f

“~. Mim. when he ealle
n. ;

Weekly, 5u Cents per Year.

s

“ . -
Appeal to Reason, Girary, Keases.

95¢ per year in clubs

of fam '_

N

Written for the
Appeal by
Upton Sinclair,
autior of
»Alanassas '’

The Jungle

Copyright,
1805.

CHAPTER XXIX

| ' URGIS had come in{o eon-

LI e ) i
crippied,

worsted
/ i
v P';T | away.

beaten down aml trampled
i erinpled

creatnre. win
| or heen torn out of
itz =hell: he had been shorn,
st one ent. of all these mysterious weap-
oits wherehw e had been able to make a
and o escape the conse-

e hi= actions. Ha eould no
Jonger commaml a job when he wanted
it: he could uo longer steal with impu-
nity—he must take his place in the com-
nion herd. Nny worse, he dared not win-
gle with the herd—he must hide by him-

and  he Thad bhean

in  deag
He wus  literally
literally as any

living eazily.

self. e was one marked out for de-
struction.  He eould no longer frequent
his old haunts. iz old compunions

would betray him. for ihe sake of the in-
fluence they would gain thereby; and he
would be made to swTér, not merely for
the offense lie had commiited, but for
others which wounld he laid at his door,
just as had been done for some poor
devil on the oceasion of that *“hold up”
of the “country customer” by him ana
Duane.

And Jurgis labored under still anothe
handieap sinee his fall. He had ac-
quired new standards of living, and they
were not. easily to be altered. When he
had been out of work before he had been
content if he could sleep in a doorway
or under a truek ont of the rain, and it
he eould get fifieen cents a day for sa-
laon lunches. But now he desired
sorts of other things, and suffered be-
cause he had to de without them. He
must have a drink now and then, a drink

for its own suke, and apart from the

food that eame with if. The eraving for
it was strony enough to master every

other consideration—he would have 1,

though it were his last nickel, and he
had to starve the balance of the day
in conseguence,

Jurgis became once more a besieger of
factory gates, But never sinee he had
heen in Chicago had he stooed less chanee
of getting a job than just then. For ene
thing, there was the economic erisis, ihe
million or two of men who had been oul
of work in the sprivg and summer, aml
were not vet all back, by any means.
Then there was the “Beef Strike,” with
seventy tlonsand wen and women all
over the country idle for a couple of
months—twenly thousand in  Chieago,
and many of them now seeking work
throughout the eity. It did not remedy
s that a few days later the strike
riven up and about half the strik-
ers went back to werl; for nearly every
one taken on, there was a “seab” who
gave up his job and ed from Packing-

town.  So  the luge cess-poal  of
viee and erime that the yards had
heenn  was  drained  into  the  eitv-
the  ten  or  fifteen _ thou-and

o AL SN L i
“oreen” n TOreitin ., ol ernmi-

| from all over the country,
loose  to shift for them-

natls, gafhe
were  tirned

selves.  Iverywhere Jurgis went  he
kept. meeting them. and he was in an
agony  of  fear  lest  any one  of
them =hould know “that The was
“wanted.” He would  lhave  left
(Chicaro, save by the time he had

ized his danger he was almost pen-
:oand the eold weather was cont-
amd  the “heboes”  flocking into

It would be hetter to go to jail

ing,
the eily.
than to he eaught out in the country in
the winter-time,

At the end of about ten days Jurgis

had only a few pennies left—and he had
not. vet found a job—nob even a day’s
wark nt anvihing, not even a chance to
carry o sutehel.  As before, when he had
come out of the hospital, he was abso-
lufely defenseless—bound hand and foot,
and facing the grisly phantom of star-
vation. Row, naked terror possessed
him, & maddening passion that would
never leave him, and that wore him down
more quickly than the actual want of
food. He was going to perish of hunger!
The fiend reached out its sealy arms for
him again—it touched him, its breath
enme into his face; and he would ery out
for the horver of it, he would wake up
in the night, shuddering, and bathed in
perspiration, and start up and flee. Te
would wall, begging for work, until he
was exhausted: he could mnot  remain
still—he wonld wander on, gaunt and
haggard. gazing about him with restless
eye, secking, seeking for the chance
that never came. Jveryvwhere he went,
from one end of the vast city to the
other, there were hundreds of others like
him; and everywhere the sight of plenty
—and the merciless hand of authority
waving them away. There is one
kind of prison where the man is be-
hind bars and everything that he de-
sires is outside: and there is another
kind where the things are behind the
bars, and the man is outside.

When he was down to his last quarter
Jurgis learned that hefore the bake-
shops closed at night they sold out what
was left at half price, and after that he
would go and get two loaves of stale
bread for a nickel. and break them up
and studf his pockets with them. muneh-
ing a bit from time to time. He would
not spend a penny save for this; and,
after two or three days more, he even
hecame sparing of the bread, and would
stop and peer into the ash-barrels as he
walked along the streets. and now aud
then rake out @ bit of something, shake
it free from dust, and count himsslf just
so muny minutes further from the end.

So, for several days he had been going
about, ravenous all the time, and grow-
ing weaker and weaker; and then one
morning he had w hideous  experience,
that almost broke his heart.  Tle was
passing down a street lined with ware-
houses, and stacked with boxes and bar-
yels. DLefore one of the buildings several
empty trueks were lined up, loaded by
men under the diveetion of a big Irish-
man, and Jurgis was alveady making for
*Hey, there! Want

a jnb =L
“Yes. sirN‘ cweis answered in a fiash.
“let Lo warks .7 said the man, and
ihe other flung ot iz coat and started.
Bat before he had twne to touch one of
the boses he heard he bess's  voice
asmaing “Hey, come here!™

Jurgis Lurned and went oy

man, who was eyeing Lim nargovly,

al |

in  the (‘nmi\;l!.|

upon. and left wonnded and )
himealf |

B Dhas lost dts |

Lollow, sunken cheeks and his yellow
skin. “Let’s see your arms,” he said;
lund as Jurgis held out one, in perplex-

flict with one of the erea-fjty. he eaught it just below the elhow
tures of the jungle whose g0 squeczed it
power was greater than his |

Then he dropped if. with an exelama-
tion of disgust, ~Faugh!™ le =aid. “IUs
all skin!  Yoeu ecan't lift anything!”
Jurg heart gave a throb of fright.
“T eann, =it he eried. “Try me!”
“tlet ouf!™ =aid the other. turning
and  as Jurais followed him,

awayvg

pleading, he furned, clenching his great
fists, et the hell out of here!™ he
eried: and Jurgis stond  dumbiounded, |

aboul half o minute—just long enough 1o

amd to see one of them set to work at
his job. "Then he picked up his coat and
walked off,

from eryving like a bahv. He was lost!
e was dooinad!  There was no hope for
him! Bul then, with a sudden rush.
his fear save plice to rage. He fell to

by God he'd show him whether his
arms were “afl skin™ or not!
Then suddenly, at  the eorner, he

came upon & green-grocery, with a tray
full of eabbages in front of it. Jurgis
gave one swift glance about him, and
stooped and seized the biggest of them,
and darted round the corner with it.
There was 2 hue and cry. and a score of
men and boys started in chase of himg
but he came to an alley, and then to an-
other branching off from it and leading
him into another strect, where he fell
into o walk, and slipped his cabbage un-
der his cont and went off unsuspected
in the crowd. When he had goiten a
safe distance away he sat down and de-
voured half the eabbage raw, stowing
the balance away in his pockets till the
next day.

Just about this time one of the Chi-
cigo  newspapers, which made @ great
fuss over the “common people.” opened
a “free-soup” kitchen for the benefit of
the unemployed. Some people said that
they did this for the sake of the adver-
tising it gave them. and some others
said that the motive which influenced
themn was a fear lest all their readers
should be starved off; but whatever the
motive, the soup was thick and hot, and
there was a bowl for every man, all

I woukl have

Lot and oo driving stormof rain, And

night long. When Jurgis heard of this,
from a fellow “hobo,” he vowed that he
half a dozen bowls before
morning; but, as it proved, he was lucky
to get one, for there was a line of men
two blocks long before the stand, and
there was just as long a line when the
place was finally closed up.

This depot was within the danger-line
for Jurgis—in the “Levee” distriet,
where e was knovwn: but he went there,
all the same, for he was desperate, and
beginning to think of even the Bridewell
us a place of refuge. So far the weather
had been fair, and he had slept out ev-
ery night in a vacant lot; but now there
fell suddenly a shadow of the advancing
wiuter, a chill wind, howling from fthe

ex .3 bought two drinks fort
the =alke of the shelter, and at nighi he
spent his last two pennies in a “siale-
Boor dive den drew off the old dregs
of beer that lay in the burrels set out-
side of the saloons to be carted away,
and, after they had doctored it with
chemicals to make it “fize,” they sold it
in horrible ecellar dives for two cents a
enn, the purchase of a can including the
privilege of sleeping the night through
upon tie floor, with a mass of degraded
ontensts, men and women.

The next morning Jurgis went out
agsain to beg for his life. But it was still
raining, and people would not stop for
anything he might say. He begged all
day and got not a cent, and it was
nearly dark before he conld find anyone
to liten to him. Then he saw an old
lady with an umbrella and a bundle try-
ing Lo get off a ear, and under the very
eves of a policeman he rushed forward
to help her to the sidewalk. Az she
paunsed to rest under an awning, he be-
ran his oft-repeated “hard-luck story.”

The old lady wore spectacles and a
straight-laced black dress, and eyed him
like n hawk, sniffing at him suspiciously.
But he had had nothing to drink all day,
and the rain had washed the odor of the
dive out of him. Not a word of the story
he was telling her was true, but he had
learned to do the work seientifically, und
he looked hungry enough for any role.

“Fvery time I give a man money he
goes to w saloon with if,” said the old
Jady; to which he aunswered, breath-
lessly, “I mnever drink, ma'am—nol a
drop. My word of honor, ma'am. I'm
an honest workingman ?

“Do you belong to the church?” in-
quired the other, severely.

“Yes, maam,” said Jurgis, with des-
perate seriousness, and striving to think
of what church this vietim might be a
member. “I belong to the Meth'dis®
chureh. ma'am, and to the Presbyterium,
ma’nue 4

“How do vou belong to two churches?”
she demanded.

“T don’t know, ma’am,” he answered,
“hut 1 do—that is, I've been in places
where there was only one. That was
when I lived in Missouri, where my home
wis burned down 2

“What town was that?”

Jurgis named a town near which he
had worked in the harvest-fields, and he
suw that he had “landed.” “I came
from Missouri mysell,” said the old lady
—the western part, though.”

“Yes, ma'any” said Jurgis. “And 1
haven't been able to get a mounthful all
day, ma'am, and uobedy will  help
me——"

“Will you go with me to get something
to eat?” queried the other; to which he
answered “Yes, ma‘am,” in a flash.

She took him to a cheap restaurant,
and puid the proprietor a quarter, and
told him Lo see that Jurgis had a dinner.
And so he ate soup and bread, and boiled
beef, and potatoes and beans. Then—
the old lady having of course left—the
proprietor told Jurgis to “git:” but he,
having been sharp enongh to look at the
hill-of-fare, announced that he had
corned heef and cabbage, and pie and eof-
fpe still coming to him; and when the
proprietor ivied to bluster it out, he
hacked up against the wall and declared
\that he would wreek the place before he
would leave without his rights. As sev-
eral people in the restaurant had seen

savd  the |
his | a skin stuffed us tight as a foot-ball.

the guarier pasd, the other had to give
i, and so when Jurgis left it was with

see two other men come up on the run, |

1t was all that he conld do to keep|

| tonight, the speaker being
| Eonage

L:l'trrl‘:nl_g, 1‘{;‘ 1\\-nn]rg I-‘z:;nn:]h-ntvl\' lli{;]jiL; ;;t:lryr; et lien
ark. a1 < A = . H | - - - -
aark., and e wonld do Lhatl scound i <ent this storm of eold rain; and now

Nor did good fortune come singly
When he came out of the restaurant

ing.

meant, he knew that one was in full
1

a president; and that would mean at
outeasts and wretehes of the eity. They
talked ahout it with eager expestatian,
and were dnly appresintive of {the ad-
vantages of living in a republie.

The enmpaign had so far Leen charac-

| terized Iy what the newspapers termed

[ “apathy

the people refused io gel excited over

For other

sONN Yedson o
the strugzle, and it was alinost impossi-
ble to get them to come tn meetings, or
to make any noise when they did come.
Thosze which had been hield in Chicago se
far had proven most dismal failures, and
no less a per-
for the vice

than a candidate

ll:rn,-:ir[vm-y of the nation, the political

managers had been trembling with anx-
a mereiful Providence had

ary to do was to set off
. and thump awhile on a
drum ontside of the hall, and all the
homeless wretehes from s mile around
wonld pour in!  And then on the morrow
the mewspapers would have a chance
to report a tremendous ovation, and to
add that it had been no “silk-stocking”

all it was nece
n few firewor

high-tariff sentiments of the distin-
guished candidate were plensing to the
wage-carners of the nation.

made his little speech, and the orator of
the evening rose up, amid an uproar from
the band, Jurgis was astonished to dis-
cover that he was nmone other than the
famouns and eloquent Senator Spare-
shanks, who had addressed the “Wendel
Republican  Association” at the stock-
yards, and lelped to eleet Tom Cassidy’s
ten-piu-setter to the Chiengo Board of
Aldermen,

The sight of Senalor Sparveshanks al-
most brought the tears into Jurgis's
eyes. What agony it was to him to look
back upon those golden hours—the hours
when he, too, had a place beneath the
shadow of the plum-tree! When he, oo,
had been within the magic cirele of the

eleet  through whom the country is
ooverned—when he had had a little

Dung in the eampaign-barrel for his own!
It was almost like a dream, he could

hiere, u forlorn and homeless  wretch,
without a single penny in his pock-
ets, what a maddening thing it was to
be suddenly confronted with the vision of
last pring—to be reminded that this was
another clection in which the Repub-
licans had the barrel, and that but
for one hideous aceident he, as well as
Senator Spareshanks, might have a hand
in it!

The eloquent senator was explaining
the system of Protection; an ingenious
device whereby the wagkingman voted to

Lt THe B acturer \J;‘ charge him
e Inanuiyye |

higher prices, in ovder that
turer might, in turn, pay him higher
wages; {hus taking his money oub of lus
pocket with one hand, and putting a part
of it back with the other. To the ele-
quent senator this unigque arrangement
had somehow become identificd with the

teors came into his eyes and his voice
shook with fervor as he spoke of it. It
wits beeanse of this arrangement that
Columbia was the gem of the ocean; and
all her future triumphs, her power and
good repute among the nutions, depended
upon the zeal amd fidelity with which
each citizen held up the hands of those
who were toiling to maintain it against
the forces of treason and disruption. The
name of this heroic company was “the
Grand Old Party”

And here tne band began to play, awd
Jurgis sat up with a vielent start. Sin-
gular as it may scem, Jurgis was malk-
ing a desperate effort  to
what the eloquent senator was saying—
to comprehend the high destinies of the
American vepublie, the astounding ex-
tent of her prosperity. the enormous ex-
pansion of her eommerce, her future in

wherever vlse the oppressed were groan-
ing. The reason for it was that
wanted to keep awake.
it he allowed himself to fall asleep he

must listen—he must be thritled, like ev-
eryone else.

so comfortable!

Chinese cotton-statistics and dragons;
Columbia,” and he sat erect.

But it was only to begin
again.
once more.

all

His neighbor gove him a

eall out with vexation.

grabbed Jurgis by the coliar, aml jerked
him to his feet, bewildered and Lerrified.
Some of the audience turned to see the
commotion, and Senator Spareshanks fal-
tered in his speecl; but a voice shouted
cheerily : “We're just firing a bum! Go
ahead, old sport!” And so the crowd
roared, and the senator smiled genially,
and went on. And in a few seconds poor

rain with a kick and a string of curses

and took stock of himself.
hurt, and he was mnot arrested—more
than he had any right to expect. He
swore at himself and his Tuek for awhile,
and then turned his thoughts to practi-
cal matters. He had no money, and no
place to sleep; he must try begging
again

He went out, hunching his shoulders
together and shivering at the touch of
the iev rain. Coming down the street
townrd him was o lady. well-dressed, and
proteeted by an umbrella. He turned
and walked beside her. “Please, ma'am,”
he hegan, “could you lend me the price
of a night’s lodging? I'm a poor work-
ingman s

Then suddenly he stopped short. Dy

into the vain and the darkness, far down
the street he saw red lights flaring and
keard the thumping of a bass-drum. His
heart mave a leap, and he made for the
place on the run—he knew without the
asking that it nmust be a political meet-

Though o political eampoign, alas, no
longer meant to Jurgis what it had once

swing just now. Within five or six weeks
the voters of the country would select

least one day oi prosperity for all the

andience, either, which proved that the |

Jurgis found himself in a large hiall,

seareely Delieve that it was true. Sitting

higher verities of the universe, and the

understand

the Pacific and in South Ameriea, and

he
He knew that

would Legin to snore londly: and so he

But he had eaten sueh a big
dinner, and he wus so exhaunsied, and
the hall was =0 warm, and his seat wus
The eloquent senator’s
gaunt form began to grow dim and hazy,
to rise up before him and dance about,
with figures of exports and imports, and

until suddenly the band struek up “Hail

over
In ten minutes he was snoring

savage poke in the ribs, and he sat up|
again and tried to look inumocent; but |
then he was at it again, and men began
to stare at him with annoryance and to
Finally one of
them ealled a policeman, who came and

.| sight of the lady’s face. It was Alena
, | Jasaitis!

Alena Jasaitis, who Tad
belle of the wedding-feast! Who had
looked so beautiful, and danced with
such a queenly air. with Juozas Raczius,
the teamster! Jurgis had only seen her
once or twice afterwards, for Juozas had
thrown her over for another gzirl, and
Alena had gone away from Packingtown,
no one knew where. And now he met
Ler here!

She was as much surprised as he was.
“Jurgis Rudkes!” she gasped. *“And
what 1u the world is the matter with
yon "'

“T—D've had havd Tuek,” he stam-
mered. “T'm out of work, and I've mo
home and no money. And you, Alena—
are vou married:”  (He was looking at
lier tine clothes.)

N0 she answered, “I'm not married,
but T've got a good place.”

They stood staring at each other for a
fow moments.  Finally  Alena  spoke.
wJurgi= she said, "Pd help you if 1)
could, npon my word I would, but it just
happens that I've come out without my
purse, and T henestly havent a penny
with me. I ean do something better for
vou, though—I ean tell you how to get
help. 1 ean tell you where Marija is”

Jurgis gave a starf. “Marija!” he
aasped.

“Yes,” said Alena; “and she’ll help
vou. She's got a place, and she's doing
well, and she'll he clad to see you.”

It was not mueh more than a year
since Jurgis had lefl Packingtown, feel-
Ving like ome esepped from jail; and it
had been from Marija and Elzbieta that
he was escaping! But now, at the mere
mention of them, his whole being eried
gut with joy. He wanted to see them;
he wanted to go home! They would
help him—they would be kind to him.
In a flash he had thought over the sit-
nation. He had o good excuse for run-

been the

claborately decorated with {lags and | ning away—his grief at the death of his
bunting; and after the chairman had | son; and also he had a geod exense for

not returning—the fact that they had
left Packingtown, and gone no one knew
where, “All right,” he gaid, “I'll go.”

S0 she zave him a number on Clark
street, and added: “There's no need to
give vou my address, because Marija
knows it.” And .Jurgis set out, without
further ado, and found a large brown-
stome liouse of aristoeratie appearance,
and vang the busement bell. A young
colored girl came (o the door, opening it
about an ineh, and gazing at him suspi-
ciously.

“What do you want?” she demanded.

“Toes Marija Biarczynskas live here?™
he inguired.

“I dunno,” said the girl. “What you
want wid her?”

“I want to see her,” said he: “she's a
relative of mine” .

The girl hesitated a moment. Then
she opened the door and said, “Come in.”
Jurgis came and stood in the hall, and
she continued, “I'll go see. What's yo’
name?”

“Tell her it's Jurgis,” lLe answered,
and the girl went up-stairs, She came
back at the end of a minute or two, ang
replied: “Dey ain’t no sich person-dwre.”

Jurgis's heart went down . -into his
boots. “T was told this was where she
lived!" he cried. e

But the girl o %j-;hﬁ‘:r{mk her head. “De
lady says dey aify’L no sich person here,”
she ‘-d)_g}, Fdef 1
Ay he stood
_llfg_. helpless \\.‘i'jll
turned to T

‘or & moment, hesitat-
Then
At

he
the |

dismay.

8o the door.
the same insfant, however, there
eame a  knock upon  it, and the
gir]l went to open it. Jurgis heard the
shuflling of feet, und then heard her give
a startled ery; and the next instant she
sprang back, and past him, her eyes

shining white with terror. She bounded |
up the stairway, sereaming at the top
of her lungs:
pinched !”

