it with
humility and gratitude. For Duane was
a gentleman, and a man with a profes-
sion—and it was marvelous that he
should be willing to throw in his lot with
a humble workingman, one who had
even been a beggar and a tramp. Jur-
gis could not see what help he could be
to him; he did not understand that a
man like himself—ivho could be trusted
to stand by any ome who was kind to
him—was as rare among criminals as
_z2meng any other class of men. o

The rendezvous was a garret-room in
the Ghetto distriet, the home of a
pretty little Trench . girl, Duane’s mis-
tress, who sewed all day, and eked out
her living by prostitution. He had left his
address with her, she told Jurgis—he was
afraid to stay there mow, on atcount of
the police; he was threatening to go
away and leave her forever, and her eyes
were=red with weeping. She had been
arrested  for  street-walking,  and
was afraid she would have to go
into a brothel, the police tax upon inde-
pendent prostitution was so high.

The new address was a cellar dive.
The proprietor had never heard of
Duane, but after he had put Jurgis
through a catechism he showed him a
back-stairs which led to a “fence” in the
rear of a pawn-broker's shop, and to a
number of assignation-rooms, in one of
which Duane was hiding.

He was going to leave the city that
very night, he told Jurgis—the police
were after him again. But he was with-
out a cent and had first to get his car-
fare. The other suggested that he try
a freight-train, but Duane did not travel
that way, least of all in midwinter. He
was going to get the money, all right,
and Jurgis should help him and share
with him. Duane explained his plan;
and as it was the other’s first lesson,
and was likely to be his last, Duane
spent the day in laying bare to him the
eriminal world of the city, and in show-
ing him how he might earn himself a
living in it. That winter he would have
a hard time, on account of his arm and
of an unwonted fit of activity of the
police; but so long as he was unknown
to them he would be safe if he were
careful. Here at “Papa” Hanson's (so
they called the old man who kept the
dive) he might rest at ease, for “Papa”
Hanson was “square”—would stand by
him so long as he paid, and give him
an hour’s notice if there were to be a
police-raid. Also Rosensteg, the pawn-
broker, would buy anything he had, for
a third of its value, and guarantee to
keep it hidden for a year.

There was an oil-stove in the little
cupboard of a room, and they had some
supper: and then about eleven o'clock
at night they sallied forth together, by
a rear entrance to the place, Duane
armed with a slung-shot. They came to
a residence district, and he sprang upon
alamp-post and blew out the light, and
then the two dodged into the shelter of
an area-step and hid in silence.

Pretty soon a man eame by, a work-
ingman—and they let him go. Then
after a long interval came the heavy
tread of a policeman, and they held
their breath till he was past. Though
half frozen, they waited a full quarter
of an hour after that—and then again
cante footsteps, walking briskly. Duane
nudged Jurgis, and the instant the man
had passed they rose up. Duane stole
out, as silently as a shadow, and a see-
ond later Jurgis heard a thud, and a sti-
fled ery. He was only a couple of feet
behind, and he leaped to stop the man’s
mouth, while Duane held him fast by
the arms, as they had agreed. But'the
man was limp, and showed a tendenecy
to fall, and so Jurgis had only to hold
him by the collar while the other, with
swift fingers, went through his pockeis
—ripping open, first his overcoat, and
{then hiz coat, and then hiz vest, search-
ing inside and outside, and transfeiring
the contents into his ‘own pockets. At
last, after feeling of the man’z finger
and in his neck-tie, Duane whispered,
“That's all!” and they dragged him o
the area and dropped him in, Then Jur-

had

gis went one way and his friend the
other, walking briskly.

The latter arrived first, and Jurgis
found him examining the “swag.” There
was a gold watch, for one thing, with a
chain and locket; there was a silver.
pencil, and a match-box, and a handful
of small change, and finally a card-case
This last Duane opened feverishly—
there svere letters and checks, and two
theatre-tickets, and at last, in the back
part, a wad of bills. Tle counted them—
there was a twenty, five tens, four fives,
and three omes. Duane drew a long
Dreath., “That lets me out,” he said.

After further examination, - they
burned the card-case and its contents,
all but the bills, and likewise the pic-
ture of a little girl in the locket. Then
Duane took the wateh and trinkets
down-stairs, and came back with six-
teen dollars. “The old scoundrel said
the case was filled,” he said. “It's a lie,
but he knows I want to get away.”