“Police! Police! We're

CHAPTER XXX,

URGLS stood for a second,

bewildered. Then, seeing
blue-conted forms rushing

upon him, he sprang after
the neoress. Her eries had
been the signal for a wild
uproar above; the house
was full of people, and as
he entered the hallway he
saw them rushing hither
and thither. erying amd
sereaming with alarm.
There were men and women,
the litter elad for the most
part in wrappers, the former in all
stawes of deshabille. At one side Jurgis
cancht a glimpse of a big aparfuwent
with  plush-covered chairs, and tables
covered with trays and glasses. There
were  playing-eards scattered all  over
the floor—one of the tables had been
upsel and bottles of wine were volling
about, their contenls running out upon
{he carpet. There was a young girl who
had fainted, and two men who were sup-
porting her: and there were u dozen
others. rushing towards the front-door.

suddenly, however, there came a
<ories of resounding blows upon it, caus-
ing the evowd to give back At the smme
instant a stout woman, with painted
cheeks nnd dinmonds in her ears, came
running down the stairs, panting breath-
Jessly: “To the rear! Quick!” She led
the way Lo o back staircase, Jurgis fol-
lowine with the throng; in the kitehen
sho pressed a spring, and a cupboard,
onve way and opened. disclosing a dark
passngewny. “Go in!” she cried, fo the
erowid. which now amounted to twenty
or thirty. and they began

to  pass ‘,-i\_fn rij

through. Searcely had the last one d
hawever,

appenred,

before there v

Yeer
eries frem in frent, and then ihe, ganie-

stricken throng
claiming: “They
trapped!™

poured out
re there, tp!

in. ex-
We're

“Upstairs!” shouted ‘e woman, and
there was another yfish of the mob,

Jurgis found himself landed out in the

He oot inlo {he sheller of a doorway
Ife was not

women and men cgpsing and sereaming
and fightine to be fpst, One flicht, two,
.| three—and then fliore was a ladder to the
roof. with @ throng packed at the foot
of it, and one Py at the top, straininge
and struzaling 4o 1ift the trap-door. Tt

the light of a street-lamp he had canght

wis nnt to be

stirred, however, and

when the womap shouted un to unhook
it, he answered ! <715 already unhooked.
There's somebotiy gitting on ETRE

A moment Inger came u voice of nu-

thority  from

dgwn-stairs:

“You might

as well quit. you people. We mean busi-

ness, this time.s
S0 the erow
momnents
up. starine her
at their victims!

subsided: and a few

later JS!‘\'(‘\':l] policemen eame

and there. and leering
Of the latter the men

were '}'nr_t]w. Mhst part frichtened and
sheenish-looking., Mhe women took if as

n joke.

HES

if th

Gey were used to it—

thoneh if thev blyg heen pale. one could

rat have told,
e’
perclied herself

theels,

Por the paint on their
black-eved young girl
upon the top of the

balustrade, and began to kick with her
slippered foot at the helmets of the
pelicemen, until one of them caught her
by the ankle and pulled her down. On
the floor below four or five other girls
sut upon trunks in the ball, making fun
of the procession which filed by them.
They were noisy and hilarious, and had
evidently been drinking; one of them, who
wore a bright red kimena, shouted and
cried in a voice thaf drowned out all
the otlier sounds in the hall—and Jur-
mis tnok 2 slunce at her, and then gave
a start, and a ery: “Mavijal”

She heard him, and glanced around;
then =he shrunk back and half sprang to
her feet in her amazement. “Jurgis!”
she gasped.

For a second or two ihey stood staring
at each other. “How did you come here?™ |
Marija panted.

“1 eame to see you,” he answered.
“When

“lust now.”

“But how did you

know—who told

von I was here?”
=Alenn  Jasaitis. I met her on the
street.”

Aoain there was a silence, while they
wnzed af ench other. The rest of the
erowid was watehing them, and so Marija
ot up and eame closer. “And you®”
Jurais asked. “You live here?”

“Yes,” =aid Marija, *I live here.”
Then suddenly came o hail from be-
Tow: “Cief your elothes on now, girls, and
come ulong. You'd best begin, or you'll

| songht out the stout personage

» H
just then. «(lome on, now,” he said.

“Lively!”
“All right,”
her hat, which was !
drum-major's,and full of ostric
She went out into the hall and ;
followed, the policeman r_vmammg to
Jook under the bed and behind _l.he”door.
“What's going to come of this? Jl.:r-
gis asked, as they started down the
steps. .
"l'l"he raid, vou mean? Ol nothing
—it happens to us every now and then.
The madam’s having some sori of imgg
with the police: T don't know what it
is. but maybe they’ll come io terms be-
fore nmrni'ng Anyhow, theyv wen't do
anything to you. They always let the

men ofl.”

1"'.\[;1\'1)1: s0.” he vesponded, “bub not
me—1'm afraid 1'm in for .M

“1fow do you mean?” )
“Ju wanfed by the police.” he said.
Jowering his veice, in spite of the fact
that their conversation was in Lithuan-
“They'll send me up for a year

said Marija, reaching for

ian.

or twe,” .
“Hell!? =aid Marija. “Tl:ni.-_:-fl {oo

bad, T sen if [ con’t geb you off.

Downstairz, where the greater part of
the prizoners were now massed, she
with the
diamond earrings and had a few whis-
pered words with her. The latter then ap-
proached the police-serzeant who was m
charge of the raid. “Billy.” she saiil,
pointing to Jurgis, “there’s a fel iow who
eame in to =ee his sister. He'd just got

be sorry—it's raining outside.”
“Bror-r!” shivered some one, and the |
women gol up and entered the various
doors which lined the hallway.

“Come,” said Marija, and tonk Jurgis
into her room, which was a tiny place
anout eight by six, with a cot and a
chair and a dressing-stand and some
dresses hanging behind the door. There
were clothes seattered about on  the
floor, and hepeless confusion everywhere
—hoxes of rouge and boitles of perfume
mixed with hats and soiled dishes on
the dresser, and a pair of slippers and
a clock and n whiskey-bottle on a chair.

Marija had nothing on but a kimonn
and n pair of stockings: vet she pro-
ceeded to dress before Juresis, and with-
ottt even takinz the trouble to close the
door. He had by this time divined whab
sort of a place he was in; and he had
seen a great deal of the world since he
had left howe, and was not easy to
shoclk—and yet it gave him a painful
start that Marija should do this. They
had always been decent people at home.
and it seemed to him that the memory
of old times ought to have ruled her.
But then he lauched at himself for a
fool, What was he, to be pretending
to decency!

“How lonz have
Lere?” he asked.
“Nearly a year,” she answered.
“Why did yon come??

“l had to,” she-said; “I had to live.
And T couldn’t see the children starve.”
“You were out of work?” he asked.
“1 got Fick,” she replied, “and after
that- T had no momney. And Elzbieta
was siek, too, and then little Stanis-
lovas died 2
“Stanislovas dead!”
“Yesz,” =aid Marija,
didn’t know about it.”

you been living

“T forgot. You

< emough to be a|him dryly to keep his sister
e gh feuthers. | place; and then let him go, and ;
Jurgis | to fine each

abounding health; her complexion was in
veality a parchment yellow, and ¢ ore
were black rings under her eyes.. . -

learned to seatter her conversation
as many oalhs as a longshoreman
mule-driver.}
thing but sick. at this life?”

ahead of her gloomily. *It's morphir

she said, nt last,
of it every day.”

didu't booze (hey couldn’t stand it any

of the house was known. Hesﬁh_'m" e,'. I
listened to the story of how Jurgis @i‘h?
been looking for his sister, and advised

in a better

of the girls five “dollars,
which fines were paid in a buneh fr
a wad of bills which Madam Polly
tracted from her stocking. s
Jurgis waited outside and wal 5
home with Marija, The police had left
the house, and already there were a fow
visitors; by evening the place would
running again, exaetly as if nothing
happened.  Meantime, Marija. took
ais up-stairs to her room, and the
and tallked. By daylight, Jurgis 5

was
able to observe ihat the color on her
cheeks was not the old natural one

“Have you been sick?” he asked.
“Qiekt” she said, “Hell (Mavija

“How can [ ever be'an

She fell silent for a moment, s

+1 seemn to tuki:_""f_'"‘"

“IWhai's that for?” he asked. s
“It's the way of it; I don’t know why,
If it isn't that. it's drink. 1f the girly

time at all. The madam would rather
they look dope, of course, for that keeps

in the deor when you knocked. You
aren’t taking hobuves, are you?”’ |

The sergeant langhed as he looked ab
Jurgis.  “Sorry,” he said. “bub the or-
ders are evervone but the servants.”

Qo Jurgis slunk in among the vest of
the wen. who kept dedging behind each
other like shecp that have smelled a
wolf. There were old men and voung
men. college boys and aray-heards old
enouwh to be their grandfathers; some
of them wore evening-dress—there was
ne one among them save Jurgis who
showed any sizns of poverty.

When the round-up was completed,
the doors were opened and the party
marched out. Three patrol-wagons wers
drawn up af the curb, and the whole
neiahborheed had turned out to see the
sport: there was much chaffing, and a
universal eraning of necks., The women
stared about them with defiant eyes. or
lauched and joked, while the men kept
their heads bowed, and their hats
pulled  over their eves. They were
crowded into the patrol-wagons as it
into street-cars, and then off they went
amid n din of cheers. At the station-
house Jurgis gave a Polish name and was
put into .w ceell  with laif a_dozen
sihers: and while these sat and talked
in whispers, he lay down in a corner
and gave himself up to his thoughts.

Jurgis had looked into the deepest
reaches of 'the jungle, and grown used
to the sights in them. Yet when he had
thonsht of all humanity as vile and
hideous, he had somehow always ex-
cepted his own family, that he had
laved; and now this sudden horrible
discoverv—DMarija a whore, and Elz-
bieta and the echildren living off her
chame! Jurgis might argue with him-
celf all he chose, that The had done

“How did he die?”
“The rats killed him.” i
Jurgis gave a gasp. Rafs killed him!"” |

“He was working in an oil-factory—at
least he was hired by the men to get
their beer. He unsed to carry cans on a
long pole. And he'd drink o little out
of each can, und one day he drank too
much, and fell asleep in a corner, and
wot. locked up in the place all night.
When they found him the rais had
killed him and eaten him nearly all np.”

Jurgis sat, frozen with horror. Mar-
ija went oi lacing up her shoes. There
was n long silence.

Suddenly a big policeman came to the
door. “Hurry up, there,” he said.

“As quick as I ean,” said Marija, and
she stood up and began putting on her
corsets, with feverish haste.

“Are the vest of the people alive?”
asked Jurgis, tinally.

“Yes," she said.

“Where are they?”

*They live not far from here. They're
all right now.”

“They are working?” he inguired.

“Tlzbieta is,” said Marija, “when she
ean. 1 take care of them most of the
time—Im making plenty of money now.”

Jurgis was silent for a moment. “Do
they know you live here—how you
live?”” he asked.

“Rlzhieta knowsz” answered Marija.
“T eouldn’t lie to her. And maybe the
children have found out by this Lime.
Jt’s mothing to be ashamed of—we can't
help it.”

Marija was standing in front of the
glass fastening her dress. He sat star-
ing at her. He could hardly believe
that she was the same Marijn he had
known in the old days; she was so quiet
—s0 hard! Tt struek fear to his heart.

Siddenly she gave a glance at him.
“You leok as if you had heen having a
tough time of it yourself.” she said.

“T have,” he answered.  “I haven’t
a cent in my pockets, and t"’_‘ﬂ.‘_lfi_l{'..i_‘!}

0.” ' '

“\Where have you jgen?”

“All over. ¢ feen hoboing it. Then
T went bac {5 the vards—just before
the strike” He paused for a moment,
hesitaling “1 asked for you.” he added.
“I difnd yonu had gone awav no one
kney swhere. Perhaps you think [ did

Yo o dirty trick going away as T did,
he

»

“Np.” she answered, “I don’t blame
you. \We never have—any of us. You
stood it longer than most men would
have. You did your hest—the job was
too much for us. She paused a mo-
ment then added: “We were too iomo-
rant—that was the treuble. We didn’t
stand any chance. If T known what
[ kvow now we'd have won ont.”

“You'd have come here?” Jurgis asked.

“Ves.” she answered, “but that's not
what T meant. T meant—you—how
diftferently you would have behaved—

ahout Ona—-if you'd only had some
sense.”
Jureis  was silent; be had never

thought of that aspect of it.

“When people are starving,” the other
eomtinued, “and they have anything
with a price. they ought to sell if.
say, 1 guess you realize it now when
it's too late. Ona could have taken
care of us all in the beginuing.”

Marija spoke without emotion. as one
whe had come to resard things from the
business point of view, “I—ves, T guess
s0.” Jurgis answered, hesitatingly. He
did not add that he had paid three
handred doflavs. and a foreman’s job,

the boss n secend time. -

“Yes,” said the other; she was bend- | heln beinz sunk in
ine over lucing her shoes as she spoke. ""he depths of him were

worse, and was a fool for earing—but
still he ecould mot get over the shock

of that sudden wnveiling, he could not
arief becaunse of it.
iroubled and
<haken. memories were stirred in bim
that had been sleeping so long he had
counted them dead. Memories of the old
lifo—his old hopes and his old yearn-
inze, his old dreams of decency and in-
dependence!  He saw Ona again, e
heard her gentle voice pleading with
Lim. He saw little Antanas, whem he
had meant to make a man. He saw his
trembling old father, who had blessed
them all with his wonderful love. He
lived again through that day of hor-
ror when he lad discovered Ona's
shame—~Ciod, how he had suifered, what
a madman he had been! How dreadful it
had all seemed to him—and now, today,
he had sat and listened, and half agreed
when Marija teld him he had been a
fool! Yes—itold him that he ought to
have =old his wife's honor and lived by
it!1—And then there was Stanislovas
and his awful fate—that brief story
which Marija had narrated so calmly,
with sueh dnll indifference! The poor
little fellow, with his  frost-bitten
tinzers and Nis terror of the snow—Hhis
wailing voice rvang in Jurgis's ears, as
he lay there in the darkness, until the
sweat started on his forehead. Now and
then he would quiver with a sudden
spusm of horror, at the picture of lit-
tle Stanislovas shut up in the deserted
building and fighting for his life with
the rats!

Al these emotions had  Dbecome
strangers. to the soul of Jurgis:|
it was so long since they had tronbled
him that he had ceased to think they
might ever trouble him again. Help-
less, trapped as he was, what good did
they do him—why should he ever have
allowed them to terment him? It had
been the task of his life to fieht them
down, to erush them out of him: and
urj'gz;_i_:j%\\;r_‘mld he have ﬁliﬂ'frec_l
This way again, save Thsb--they had
caught him nnawares, and overwhelmed
him before e could protect himself. He
heard the old veives of his soul, he saw
itz ald shosts beekoning to him. streleh-
ing ount their arms to him; but they
were far-ofl and shadowy., and the

tomless;  they  wonld fade AWAY
into the mists of the past and their
voices would die, and never would he
sep or hear them—the last faint spark
of manheod in his soul would flicker
out.

CHAPTER XXXIL

FTER breakfast Jurgis was
driven to the court, which
was erowded with the pris-
oners and those who had
come out of curiosity, or in
the hope of recognizing one

aulf between them was black and bot- |

them quiet—when they have had enoyg
they don't care what is done to then &
She always gives it to them when th
first come, and they learn to like
else they take it for headaches ami 2
things, and get the habit that way. I've
got it, I know; I've tried to quit, but T
never will while I'm here.”
“How long are you going to stay#”
asked. iy
ST don't know,” she said. “Alwa
guess. What clse could I do i
“Don’t you save any money!”
“Save!” said Marija. “(lood Lord, no! I
get enough, T suppose, but it all goes. T get
a half share, two dollars and a half for
pach customer, and sometimes I make
twenty-five or thirty dollars a night, and
vouw'd think I ought to save something
out of that! But then I am charged fe
my room and my meals—and sucl
as you never heard of; and then for ex.
tras, and drinks—for everything 1.
and some I don’t. My laundry bi
nearly twenty dollars each week alon
think of that! Yot what can T do?
either have to stand it or quit, s
would be the same axywhere alse,

ali'T cun do to save the fifteen dollars
give Elzbieta each week. so the echildren
can go to school” 2

Marija sat brooding in silence for
while; then, seeing thut Jurgis was
terested, she went on: “That’s the y
they keep the girls in these places—th
let them run up debts, so they can’t geb
away. A young girl comes from abraud, §
and ‘she hasn’t a friend to help her, and
she doesn’t know a word of English, and
she gets into a place like this, and ywhen
she wants to go the madam showd hery
that she is a couple of hundred dollars |

|

in debt, and takes all her clothes away,
and threatens to have her arrested if she
doesn’t stay and do as-she’s told. So 8
stays, and the longer shlystays, them
in debt she gets. Of ¥ i
eirls that didn't kno
~oming to, that had h
work. Did you notice
girl with the yellow hair, that
next to me in the court?”

“Well, she came to America ab
yvear ago. She was a store-clerk; an
hived herself to a man to be sent.h
work in a factory. ¢
them, altogether, and they were hrol
to a house just down the street
here. and this girl was put into
alone, and they gave her some do
her food, and when she came &
found that she had been ruined
cried. and sereamed, and tore her
but she had nothing but a wra
couldn’t get away, and they
half insensible with drugs all the
until she gave up. She never got
of that place for ten months,
they sent lLier away, Lecause she
suit. T guess they'll put her out
too—she's getting to have ;
from drinking absinthe. Only on
girls that came out with her g
and she jumped out of a sec
window one night. There was
fuss about that—maeybe yow
of it .
“f did,” =aid Jurgig, “1 heard
terwards.” (1t had happened i
where he and Duane had take
from tiheir “country custo
girl had become insane, fortu
the police.) “LFve seen somethi
side of it myself,” he added; *
man who used to get forty
head for girls he fetched 1ro
York.” s
“There's lols of money in IE= !
Marija—"they brng them from all ove
Thére are seventeen women in this plac
and eleven different countries —amoy
them,  In some places you might flg
even more. \We have several. Frend
girls—1 suppose it's because the mi
speaks Frenell herself. [French giv
bad, too, the worst of all, except .
Japanese. There's a place mext o
that's full of Japancse women. Bub
wonldnt live in a place where ono.
them was.” :
Marija paunsed for a mome
and then she added: ~Mogb
women here are preity dece ‘g
surprised. 1 used to tmmk tha i
women must be flends; bub
idea that a woman would sell
ten or i dozen men in a
of man thal comes, old or:
or white—and do il becaus
to!™
“Home of them say they do=
maz. 5

of the men and getting a
blackmail. The
men were called  up fivst,
and reprimanded in a buneh.
and then dismissed; but
Jurgis, to hiz terror. was

case  for

Ry

a  suspicious-looking  case.
It was in this very same court that he
had been tried, that time when his sen-
tence had been “suspended:” it ‘was the
same judge and the same clerk. The lat-
ter now stared at Jurgis, ag if he half
thought that he knew him; but the
judge had no suspicions—just then his
thonghts were upon a telephone-message
he was expecting from a friend of the

for the satisfaction of kuocking down ! police-capinin  of the district, telling

what disposition he should make of i
' . 2 s ake of the | silence.
The policeran eame {o the door again | case of “Polly” Simpson, as the “madam”

ealled separately, as being

“I know.” said Marija; “the
thing. They're in, and they
can’t get out. And they dope
and booze, and that helps thi
they didn’t like it when t
vouw'd find out it’s just the
was with me—it’'s misery, &
ery! There’s u little Jewid
who used to rin errands for
and got sick and lost her plae
four davs on the streets
mouthful of food, and then
u place just around the
fered hevself, and they mad
Ler clothes before they wol
a bite to eab!™ e

“Do you know about
tis? Marija asked, ::ftei-','

“Np," replied Jurgis; ©is
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kept woman.”

away.”

anhappy,” AMarija went
At havd.
ch ‘a beauty, and
wasn't like other givls,
eople would =ay she
diiess. 3
‘teeth.”

them. It was queer.
us threw her over,

1. But then one day
sothache and went to
} “he told her that all
decaying, and that if

them all.
ty dollars, he

weel,” said the other. “She

a few words with her”
“She seemed {o be in a

sShe's so0 promd,

Maybe so; she sold

th Higgins, her superin-
d no idea of marrying
and she knew it, but he
and took ler round, and
thought she could take

em taken care of at onece,
1t would cost |
said, and

tions in {he hall thi
flag, a strange flag {

= = # = 1
quite a crawd u

5 ILimg—fg_aul_r a big
o por » plitform, and al-
I]g.fo:l‘cl” seat in the hall was filled.
o .anuu himself, as far in the rear
el i';l d:. and straightway forgot all
T 1"; lere he was. Would TFlzbieta
e .\0 -m}L he had come to sponge off
Sl me'}mtr would she understand ﬂl?lt he
l-‘]ﬂ-roq tll‘get to work again and do his
;\'c‘ml‘d‘ aheoélggl(?[.iz‘ljﬂ ;1ucrmt to him, or

a0 nm for aving
away? If only he could cre]L‘1 --::1?0 sr;?;
oi a job before he went—if that last fel-

low had only been willing to try him!

Then suddenly Jurgis looker
i.;emetudol‘is roar lad burst 1501211) t};‘:
; 1;10:1 S of the crowd, which by this time
tad packed the hall to the very doors
Men and women were standing ﬁp \H::
]‘I]]g handkerchiefs, shouting, vélliné. Evi-
dently the speaker had arrived thought
Jurgm.; how absurdly they ‘were be
I;ghu\'mg. What were tney expecting to
zet out of it anyhow—what had they to
do with elections, with the governing of
the country? Jurgis had been behind the

on.

Af.
zhe

zhe
the
her
she

\ ways spent her money onl: s i iti
Y On | seenes in polities
; hadn’t a penny saved. She 5 >
d like a lady, you kiow—I He went back to his thoughts, with

st then her brother fell

told her {hat the
“would he to have all

‘eould have tnat done

for that.
eg out.

thought she would make a
and come out ahead in the

to support the family; and
only
ouf, and a set of false ones
rs, and he would be willing

Poor Alena nearly
She had the tootlh-

?;:I\L ;one further fact to reckon with—
at he was eaught here. The hall w

now _ﬁl]egl to the doors; and nftrl?i— ‘:]f::
meeting it would be too late for him to
oo hmne., so he would have to male the
best. qf it ountside, for that night. Per-
haps it would be better to g: home in
the morning, anyway, for the children
would be at school, and he and Elzbieta
could have a quiet explanation. She al-
ways had been a reasonable person; and
he really did mean to ]

ill,

her

for

I time, of course, but still she ) do right. He
4 te up her mind. 1t would would manage to persuade her of it—
i d."ner for life. vou see. In fln(l._hesides, Marija was willing, and
h made o date with the. dan- %Il?ll-l'm was furnishing the mom?)". 1If
v he couldn’t get up the courage tlzbieta were ugly he would tell her

about it.

ok her to a hotel, and
courage to refuse him.
that she

streets for herself.
oht her the first

But

i ‘know, for they charge
 she

Place. and that will be
“her pride.”

£
Brly. 3
‘said, suddenly. “Where h

told her the long story of
, since his flight from hor
‘a tramp, and his work in

BY: :
_for his face showed it

can get some work.”

pot? Beeanse 1'm heve?”
gt that,” he said. “But
faft, yor L—

¥a Hid, afier
on stay . \

v up in the room.”
"'pre'ssed a button, and
“eame to the door and fook

oh you,” she observed, langh
Jay back on the bed.

fie prison

hie message that the
Marija— Lithnanian Mary,"”
‘ealled her here.

purgis.
he
addiess of the family, a tenem
in the ghetto district. “You

“They'll be glad to

rfe.” she said.

5 B

8t Jurgis stood, hesitating.
—J¥ don't like to,”

money and let me

a1

Ty S P i o

t and a place to sleep, jsn't it 2"
es. he said, “but then I don’t |

there after I left them—and while
ve mnothing to do, and while you—
»

!

|

\
Wreply-
1
{
1

him
T wi

o on!” said Marija, giving

“What are you talking.
@ vou moncy.”
i him to the door,

‘and instead she went and told
: IHe was very decent,
“the fifty dollars; only that

And
leit Packingtown,
her in a flat; but a couple
‘ago he brought another girl
she wouldn't stand for that,
0 Then she tried to find
when she couldn’t, she went

week—na
do business alone here in

can earn, so last week
4nto a house around on Cus-

for a minute or two, brood-
“Tell me about vourself,

unnels, and the aceident: and
ek Duane” and the Wheelers,
ical eareer in the stockyards,
downfall and subsequent fail-
dia Jistened with sympathy:
1o believe his tale of his late

nd me just in “he nick of time,”
“1l stand by you—LUIl help

ke to let you——" he began.

A Marija. “Don’t think
Jlame you.—You must
o minute or
Lore toirneh—I1l have

a colored

“HIg’s mice to have somebdy
hreakfast had not been

fe of Elzbieta and the children,
mes. Shortly before they were
fhere came another colored girl,
“Madam™

4t means you have to go,” she said

got up, and she gave him the

he said. “Honest,
ifija. why don’t you just give me a
look for work

hat do you need with money !” was
4 A1 vou want is something

she added, as she fol-
shecanze you

that, in so many words.

So Jurgis went on meditating; until
finally, when he had been nearly two
hours in the hall, there began to prepare
itself a repetition of the dismal ecatas-
trophe of the night before. Speaking had
heen going on all the time, and the au-
dience was clapping its hands and shout-
ing, thrilling with excitement; and little
by little fhe sounds were beginning to
blur in Jurgis’s ears, and his thoughts
were beginning to run together, and his
head to wobble and nod. He caught
himself many times, as usual, and made
desperate resolutions; but the hall was
hot and close, and his long walk and his
dinner were too much for him again—in
the end his head sunk forward and he
went to sleep. :

And tlien someone nudged him, and
he sat up with his old terrified start. He
liad been snoring again, of course. And
now what? Tle fixed his eyes ahead of
him with feverish intensity, staring at
ile platform as if nothing else ever had
interested him, or ever could interest
him all hiz life. He imagined the angry
exclamations, the hostile glances; and
e imagined the paliceman striding to-
wards him—reaching for his neck. Or
was he to have one more chance? Were
they going to let im alone this time? He
sat trembling, waiting.

Then suddenly came a voice in his
ear—a woman's voice, gentle and sweet:
“If you would try to listen, comrade,
perhaps you would be interested.”

Jurgis was more startled by that than

she

the

her

the

ave

his
nes;
the

all.

1 went | he would have been by the touch of a po-

liceman. He still kept his eyes fixed
ahead and did wot stir; but his heart
aave a great leap.. Comrade! Who was
it that called him comrade?

e waited long, long: and at last,
when hie was sure that he was no longer
watched, he stole a glance onut of the

her | corner of his eyes at the woman who
to | sut beside him.” She was young and
ing, | beantiful: she wore fine clothes, and

wns what is called a “lady.” And she
(L]

called him “Comrade!

Jurgis had a oood appetite, and | He turned a little, carcfully. so that
d a litlle feast together, talking | he could see her betler; then he Dhegan

to wateh her, fascinated. She had ap-
parently forgotten all about him, and
was looking towards the platform. 3
man was speaking theve: Jurgis heard
his voice vaguely, but all his thought=
were for this woman’s face. A feeling
of alarm stole over him as he stared at
her. It made his flesh ereep. What was
{he matter with her, what could be go-
ing on, to affect anyone like that? he

as

ent

20| snt like one turned to stone, her hamds
see | olenched tightly in her lap, so tightly

that le could see the cords in them.
There was a look of excitement upon her
face, of tense effort, as of ane strug-
gling mightily, or witnessing a struggle.
There was a faint quivering of her nos-
trils; and now and then she would
moisten her lips with feverish  haste.
Her bosom rose and fell as she breathed,
and her excitement seemed to mount
higher and higher, and then to sink

: aeain, like a hont tossing upon
s, What was it? What was
the matl Tt must be something that
ihe man was saying, up theve on the
platform. What sort of o man was he?
!.\nd what sort of a meeting was this,
So all at once it occurred fo

ike

ocean =u

a

m't

‘11 | anyhow ?
| Jurgis to look at the speakenr.

: it up, and do voursell harm. |

W'y g quarter for you now, and §!D| oAl
| 5 anrllt‘hcv'll Le so glad to see you, ('_‘H_\T’lER XXNNIL

won't have time to feel ashamed. i — v 1A GORYE cuddenly

W-bye!™

fireis went out and walked down
et {o think it over. He vh:u_::g;ed
d every five or ten minutes, First

upon some  wild sight of

nature—a mountain forest
the Tashed by a tempest,aship
his fossed about upon a stormy
he | sep. Jurgis  had an un-

"Hala go and face it ont, and then e pleasant sensation. a sense
juldnt: he kept wandering, now & af confusion, of lesnrder, of

BRI towards the place, and now a blocl: wild and wmeaningless nup-
ek te

gy from it. It was curious

Ik bhock upon this

bo j<sue that had been at stake.

ded that he would first try to get

and so he put in the rest of the
\ among
S0
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wandering here ! _
A without

and  warehouses

Rories

i neluded to g0 home,

' he came to ot vestaurant.

o spent his quarter tor a meal; &

! 1 . Lie came oub he

| more—the
E

& ould sleep 5:1:!11‘.\\‘111"1'0.‘0111
in the morrow hunting.
fed away again, only
ing and doubting onc
his state of mind when suf
heed to look about him, an
he was passing down the S
bep. and past the same hall where
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Bhand now, but ihere
agncing o meeting,
pouring in throug
flash it came OVET
o in again. and i
‘fﬁ'ltlkinf_'rup his mind what to
e was no one taking tickets, s0
be anather froe show.

entered, There weie no

and a siream

Lim that

to him to
., as he did in aiter
ps, when he realized the importance

Then, when it was rearly dark,
and sef out:
and wen
changed his mind
piwht was pleasant, and
) side, and

to hegin hes-
¢ more—whieh

was a sign out.
+h the entrance.

it down and v

decora-

roar. The man was tall
and gmmt, as haggard as
his anditor himself; a thin
hlack beard coveved Tialf of
his face, and one could see
only two Dlack hollows _where the eyes
were. He Wwas speaking rapidly, m
areat excitement: he used many ges:
Tures—as lhe spoke he moved here :'I.l'l‘{]
there upon the stage, as if he wm‘c;
reaching with his long arms to seize ench
person_in his audience. His voice was
deep, like an organ; it was some time,
however. hafore Jurcis thonght .nf _{_hc
vaice—he “\'\-, {oo mmuch occupied W 1'11}
hiz oves to think of what the man was
sayving. Dub siyddenly it seemed a-s] }f
{he speaker had, begun pr{111f.111gl his
inoer at him. as if"he had m_ngl(-d c'n;.m
out pm'ti(rnlm‘l_v for his remarks; :1:1 1 s0
he became sddenly awpre of the \n}_c*ei,
trembling. vibrant witht emotion, with

He
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il

he

he
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me
he

i i withY g burden of
iy . olitical speeeh the |pain and lenging. i
listened to tl}_e Iﬁ:; 1Lm m]i fire and | {hings unutterable. no_t tn_ 3 eompasﬁ;ﬂ
t before. There Wwas eranle, ob DX o mp

by words.
denly arrested.
“yem listen

to be gripped) transfixed.

to these things)”theman
was saying. “and vou say, ‘Yes, tahf:t :\11'1:?
true. hut they have Il'ieon t'h&t-';‘lnr‘-nnlm
wavs: Or yon say ‘:\_-a}-i)}- it ‘t‘l}o]}:np"
but not in my time—it will nln ..]::. 1]-mn-.|.1
And so you returh to _\'nur.f md ol
of toil, you go pback to be ground up

of

he
ost

:
do.

it

profits in the world-wide mill of
economic might! To toil long hours
for another’s advantage; to live in mean
and squalid homes, to work in danger-
ous and unhealthful places; to wrestle
with the spectres of hunger and priva-
tion, to take your chances of accident,
disease and death. And each day the

strugele hecomes fiercer, the pace morej

cruel; each day you have to toil a lit-
tle harder, each day the iron bhand of
circumstance closes upon you a lif-
ile tighter. Months pass, years maybe
—and then you come again; and again
1 am here to plead with you, to know if
want m:n:l misery have yet done their
work with you, if injustice and oppres-‘
sion have yet opened your eyes! T shall
still he waiting—there is nothing else
that 1 can do. There is no wilderness
where I ean hide from these things;
though T travel to the ends
of the earth I find them there.
I find the same accursed system whereby
all the powers of humanity, all the
fair and noble impulses of the spirit,
the dreams of poets and the sgonies of
martyrs, are shackled and bound in the
service of organized and predatory
Greed! And, tﬁerefnre, I cannot rest, I
cannot be silent; therefore I cast aside
comfort. and happiness, health and good
repute, and go out into the world and
ery out the pain of iy spirit; there-
fore, T am not to be silenced by poverty
and sickness, not by hatred and obloquy,
by threats nnd ridieule—not by prison
and persecntion, if they should come—
not by any power that is upon the earth
or above the earth, that was, or is, or
ever can be ereated. If I fail tonight,
I can only try tomorrow; knowing that
the fault must be mine, knowing that if

once  the vision of my  soul
were spoken upon earth, if once
the angnish of its defeat were
uttered in human speech, it would

break the stoutest barriers of prejudice,
it would shake the most sluggish soul
to action; it would abash the most
vynical, it would terrify the mest self-
ish: and the voice of mockery would he
silenced, and fraud and falsehood would
slink back into their dens, and the truth
would stand forth alone! For I speak
with the voice of the millions who are
voiceless; of them that are oppressed
and have no comforter: of the disin-
herited of life, for whom there is no
respite and no deliverance, to whom the
world is a prison, a dungeon of torture,
a tomb! With the voice of the little
child who toils tonight in a Southern
cotton-mill, staggering with exhaustion,
numnb with agony, and knowing no hope
but the erave! Of the mother who sews
by ecandle-light in her tenement-garret,
weary and weeping, smitten with the
mortal hunger of her bahbes! Of the
man who lies upon a'bed of rags ywres-
tling in his last sickness and leaving his
loved ones to perish! Of the young girl
who, somewhere, at this moment, is
walking the streets of this horrible
city, Leaten and starving, and mak-
ing her choice between the hrothel
and the lake! With the voice of those,
wheever and wherever they may be. who
are caught beneath the wheels of the
juggernant of Greed! With the voice of
immanity, calling for deliverance; of
the everlasting soul of Man, apising
from the dust—breaking its way oV’ ~f
its prison-house—rending the bands® Of
oppression and jgnorance—groping its
way to the light!®

The speaker pansed. There was an
instant of silence, while men ecaught
{heir hreaths, and then like a single
zsound there came a cry from a thou-
sand people—Through it all Jurgis sat
still, motionless and rigid, his eyes fixed
upen the speaker. He was trembling,
smitten with wonder.

Suddenly the man raised his hands,
and silence fell, and he began again, in
a quieter voice.

“T am here tonight,” le said, “to
plead with yeou, whoever you may be,
provided that you care about the truth;
but. most of all I plead with working-
men, with those to whom the evils |
liave portrayed are not mere matters
of sentiment, to be dallied and toyed
with, and then perhaps put aside and
forgotten—to whom they are the grim
and relentless realities of the daily
grind, the chains upon their limbs, the
lash upon their backs, the iron in their
souls! To you, workingmen! To you,
tho toilers, who have made this land,
and hove mo voice in its couneils! To
vou. whose lot it is to sow that others
may reap, to Jabor and cbey, and ask
no more than the wages of a beast of
burden, the food and shelter to keep you
alive from day to day. It is to you that T
come with my message of salvation; it
iswith you that 1 plead. T know how much
it is o ask of you—I know, for I have
been in yvour place, I have lived your life
__there is no man before me here tonight
who knows it better. I have known
what it is to be a street-waif, a boot-
black, living upon a crust of bread, and
sleeping in cellar-stairways and under
empty wagons. I have known what it
is to dare and to aspire, to dream

mighty dreams, and to see them
perish—to  see  all the fair flow-
ers of my spirit trampled into the

mire by the wild beast powers of the
world. I know what is the price that
a workingman pays for knowledge—I
have paid for it with food and sleep,
with agony of body and mind—with
health, almest with  life itself;
and so, when I come to you
with a story of hope and free-
dom, with the vision of a new earth
{o be created, of a new iabor to be
dared, T am not surprised that I find
vou sordid and material, sluggish and
ineredulous. These are the obstacles
that lie before: and that they do not
tempt me to despair is simply beeause
1 know also the forces that drive behind
~ beeause I know the raging lash of
poverty, the sting of contempt and mas-
tership, ‘the insolemce of office and the
spurns.’  Because T feel sure that
in the crowd that has come here to-
niohit, no matter how many may be
gnll and heedless. no matter how many
mav have come oub of idle eurazity, or
in order to ridieule—there will be some
one man whom pain and suffering have
made desperate, whom some chanee vis-
jon of wrong and horror has startled
and shocked into attention and readi-
and to whom my words will come
a sudden flash of lightning to one
who travels in darkness. revealing the
way hefore him, the perils and the ob-
stacles—solving all problems, making
all difticulties clear! And the scales will
fall from his eyes, the shackles will be
torn from his limbs—he will leap up
with a ery of thankfulness, and stride
forth a free man at last! A man de-
livered from his self-created slavery!
A man who will never more be frapped.
whom 1o blandishments  will  ea-

ness
like

jole, whom 10 threats will ever

frighten; who from tonight, on will move
forward and not backward, who will
study and read and understand, who will
gird on his sword and take his place
in the army of his comrades and broth-
ers! Who wiil earry the good tidings
to others, as 1 have ecarried them to him
—the priceless gift of liberty and light,
that is meither mine nor his, but is the
heritage of the soul of man! Working-
men, workingmen—comrades!  Open
vour eyes and look about you! You
have lievd so long in the toil and heat that
your semses are dulled, your souls are
numbed—but realize once in your lives
this world in which you dwell—tear
oif the rags of its customs and conven-
tions—behold it as it is, in all its
hideous nakedness! Realize it, realize
it! Realize that out upon the plains of
Manchuria tonight two hostile armies
are facing each other—that. now, while
we are sented here, a million human be-
ings may be hurled at ench other’s
throats, striving with the fury of
manines to tear each other to pieces!
And this in the twentieth eentury—
nineteen hundred years since the Prince
of Peace came down to earth! Nineteen
hundred years since his words werc
lirst preached as divine, and now two
armies of men are rending and tearing
ench other like the wild beasts of the

jungle! Philosophers have reasoned,
prophets have denounced, poets have

wept and pleaded—and still this hideous
Monster roams at large! We Thave
schools and jeolleges, mnewspapers and
Looks—we have searched the heavens
and the earth, we have weighed and
probed and reasomed—and all to equip
men ta destroy each other! We call it
War, and pass it by—but. do not put me
off with platitudes and cenventions—
come with me, come with me—realize it!
See the hodies of men pierced by bul-
lets, bhlown into pieces by bursting
shells!  Hear the erunching of the
bayenet, plunged into human flesh; hear
the groans and shrieks of agony; see the
faces of men erazed by pain, turned into
fiends of fury and hate! Put your hand
upon that piece of flesh—it is hot and
quivering—just now it was a part of a
man! This blood is still steaming—it
was driven by a human heart! Al
mighty God! and this goes on—it is
systematie, organized, premeditated—and
we know it, and read of it. and take it
for granted—our papers tfell of it, and
the presses are mnot stopped—our
churches kmow of it. and do not close
their doors—the people hehold it, and do
not rise up in horror and revolution!
“Or perhaps Manchurin is too far
away for you—come home with me then,
come lere to Chicago. Here in this eity
tonight ten thousand women are shut
up in peng, and driven by hunger to
sell their bodies. And we know it, we
make it a jest! And these women are
made in the image of your mothers, they
may be your sisters, your daughters;
the child’ whom vou left at home te-
night. whose lnughing eyes will grect
vou in the morning—that fate may he
waiting for her! Tonizht in Chieage
there are ten thousand men, homeless
and wretehed, willing to work and beg-
ging for n chanee, yet starving and
fronting in terror the awful winter cold!
Tonight in Chicago there are a hundred
thonsand children wenring out their
strength and blasting their lives in the
effort to earn their bread! There are
2 hundred thousand mothers who are
living in misery and squalor, struggling
{o earn enough to feed +heir litile ones!
There are a hundred thousand old peo-
ple, east off and helplass, waiting for
death to take them from their torments!
There are a million people, men and
women and childr=n, who share the fate
of the wage-slave—who' toil every hour
they ean stand and see, for just enough
to leep them alive: who ave condemned
till the end of their days to monotony
and weariness, to hunger and misery, ta
heat and eold, to dirt and disease, to
ignorance and drunkenness and vice!
And then—and then! There are a thou-
sand—ten ‘thousand, mayhe—who are
the masters of these slaves, who profit
by their toil. They do nothing to earn
what they reeeive, they do not even have
to come for it—it comes to them of it-
self, their only care is to get rid of if.
They live in palaces, they riot in luxury
and extravagance—such as no words can
describe, as makes the imagination reel
and stagger, makes the soul grow sick
and faint. They spend hundreds of dol-
lars for a pair of shoes, a handkerchief,
a garter; they spend thousands and tens
of thousands for gowns, and flowers, and
dogs. They spend millions for horses
and automobiles and yachts, for palaces
and banquets, for little shiny stones
with which to deck their bodies. Their
life is a contest among themselves for
supremacy in ostenfation and reckless-
ness, in the destroying of useful and
necessary things, in the wasting of the
labor and the lives of their fellow erea-

tures, the toil and anguish of the mna-
tions, the sweat and tears and blood of
the human race! Tt is all theirs—it
comes to them; just as all the springs
pour into streamlets, and the strenmlels
into rivers, and the = rivers into the
ocean—sa, antomatieally and inevitably,
all the wealth of society comes to them.
The farmer tills the soil, the miner
digs in the earth, the weaver tends the
loom, the mason carves the stone; the
clever man invents, the shrewd man di-
rects, the wise man studies, the inspired
man sings; and all the result, tife pro-
ducts of the labor of brain and muscle,
are gathered into one stupendous siream
and poured into their laps! The forest
is cleared and the land scftled and eivil-
ized: railroads spread over it, mighty
¢ities arise upon it; machines are de:
vised, industrial systems are organized
—and all for them! The whole of so-
ciety iz in their grip, the whole labor
of the world lies at their merey—and
like fierce wolves they rend and destroy.
like ravening vultures they devour and
{ear! The whole achievement of man
belongs to them, forever and beyond Te-
call—do what it ean, strive as it will,
fhe human race lives for them and dies
for them! They own not merely the la-
bor of society, they own the govern-
ments. In nations like America, which
were once democracies, and in which
the people’s will stood in their way,
they have accomplished a revolution hy
bribery: and everywhere they use their
raped and stolen power to intrench them-
celves in their privileges. to dig wider
and deeper the chamnels through which
the river of profits flows to them! And
vou, workingmen, workingmen ! You
have heen hrought up to it, you plod on
like bheasts of burden, thinking only of
the day and its pain—yet is there a man
among you who can believe that such a
system  will eontinue forever—is there
4 man here in this andience 80 hardened
and debased that he dare rise up be-

fore me and say that he believes it can

continue forever, that the product of the
labor of society, the means of existence
of the human race, will always belong
to a few idlers and parasites, to be
spent for the gratification of vanity and
lust—to he spent for any purpose what-
ever, to be at the disposal of any in-
dividual will whatever—that somehow,
somewhen, the labor of humanity will
not belong to humanity, te be used for
the purposes of humanity, to be con-
trolled by the will of humanity? And
if this is ever to be, how is it to be—
what power is there that will bring it
abont?  Will it be the task of your
masters—will they write the charter
of your liberties? Will they forge the
sword of your deliverance, will they
marshal the army and lead it to the
fray? Will their wealth be spent for
the purpose—will they build colleges
and churches to teach you the way, will
they print papers to herald your pro-
gress, organize political parties to guide
and carry on the struggle? Can you not
see that the task is your task—yours to
dream, yours to resolve, yowrs to exe-
cute? That if ever it iz carried out, it
will be in the face of every obstacle
that wealth and mastership can oppose—
in the face of ridicule and slander, of
hatred and persecution, of the bludgzeon
and the jail? By the foree of your
naked bosoms opposed to the rage of op-
pression! By the grim and Dbitter
teaching of hlind and merciless aiilic-
tion; by the painful gropings of the
untutored mind, by the fechle stammer-
ings of the uncultured voice; by the
sad and lonely hunger of the spirit—by
secking and striving and yearning, by
heart-ache and despairing, by agony
and sweat of blood! By money paid
for with hunger, by knowledge stolen
from sleep, by thoughis communicated
under the shadow of the gallows! By
a movement beginning in the far-off
past—a thing obscure and unhonored,
a thing easy to ridicule, easy to despise;

a thing unlovely, wearing the aspect of

vengeance and hate—but to you, the
workinmman, the wage-slave, ecalling
with a voice insistent, imperious—with
a voice that you cannot escape. where-
ever upon the earth you may be, with
the voice of all your wrongs, the voice
of all vour desires, with the voice of
your duty and your hope—of everything
in the world that is worth while to you!
The voice of the poor, demanding that
poverty shall cease! The voice of the op-
pressed. pronouncing the doom of op-
pression! The voice of power, wrought
out of suffering—of resolution, crushed
out of wealkness—of joy and beauty.
horn in the hottomless pit of anguish
and despair!  The voice of Labor,
despised and ontraged! A mighty giant,
lying prostrate—mountainous, colossal,
but ~ blinded, ignorant of his strength.
And ‘now a dream of resistance haunts
him, hope battling with fear; until sud-
denly he stirs, and a fetter snaps; and
a thrill shoots throngh him, to the
farthest ends of hiz huge body—and in
a {lash the dremin becomes a resolution!
Tle starts, he lifts himself! The bhands
are shattered. the burdens roll off him!
He rises—towering gigantic! He springs
to his fest—he shouts in his new-born
exnltation——'