They divided up the spoils, and Jurgis
gob as his share fifty-five dollars and
come change. He protested that it was
too much, but the other had agreed to
divide even. That was a good haul, he
said, better than the average. It would
be enough to take him to New York, so
he would wait until the next evening—
he was afraid to start in the daytime,
and he was perfectly safe here.

When they got up in the morning,
Jurgis was sent out to buy a paper; one
of the pleasures of committing a crime

the price of cattle in the neighborhood,
and opened a big wholesale business 1n
a town near by, and sold all its slaugh-
ter-house products at less than cest.
Also, when the company tried to ship its
products to Boston and New York, the
railroad-rates went up all of a sudden;
and the refrigerator-cars which it had
to use, and which all belonged to the

trust, were never to be had on time, and
the charges became so preposterous that
the company had to give up and aban-
don its property. So the bank was
ruined also, and Duane’s father killed
himself. “And that was the Beef
Trust!” the man cried, wildly—“and now
my brother comes out here, and it
maims him for life, and all but kills
him!”

He sat staring in front of him, twist-
ing his fingers together mervously. “I
can’t go away irom here mow,” he ex-
claimed suddenly. “Uve got to pay -the
police, and stay—1've got to help them
somehow! How could I leave them in a
plight like that—and it was six months
ago you saw them, and God only knows
what may have happened since then!”

“Jurgis,” Duane burst out, after a mo-
ment’s pause—“will you go out there
for me and see if you can find them? I
don’t dare to show myseli, but you can
go. I know you didn’t want to meet
your people—"

“Tll go for you,” said Jurgis, quickly.
“What do you want me to do?’

“Find them,” said Duane. “Find out

was the reading about it afterwards. “T
had a pal that always did it,” Duane re-
marked, laughing—“until one day he
read that he had left three thousand
dollars in a lower inside pocket of his
party’s vest!” ;

Nothing like that happened this time,
but the newspaper reading led to a seri-
ous misfortune, none the less, There
was a half-column account of the rob-
bery—it was evident that a gang was
operating in the neighborhood, said the
paper, for it was the third within a
week, and the police were apparently
powerless. The victim was an insur-
ance agent, and he had lost a hundred
and ten dollars that did not belong to
him. FHe had chanced to have his name
marked in his shirt, otherwise he would
not have been identified yet. FHis assail-
ant had hit him too hard, and he was
suffering from concussion of the brain;
and also he had been half-frozen when
found, and would lose three fingers of
his right hand. The enterprising news-
paper-reporter had taken all this infor-
mation to his family, and told how they
had received it. :

Sinee it was Jurgis’s first experience,
these details naturally caused him some
worriment; but the other laughed coolly
—it was the way of the game, and
there was no helping it. Before long
Jurgis would think no more of it than
they did in the yards of kmocking out
a bullock. “It’s a case of us or the other
fellow, and I say the other fellow every
time,” he observed.

“Still,” said Jurgis, reflectively, “he
never did us any harm.” :

“He was doing it to somebody as hard
as he could, you can be sure of that,”
said Duane, :

To which Jurgis made no response for
a moment or two. Then he chanced to

'say: “Three fingers gone! He will be

Nvorse off ‘than-poor Harry Wheeler!”
And at that remark, made casually and
carelessly, he was amazed to see his
companion turn deadly pale, and start
as if he had been struck in the face.

“\What’s the matter?” Jurgis cried.

“Harry Wheeler!” gasped Duane.

“Yes,” said Jurgis, “what about him 92

Duane could hardly speak, for his
agitation. “I—I had a friend—” he
panted. “What—how—" )

“Tt was a fellow I met in the stock-
yards,” said Jurgis. - “They had a room
in the house where I.Jived. - They—"

“Who were they?” cried Duanef.

“His mother and sister. They came
from a place in Connecticut—"

And Duane reached over towards him,
his hand shaking like an aspen leaf.
“Tt’s—it’s the same people!” he whis-
pered, breathlessly. “What—what was
the matter with his hand?”

“He worked in a tin-can-factory at
the yards,” said Jurgis; “gnd he’d had
two fingers of his left hand cut off. And
he could not play his violin any more
—_that was why it was so terrible—"

And Duane went all in a. heap—hse
buried his face in his arms, and burst
into tears, Jurgis started up in fright.
“What—what 1s it?7” he cried, wildly.
“Who are they?”

The other sobbed: “Oh, my God, why
did you tell me? Why did you have to
say it just mow=--why couldn’t you let
me go away in peace? Oh, it’s toe horri-
ble!”