And the speaker’s voice broke sud-
denly. with the stress of his feelings;
he stond with his arms out-stretehed,
and the power of his vision seemed to
lift him from the floor. The audience
came to its feet with a yell; ~men
waved their arms, laughing aloud in
{heir excitement. And Jurgis was with
them, he was shouting to tear his throa
—shouting bhecause he cculd not help
it, because the stress of his feeling was
wore than he could bear. Tt was noi
merely the man’s words, the torrent of
his eloquence; it was his presence, it
was his voice, n voice with strange in-
tonations that rang through the cham-
bers of the soul like the clanging of 2
bell—that gripped the listener like a
mighty hand about his body, that shook
him and startled him with sudden
fright, with a sense of things not of
earth, of mysteries nmever spoken hefore,
of presences of awe and terror! There
was an unfolding of vistas before one,
a breaking of the ground beneath him,
an upheaving, a stirring, a trembling;
he felt Thimself suddenly a mere
man no longer—there were powers
within him undreamed of, there were
demon forces contending, age-long won-
ders struggling to be born; and he sat
opressed with pain and joy, while a
tingling stole down into his finger-tips,
and his breath came hard and fast; un-
til suddenly the tension broke, and he
gasped like a man coming out of o night-
mare, and bounded to his feet and
shouted aloud.

The sentences of this man had been
to Jurgis like the crashing of thunder in
his soul. A flood of emotion surged up
in him—all his old hopes and long-
ings, his old griefs and rages and de-
spairs; all that he had ever felt in his
whole life seemed to come back to him at
once, and with one new emotion, hardly
to he deseribed. That he should have
cuffered such oppressions and such hor-
rors was bad enough; but that he should
have been crushed and beaten by them.
that he should have submitted, and for-
cotten, and lived in peace—ab, truly
that was a thing not to be put into
werds, o thing not to be borne by a
human ercature, a thing of terror and
madness! “What,” asks the prophet, “is
the murder of them that kill the body. to
the murder of them that kill the soul?”
And Jurgis was a man whose soul had
been murdered, who had ceased to hope
and to struggle—who had made terms
with degradation and despair; and now,
suddenly, in one awful convulsion, the
black and hideous fact was made plain
to him! There was a falling in of all
the pillars of his soul, the sky seemed
to split above him—and he stood there,
with his eclenched hands upraised, his
eves bloodshot, and the veins standing
out purple in his face, roaring in the
voice of a wild beast, frantie, incoherent,
maniaeal!  And when he could shout mo
more he stood gasping. and whispering
honvsely to Thimself: “By God! By
(iod! DBy Godt?

The man had gone back to a seat upon
the platform, and Juregis realized that
his speech was over. The applause con-
tinued for several minutes: and then
some one started a song, and the erowil
took it up, and the place shooli with it.
Jurgis had never heard 1t, aml he could
not malke out the words, but the wild and
wonderful spirit of it seized upon him—
it was the Marseilleise! As stanza after
stanza of it thundered forth, he sat
with his hands eclasped, trembling in
every merve. He had never been =0
stirred in his life—it wits a mniracle
{hat had been wrought in Tim. He could
not think at all, he was stuuned; yet
e knew that in the mighty upheaval

lﬂle last month. I will introduee you to

someone who will be able to help you
as well as T could -

The messenger had had to go no fur-
iher than the door; he came back, fol-
lowed by a man whom he introduced to
Jurgis as “Comrade Ostrinski,” Com-
rnde Ostrinski was a little man, scarcely
up to Jurgis's shoulder, wizened and
wrinkled, very ugly, and slightly lame.
He had on a long-tailed black coat, worn
green af the seams and the bution-holes.
His eyes must have been weak, for he
wore green spectacles, that gave him a
grotesque appearance: but his hand-
clasp was hearty, and he spoke in Lith-
uanian, which warmed Jurgis to him.

“You want to know about Socialism ?”
he said. “Surely. Let us go out and
take a stroll, where we ean be quiet and
falk some.” And so Jurgis bid farewell
to the master wizard, and went out.

Ostrinski asked where he lived, offer-
ing to walk in that direction; and so
Jurgis had to say once more that he
was without o home. At the other’s re-
quest he told his story: how he had
come to America, and what had hap-
pened to him in the stockyards, and how
his family had been broken up, and how
he had become a wanderer. So much
the little man heard, and then he
pressed Jurgis's arm tightly. “You have
been through the mill, comrade!” he
“nid. “We will make a fighter of you!”

Then Ostrinski in turn explained his
civeumstances. He would have asked
Jurgis to his home—but he had only
two rooms, and had no bed to offer. He
would have given up his own bed, but
his wife was ill. Later on, when he un-
derstood that otherwise Jurgis would
have to sleep in a hallway, he offered
him as his kitchen-floor, a chance which
the other was only too glad to accept.
“Perhaps tomorrow we can do better,”
said Ostrinski. “We try not to let a com-
rade starve.”

Ostrinski’s home was in the “ghetto
distriet,” where he had two rooms in
the basement of a tenement. There was
a Dbaby erving as they entered, and he
clozed the door leading into the bed-
room. He had three young children, he
explained, and a baby had just come. He
drew up two chairs near the kitchen
stove, adding that Jurgis must excuse
the disorder of the place, since at such n
time one’s domestic arrangements were
upset. Half of the kitchen was given
up to a work-bench, which was piled with
clothing, and Ostrinski explained that he
was a  “pants-finisher” He carried
great huncrlcs of clothing here to his
home, where he and his wife worked on
them. He had always made a living at
it, but it was getting harder all the time,
becanse his eyes were failing. What
would come when they gave out he could
not tell; there had been mo saving any-
thing—a man could barely keep alive by
twelve or fourteen hours' work a day.
The finishing of pants did not take
much skill, and anybody could learn it,
and so the pay was forever getting less.
That was the competitive wage system;
and if Jurgis wanted to understand So-
cialism, here was the place for him to
begin—with what was called “the iron
law of wages.” Wages tended con-
stantly to the lowest possible leevl; the
workers were dependent upon a job to
exist from day to day, and so they bid
against each other, and no man could get
more than the lowest man would consent
{o work for. That was the fundamental

that had taken place in his soul, a new
man had been born. Iz had been torn
out of the jaws of destruction, he had
been delivered from the thraldom of
despair; the whole world had been
changed for him—he was free. he was
froe! Even if he were to sufler as he
lind before. even if he were to beg and
starve. nothing would be the same to
him. He would nnderszand it, and bear
it: he would no longer be the sport of
cireumstances, e would be a man, with
a will and a purpose; he would have
something to fight for, something to
die for, if need be. Here were men whao
would show him and help him; and he
would have friends and allies, he would
dwell in the sight of justice, and walk
arm in arm with power!

The audience subsided again, and he
sat back. The chairman of the meet-
ing eame forward and began to speak.
His voice sounded thin and futile after
the others, and to Jurgis it seemed a
profanation. Why should any one clse
speak, after that miraenlous man—why
should they not all sit in silence? The
chairman was explaining that a collec-
tion would now be taken up to defray
the expenses of the meeting, and for the
benetit of the campaicn-fund of the
party. Jurgis heard: but he had not a
penny to give, and so his thoughts went
¢lsewhere again.

Fe kept his eyes fixed on the orator,
who sat in an arm-chair, his head lean-
ing on his hand and his attitude indicat-
ing exhanstion. But suddenly he stood
up again, and Jurgis heard the chairman
of the meeting saying that the speaker
wounld now answer any questions which
the audience mizht eare to put to him.
The man eame forward, and some one—-
a woman—arose and asked about some
opinion the speaker had expressed con-
cerning Tolstoi. Jurgis had never heard
of Tolstoi, and did not care anything
about him. Why should anyone want to
ask such questions, after an address
like that? The thing was not to falk,
but to do; the thing was to get hold of
others and rouss them, to organize them
and prepare for the fight! This Tolstoi
was not altogether in nagreement with
the speaker. it seemed—then so much
so mueh the worse for Tolstoi, and
enouch said about him!

Put still the discussion went on, in
ordinary conversaticnal tones, and if
brought Jurgis back to the every-dav
world. A few minutes ago he had felt
like seizing the hand of the beautiful
lady by his side, and kissing it; he had
felt like flinging his arms about the neck
of the man on the other side of him. And
now he began to realize again that he
was a “hobo”—that he was ragged and
dirty, and smelt bad, and had no place to
sleep that night!

And so, at last, when the meeting
broke up, and the audience started to
leave, poor Jurgis was in an agony of
uncertainty. He had mnot thought of
leaving—he had thought that the vision
must last forever, that he had found
comrades and brothers. But mow he
would go out, and the thing wonld fade
away, and he would never be able to
find it again! He sat in his seaf,
frightened and wondering; but others
in the same row wanted to get out, and
so he had to stand up and move along.
As he was swept down the aisle he
looked from one person fto another,
wistfully; they were all excited, discuss-

ing the address—but there was nobody
ba\\ fact of life, from the point of view of tha

who offered to {HSEi‘.FS it with him. He
was near enough to the door to feel thex poor. By combip=*in. _unions, and
e O espontion EEALALIRe = i el Fut SRt
He knesw nothing at all about that speech [level a little, but there was always the
he had heard, not even the name of the | mass of the 111101-g:]r|ized and .unnng-
orafor; and he was to go away—mno, no. | ployed, and it swept over them like a
it was preposterous—he must speak to|fload, and wages sank again; and thus
some one, he must find that man him- | the vast mass of the people were always
self and tell him. He would not de-|in a life and death struggle with pov-
spise him. tramp as he was! erty. That was “eompetition,” so far
So he stepped inte an empty row of [as it concerned the wage-earner, the
seats and watched, and when the erowd | man who had only his labor to sell. To
had thinned out, he started towards the | those on top. the exploiters, it appeared
platform. ’ very differently, of course; there were
few of them, and they could combine
and dominate, and their power would be
unbreakable: and so they paid what they
pleased for labor, and charged what they
pleased for products, and the key to all
the problems of the modern world was
that combination of a monopoly price
and n competitive wage. It was owing
to this that all over the world two
classes were forming, with an unbridged
chasm between them—the eapitalist
class, with its enormous fortunes, and
the proletariat, bound into slavery by
unseen chains. The latter were a thou-

CHAPTER XXXIIT.

HE speaker was gone: but
there was a stage-door that
stood open, with people
passing in and out, and no
one on guard, Jurgis sum-
moned np his courage and
went in and down a hall-
way, and to the door of a
yoom where many people
were crowded. No one paid
any attention to him, and

)

he pushed in, and in a cor- sand to one in mumbers, but they were
ner he saw the man he|ignorant and helpless, and they would
sought. The orator sat in  al|remain at the mercy of their exploiters
chair, with his shoulders  sunk |until they were organized—until they
together and his eyes half closed: |had become “class-conscious.” That

was a Socialist phrase; it meant that a
workingman had come to pereceive once
and for all that the interests of his em-
ployer and his own were opposite; and
then he would join the Socialist move-
ment, and devote all his efforts to open-
ing the eyes of others. It was a slow
and weary work, but it would be done—
it was like the movement of a glacier,
ence it was started it could mever be
stopped. Every Socialist did his share,
and lived upon the vision of the “good
time” coming—when the working-class
should go to the polls and seize the
powers of government, and put an end to
private property in the means of pro-
duction. No matter how poor a man
was, or how much he suffered, he could
away without telling you how much— | never be really unhappy while he knew
how glad I am 1 heard you. I—I didn't|of that future: even if e did not live
know anything about it all 2 to see it himself, his children would, and,

The big man with the .spectacles, who | to a Socialist, the victory of his class
had moved away, came back at his mo- | was his victory. Also he had alw?ys the
Here in

his face was ghastly pale, almost green-
ish in hue, and one arm lay limp at his
side. A big man with spectacles on
stood mear him, and kept pushing back
the crowd. “Stand away a litile, please;”
he would say. "Can’t you see the comrade
is worn out?” )

Sa Jurgis stood, watching, while five
or ten minutes passed. Now and then
the man would look up, and address a
word or two to those who twere near
him: and, at last, on one of these oceca-
sions, his glance rested on Jurgis. There
seemed to be a slight hint of inquiry
about it, and a sudden impulse seized
the other. He stepped forward.

«[ wanted to thank you, sir!” he began,
in breathless haste. “I could mot go

ment. “The comrade is too tired to talk | progress to encourage him,
to anyone—— " he began; but the other | Chicago, for instance, the movement was
held up his hand. growing by leaps and bounds—Chieago
“Wait,” he said. “He has something | was the industrial center of the coun-
to say to me.” And then he looked into | try, and its workingmen iwere years
J l.u'gi.:a"s face. “You want to know more ahead of the rest OE, the
about Socialism?” he asked. country in “glass-conaciousness,”  No-
Jurgis started. “]—]——" he stam- |[where else were the unions ~ £0
mered. “Is it Socialism? I didn’t know.|strong: but their organizations did

the workers little good, for the employ-
ers were organized, also; and so the
strikes generally failed, and as fast as
the unions were broken wup the men
came over to the Socialists. 1t was @
fine thing to see—one could feel the ex-
citement in the very air, and even the
“old party” papers were forced to admit
{hat the Socialists were holding the most
successful politieal meetings of the pres-
ent campaign. There were half a dozen
every night, and on Spturday night fif-
teen or twenty; the vofe was going
to be a record-breaker. It would set o
mark, and breal the conspiracy of si-
lence of the capitalist press—they would
lave io discuss Socialism, and  everio.
though they told lies about it, myp mo! fo ¢
ple would hegin to ask ques’ - v
it was that the party made '
carrying the ground inch %
face of every obstacle

Ostrinski explain

about what you spoke

I want to know
I have been through

of—I want to help.
all that.”

“Where do you live

T have no home,”
out of work.”

“you arve a foreigner, are

“Tithuanian, sir.”

The man thought for a moment, and
then turned to his friend. *“Who is
{here, Walters?” he asked. “There is
Ostrinski—but he is & Pole—"

“Ostrinski speaks Lithuanian,” said
the other.”

“All right, then; would you mind see-
ing if he has gome yet s 5

The other started away, and the
speaker looked at Jurgiz again. He had
deep, black eyes, and a facg full of gen-
tleness and pain. “You /must excuse
me, comrade,” he said. “I am just
tired out—I have spoken every day for

9" asked the other.
said Jurgis, “I am

you not 1"
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of the party, the machinery by which
the proletariat was educating itseli.
There were “locals” in every big city and
town, and they were being organized
rapidly in the smaller places; a loeal had
anywhere from six to a thousand mem-
bers, and there were fourteen hundred
of them in all, with a total of about
twenty-five thousand members, who paid
dues to support the organization. Then
there were the state organizations, and
above them the national, which had its
headquarters in Chieago. “Local Cook
County,” as the city organization was
called, had eighty branch loeals, and it
alone was spending several thousand
dollars in the eampaign. It published an

English  weekly, and a Bohemian,
a German, and also there was
a monthly  published in Chieago,

and a co-operative publishing house.
that issmed a million and a half
of Sociulist hooks and pamphlets every
vear. All this was the growth of the
last few years——there had been almost
nothing of it when Ostrinski first came
to Chicago.

Ostrinski was a German Pole, about
fifty years of age. Ile had lived in Sile-
sia, a member of a despised and porse-
cuted race, and had taken part in the
proletarian movement in the early sev-
enties, when Bismarek, having econ-
quered France, had turned his policy of
blood and iren upon the “International.”
Ostrinzski himself had twice been in jail,
but he had been young then, and had net
cared. He had had more of his share of
the fight, though, for just when Social-
ism had broken all its barriers and be-
come the great pelitical force of the em-
pire, he had come to America, and begun
all over again. In America everyone had
laughed at the mere idea of Socialism
then—in America all men were free. As
if political liberty made wage-slavery
any the more tolerable! said QOstrinski.
He had understood. for himself, that So-
cialism would come more quickly in a
free countryr than anywhere else, and
when the comrades had sneered at the
American workingman, saying that he
had no idea save to et to be an em-
ployer himself, and turn upon his class, |
Ostrinski had always answered that |
when the country was once filled up, and |
the class-lines were drawn tightly, it
would no longer be possible for the work-
ingman to become a capitalist, and then
they would find out the importance of
free speech and free institutions to So-
cialism. Now that time had come, and
the whole country was seething with ag-
itation; so much so that it seemed to
Ostrinski that America might really be
the first of the nations to witness the
industrial revolution.

The little tailor sat tilted back in his
etiff kitchen chair, with his feet
stretched out upon the empty stove. He
spoke in low whispers, s0 as not to wake
those in the mext room. To Jurgis he
seemed a searcely less wonderful per-
son than the speaker at the meeting:
he was as poor as Jurgis himself had
been, the lowest of the low, hunger-
driven and miserable—and yet how
much he knew, how much he had dared
and achieved, what a hero he had heen!
There were others like him, too; thou-
sands like him, and all of them working-
men! The listener sat trembling, and
lost in admiration; all this wonderful
machinery of progress had been created
by his fellows—he could not believe it,
it seemed too good to be true.

nominations, it had cast two thousand
votes; in 180G it had cast thirty-two
thousand, and in 1900 it had cast a hun-
dred and twenty-six thousand. At the
same rate it should cast half a million
this year, two millions in 1008, and
sweep the country in 1912—though there
were few Socialists who expected to sue-
ceed as quickly as that.

The Socialists were organized in every
civilized nation; it was an international
political party, the greatest the world
had ever known. It numbered thirty
millions of adherents, and it east eight
million votes. It had started its first
newspaper in Japan, and elected its first
deputy in Argentina; in Franece it named
members of cabinets, and in Italy and
Australia it held the balance of power
and turned out ministries. In Germany,
where its vote was more than a third of
the total vote of the Empire. all other
parties and powers had united to fight
it. There was the Emperor—the war-
lord of the “mailed fist;” there was the
mediaeval nohility, the descendants of
lord of the “mailed fist:” there was the
aristorracy of the army, whosé officers
beat and kicked and maimed the help-
less zoldiers; there was the bigoted sev-
enteenth-century  Protestant chureli,
with its snuffy country parsons; there
was the Roman Catholie chureh and the
Jesuits; there was the bureaueracy, and
the “reptile” press; and finally, there
were the capifalists, the masters of
them all. And in every country in Eu-
rope to which you went you found the
same powers of darkness leagued to-
gether; and the wretched workers were
Jammed into slums and imprisoned in
tactories, or herded like sheep and sent
out to the slaughter, to conguer new
markets and new opportunities of profit
for the masters, All this was frightful
to see and understand—it was a sort of

day-nightmare: the people burdened by
poverty and ignorance, by race prejudice
and religious bigotry, and erushed by
a power such as this! Yet that was
life—it was in this fiery furnace that
the new ecivilization was being forged,
it was in this agony that men wera be-
ing brought together, and the dream of
the Brotherhood of Man being made a
reality. It wounld not do, Ostrinski ex-
plained, for the proletariat of one na-
tion to achieve the victory; for that na-
tion would be crushed by the military
power of the others; and so the Socialist
movement was a weorld movement, an or-
ganization of all mankind to establish
liberty and fraternity, a party to which
the rights of all men, white or black or
red or yellow, were equaily sacred. So
the International Socialist movement
was the new religion of humanity—or
you might say it was the fulfiliment of
the old religion, sinee it was but the
practical application of all the teachings
of Christ.

Until long after midnight Jurgis sat
lost in the conversation of his new ac-
quaintance. It was a most wonderful
experience to him—an almost supernat-
ural experience. It was like encounter-
Ing an inhabitant of the fourth dimen-
sion of space, a being who was free
from all one's own limitations, Fer four
years, mow, Jurgis had been wandering

and blundering in the depths of the Jun- it to produce food for human beinge, and

gle: and here, suddenly, a hand reached
down and seized him, and lifted him out
of it, and set him upon a high mountain-
top, from which he could survey it all—
could see the paths irom which he had

That was always the way, said Os-,
~trinskic whes g man _was first _conf
verted to Socialism he was like a crazy
person—he could not understand how
others could fail to see it, and he ex-
pected to convert all the world the first
weel, After a while he would realize
how hard a task it was; and then it
would be fortunate that other new hands
kept coming, to keep him from settling
down into a rut. Just now Jurgis wonld
have plenty of chance to vent his excite-
ment, for a presidential campaign was
on, and everybody was talking politics.
Ostrinski would take him to the next
meeting of the branch-loeal, and intro-
duce him, and he might join the party.
All that one had to do was to sign a
declaration that he renounced all con-
nection with the old parties, and that he
recognized the class-struggle as the fun-
damental fact of modern society. The
dues were five cents a week, but anyone
who could not afford this might be ex-
cused from paying. The Socialist party
was the most democratic of political or-
ganizations—it was controlled absolutely
by its own membership, with the freest
use of the initiative and referendum,
and the principle of the recall of offi-
cials. All of these things Ostrinski ex-
plained, as also the plan by which the
party controlled its eandidates who were
elected to office. When they were nom-
inated they placed their resignations in
the hands of the party, for use at any
time if they should prove false to Social-
ist prineiples.

You might say that there was really
but one Socialist principle—that of “nov
compromise,” which was the essence of
the proletarian movement all over the
world. When a Socialist was elected to
office he voted with old party legislators
for any measure that was likely to be of
help to the working-class, but he never
forgot that these concessions, whatever
they might be, were trifles compared
with the great purpose for which his
party existed—the organizing of the
working-class for the revolution. So the
Socialists never made any sort of an al-
lianee with eapitalist parties, never
“fused,” or mude n “deal,” and never
voled for capitalist candidates. This
prineiple was the very life of Soeializm,
and so, of course, it was the thing which
made the exploiters angriest; they were
always trying to bribe or eajolz or brow-
beat the party into swerving ifrom it.
and though they always failed, they
were always busy celebrating a success
somewhere or other. IFor instance, it
was the fact that the party in Germany
was now more solidly class-conscious
than it had ever heen in its history be-
fore; yet it was the conventional lie,
nceepted by all the capitalist writers in
America and England, that the German
Socialists had abandoned the revolu-
Lion, and became a party of political re-
form!  This helped to take away from
the American Socialists the prestige of
the “three million party,” and to make
L casier to beguile the American work-
ngman with futilities like free silver,
municipal ownership, and “reform.”

That, of course, was only one of a
housand ways in which they misrepre-
sented Socialism, and against them all
dew Socialists had only one defense, to gn

hie people and spread the truth
~f mouth. So far the rule in
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wandered, the morasses into which he
v stumbled, the hiding-places of the
beasts of prey that had fallen upon him.
There were his Packingtown experiences,
for instance—what was there about
Packingtown that Ostrinski could not
explain! To Jurgis the packers had
been equivalent to fate; Ostrinski
showed him that they were the Beef
Trust. They were a gigantic combination
of capital, which had erushed all oppo-
sition, and overthrown the laws of the
land, and was preying upon the people.
Jurgis recollected how, when he had first
come to Packingtown, he had stood and
watched the hog-killing, and thought
how eruel and savage it was, and come
away congratulating himself that he
was not a‘hog: now his new acquaint-
ance showed him that a hog was just
what he had been—one of the packers’
hogs! Labor was their hoz, and the
public was their hog, and they them-
selves were the biggest hogs of all. They
were business-men: and business was
business. What they wanted from a
hog was all the profits that could be
got out of him; and that was what they
wanted from the workingman, and that
was what they wanted from the people.
What the hog thought of it, and what
he suffered, was not considered; and no
more was it with the workingman, and
no more was it with the purchaser of
meat. That was true everywhere under
capitalism, but it was especially true in
Packingtown; there seemed to be some-
thing about the work of slaughtering
that tended to ruthlessness and feroe-
ity—it was literally the fact that in the
methods of the packers a hundred hu-
man lives did not balance a penny of
profit.  When Jurgis had made himselt
familiar with the Socialist literature,
as he would very quickly, he would geot
glimpses of the Beef Trust irom all
sorts of aspects, and he would find it
everywhere the same; it was the incar-
nation of blind and insensate Greed, it
was a monster devouring with a thou-
sand mouths, trampling with a thou-
sand hoofs; it was the Great Butcher,
it was the spirit of Capitalism made
flesh. Upon the ocean of commerce it
sailed as a pirate-ship, it had hoisted
the black flag and declared war upon civ-
ilization. Bribery and corruption, the
overthrowing of laws and the defying of
constitutions—these were its every-day
methods. In Chicago the city govern-
ment was simply one of its branch-of-
fices: it stole billions of gnllons of city
water openly, it dictated to the courts
the sentences of disorderly strikers, it
forbade the mayor to enioree the build-
ing-laws against it. In the national
capital it had power to prevent inspec-
tion of its product, and to falsify gov-
ernment reports; it violated the rebate
laws, and when an- investigation was
threatered it burned its books and sent
Its eriminal agents out of the country.
In the commercial world it was g Jug-
gernaut car; it wiped out thousands of
businesses every vear, it drove men to
madness and suicide. It had forced the
price of cattle so low as to destroy the
stoek-raising industry, an occupation
upon which whole states existed. It had
ruined thousands of butchers who had
refused to handle its products. It di-
vided the country into districts, and
fixed the price of meat inall of them; it
owned all the refrigerator cars, and lev-
ied an enormous tribute upon all ponl-
try and eggs and fruit and vegetables,
With the millions of dollars a week that

poured in upon it, it “was reaching out
for the control of other interests, rail-
roads and trolley lines, gas and electric-
light franchises, the leather and the
grain business of the whole country.

Ostrinski knew about these abuses
through a Chicago editor whom he had
met, and who was investigating them.
The public was tremendously stirred up
about them, for it affected its pocket-
book directly. About the sufferings of
the Packingtown employes, to whom the
same slaughter-house methods were be-
ing applied, the public did not care any-
thing—it read the capitalist papers, and
was prejudiced ngainst the working-
men. What would stir the publie, how-
ever, was the realization of the third
field in which the “Great Buteher” was
at work—when it understood that he
was dealing out, blindly and at random,
a sudden and agonizing death to tens of
thousands of human beings every vear,
through the sale of tainted and poisoned
meats; when it understood that a man
who took a particle of packing-house
product into his stomach was sim Ny
playing a game of chance for his life.
With the horrible and nauseating stuff
that they put up in tins they had killed
more American soldiers than all the bul-
lets of the Spaniards in the last war;
and with every carload they were ship-
ping out tonight, they sent the death
warrant of some poor helpless wreteh in
a hospital or a poorhouse or a conviet-
camp—not only in America, but all over
the world, in the Panama ditches, and
on the Manchurian battle-fields, and in
the South African diamond-mines!

And then, as a contrast to this, Os-
trinski went on to tell Jurgis how he
had heard at Hull House Settlement a
lecture by an Englishman, an expert
upon sanitary science, who had been sent

by the London Lancet to studv  the
horrors of Packingtown. This man had
deseribed the model municipal slaughter-
house of. Berlin, where the governing
power of an old time aristocracy put
some slight check upon the crimes of
commercialism.  This slaughter-house
killed for any one who brought animals
to it, charging so much per head. It
was built according to the latest scientifie
principles, light and airy, with concrete
floors and no nooks or corners to hold
dust and dirt; its walls and floors, every
inch of them, were flushed every day
with boiling water from a traveling ma-
chine pump; and from every animal that
was killed there, twelve samples were
cut, which were examined by twelve dif-
ferent microscopes, and if the least sign
of disease was found, the carcass was in-
stantly destroyed. As the loss fell upon
ihe owner, he was careful what he
!;gughi. and so the business of breeding
als
difference between such a system as that
and the one that prevailed in Chieago
was, of course, simply the difference be-
tween civilization and savagery. Yet
there was no hope of a national or a mu-
nicipal slanghter-house in America, with
the packers in control in both the city
and the nation.
Wwas to teach the people, and to preach
to them, and prepare them for the
time when they were to seize the huge
machine called the Beef Trust, and use

not to heap up fortunes for a band of
murderers and pirates.

It was long after midnight when Jur-
gis lay down upon the floor of Ostrin-
ski's kitchen; and yet it was an hour
befare he could get to sleep, for the glory
of that joyful vision of the people of
Packingtown marching in and taking
possession of the Union Stockyards)

CHAPTER XXXIV.

URGIS had breakfast with
Ostrinski and his family,
and then he went home to
Elzbieta. He was no longer
shy about it—when he went
in, instead of saying all the
things he had been plan-
ning to say, he started to
tell Elzbieta about the rev-
olution. At first she thought
he was out of his mind, and
it was hours before she
could really  feel certain
that he was himself. When,
however, she had satisfied herself
that he was sane upon all subjects ex-
vept politics she troubled herself no fur-
ther about it. Jurgis was destined to
find that Elzbieta’s armor was absolutely
impervious to Socialism. Her soul had
been baked hard in the fire of adversity,
and there was no altering it now; life to
her was the hunt for daily bread, and
ideas existed for her only as they bore
upon that. All that interested her in re-
gard to this new frenzy which had seized
hold of her son-in-law was whether or
not it had a tendency to make him so-
ber and industrious; and when she found
he intended to look for work and to
contribute his share to the family fund,
she gave him full rein to convince her
of anything. A wonderfully wise little
woman was' Elzbieta; she could think as
quickly as a hunted rabbit, and in half
an hour she had chosen her life-attitude
to the Socialist movement. She agreed
in everything with Jurgis. except the
need of his paying his dues; and she
would even go to a n eeting with him
now and then, and sit and plan her next
day’s dinner amid the storm.

TFor a week after he became a convert
Jurgis continued to wander about all
day, looking for work; until at last he
met with a strange fortune. He was
passing one of Chicago’s innumerable
small hotels, and after some hesitation
he councluded to go in. A man he took
for the proprietor was standing in the
lobby, and he went up to him and
tackled him for a job.

“What can you do?” the man asked.

“Anything, sir,” said  Jurgis; and
added quickly: “I've been out of work
for a long time, sir. T'm an hornest man,
and I'm strong and willing——"

The other was eyeing him narrowly.
“Do you drink?” he asked. "

“No. sir,” said Jurgis.

“Well, I've been employing a man
as a porter, and he drinks. DI’ve dis-
charged him seven times now, and I've
about made up my mind that’s enough.
Would you be a porter?”

“Yes, sir.”

“It’s hard work. Yon'll have to clean
floors and wash spittoons.and fill lamps
and handle trunks——"

“I'm willing, sir.”

“All right. Tl pay you thirty a
month and board, and you ean begin
now, if you feel like it. You ean put
on the other fellow’s rig.”

And so Jurgis fell to work and toiled
like a Trojan till night. Then he went
and told Elzbieta, and also, late as it

was, he paid a visit to Osirinski to tell

sed cattle has been wiped out. The

All that one could do-

liim of his good fortune.

deseribing the location of the hotel Os-
trinski ‘interrupted  eagerly:
Hinds's!”

“Yes,” said Jurgis, “that’s the name.”

To which the other replied: “Then
you've got the best hoss in Chicago—
he’s a state organizer of our party, and
one of our best known speakers!”

So the nmext morning Jurgis went to

his employer and told him; and the

man seized him by the hand and shook
it. “By Jove!” he eried, “that lets me
out—T didn't slecp all last night because
I had discharged a good ‘Socialist!”

So, after that, Jurgis was known to his

“boss™ as “Comrade Jurgis,” and in re-{

turn he was ‘expected to call him “Com-
rade Hinds:” “Billy” Hinds, as he was
known to his intimates, was a squat lit-
tle ‘man, with broad shoulders and a
florid face, decorated with gray side-
whiskers. He was the kindest-hearted
man that -ever lived, and the liveliest;
he was inexhaustible in his enthusiasm,
talking Socialism all day and all night.
He was a great fellow to jolly along a
crowd, and he would keep a meeting in
an uproar; when once he got really
waked up, the torrent of his eloquence
could be compared with nothing save
Niagara. -

"Biily Hinds had begun life as a black-
smith’s helper, and had run away to
join the Union army, where he had made
his first acquaintance with “graft” in
the shape of rotten muskets and shoddy
blankets. To a musket that broke in
a crisis he always attributed the death
of his only brother, and upon .worth-
less blankets he blamed all the agonies
of his own old age. Whenever it rained,
the rheumatism would get into his joints,
and then he would screw up his face
and mutter: “Capitalism, my boy, Cap-
italism! ‘Berascr I' Infame?” He had
one unfailing remedy for all the evils
of this world, and he preached it to ev-
ery one; no matter whether the per-
son’s trouble was failure in business. or
dyspepsia, or a quarrelsome mother-in-
law, a twinkle would come into his eves
and he would say: “You know what to
do about it—vote the Socialist ticket!”

Billy Hinds had set out upon the trail of
the Octopus as soon as the war was over.
He had gone-intn business, and found
himself in competition with the fortunes
of those who had been stealing while he
had been fighting; he had found the
city government in the hands of such
and the railroads in league with
them, and honest business driven to
the wall; and so he had put all his sav-
ings into Chicago real estate, and set out
single-handed to dam the river of graft.
He had been a reform member of the
city conucil, he had been a Greenbacker,
a Labor Unionist, a Populist, a Bryanite

—and after thirty years of fighting, the

year 1806 had served to convinee him
that the power of concentrated wealth
could never be controlled, but could only
be destroyed. He had published a pam-
phlet about it, and set out to organize a
party of his own, when a stray Socialist
leaflet had revealed to him that others
had been ahead of him. Now for eight
vears he had been fighting for the party,
anywhere, everywhere—whether it was
a G. A, R. reunion, or » hotel-keepers’
convention, or:an Afro-American busi-
ness-men's banquet, or a Bible Society
picnie, Billy Hinds would manage to get
himself invited to explain the relations
of Socialism to the subject in hand. After
that he would start off upon a tour of
his own, endinz’ at some place between
New York and Ovegon; and +when he
came back from there, he would go out
to organize new locals for the state com-
mittee; and finally he would come home
to rest—and would talk Soecialism in
Chicago. Hinds’s hotel was a very hot-
bed of the propaganda; all the em-
ployes were party men, and if they were
not when they eame, they were quite
certain to be before they went away.
The proprietor would get into a discus-
sion with 'some one in the lobby, and
as the conversation grew animated, oth-
ers would gather about to listen, until
finally everyoné in the place would be
crowded into ‘a group, and a regular de-
bate would be under way. This went
on every night—when Billy Hinds was
not there to do it, his clerk did it, and
when his clerk was away campaigning,
the assistant-attended to it, while Mrs.
Hinds sat behind the desk and did the
work. The clerk was an old erony of the
proprietor’s, an awkward, raw-bomned
giant of a man, with a lean, sallow face,
a broad mouth, and whiskers under his
chin, the very type and body of a prairie
farmer. He had heen that all his life—
he had fought the railroads in Kansas
for fifty years, a Granger, a Farmers’
Alliance man, a “middle-of-the-road”
Populist. Finally, Billy Hinds had re-
vealed to him the wonderful idea of
using the trusts instead of destroying
them; and he had sold his farm and
bought some tenements in Chicago. He
went to colleet the rent himself each
month, and with every receipt went a
Sneialist traet, and a statement ta the
effect that, so long as the poor continued
to vote to pay rent, he was in a position
to put the money to better use than any
capitalist.

That was Amos- Struver; and then
there was Harry Adams, the assistant
clerk, a pale, seliolarly-looking man, who
came from Massachusetts, of Pilgrim
stock. Adams ‘had been a cotton-opera-
tive in Fall River, and the continued de-
pression in the industry had worn him
and his family out, and he had emi-
grated to South Carvolina.  In MMassachu-
setts the percentage of white illiteracy
is eight-tenths of onesper cent, while in
South Carolina it is thirteen and six-
tenths per cent; also in South Carelina
there is a property qualification for vot-
ers—and for these and other reasons
child-labor is the rule, and so the cotton
mills were driving those of Massachu-
setts out of the business. Adams did not
know this, he only knew that the South-
ern mills were running; but when he got
there he found that if he was to live, all
his family would have to work, and
from six o'elock at night to six
o’clock in the morning. 8o he had set
to work to organize the mill-hands, after
the fashion in Massachusetts, and had
been discharged; but he had gotten other
work, and stuek at it, and at last there
had been a strike for shorter hours, and
Harry Adams had attempted to ad-
dress a street meeting, which was the
end of him. In the states of the far
South the labor of convicts is leased to
contractors and when there are not con-
viets enough” they have to be supplied.
It is a favorite amusement of the au-
thorities to go out hunting negroes—
they will find a number of them playing
craps in a hallway, or indulging in a po-
ker-game on a Sunday night. and they
will haul them up for “gambling,” and

{

Hére he re-
eeived a great surprise, for when he was

“Not,

send them for three or six months to a
convict-camp, where the hours of labor
are from dawn till dark, and a man who
ventures to murmur is knocked over the
head. Harry Adams was sent up by a
judge who was a cousin of the mill-
owner with whose business he had in-
terfered; the life had nearly kiiled him.
but he had been wise enough not to mur-
mur, and at the end of his term he and
his family had left the state of South
Carolina—hell’s backyard, as he called

it. He had no money for car-fare, but 1t
was harvest time, and they walked one
day and worked the next; and so Adams
.got at last to Chicago, and joined the
Socialist party. He was a studious man,
reseived, and nothing of an orator; but
he always had a pile of books under his
desk in the hotel, and articles from his
pen were beginning to attract attention
in the party press.

Contrary to what one would have ex-
pected, all this radicalism did not hurt
the hotel business; the radicals flocked
to it, and the commereial travelers all
found it diverting; of late, also, the hotel
had become a favorite stopping place for
Western cattlemen. Now that the Beef
Trust had adopted the fric%: of raising
prices to induce enormous shipments of
cattle, and then dropping them again
and scooping in all they needed, a stock-
raiser was very apt to find himself in
Chicago without money enough to pay
his freight bill; and so he had to go to
a-cheap hotel, and it was no drawback to
him if there was an agitator talking in
the lobby. These Western fellows were
just “meat” for Billy Hinds—he would
get a dozen of them around him and
paint little pictures of the Beef Trust.
Of course, it was not a week before he

had heard Jurgis’s story, and aiter that

he would not have let his new porter go
for the world. “See here,” he would say,
in the middle of an argument, “I've got a
fellow right here in my place who's
worked there and seen every bit of it!”
And then Jurgis would drop his work.
whatever it  was, and come, and
the other would say, “Comrade Jurgis,
just tell these gentlemen what you saw
in the stockyards.” At first, tws request
caused poor Jurgis the most acute agony,
and it was like pulling teeth to get him
to talk; but gradually he found out
what was wanted, and in the end he
learned to stand up and speak his piece
with enthusiasm. His employer would
sit by and encourage him with exelama-
tions and shakes of the the head—when
Jurgis would give the formula for “pot-
ted ham,” or tell ahout the condemned
hogs made inte lard in another state,
Billy Hinds would bang his knee and
ery: “Do you think a man could make
up a thing like that out of his head ?’

And then the hotel-keeper would
go on to show how the So-
cialists had the only real remedy

for such evils, how they alone “meant
business” with the Beef Trust, And
when, in answer to this, the victim
would say that the whole country was
stirred up about the trust, that the
newspapers were full of denunciations of
it, and the government taking action
against it, Billy Hinds had a knock-out
blow all ready. “Yes,” he would say,
“all  that is true—and what do
¥ou suppose is the reason for it? Are
you foolish enough to believe that it
is for the good of the public? There are
other trusts in the country just as ille-
gal and extortionate as the Beef Trust;
there is the Coal Trust, that freezes the
poor in winter—there is the Steel Trust,
that doubles the price of every nail in
your shoes—there is the Oil Trust, that
keeps you from reading at night—and
why do you suppose it is that all the
fury of the press and the government is
directed against the Beef Trust, and
not against these?” And when to this
the victim would reply that there was
clamor enough over the Qil Trust, the
other would continue: “Ten years ago
Henry D. Llovd teld all the truth abont
the Standard i company in his *Wealth
versus Commuonwealth;” and the book
was bought »u and allowed to die, and
you can haraiy get a copy of it. And
now, at last, two magazines have the
courage to tackle Standard Oil again,
and what happens? The newspapers
ridicule and vilify the authors, the
churches defend the eriminals, and the
government—does nothing at all. And
why is it so different with the Beef
Trust.”