“Who are they?” Jurgis shouted
again.
And  Duane replied: “It’s my

brother! It’s my mother and sister, that
I went away and left. My brother
Harry!” :

“Your brother!” Jurgis gasped, in hor-
Tor.

“Yes,” said the man. “My real name is
Wheeler! Oh, why did you have to tell
me!”

“I didn’t know—" Jurgis began, stam-
mering.

“Tell me about them!” the other broke
in. “How did they live—when was this?”

“Tt was after I left you last,” Jurgis
answered, and told all he knew—how
Mrs. Wheeler was helpless, and how the
sister sewed, and how pale she was, and
how the brother sat half the night, try-
ing to play the violin with two fingers.
His companion was almost beside him-
self with grief as he listened.

“And working in the stock-yards!” he
panted, suddenly. “To be sacrificed to
the packers! Good God, they will murder
us all!” .

Jurgis did not understand this re-
mark; and later on, as the other re-
peated it, he asked what he meant.
“Didn’t they tell you,” cried Duane,
“that it was the packers that ruined
my father?”

“No,” Jurgis answered; “they told me
nothing.”

Aund then Duane—for his companion
still called him that—explained to him
how his father had been the president
of a bank in his town; and how the
principal industry there had been a
slaughter-house, upon which the bank
had a mortgage, and some of its notes
besides. Then one day there came to
the company a man, offering, in the
name of one of the big packers, to buy
the plant for about & quarter of what it
had cost, and saying that if the com-
pany would not sell it would be ruined
by competition, .The company refused
to sell, and to get money to fight the
trust it borrowed still more from the
bank, and without telling of the threat;

how they are—take them some money
for me!”

“Shall T tell them it's from you?”

“No, not yet. If you did I should
have to try to find some work, for they
wouldn’t take a cent if they knew—"

“But they won’t take it from me,” ob-
jected Jurgis. “I shouldn’t dare to offer it
to them.”

“Go and see,” cried Duane, wildly, “Go
and see!”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

xecouect that a ten-acre farm goes
each week to the one that sends in the
largest club during the week. The week
closes on Friday, at 6 p. m., but if you
fail to get in during the week you ex-
pected to, the club simply counts on next
week, and if it is the largest one, it gets
the prize.

A WORD FROM COMRADE HERRON.

Probably no man in the Socialist move-
ment has been more persistently lied
about and maligned by the agents of
capitalism than Comrade George D. Her-
ron. Since the death of 1Alrs. Rand,
mother of Mrs. Herron, the capitalist-
controlled daily press has worked over-
time inventing new falschoods and warm-
ing up old ones about this comrade and
his noble wife. Up to this time Comrade
Herron has kept silent, but so savage
and grossly false have these stories be-
come, and on account of their being
used to discredit Socialism in the eyes
of the unthinking, he has finally made
a statement to the daily press which,
with their usual unfair and unjust meth-
ods, they used only in part and that
part given obscure position. . Following
is the statement in full:

So untrue and _unjust are recent press reports
concerning my wife and myself, and so terribly
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THE CAPITALIST CREED.

By FEliza Frances Andrews.
I lavy my iribute on man and brute,
And T laugh to myself as I pocket the fruit
Of the toiling slaves. I meake my booty
With ‘‘free labor’” rot and protective duty,
While tbhe blood of thelr babes is foed for my
mills—
What care T for the cost when they foot the
ills %
For Mammon, the god by whose grace I rule,
1Tolds brotherly love the part of a fool;
And my creed is to bleed the gullible asses,
Dupes of my greed, the masses, the masses.

1 revel in graft, I buy up the judges,
The councils, the congress, the schools and the
" churches;

And when 1 invent some new kind of plunder
"o insure it against theological thunder
I found a new college, endow a library,
Or give to the church—and s8ll will go merry.
To pay for these choice philanthropical pills
I put a fresh tax on my slaves in the mills.

The daft, mad, raft, purblind asses,

ools of my craft, the masses, the masses.

I am safe with my sepoils while the polls I
can picket,

And see that they vote for the old party ticket;

I fill their ears with a lying report

Of the danger that Jurks in the Socialist vote;

And like dull-witted cattle that haven't the

sense
To hazard & kick in their own defense,
They drift with the eurrent and never take note
They’ve got in the wrong political boat.
The besotted lot—the slavish asses—
Fooled by my wit—the masses, the masses,

What Killed Him.