Here the other would generally admit
that he was “stuck;” and Billy Hinds
would explain to him, and it was fun to
see is eyes open. “If you were a
Sooialist,” the hotel-keeper would say,
“you would understand that the power
which really governs the United States
today is the Railroad Trust. It is the
Railroad Trust that runs your state
government, wherever you live, and that
runs the United States senate. Often
by direct ownership, and more often by
a thousand subtle influences, it controls
the press of this free republie; and, con-
trolling the press, it controls publie opin-
ion, the churches, the schools, and the
colleges. And all of the trusts that I
have mamed are vailroad trusts—save
only the Beef Trust! The Beef Trust
has delied the railrouds—it is plunder-
ing them day by day through the Pri-
vate Car; and so the public is roused to
fury, and the papers clamor for aetion,
and the government goes on the war-
path! The Steel Trust fixes the tariff
laws of the country and robs us by
wholesale, and nothing is done: the Coal
Trust violates the law of Pennsylvania
forbidding combinations between eoal
mines and railroads, and nothing is
done; the same trust violutes the rebate
law in Colorado, and the <cli-confossed
eriminal sits in the president's cabinet
and helps direct the attempt to put the
packers in jail! And you poor common
people waich and applaud the job, and
think it’s all done for vou. and never
dream that it is really the orand elimax
and culmination of the century-long bat-
tle of commercinl ~ompetition—the final
death-grapple between the chiefs of the
Beef Trust and “Standard 0il,” for the
prize of the mastery and ownership of
the United States of Ameriea! And the
Beef Trust is winning, throngh its powor
to bleed the railroads; and the whele
might of the Tnited States government,
and of the press and: publie opinion of
Ameriea, is being used in an attempt te
reverse the victory!”

Such was tlie new home in which Jur-
gis lived and worked, and in which his
education was completed. Perhiaps you
would imagine that he did not do much
work there, but that would he a sreat
mistake. He would have cut off one
hand for Billy Hinds; and to keep
Hinds’s hotel a thing of beauty was his

with this; on the contrary, Jurgis
scrubbed the spittoons and polished the
banisters all the more vehemently be-
cause at the same time he was \Vl'gstllug
inwardly with an imaginary recalcitrant.
It would be pleasant to record that he
swore off drinking immediately, and all
the rest of his bad habits with it; but
that would hardly be exact. These rev-
olulionists were not angels; they were
men, and men who had come up from
the social pit, and with the mire of it
smeared over {hem. Some of them
drank, and some of them swore, and
some of them ate pie with their knives;
there was only one difference between
them and the rest of the populnce—that
they were men with a hope, with a cause
to fight for and suffer for. There came
times to Jurgis when the vision seemed
far-off and pale, and a glass of beer
loomed large in comparison; but if the
glass led to another glass and too many
glasses, he had something to spur him
i0o remorse and resolution on the mor-
row. It was so evidently a wicked
thing to spend one’s pennies for drink,
when the working-class was wandering
in darkness, and waiting to be delivered,
and when the price of a glass of beer
would buy ten copies of a Socialist pa-
per, or fifty copies of a leatlet! And one
could hand these out to the unregener-
ate, and then get drunk upon the thought
of the good that was being accomplished.
That was the way the movement had
been made, and it was the only way it
would progress; it availed nothing to
know of it, without fighting for it—it
was a thing for all, not for a few! A
corollary of this proposition, of course,

portunity—it's _everything ‘that ‘ve,
want in the world and that your masters
are trying to keep from you!” .
And yet Jurgis was only af tha pe.
ginning of his trials. He bad.yet to fing
out the newspapers, and the spurns that
patient merit had to take from’them,
About a week after Jargs_‘%z{-. is job
there came off the great “Hinds:Winsjow
Debate”—and when our friend Téad the
accounts of this that were published i,
th Chicago papers, there was murder jn
his heart. s ST
Dr. Ofiver Winslow was a, B_‘apih;jat_ejgr.
gyman, whose church was -just aroung
the corner from the- hotel; and tha giv.

ing out of Socialist tracts during the

denouncing Socialism as a menace to ciy-

Hinds and his cronies had gotten up g
polite little letter challenging the gen.
tleman to a debate. The letter Was per»
suasively worded, in the name of fajp
play and free opinion; and it arrived on
Saturday morning, and the clergyman
mailed a refusal on Baturday afterneon
—but on Sunday morning he discovered

challenge and were giving it out in front
of his church. so he wrote a second Jet.
ter, accepting. Now, a month or sg
later, the debate came off, and it was 5
great event. The neighborhood had heen
placarded with advertisements of it, ang
all the elergyman’s congregation had
come, and likewise all of Billy Hinds's,
Jurgis sat right up in front, and as it
was the first time he had ever heard
his employer on the platform, he al] bug
jumped out of his skin with glee... Billy

was that any one who refused to receive

the new gospel was personally responsi-
ble for keeping Jurgis from his heart’s

desire; and this, alas, made him some-
what impatient as a teacher, and some-
what uncomfortable as an aequaintance.
He met some neighbors with whom Elz-
bieta. had made friends in her neighbor-
hood, and he set out to make Socialists
of them, and several times he all but got
into a fight.

It was all so painfully obvious to Jur-
gis! Tt was so ineomprehensible how a
man could fail to see it! Here were all
the opportunities of the ecountry, the
land, and the buildings upon the land, the
railroads, the mines, the factories, and
the stores, all in the hands of a few pri-
vate individuals, called capitalists, for
whom the people were obliged to work
for wages.

fortunes of these capitalists, to heap,
and heap again, and vet agnin—and that
in spite of the fact that they, and every
one about them, lived in unthinkable
luxury! And was it not plain that if
the people stopped this ceaseless drain
of “profits,” there would be much more
for all who worked? That was as plain
as two and twn makes four; and it was
all there was to Socialism—the whole of
it, absolutely the whole of it; and vet
there were people who could not see it,
who would argue about everything but
that! They would tell you that the
government could not manage things as
economically as private individuals!
They would repeat and repeat that, and
think they were saving something! They
could not see that “economical” manage-
ment by masters meant simply
that ther, the people, were
worked harder and ground closer
and paid less!  They—workingmen,
wage-earners, servants, and menials, who
had nothing but their work to sell, who
had no hope of anything but a bare ex-
istence, and who were at the merey of
exploiters whose one thought was to get
as much out of them as possible—they
were taking an interest in the process,
and were anxious lest it should not be
done thoroughly enough! Was it not hon-
estly a trial to listen to an argument
such as that? To think of people who
were unwilling to trust themselves to he
free and equal dwellers in . a house of
which they were part owners, and pre-
ferred to be scullions and lackeys in a
house that was managed “economically!”

That was hard—and yet there were
things even worse. You would begin

talking to some poor devil who nad
worked in one shop for the last thirty
years, and had never been able to save a
penny; who left home every morn-
ing at six o'clock, to go and tend a ma-
chine, and come back at night too tired
to take his clothes off; who had never
had a weel’s vaeation in his life, had
never traveled, never had an adventure,
never learned anything, never hoped any-
thing—and when vou started to tell him
about Socialism he would sniff and say:
“I'm not interested in that—I'm an in
dividualist!” And then he would go on
to tell you that Socialism was “pater-
nalism,” and that if it ever had its way
the world would stop progressing—be-
cause individual initiative would be de-
stroyed. It was enough to make a mule
laugh to hear arguments like that; and
yet it was no laughing matter, as yon
found out—for how many millions of
such poor deluded wretches there were.
whose individualities had been so
stunted by Capitalism that they no
longer knew what individuality was, and
were content to repeat a piece of stupid
knavery that had been hatched in the
secret councils of employers’ associa-
tions, and passed along by subsidized col-
lege presidents and knavish politicians,
by hireling newspaper editors and sleak
society preachers! Only think of jt—it
was “Individualism” for tens of thou-
sands of workingmen to gather together
and obey the orders of a steel magnate,
and produce hundreds of millions of dol-
lars of wealth for him, and then let Lim
give them libraries, and say who alionli
manage them, and what books should he
found in them: while for the men to
take the industry and yvun it to st
themselves. and build their own libra.
ries and rtun those to suit them-
selves—that was “Paternalism!? It
was “Individualism” for politieal pay-

ties to bhe in the hands of corrupt
:lpd ignorant hosses, who were paid by
big business-men to do their will, and {o

lead the people to the polls like sheep
to the slaughter-pen; and when the peo-
ple got up and started a Farty of their
own. and paid its expenses and ran it
to suit themselves—tha. was “Paternal.
ism!”  Sometimes tle agony of surh
thinzs as this wes move thon Jurels
conld e his impstence in the face nf
sueh oppression as this. He lonsed for a
million veices. that hie micht vell it into
the ears of a1l the =tupid feols ‘at once—
“XNa. Seciali=m is not paternalism ! Capi-
talism is pa‘ ernalizm ! It doing as vou've
told and asking no questions,  [#'5 bee-
| 2ing for work, and taking what's offerud
you. and heing taught your place! So-
cinlis 1 is freedom and independonee: it's

Joy in life. That he had a scove of So.

cialist arguments chasing through his |

brain in the meantime did not interferc

awning vour own joh aud heine  vony

own boss. it’s working when voq ploase

j odd where you

i

and down the platform and romped away

there may have been some who thonght
him not quite respectful—but then 8o. |
cialism is the working-class battle for
Jife, and it eannot always consider an |
individual's feelings. i

together they reproduce
dimes, which by and by grow up to be
dollars as big as their daddy! He doesn’t
understand that the thing he ecalls in-
terest is wealth produced by, another . -
man, and which the other man had taken

from him!*
went on to show how a person who could | s
get ten thousand dollars, whether it was '
by saving it or stealing it, had am able- *'"
bodied man to work for him for the rest ™
of his life. :
would never stop; he would work in'spita ¥
of sickness, of summer’s heat or winters .

cold, a blind and helpless slave of ‘the
owner of the ten thousand dollars! And .
there were tens upon tens of billions of .
such dollars—and those who were their | '~

slaves and worked fyw them were ths '
wage-earners of the S Rt i
The clergyman’s spiallanad consis

Hinds had a way of beating with one
arm as he rushed -on to his climaxes;

and he would work up the erowd—he

wonld lift them—Ilift them—till they
leaped to their feet with yells of da-
iight!  Then he would spread out hig

arms with an imperious gesture, for g

plause had been barred, io save time;
and they weuld sink back, and he would
rush on again. The way he strode up

with the clergyman was a sight to see;

The clergyman had spoken about the |
man who had worked and saved and ac-

cumulated a little ecapital, and upon his
The whole balance of what | vight” to the interest it \\'oulr} bring
the people produced went to heap up the | hin. :
crowd—"Dr. Winslow seems to ' think |
that the first dollar is a male dolar, and | | .
the second a female dollar, and “that | ',

Billy Hinds’s reply convulsed the

when the man puts them into the bank

nickels and

And then the hotel-keeper |

Day or night, that ' man .

mainly of two arguffii™!
the people could not k& i _th us- |
tries of the country properly; and, sec-
ond, that Socialism would destroy. indi.

vidual enterprise. Said Billy "Hin
“I  wouldn’t really mneed “to: cau-
swer those two arguments—I . -could

just tie them up by the tails and ha
them over a clothes-line, and theyavou

chew each other up like the K
kenny cats!”  And he went.
to show Thow the second

that we should stagmate b

the government would be doing
thing—and the first meant. that
would be so much for us to do th
shouldn’t be able to do it! The
simply meant that Dr. Winslow
failed  to  understani  that
cialism jmplied, not merely the p
ownership of the indus.rial machi
but also its democratic administra
Our present idea of “government” w
tyrannieal bureaucracy, the agent of
particular exploiting-clas. that was g
inant at the time; but under Soci
the governing authorities would be i
the board of directors of a club—ingi
the world would be exactly a big,
of which all men and women were
and equal members, and in the affai
which all took part. So, of course,
might dppear to be much force
other argument, that there would
much for the people to do; there
public  spirit  enough, ' intell
enough, said Dr. Winslow—“An
course there isn't!” cried Billy Hin
“who knows that better than: the
cialists? If there were enough we’
Socialism; and since there isn’t, we |
to 1all to work to make it! We ha
agitate and preach, we have to' ge
people together and organize them K
have to teach them, to make
read and study and think for ¢!
We have to train men to write
to speak and debate, to organi
administer affairs. And what is-
but the people becoming capable
what the doctor says they arel
ble of doing at present?’ And
heaven’s nawme is he not helping
winke them capabla—why, at leas
lie not wish us God-speed,  ins
ealling us enemies of civilization
does he simply stand there and
that Socialism is an untried e
—of course it is an untried exp
So is the first atfempt of« the
get upon its feet—but is that
son for sirapping the . httle
down? Why, whenever newspapers
euss Socinlism. do they always argud
question of dollars and cents; and faf
tnderstand that Socialism js not m

4 quesiion of business, but a questiof]
vight and wrong; thai the faets by W)
it is 10 be interpreted ave net
fnance alone, but those
Socialism is not an exje
cinment; it is an aet of
part of the rerpetunl mirvacl
spirit, the coming into Loinzs.
that never was hefore,
by the sovereigm soul; i
the evil man to do ri
will of the perishine ma
is the will of the workir
an el tn exrlaitation, wi
comperime of luxury andg
corraption, erime aml we
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" CHAPTER XXXV
NE cof the first things that | hall a day, and come home when he had
Jurgis did when he got afanother venr’s supply=—a hundred and
job-was to go and see Mar- | twenly-five dollars,
She came down inte|est approach

|
man | Fisher had inty
- and who wishes ! 1008 ha o

v do not sit down with him
on the chances, vou do not. go

the basement of the house | eould
1o meet hiw. and he :-a‘m_\l]l]‘li'lil'll‘."l‘-: he wonld - never
by the door with his hat in| man ;
~his hand: saving, “Dve got | love until after the revolution.
work now. aml so you r.-un!

Appeal to R eason, G‘_irard, Kansas.

Weekly, Three Months, 15 Cents.

) n ﬂﬂlllr'r'd to Jurgis as Ay,
e and Mr. Schliemann: he hear
el address Adaws as “Comrade,” anl

s0 he knew that (h ] ;
€y were members
the party, e

s

The one called Lucas was a mil
fn‘u.ek—lnoking little gentleman of e]t}u-iilc]:}
aspect; he had been an itinerant ovan.
gelist, it transpired, and he had seen
the light and become a prophet of the
new dispensation. At present hie was on
his way—auas he phrased it—from San
rancisco to Texas, by way of Maine:
living like the | 3 . :

g i apostles of cld, npon
hospitality, and preaching upon .-:.h‘l'nfv
corners when there was na hall, The

?tller was the man previously referred
_{:, and he h':u'l been in 1he midst of a
dizeussion with the editor when Adams

and Jurgis eame in; st the snggestion

of the host they resumed it after the
derruption, and Jurgis was soon sit-
ting spellbound, thinking that here was

surely the strangest man that had ever
lived in the world.

_ Nicholas Sehljemann was a Cerman
Swede; a tall, vaunt person with hairy
hands and bristling vellow beard. He
was a wniversity man. and had been a
prefessor  af  philosephy—uuntil, as he
said. he bad found that lie was selling
his chavaeter as well as Lis time. Also
lie was a violinist of a tremendous sort,
but he would not sell his mn=ic, and in-
steadd haul come to America, where he
lived in o garret-reom in this slum dis-
trict.” Tle made voleanic enereyv take the
place of five. and he studied the composi-
tion of foord-stufls. and knew exactlv how
many proteids and s
hodv needed:” by seientific chewing he
said that he {ripled the value of all he
ate. and it cost him eleven cents a day.
About the first of July he would leave
Chicago for his vaeation, on foot: and
when he struek  the  harvest-fields he
wontlil set to work for twe dollars and a

That was the near-
independence o man
under eapitalism, he ex-

to
male
shemld allow himsell to fall in
He sab in o We arm chair. with his
leus crossed. aod his head so far in the

only shook | shsdow that one suw only two glowing

a, she  said,
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or la
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of talking
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- e
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hair of. an ordinary person rise on end.
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I'm no wood—1 | vet more anpalling. . Ta Jurgis the Herr
ith | Necter Schliemann assumed the propor-

Csmme new propoesition,

i tions of o thunder-storm or an earth-
[ quake.  And yet, strange as it wight
coem, there was n subtle bond bhetween
them. and Jurgis could follow him nearly
all the {ime: he was carried over the
dificult _places in spite of himself, and
went plungi away in mad ecareer, n

1o k= T X
Eving “-h‘..ﬁ|\'r’r}‘ Mazeppa-ride upon the wild horse
et Tlzbicta [ Specnlation.
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~ | Nicholas  Sehliemann

Her eyelids. locked heavy and her |
e =aw fthat !
‘svas.  annoying her. that she oniy|

was familiar
Lwith all the wuniverse. and with man as
a =mall part of if. He understood hu-
man instituticns and blew them abouf
like soap-lubbles. Tt was amazing that

|t-.:in.-:{ in one huwman mind—his words
Lwere like a streant of burning agid, which
frizzled fo nothineness everything dhey
fouched, Was it eovernmerit? The
prirpose of gevernment was the guard-
of property-rights, the perpetuation
of ancient foree amd modern fraud. Or
was it marriage? Aarriage and prosti-
tntion were fwo sides of one shield, the
predutory mam's exploitation of the sex-
pleasnre. The difference between' thent was
nepligible;  marringe was leisure-class
prostitution. Tf  a woman had money
she  might dictate her awn  ferms;
equality, a life-contract, and the
lewitimaev—that iz, the property-rights—
of Ler ehildren, 1f she had no money, zhe
wits g proletarian, and secld herself for
an existence. FEthically considered, mar-
viame wis an ael of ‘poltroonery: like
all other eonventions, it was an atiempl
to obviate the soul. After ihe revolu-
Tien. woman wonkd be free, and she \\'Dl.'litl
nol, <ell lierself for a living; and with
watrial eanality, leaitimacy would of
< Jose ils mieaning. With the “‘.'”'
lition of auenial slavery {he familv
would ma ‘i pieces: michinesy
tuke the place of ihe hou=ehold drnda
and children would he reaied co-opeis-
{ively—which wonld nean {hat seiree

would nt last have somethine to say an
{he shaping of Timmanity. The grea n‘m
harrier 1o eivilization al present was the

of the modern

home. and the chief Lask
v of woinan

intelligence was the deliverir
from herself. .
Anid then the suhjeet heeame Trelizion,

| {0 Trogality.

which was  the Arveh-tiend’s  deadliest
west patl. CGovermment  oppressed ) !.Im
bodv of {he wage-slave, but religion
oppressed i mind. "15'| poisaned r1._li|ct
=1remmn of |EHH A :‘.1_ i‘l.-:. :‘-!:Hl.'i'l‘.. The
workinuman wits fo X s uopes upon
4 fntore life, while his pockets were

i< ome: ha was brought up

humility, obedience—all
ihe preido-virtues of l.'ﬂ']JIi'il]l.-'-lﬂ.
\hrond. the destiny of eivilization would
Lo decided in one ftinal death-stingale
the Red International and the
Biqck. helween Socializm and the Ro-
s Catholic {‘hurch, Nor were ﬂm}zr‘-
ameh better ab home. for “the styman
evangelical-

picked in th

Vi
hiel ween

midnight  of  Amevican
SeT - b wwed  1he
Aud lere the ex-p cacher entere

Geld, aml there’ was @ lively llf‘hﬂl:“:
vgamrade Lueas was nob what iz
ealled an edueafed man: he }mm\'_nn]:x
the Bible, bnt it was the Bible mim—‘
preted hy real experience, and not merely

was the use, he

sarned hy rote. What w c '
o ' ioion with men’s

<ked. of confusing rel ]
;ln.{-lr\':::rsions of it? That the church was in
ilie hands of the merchanis at the mo-
ment was obvious: bul :Llrpnd\l‘ {'I.I,NI.'.
wore sisms of rebellion, and if (c-:m.:c!u
Sehliemnann could come back a fow years

from now-———-

“Yes,” said the “] have no

other.

i 4 : rears  the
doubt that in a huydred yvears th
Vatican will be denying that it e\::'{
onposed Socialism, just as at presen

¢ lortured Galileo.”
| am not defending the \-":l‘t;ic‘an, Al L]
cluimed Lucas, vehemently. “I am de-
fending the word of [';od-—‘n_'hmh is one
Jang ery of fhe human Ep}l‘lt_f()l: cqle'h\.
orance from the sway of n}.\pwz_sl{;in..
Take the twentv-fourth chapter ol .1e..
Book of Job. which [ am :_xccu::]to‘med ;.r
quote in my addresses as ‘the ]t:hl‘! Pdﬂ_[] ::_
the Deet Tyust:’® or tale r;he \\f&l1 -\_ Ot
1sajah—or of the Master himseli! 2 ?1
the eleant prince with the gcldeix .:élrc:\;:l
and the fine linen of our \._:}Hclu : =
vieious art, n]n{-, thie. _10*;;’;:!{]10:—{%1. "ci :f o
saeicty churehes—but 2 Jesns 1
:\T‘LIE:J\ r:‘:llil:..\‘, the man of sOTrow anud

i, denies that it eve

de

pain, the outeast, despised of the world

carbohydrates his |

marrv—ino |

<o much destructiveness could be con-}

svorthl |

i)

who had no where to lay his head
“T will grant -yeu Jesus,” interrupted
the other.

“Well, then,” eried Lueas, “and why

+ shonld Jesus have nothing to do with his

church—why should his words and his
life be of no authority among those who
profezs to adere him? Here is a man
who was thie world's first revolutionist,
the true founder of the Socialisi move-
| ment; a man whose whole being was one
fiame of hatred {for wealth, and all that
wealth stands for—far the pride of
wealth., and the luxury of wealth, and
the tyranny of wealth; who was him-
self a begear and a tramp, & man of the
people, an associate of salpon-keepers
:mil__\\'nn:cn of the town; who again and
amain, in the most explicit language, de-
notneed wealth  and  the holding of
wealth: Loy nol  up  for yourselves
trea=ures on ecarth!™—'Sell that ye have
and gzive ‘alms!"—Blessed are ye poor,
for yours is the Wingdom of Heaven!—
‘Waor unte vou that are vich for ye have

received  vonr  consolation!—Verily, 1
| say unto you that a rich man shall
hardly enter inte the Kingdom of

Heaven!” Who denounced in unmeas-
{ured terms tha exploiters of his own

| time: *Woe unte von. 'seribes and
phavisees, hypoerites!"—Woee unto you
|also, you lawyers!’—'Ye serpents, ye

generation of vipers. how can ye escape
the damnation of hell? Who drove out
ihe business-men and brokers from the
temple with a whip! Who was ernci-
fied —think of it—for an incendiary and
a disturber of the =ocial order! And
this man they have made into the high-
| priest. of property and smug respecta-
| bility, a divine sanetion of all the hor-
rors and ahominations of modern com-
| mereial eivilization! Jewelled images
| are made of him, sensual priests burn
| incense to him, and modern pirates of
Cindustry bring their dollars, wrung from
the toil of helpless women and children,
and Imilil femples {o him, and sit in
cushioned seats and listen to his teach-
ings expounded by doctors of dusty
divinity ! ——" j

“Pravo!” eried Sehliemann, laughing.
But Lueas was in full career—Nhe had
fallked this subject every day for five
vears, and had never yet let himself be
stopped.  “This Jesus of Nazareth!”
he eried. “This elass-conscions working-
man! This union earpenter! This agi
tator. law-hreaker. firebrand, anavchist!
e, the sovereion lord and master of a
[ world which crinds the bedies and souls
of . hmman beings into dollars—if he
could come into the world this day and
see the things that men have made in
his mame, would it not blast his soul
with horror? Would he not go mad at
the sisht of it, he the Prince of Merey
and Love! That dreadinl night when he
lay in the Garden of Gethsemane and
writhed in agony unfil he sweat blood
—do wou ibink that he saw anything
worse than le might see tonight upen
the plains of Manchuria. where  men
march out with a jewelled hmage of Him
before them. to do wholesale murder for
the benefit of foul monsters of sensual-
ity and eruelty? Do you not know thal
if he were in St. Pefersburgi now, he
would take the whip with which he drove
out the hankers from his femnle i

Herve the speaker paused an instant for
hreath.. ;

“Na. eomrade,” said the other. drily,
{“for he was a practical man, and he
|would take pretty little
| Tomons, -such as are now being shipped
linto Jinssia. handy for carrying in the
pockets, and strong enough to blow
whole temple out of sight.”

_Taweas waited until {he company had
stopped laughing over this: then lie be-
oan again: “Bub look at it from the
point of view of practical polities, con-
vade. Here is a historieal fignre whom
all men revercnee and love, whom some
vegard as divine; who was ene of ns—who
lived onr life, and taught our deetrine.
And now shall we leave him in the hands
of his enemies—s=hall we allow them fo
stifle and stultify his example? We
have his words. which no one can deny;
and shall we not quote them fo the peo-
[ ple. and prova to them what he was,
[ and what he tanght. aud what he did?
| No. no—a thousand times nol—we shall
[ Lise his authority fo turn outb the kunaves
fand shiesards from his ministry, and
we shail vet rouse {he people to ven-
seanee il resolution ! ——7
T Lieas pansed nuain: and the other
dretehed ouf. his hand 1o a papér on
e table.  “Here, comrade,” he said.
| with o langh. “here is a place for you
fo legin. A bishon whoze wife has just
heen  vobbed of fifiy thousand dollars
corth  of dimmonds! And a  most
unetuous and oily of hishops! An emi-
nent and schalarly bishon! ‘A philan-
chropist _
Civie Federation decoy-duck for  the
chloroforming of the wage-workingman:™

To {his little passage of arms the rest

> 3
of the company sat ss spectators. Lut
now My, Maynard, the editor, took oc-
casion Lo remark, somewhat naively, that
he had alwavs understood {hat Social-
jsts had o ent-and-dried program for the
future of ecivilization; whereas here were
two active members of the party, wha,
from what he conld make out, were
aoveed about nothing at all.  Would
the 1wo. for his enlightenment, try to
aseertain just what they had in common,
and why thev helonged to the same
pariv? | This resulted, after much de-
hating, in the formulating of fwo cave-
fullv-worded vropositions: Firsl, that
a Socialist helieves in the common own-
ership ' and democeralic ‘I)Iﬂl‘lil_'_“t"ll‘lcl'l't-
of the means of producing the mecessi-
fiox of life: and, second, that a Social-
jui helieves that the wmeans by which
thi= ix to brousht about is a elass-
eonscions politieal oreanization of the
wage-earners. Thus far they were at
enes hut no farther. To Lueas. the re-
lisinns zealot. the Co-operative Common-
wealth was ihe New Jerusalem, the
TGnedam of Teaven, which is “within
von.” the reign of wveace and good
will towards men, He regarded with
abhorrence the ideas of the other—to
whom Socinlisin was simply a necessary
cten fowards a far-distant goal, a step
to be tolerated with impatience. Sehlie-
mann ealled himself a “philosophical
anarchist:? and he explained that an
anarchist was one who believed that the
end of human existence was the free
development of every personality, unre-
stricted by laws save those of its own
beine. Sinee the same kind of malch
would Jight evervone’s fire and the same
shaped loaf of bread would fill every one's
stomach. it would be perfectly feasible
to submit industry to the control of o
maiarity vote. There was only one earth,
and the quantity of material things was
limited. Of intellectual and  moral
things. on the other hand, there was no
limit, and one could have more with-
out another's having less: hence “Com-
munism in materinl production, anarch-
ismn in intellectunl” was a formula of the
best modern proletarian thought.  As

imitation-

and friend of labor bishop—a

l

soon as the birth-agony was over, and
the wounds af secicty had been healed.
there would be estabisied a simple sys-
tem wherehy caeh man was credited with
his labor and dehited with his pur-
chases; and after that the processes
of produ-ticn, exchange and consmup-
tion would go on -automatically, and
without our being conscious of them, any
more than n man is conscious of the
benting of his heart. And then, ex-
plained Schliemann, society would break
up into independent, seli-governing com-
munities of mutually congenial persons;
examples of such al present, being clubs,
churches and political parties. = After
the revolution, all the intellectual, artis-
tic and spiritnal  activities  of men
would be cared for by such-“free as<o-
eiations:” romantic novelists would he
supported hy theose wha liked to read
romantic mnovels, and impressjonist
painters would he supporfed by those
who liked {o look at impressionist pic-
tures: and the same with preachers aud
seiontists, editors and, aectors-and mu-
sicianz.  1f any one wanted to work or
paint or pray, and eould find no one to
maintain him, he could support. himself
hy working part of the tiine. That was
the case at present, the only difference
being that the competitive wage-system
compelled a man {o work all the fime
to live, while, after the abelition of
privilegze and exploitation, any one would
be able to support himself by an howr's
work n dav. Also ‘the artist’s audience
of the present was a ‘small minority of
people, all debased and vulgarized by
the effort it had cost them to win in the
commercial battle;  df {he intellectual
and artistie activities which would re-
sult when the whole of mankind was
set free from the nightmare of competi-
tion, we could at present form no con-
ception whatever. 3

The editor requested to know wupon
what ground Dr. Schliemann asserted
that it might he possible for a society
fo exist upon an hour’s foil by each of
ils members. Co

“Just what” answered the other,
“would be the prodiuctive capaeity of
socicty if the présent Fesourees of seience
were utilized, we hdve no -means of as-
certaining: but we:' may be sure it
would exeeed anything that would
sound reascnable to' minds inured to

prnlct:n'inl., wiar - waild of course he
meenecivable; and who ecan figure the
cost of war te humanity—not merely
the value of the lives and the material
that it destroys, not merely the cost of
keeping millions of men in idleness, of
arming and equipping them for battle
and parade—but the drain upon the
vital energies: of society by the war-
attitude and the war-terror. the brutal-
ity and ignorance, the drunkenness, pros-
titution and erime it entails, the in
dustrial impotence and the moral dead-
ness? Do you think that it would be
too much to say that (wo hours of the
working time of every eflicient member
of .a community gees to feed the red
fiend of war?” !
_And then Schliemann went on to out-
line some of the wastes of competition:
the Josses of industrinl warfare: the
ceaseless worry and -friction; the vices—
such as drink. {for insiance, the use of
which had nearly -duubled in twenty
years, as a consequence of the intensifica-
tion of 1lhe economic strugele; the idle and
unprodueiive members of the community.
the frivolous: vieh - am} the punperized

of repression; the avasjes of social osten-
tatinn, the millivers  and . tailors, the
hairdressers. dancing masters. chefs and
lackeys. “You understand.” he said,
“that in a society dominated by the faet
of commercial competition. money s
neces=arily the test.:of prm\'oss: and
wastefulness the sole criterion of power.
So we have, at the present moment. a
sociely with. say thirty per cent of the
population occupied in producing - use-
less articles, and one per cent occupied
in destroying them. And this is not all;
for the servanls and panders of the
parasites ave also parasites, the milliners
and the jewellers and the lackeys have
also to be supported by the useful nmem-
bers of the community. . And bear in
mind also that {hiz monstrous disease
affects not. merely ihe idlers and their
menials. its poison penetrates the whole
social hody. Beneath {he hundred thou-
sand women of the élite are a million
middle-class women, miserable because
they are mot of the élite, and trying to
appear of it in public; and beneath
them, in turn, are five million farmers’
wives rveading ‘fashion papers’ and
trimming bonnets, and shop-girls and
serving maids  selling  themselves into
brothels for cheap jewelry and imitation
sealskin robes. And then consider that,
added to this competition in display, you
have, like o0il on the flames, a whole
system of eompetition in selling! You
have manufacturers contriving tens of
thousands of catch-penny devices, store-
keepers displaying them. and newspa-
pers and magazines filled up” with ad-
vertisements of them!”

“And don't forget the wastes of
fraud,” put in -young Fisher, at this

point.
“When one-comes to the ultra-modern
profession of advertising,” said the

cther—*the secience of persuading peo-
ple to buy what they do not want—he
is in the very cenire of the ghastly
charnel-house of capitalist destructive-
ness, and he searcely knows which of a
dozen horrors Lo peint out first.  But
consider the waste in time and energy
incidental to making ten thousand varie-
ties of a thing for purposes of ostenta-
tion and snobbishiness, where one variety
would do for use! Consider all the
waste incidental {o the manutacture of
cheap qualities of goods, of goods made
{o sell and deceive the ignorant: consider
the wastes of -adulteration—the shoddy
clothing, the cotton blankets; the nn-
stahle- tenements, the ground-cork life-
preservers, the adulterated -milk, the
analine soda-water,. the. potato-flour
sausages ; i o
“And consider the meral aspects of
these things,” put-in.the ex-preacher.
“Precisely,”  said . Schliemann; “‘the
low . knavery and.the ferocious cruelty
incidental to them, the plotiing and
the lying and the bribing, the blustering
and hragging, the screaming egotism,
the. hurrving and weorrying. Of course,
imitation and adulteration are the es-
senee of competition—they are but an-
other form of the phiase to buy in the
cheapest market aud sell in the dearest.
A governmeut official has staled {that
the nation suffers a loss of a billion and
a quarter dollars a year through adul-
terated foods; which means, of course.
not only  materials wasted that might
have been useful ouiside of the human
stomach, but doctors and nurses for peo-
ple who would otherwise have been
well, and undertakers for the whole hu-
man race ten or twenty years before the

proper time. Then aguin, consider the

{ by all.

the ferocions barbarisms of Cﬂpitalism.iatimnms to extravagance, and no mis-

After the trinmph of the international

poor: the law .and- fhiwhole-machinery.

waste of {ime and energy required to
soil  {hese things in a dozen stores,
where one would do.  There are a mil-
lion or two of business firms in the
country, and five or ten times as many
clerks; and consider the handling and
rechandling, the accounting and reaccount-
ing, the planning and worrying, the
balaneing of petty profit and loss, Con-
sider the whole machinery of the eivil
law, made necessary hy these processes;:
the libraries of ponderous tomes, the
courts and juries to interpret them, the
lawyers studying teo circumvent them,
the pettifogeving and chicanery, the
hatreds and lies! Consider the wastes
incidental to the blind and haphazard
production of commodities—the factories
closed, the workers idle, the goods spoil-
ing in storage; consider the activities
of the stock-manipulator, the paralyz-
ing of whole indusiries. the over-stimu-
lation of others, for speculative pur-
poses: the assiomments and bank-fail-
ures, the erises and panics, the deserted
towns and the starving populations!
Consider the energies wasted in the
seeking of markets, the sterile trades,
such as drummer, solicitor, bill-poster,
advertising-agent. Consider the wastes
incidental to the crowding into cities,
made necessary by competition and by
monopoly railroad-rates; econsider the
slims, the bad air, the disease and the
waste of vital energies: consider the of-
fice-buiidings, the waste of time and
materinl in the piling of story upen
story, and the burrowing underground!
Then take the whaole business of insur-
ance, the enormous mass of adminis-
trative and eclerical labor it involves,
and all utter wast o

%I do not follow that,” said the editor.

“The ('o-operative Commonwealth is
a universal automatic - insurance-com-
pany and savings-bank for all its mem-
Lers. Capital being the property of all,
injury to it is shared by all and made up
The bank is the universal gov-
ernment eredit-account, the ledger in
which every individual's earnings and
spendings are balanced. There is also
a universal government hulletin, in
which are Jisted and precisely described
everyihing which the commonwealth has
for sale. As no one makes any profit
by the =ale, ihere is mno longer any

representation: no cheating, no adultera-
tion or imitation, mno bribery or
rerafting. ™

“How is the price of an article de-
termined ¥*

“[he price iz the labor it has eost
{0 make and deliver it, and it is de-
termined by the first principles of arith-
metie. The million workers in the na-
tion's wheat-fields have worked a hun-
dred days each, and the total product
of the labor is a billion bushels. so the
value of a bushel of wheat is the hun-
dredth part of a farm lubor-day. Tf we
employ an arbitrary symbol, and pay,
say five dollars a day for farm-work,
then the eost of a hushel of wheat is
fifty cents.”

“You say ‘for farm-work,”"” said Mr.
Maynard. *“Then labor is not to he paid
alike ¥

“Manifestly not, since some work is
easy and some hard, and we should
have millions of rural mail-carriers, and
no coal-miners. Of course the wages may
be left the same, and the hours varied;
one or the other will have to be-varied
continmally, according as a - greater or
less number of workers is needed in any |
partienlar industry. That is preecisely
what is done at present, except that tlmi
{ransfer of the workers is accomplished |
blindly and imperfeetly, by rumors and
advertisements, instead of instantly and
completely, by a universal government |
bulletin.” |

“How abonut those occupations in which |
time is difficult to caleulate? What
is the labor cost of a bool?”

“Obviously it is the labor cost of the
paper, printing and binding of it—about |
a fifth of its present cost.”

“And the author?”

“l have already said that the state
could mot control intellectual produe-
tion. The state might say that it had
taken a year to write the book. and the
author might say it had taken thirty.
Goethe said that every bon mot of his|
had cust a purse of gold. What I out-
line here is a national, or, rather inter-
national, system for the providing of
{he material needs of men. Since & man
has intellectual needs also, he will work
longer, carn more, and provide for them
to his own taste and in his own way.
1 live on the same earth as the major-
itv, I wear the same kind of shoes and
sleep in the same kind of bed: but 1
do not think the same kind of thoughts,
and do not wish to pay for such thinkers
as the majority seleets. 1 wish such
things to be left to free effort, as at
present. If people want to listen to a
certain preacher, they get together and
contribute what they please, and pay
for a church, and support the preacher,
and then listen to him; I, who do not
want to listen to him, stay away, and it
costs me nothing. In the same way there
are magazines about Egyptian coins,
and Catholie saints, and flying machines,
and athletic records, and I know nothing
about auy of them. On the ofher hand.
if wage-slavery were abolished, and 1
could earn some spare money without
paving tribute o an exploiting capi-
talist, then there would be a magazine
for- the purpose of interpreting and
popularizing the gospel of Triedrich
Nietzsche, the propliet of Evolution, and
also of Horace Fletcher, the inventor of
the moble science of clean eating; and
incidentally, perhaps, for the discourag-
ing of long skirts, and the scientific
breeding of men and women, und the
establishing of diverce by mutual
consent.™

Dr. Schliemann paused for a moment.
“That was a leeture,” he said with a
laugh, “and yet I am only begun!®

“What else is there?"” asked Maynard.

“1 have named some of the negative
wastes of competition.” answered the
other. *1 have hardly mentionel the
positive econmomies of co-operation. Al-
lowing five to a family there are fifteen
million families in this country: and at
least ten million of these live separately,
the domestic drudge being either tihe
wife, or a wage-slave. Now set aside
the modern system of pneumatic house-
cleaning, and the economies of co-opera-
tive cooking; and consider just one
single item, {he washing of dishes,
Surely it is moderate to say that the
dish-washing for a family of five takes
half an hour a day; with ten hours as
w dav’s work, it takes, therefore, half
u million able-bodied persons—mostly
women—to do the dish-washing of the
country. And note that this is most
filthy "and deadening and brutalizing
work: that it iz a cause of anemia,
nervousness, ugliness and ill-temper; of
prostitution, suicide and insanity: of
drunken husbands and degenerate chil-

dren—for all of which things the com-

munity has naturally to pay. And now
consider that in each of my little free
communities there would be a machine
which would wash and dry the dishes,
and do it, not merely to the eye and the
touch, but scientifically — sterilizing
them—and do it ak a saving of all of
the drudgery and nine-tenths of the
time! All of these things you may find
in the books of Mrs. Gilman; and then
take Kropotkin's “Fields, Factories and
Workshops,” and read about the new
seience of agriculture, which has been
built up in the last ten years; by which,
with made soils und intensive culture, a
gardener can raise ten or fawelve crops in
a senson, and two hundred tons of vege-
tables upon u single acre; by which the
population of the whole glohe could be
supported on the soil now eunltivated in
the United States alone! It is impossible
to apply such methods now, owing to
the ignorance and poverty of onr scatiered
farming population; but imagine the
problem of providing the food supply of
our nation ence taken in hand systemat-
ically and rationally, by scientists! All
the poor and rocky land set apart for
a national timber-reserve, in which our
children play, and our young men hunt,
and our peoets dwell! The most favor-
able climate and soil for each product
selected; the exact requirements of the
community known, and the acreage
figured nccordingly: the most improved
machinery employed, under the direc-
tion of expert agricultural chemists! I
was brought up on a farm, and T know
the awful deadliness of farm-work; and
I like to picture it all as it will be aiter
the revolution. To picture the great
potato-planting machine, drawn by four
horses, or an electric motor, plowing the
furrow. cutting and dropping and cov-
ering the potatoes, and planting a score
of acrez a day! To picture the great
petato-digging machine, run by electric-
ity, perhaps, and moving aecross a thou-
sand-acre field, scooping up earth and
putatoes. and dropping the latter into
sacks! To see every other kind of vege-
table and fruit handled in the same way
—apples and oranges picked by machin-
ery. cows milked by electricity—things
which are already done, as you may
know. To picture the harvest-fields of
the future, to which millions of happy
men and women come for a summer
holiday, bronght by special trains, the
exactly needful mumber to each place!
And to contrast all this with our pres-
ent agonizing system of  independent
small farming—a stunted; haggard, igno-
rant man, mated with a wellow, lean and
sad-eyed drudge, and teiling from four
o'cleck in the morning until nine at
night. working the children as soon as
thev are ahle fo walk, scratching the
soil with his primitive tools, and shut
out from all knowledge and hope, from
all the benefits of science and invention,
and all the joys of the spirit—held to a
bare evistenee by competition in labor,
and boasting of his fresdom because he
is teo blind to see his chains!”

Dr. Schliemann paused o moment and
then eontinued: “And now place beside
this faet of an unlimited food-supply,
the mnewest discovery of physiologists,
that most of the ills of the human sys-
tem are due to. over-feeding. It has
been demonstrated by Dr. Chittenden
that the quantity of food needed by the
body is about four-tenths of that pre-
viously considered essential by all au-
thorities. Also, il has been proven that
weat is unnecessary as a food: and meat
is obviously more diffienit_to_produce.
than vegetable food, less pleasant to
prepare and handle, and more likely to
be unelean; but what of that, so long
as it tickles the palate more strongly?”

“How wounld Socialism change that?”
asked Miss Harkness, quickly, 1t was
the first time she had spoken since Jur-
giz came.