By Josephine Conger.
F you'd a’ went after the doctor
when I told you to, he’d a’ been
livin’ yet. If you'd a’done your
duty—if youw'd a’cared—Oh, yowre no
human father! You're—” and she glared
at him with unspeakable hatred, wma-
ble to finish her denunciation. Then she
burst into uncontrollable weeping. He
looked at her, and but for her ugliness
would have pitied her. But as she sat,
huddled down in her chair, rocking her-
self back and forth, wailing and wring-
ing her hands, he did not see the crushed |
soul and the hungry, bruised mother-
heart of the woman. He saw only the
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limp, cheap clothing that hung, hali-
fastened, upon her; the face, now repul-
sive in its contortions, and the light hair,
thin and tangled, upon her head.

Then he turned to the window and

FACTS ABOUT ’SiANCER; .

A new booklet, publi thed
ble expense by L. T. Leach, M}

false their jmplications as fo Soeiglist men and
dogtrines.  that 1, feel compelled to give them
an explicit public demial., Not that I have any
hope of counteracting by means of a brief
statement the effects of wide misstatements
that have occupied pages in our daily journals,
and that have been read by millions of people.
I can only hepe that some of the serious-minded
may read what I herein set forth, and accept
it for the {ruth that it is.

1. According to these reports, Mrs.. Herron
and mysell huave recenily inherited from her
mother, Mrs. . D. Rand, eleyven millions of
dollars, all of which sum is te be devoted to
the destruction of the family and of religion.
Now, Mrs. Rand never had eleven million dol-
lars, nor one million dollars, to bequeath fto
anyone. Her whole estate does not amount to
one-twelfth of what the press reports her to
have left to her daughter. And the bulk of
that twelfth does not go to Mrs. Herron at all,

‘|'but is held by trusteés to be equally divided

ameong M Rand's six grandchildren as they
become twenty-eight years of age,
g C income is to
he devoted to the founding of a school of So-
cialism in New York City with Mrs. Herron
and Mr. Morris Hillgnit as its trustees,

1t is stated that there is gathered at
Elmwood farm, our home uear Metuchen, N. J..
a colony of people who are putting in practice
the supposed doctrines that ave destructive to
the family and to religion. There is not, there
has not been, nor has there been any intention
or dream of having. a colony of any sort what-
soever at the Elmwood farmstead. The place
was an old and neglected colonial farm, which
we Dbought four years ago, in the first place,
as a home for my father and mother, who are
conservative Presbyterians and republicans. and
also are the only people who have ever lived on
the place, aside from the superintendent and
the emplayes. We also thought of the home-
stead and land as a place where we could work
out of doors in the sumirer months, while giv-
ing hospitality to friends in need of rest, and
“’hi}e making a piece of practically waste carth
fruitful and beautiful again. The only cot-
tages on the place are those occupied by the
farmer, the mechanic and the gardener. The
persistent story of a colony at Elmwood farm
is pure invention, and neither in fact nor in-
tention has such a coleny ever existed. It is
te be hoped that this statement will forever set
the matter at rest.

3. It is reported that I and my ‘‘followers’
are engaged in a crusade against marriage, and
that I am writing a book, to De published in all
lands and in all languages, that is meant for
the destruction of the family, I am not writ-
ing, and never expect to write, any such book:
nor am I engaged in any crusade against the
family. In the real sacredness of the real fam-
ily none of our accusers believe so devoutly as
my wife and myself, One of our complaints
against a capitalist civilization i that it is de-
stroying hoth the economic and sympathetic ba-
sis on which alene the family can be built. The
only ernsade upon which I have been engaged
is that of the working class for its emancipa-
tion from a capitalist society that I believe to
be already rotten to the heart, and brazen in
every feature. Furthermore, I never had, never

sought. and would not consent to have *‘fol-
lowers” of any kind whatsoever, I am myself
but an huwble and unimportant follower of

ihe International Socialist movement for the
overthrow of the hideous and depraved eapi-
talism which at present dooms the peoples of
all nations to slavery. misery and hypocrisy.

4. TFor the millionth fime it is reported that
AMrs. Herron and I took cach other as ‘‘com-
panions,”’ nearly fonr years ago. and that we
were not duly and legzally married. This, again,
is unqualified and malign invention.. No such
expressiens as those used by the press and hy
certain sordid novels were ever used. We were
married legally. and even couventionally. 'The
only thing in which the marriage differed f{rom
any marriage service was that the clergrman
used the word “‘announce’” instead of ‘‘pro-
nounce,”’ and that each of the friends present
was asked to express some chosen sentiment
as a part of tlie ceremony.

Tinally. it is only after painful and reluetant
consideration that I send out this statement.
In the unimaginahle falsehood and wuarfare to
which my wife and T e Dbeen subjected for
now more than four res whenarer our names
have veen publicly mentioned. T have made no
reply and no Jefense. Nor is this mere state-
ment of facts a deferse of anrthing that we
are. or do, or teach. In the end it iz only the
lives of men or women. and the truth that is
in them, ihat ean defend them: and if the
truth of their lives cannot justify them. nothing
else can: and if the ftruth cannot finalls care
for ils own then the world has no justice fino
give that is worth the Thaving. Besides. it
seems to me that the wanner by which my wife
and T were married. end the things I am sup-
posed {o feach. bave occupied a vlace in the
publie press. and hence in the nublic mind, out
of ail nroportion to their significance. What T
do or de not, what I tesch or do not teach, is
very unimportant, and it is humiliating to Le
forced to assume them to he important enongh
{0 demand a defense against injustice and is-
statement.  And it is aunly out of deference to
the cause of Socialism. fo whieh such life as
T have helongg, that T nnt forth this ecrrection.
in order that the Seocialist movement snd jis
doetrines may neof be misvead in the lizht in
which T have been presented {o the people by
the renorts referred to.  While not expeetine
tiiat this statement can efface the lonz effect
of evil report from the popular mind, I ean af
least hope {ihat facts herein given may have
wweisht with some. and that there is still enoneh
fairness in thie press to allow me to set forth
this meh of the irath against {hie volumes of

untbinkahle falzsehond that have anneaved, T
furthermore hope that this statement may he
aceonted as finul. especially as mv wife and T

are leaving to make enr hame jndefinitely in g

and meantime the trust began to bid up

foreign lpand. GEORGE D. HERRON.

looked down into the dusty, sun-baked
street. A steady march of people passed

were, for the most part. The exceptions,
judging from their raiment, were beg-
gars and prostitutes. No rich man ever
passed along that way. But the man
was not disturbed by this fact, as he
gazed down upon the ever-passing
throng. Neither was he thinking of the
dead child lying on the bed near by. In
that hour, when strange, incomprehensi-
ble death sat upon his threshold, his mind
had traveled a thorn-strewn path back
to the little schoolhouse where he and
the dead boy’s mother had gone to school
together. "It was the smallest school-
house imaginable, located in a grove of
elm trees. But he and Myra were chil-
dren then, and it had never occurred to
them that their school abounded in lim-
itations. Indeed, it was the only place
of learning that they knew, and, happily,
it could not suffer from comparisons.

He used to “go by” for Myra and her
brother Edgar during the school seasons,
for their place lay on his road to the
schoothouse. He had frequent fights
with Edgar, but with Myra he never
quarreled. Once he kissed her. That
came to him now, vividly. He recalled
how he had run away from her suddenly
after he had done it. How, for the first
time in his life, he was afraid of her.
Afraid and ashamed, and inexpressibly
happy. All the long noon hour he had
lain upon the bank of a near-by stream,
drunk with the joy and the fear and
the shame of it.

After that she had seemed different to
him, and something made him avoid her
as much as he had formerly sought her
companionship, until the very pain of the
attraction she had for him caused him
to surrender and confess his difficulty to
her. As she developed in her womanhood
and her love for him she had taken to
poetry, and once, just before they were
married, she had sent him a pretty sen-
timent that came in now with the other
shadows of a dead past: “My love came
by this way, and as he passed the
crfushed, hurt violets, like human
hearts, lay bleeding 'neath his feet.”
Crushed and hurt, like human hearts.

He turned and looked at his wife. He
was a tall, broad-shouldered, dark-
haired man, with a kindly face.

“Myra,” he said, “dan’t blame me. My
God! It ain’t my falt. Tt’s poverty.
You know I ain’t had work for two
weeks. And there ain’t a red cent”’—he
looked at the dead child—“te bury him
with.”

Iie walked to where his wife sat and
dropped in a chair beside her, burying
his face in his hands.

The rocking of the chair on the bare
floor, and the woman’'s sobs, now less
hysterical, were the only sounds that
broke the stillness.

Presently he spoke: “Myra, it ain’t
my fault. Believe me, girl, it ain’t my
fault. It’s poverty that’s done it.”

And the woman, reaching her hand to
his, answered: “Yes, it’s poverty that's
done it.”
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