“S0 long as we have wage-slavery,”
answered Schliemann, “it matters not
in the least how debasing and repulsive
a task may be, it is easy to find people
to perform it. But just as soon as la-
bor is set free, then the price of such
work will begin to rise. So one by one
the old, dingy and unsanitary factories
will vome down—it will be cheaper to
build new: and so the steamships will
be provided with stoking-machinery, and
so the dangerous trades will be made
siafe, or substitutes will be found for
their products. In exactly the same
way, as the citizens of our Indusirial
Republic become refined, year by year
the eost of slaughter-house products
will inerease; until eventually those
who want to eat meat will have to do
their own killing—and how long do you
think the custom would survive then? To
go on to another item—one of the neces-
sary accompaniments of ecapitalism in
a democracy is political corruption; and
one of the consequences of eivie adminis-
tration by ignorant and vicious politie-
jans is that typhoid, an absolutely pre-
ventable disease, kills thirty-three per
hundred thousand of our population
every vear. The well-to-do citizen reads
magazines, and flatters himself that he
dodzes the peril by drinking pure spring
wiater—and he drinks it out of a glass
which has been washed and rinsed in
city water! Again, there is tuberculosis,
a disease which could be stamped out
in a generation if we cared to do it, by
the isolation of the worst cases and the
education of the rest; and yet we con-
tinue to allow them {o go among us,
spitting in our cars and on our streets,
sentencing one in every len of us to
death! And the rich man flatters him-
self that he does not ride in the street-
cars—and then his wife goes to a store
and buyvs a dress that was made in a
sweat-shop, and a few weeks later lLis
only child dies of scarlet fever, and
his preacher tells him it was an act of
Providence—as indeed it was. 1t was
just a little Socialist lecture, delivered
after the cold and impersonal fashion of
Mother Nature; a demonstration of
equality and lnunan brotherhood to one
who ridiculed and denied it! At pres-
ent, of course, the majority of human
beings are not human beings at all:
they are machines for the creating of
weilth for others, and they are penned
up in filthy houses and left {o rot and
stew in mizery. The conditions of their
life malke them ill faster than all the
doctors in the world could heal them:
and so, of course, they remain as centres
of contagion, more or less poisoning the
lives of all of us, and making happiness
impossible for even the most selfish, |
am sure it would be no exaggeration to
say that all the medical and surgieal
discoveries that seience can make in the
future will be of intinitely less impor-
tanee than the application of the knowl-
edge we already possess, when the dis-
inherited of the earth have established
their right to a human existence.”

Here the Herr Doctor concluded and
relapsed into silence. Jurgis had noticed
that the beaytiful young girl who sat by

himself had worn when he first dis-
covered Socialism; and later on, when
the group broke up, he heard Mrs, Fisher
say to her, in a low voice, “I wonder if
My, Maynard will still write the same
things about Socialism;” to which she
answered, “T don’t know—but if he does
I shall know that he is a knave.”

CHAPTER XXXVIL

HI jmpression which Jurgis
got  most  keenly  during
these first weeks of his ac-
quaintance with Socialism,
was of the boundlessness of
the subject, and of his own
overwhelming ignorance. 1ts
ﬁﬁ moral appeal he was as fil-

ted to judge as any man;

but so far as its intellectual

cantent was concerncd, ev-

ery difficulty which he con-

quered only revealed to him

a dozen more. There was
nothing for him to do but stick to if.
however., 1Te had to convert others, and
could not remain ignorant forever.

e acquired the reading habit. He
would carry in his pocket a tract or a
anphlet which some one had loaned
1im, and whenever he had an idle mo-
ment during the dax he would read a
Faragmph and then think about it while
e worked. Also he read the newspa-
pers, and asked questions abeut them.
One of the other porters at Hinds's was
a sharp little Irishman, who lknew ev-
erything that .Jurgis wanted to knowj
and while they were busy he would ex-
plain to him the geography of Ameriea
and its organization, its constitu-
tion, its laws, and jts history; also he
gave Jurgis a clear idea of the business
system of the country, the greaf rail-
roads and corporations, and who owned
them, and the labor unions, and the big
strikes, and the men who had led them.
Then at night, when he could gef off,
Jurgis would attend the Soeialist meet-
ings. During the campaign one was not
dependent upon the street-corner affairs,
where the weather and the quality ef
the orator were equally uncertain.
There were hall meetings every night,
and he could hear speakers of national
rominence. These discussed the polit
ical situation from every point of view,
and all that troubled Jurgis was the im-
possibility of carrying off but a small
part of the treasures they offered him.

There was a man who was known in
the party as the “Little Giant.,” The
Lord had used up so wmuch material in
the making of his head that there had
not been enough to complete his legs;
but he got about on the platform, and
when lie shook his raven whiskers the
pillars of Capitalism rocked. The chair-
Iman of the evening, & man named Hiu-
richs, chanced to be long and lean, and
the orator took him to illustrate the
machinations of the enemy. “They fell
yvoi.” said he, “that Socialists wish {0
abolish private property—that they wish
us to divide up and own everything in
common., Now. the truth is that not
only do the Socialists contend for the
right to own things, but their principal
objection to the présent system is that
under it most people are unable to own
anything. Here are Cowmrade Hinriehs
and I. who wear pants: and®imagine us
owning our pants in common! Do you
think that HMinrichs gvould slay in a
party that wanted M to mo vound e
iy pants? Not collective ownership of
pants, but collective ownership of the
means of producing pants, is the object
of the Socialist party!”

Then there came a young author. who
had been a street boy in San Franciseo—
o salmon-fisher, an  oyster-pirate, =«
longshoreman, a sailor. He had tramped
the country and been sent to jail: he
had lived in the Whitechapel slums, ne
had been to the Klondike in search of
cold. All these things he pictured in his
books. and hecause he was a man, of
genius he forced the world to hear him.
Now he was famous, but wherever he
went he still preached the gospel of the
poor.

And then there was one known as the
“millionaire Soeialist.” He had made a
fortune in business, and spent nearly all
of it in building up a monthly magazine,
which the postoffica department had
tried to suppress, and had driven to
Canada. He was a simple. quiet-man-
nered man, whom you would have taken
for anything in the world but a Socialist
agitator. Yet he had been a candidate
of the party in England and in Australia,
in British Columbia, California and New
York.

There was a world-wide process of
econoniic evolution, and he exhibited its
laws and methods; he spoke simply and
informally—he could not understand why
anyone should not get excited about it.
Tife was a struggle for existence, and
the strong overcame the weak, and in
turn were overcome by the strongest.
Those who lost in the struggle were gen-
erally exterminated; but now and then
they had been known to save themselves
by combination—which was a new and
higher kind of strength. 1t was so that
the gregarious animals had overcome the
the predaceons; it was so, in human his-
tory. that the people had mastered the
kings. The workers were simply the cit-
izens of industry, and the Socialist
movement was the expression of their
will to survive. The inevitability of the
revolution depended upon ihis fact, that
they had no choice but to unite or he
exterminated; this faet, grim and inex-
orable, depended upon mo human wills
it. wus the law of the economic process.
The editor could show the delails of if,
with the most marvelous preeision: how
the irresistible {endeney of the wealth of
society Lo concentrate resulted in the slow
elimination of the wuge-worker. His ex-
istence depended upon his ability to tind
a job; aund the job depended upon the
master's ability to make profits; and us
the wealth concentrated, the markeia
necessarily grew scarcer. Of course, if
the rich had spent all their income, con-
sumption would have kept pace with
production; but they could not do it—
modern machinery. driven by steam and
electrivity, enabled one worker to pro-
duce a hundred times what he had for-
merly produced by hand, and when &
man’s income was tifty million dollars &
vyear, he had to “save” if, whether hn
would or nol. YWhat he actually did was
to reinvest if—that is. he used it fo
build new machinery, and to pratuee. g o
wealth, which was reip—--""11" acs
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FACTS YOU GAR'T BEWH.

““>uppressed Information’ isa 64-
page book loaded to the guards
with infermation about w ges, owuership of homes, farm
tenantry, machin- ¢nd hand production, which you should
know. TEN CENTS get- the book, postpaid.

B
Something about Socialism. -

MAYBE YOU WOULD LIXE TO KNOW Sometningsbout Socialism.

p : M klet of qu sti
copy of ““The Question Box™' —a 54-page book qu stions
arﬂy answers, covering every ph.se of th_ so.ial problem, .

because there were too many goods pro-
dnced, beeause competitive selling  no
longer furnished profits. The trust me-
nopoly was thus ne diabolical inventian,
it was an eeonotnic necessit:; and thers
coithl be mo possible restoration of com-
petition—the next change conid only be
from private to public monopoly. The
productive machinery would be thrown
apen, and goods would be produced. no
longer for the mmasters, but tor the
workers, and so eonsumpiion wonld bal-
anve production forever,

a gold watch to a
an eighty-acre farm.
Tt published its cirenlation-statement ev- |
ery. week, with the “ons” and the “offs” |
irom each state: and it would be exult-
ant. or mournfnl, according to circum-
stances, [Its ofiice-helpers were ali:
known to the “Army” by quaint titles— 1
“Inky Ike,” *“the Raldheaded Man.” "tl1e|
|

for anything from
steam yacht or

Redheaded Girl,” “the Bulldeg,” “the 0t-
fice Goat” and “the One Hoz=® There
was an “Army Celummn,” in which not-
ahle events were recorded, after such n
fashion 22 this: “There was a moment’s

And then eame the evening of the
giont aueeting of the campaign, Wheh
Jurgis leard the two standard-hearers
of his party. Ten years betore therve hadl
been in Chiease a strike of a hun
fifty  thousand railroad employes,
thugs had heen hired by the railroads o
commit violence. and give a  pretext
to the president of the United
Htates to =end in troops and hreak the
strike. by fhinging the oflicers of the union
into jail without trinl. When the presi-
dent of the union ecame ont of his eell he
came out a Secialist; and new for just ten
wears he had been traveling up and down

the United States, standing face to iace |

with the people. and pleadineg with them
for justice. In that long period * there
was zearee a warkingman in the country
whe had not heard him; and now, to-
night. in Chicago. where he had been
crushed and ruined, the representatives
of ninety-five labor-unions sat upon the
platiorm with him, and over forty of
them had bronght their union-banmers

| the =zpot, saying his

| sndden =ilenze, broken only br the rimble
{ef the press. Then the Army Editor
| shouted: ‘*There* it comes—gest under
| cover!” Through the window camea huge

d and | projeetila: the Sporting iZditor. used fo
;,nu_-iitluinkin;: quickly, senrried to the bomb-

proof. followed quickly by all save the
| Religious Editor. whn stood roofed to
prayers, Then it
landed., and the huilding shook like a
hattle-ship above an exploding torpedo.

(e hundred and sixty yearlies. (vom
Comrade Smith, of Kalamazoo, Mich-
igan!”

But sometimes. agnin, the Appeal

waonld be desperately serious. It sent a
correspondent to Colorado, and printed
pages describing the overthrow of Amer- |

ican institutions in that state. In a cer-
tain - city of the couniry it had
over forty of its “Army” in the,
headquarters of of the Telegraph,

Trust. and ne message of importance to:
Socialists ever went through that city
that a copy of it did not go to the Ap-

for a sien. They were grouped in masses
of eolor above the stage. and behind them
all waved the staudard of the revolu-
tion. the blood-red svmbol of Brother- |

food. The great Auditorium was packed | nearly a millien copies had been distrib-
v-ith a mob of four thousand workingmen, | nited in the indus

and when their leader eame upon the |
stage they rose and shouted—shouted!

He was a man of electric presence, tall
and gount, with a face worn thin by
siruggle and suffering. The fury of out-
yaged manheond gleamed in it—and the
tears of suffering little ehildren pleaded
11 his voice. He was represented in the
japers as a man of violenee, but he had |
the tenderness of a woman. “God was
toeling mighty good when e made him.”
wrote James \Whiteomb Riley, “and he
didn’t have onything else to do all day.”
*“He has ten hopes to your one hope.”!
wrote apother poet who loved him. “Hel
lias ten loves fo vour one love.”

When he spoke he paced the stage rest-
lessly; he was lithe and eager, like a
panther. He leaned over, reaching out
for his audience; ke pointed into their
souls with an insistent finger. 1fiz voice
was husky from mnch speaking, but the
hall was as still as death, and everyor
heard him. He spoke the language
workingmen—he pointed them the way.!
He showed tha two political parties “two |
wings of the same bird of preg!” The|
people were allowed to choose between |
their candidates, and both of them were |
controlled, and all their nominations |
were dictated, hy the same power. The |
people attended jpolitical meetings
either party, aud Q'I:r- hall was paid for. |
and the spealiers yere hived, out of ihe |
same purse. ‘ThefRepubliean eonvention !
o] nosnivated Fa -';p_y__‘n_l'«-.-ai__clpnf. a yail-
voad diveeter a1 millionaire, and the|
Democratic convention had nominafed a
capitalist, the owner of a larga part of |

the state of West Virginin, 0|
eoal-haron, who does not  permii |
the men in his employ to organ-

ize. In his biography you will note that |
m his youth he was o slave-driver; and |
he iz yet—he has simply exchanced a
amall number of black slaves for a large
number of white ones, And if any of my
andience are in this gentleman’s elass, |
lot, them vote for him! 1 shall be quite |
satisfled when all the ecapifalistzs veie
ior their cemdidafes and all the worlk-|
ingmen vote for theirs” |

| this time of Packingtown. where the So-

The ex-president of the United States |
had recently published his version of the |
Chieago strike in a big Eastern maga- |
zine, and his vierim had written a reply.
which the magazine had refmsed to print.
Ii had appeared in a Soeialist weekly. of
which three-quarters of a nnllion copies
had been sold; they were giving it ont st
ihis meeting, and Jureis took a ecopv
homa with him and read it through. And
80 he beecame acquainted with the “Ap
peal to Reason.”

Abent tweive vears previouslv 2 Colo-
rado real estate speculator had made up
‘his mind that it was wrong fo gambly
iz the necessities of lifa of human he-
in?- and he had retired and begun the

whlieation of a Socialist weeklv. There

ad come a time when he had to set his
own type, but he had held on and wan
out, and now his paper was an institu-
tion. It used a ear-load of paper every
week, and the mail-trains would he
hours loading up at the depot of the lit-
tle Kansas fown. 1t was a four-page
weekly, which sold for less than half a
cent a copy; its regular subseriplion list
was over a quarter of a million. and its
editions averaged four hundred thousand
each week, and now and then touched
the million mark. It went to every
conntry fown and rcross-roads postofiice
in America, and sometimes a single copy
of it was read and re-read by a dozen
people.

The “Appeal” was a “propaganda™ pa-
per. It had a manner all ils own—it
was full of ginger and spice. of Western
=lang and hustle. It collected news of
the deings of the “‘plutes,” and served
it up for the benefit of the “American
working-mule.” 1t would have columns
of the deadly parallel—the million del-
Jars® worth of diamonds, or the fancy pet

nodle-establishment of a socicty dame.
seside the fate of Mrs. durphy, of San
Francizseo, who had stavved to death on
the streets, or of Jehn Dobinson, just out
of the hospital, who had hung himself
in New York because he ecould not find
work. 1t collected all the stories of
grait and misery from the daily press,
and made little pungent paragraphs out
of them. “Three banks of Bungtown,
South Dalkota, failed, and more savings
of the workers swallowed up!” “The
mayor of Sandy Creek, Oklalioma, has
skipped with a hundred thousand dollars
of the public funds. That’s the kind of

yulers the old pariyites give yvou!™ "“I'ne
president 6f the Tlorida Flring Machine
company is in jail for bigamy. He was
t

Soecialism, |
wp the
what it called
honsand of

a prominent oppen of
which he said weunld\break
home!” The Appeal ha
its “Army,” about thirty
the faithful, who did things Yor it; and
it was elways exhortine thd Avmy to
l:asp its dander wn, and oocasipnally en-
couraging it with a prize cowpetition,

peal. Tt wonld print great broadsides
during the campaign; one copy that
came to Jurgis was a manifesto ad-
dressed to striking workingmen, of which

trial centers, wherever
tha emplovers’ associations had been
carrying out their “open-shop™ program,
“You have lost the strike!™ ‘it was |
headed. “And new what are yon go-
ing to do about iti” It what is
called an “incendiary™ appeal—it was
written by a man Into whose soul the:
iron had entered. When this edifion:
appeared, twenty thousand copies were
sent to tha Stockyards distriet; and they |
were taken ont and stowed away in the |
rear of .a little cigar-store, and every
evening, and on Sundays, the members!
of the Packinztown locals would gel |
armfuls and disiribufe them on the!
streets and in the houses. The people
of Packingtown had lost their strike. if|
ever a people had, anid so they read these
papers gzludly, and twenty thousand
were hardly enough fo go round.

This was a work at which Jurgis]
would have tried to help., huf he did not
dave, for fear of Phil Connor and the |
police. Indeed, Billy Ifinds was always
urging him fo be careful how he took
part in Socialist activities, beeauze of
tha harm it might do the party to have,
one of its workers arrested for a crime.
But Jur, was reckless and impatient,
and though he said that he had no idea .
¢ the Stockyards, the fact|
that e was burning up with a de-|
s to Jdo just that. s

Wis
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After all, Pael
home: and now, aboni ecies
tion time; when the vards weore seeeth-
ing with aritation, and every report told
of new gnins by the party, was  harid
far him not lo be able to 2o ont and ses
with his owr eves—it was hard for him
not to he zhle Lo unde il wovk which
e had  fdone  the previm spring,
when he had served as a heschman of
Tom Cassidy.

And a week or so hefore elestion 11:»_-.-1
this impatience boiled over—there eame
a tempiation whish Jurgis simply ecould
not resist!

The Demoeratic parfy had heen for a
long time a party of riddicalism. and now
that it had sold out to the trusts the
politicianzs were at a loss for something
to say to the people. In particular was

sinlizts were literally having their own

iy, and Tom Cassidy and the Cook
County machine were at their wits’ enl
for an “issue.” Almost st the wind-up
of the struggle they bethought them-
selves of an appeal to race-nrejudice; for
{he strike had been won by southern ne-
groes, thousands of whom had stayed
on since the trouble—and now it oc-
enrred to (Cassidv that if he were .to
bring in an  old-time “lire-eater,” he
swrould have somebady to whom the peo-
ple of the district would listen!

There was a South Carolina politician
lnown as the “Pitehfork Senator;” a
gentieman who fore off his coat when he
talled to workingmen, and damned and
swore like a Hessian. And now one
morning all Packingtown weke up to
vead that thiz famens orator was coming
to pay it a visit! That same day a!
member of the Stockvards loeal came
down to RBilly Hinds’s with the news,
and the two. with Struver and Adams.
Incked themseives up for an heur or two
and devised a eounter-stroke. Twao days
later the people of the dizfriet found a
new proclamation, posted everywhere
underneath the other, and heginning:
“Workingmen of Chicago, don’t let them
fonl you! So long as white workingmen
fight negro workingmen, the capitalists
will own hoth!"

And then, when the day of the meeting
came, as the men came home from their
worl, they found thousands of little
green cards being mysteriously ciren-
lated. Thiz was a work at which the So-
cialists had to be careful, for it was un-
lawfnul to distribute prinfed matter on
the =styeets, and though a Y. M. C. A. or
Aethodist chureh meeting might be so
annonneed, and nothing said, the poliee
would recollect the law swhenever they
cangnt a Socialist breaking it. But
nobody wae caught this time, and before
night every workingman in the yards
had read a series of

Questions for the Pitchfork Senator:

1. What did you or your party ever|
do for the warking elass?

2. What makes you think that thel
shooting, hanging and burning of )

Yguthern black workers, which you ad-1
vise, will keep negroes from taking the
jobs of Northern white workingmen?

2. 1f the working class owned the!
mills, winss, factories and machines
with whiell wealth is produced. would |
they need to fight each other for jobs?

4. Who is putting up for-the Demo- |
cratic campaign fund from which your!

not have kept him away., Also there
were about iwo thousand of the Stock-
vards workers, nearly half of them So-
cialists, and prepared to give the hon-
orable senator the time of his life.

He had not taiked two minutes before
they got after him. He was denouncing
the Republican candidate for favoring
‘race equality,” and a man who sat
just in front of Jurgis got up and asked
fhe senator why the Democratic parly
nominated a capitalist judge and 2
milliongire mine-owner. The senator
was disconeerted for a moment, and tried
tn =o on; but the man would have an
answer, and the audience backed him up
by hoots and yells. So the other ex-
plained that the ticket did net suit him
verfectly, but that he had to make the
hest of it: and when the erowd laughed

‘at thiz, he got angry. exclaiming: “Tf

vou were living in hell, wouldn't you be
giad to get into purgatory for a while?”
Te which a voice replied: “\We don’t want

"hell or purgatory either!” And when the

sepator inquired, "What do you want,
then?” the whole building rang with the
reply: “Socialism! Socialism!™

The unhappy orator had plainly not
been warned; he did not seem even to
Enew what Socialism was, and he
started again to talk about “equality”
and “amalgamation.” When the crowd
kept badgering him, he yelled in a rage:
“I ean't answer you down there. Come
up here and face me!” And so one man
eot out into the aisle and propounded
the problem: “If the mnegroes are the
cause of all the warkingmen's troubles,

jdo they ewn the Southern cotton mills#"

“0f course they don't,” answered the
speaker, missing the point.

“And then, why is it that children six
and eight years of age are compelled to
work in them at night*” asked the other.

This put the senator in a corner again,
and finally he confessed that this was a
new problem to the South, and that he
didn’t know what would be done abont
it. Then someone inquired about the
veport that the Democratic nominee,
while judge of the supreme court of
New York, had declared the eight-hour
law uneonstitutional. The senater ad-
mitted that he didn't know about that,
cither. I don’t know everything,” he
gaid, with an attempt to be genial; to
which a woman who rose up in front
made answer: “You don’t seem to know
anything, Senator!™

And again, when the uproar over this
had subsided, the senator set out to
show that it was the negroes who had
broken the strike. They lad done it
once, and they would do it twice, he said
—and then the same woman demanded:
“Wonldn't they do just the same if a
Democrat were president?”

it was fullx o minute before the
crowd stopped inughing over that. The
sepator was red in the face and he tried
to veply, and they had it hot and heavy
for a minute or two. Finally, however.
he threw up his hands and eried: “I ean
face any man, but, my Gol, I'm not
used to arguing with women!” The
laughter over this wounld have cleared
the atmosphere in any meeting less de-
tevmined; but when it ceascd, the woman
was still there. She kept shaking her
finger at the speaker—she would have
answers, end ihe audience was behin:
her, backing up every word. She in
sisted wpon being told what good it
would do the Packingtown unions {c
elect a Democratic president. The sen
ator could not tell her; he could not
zpem to realize just what hie had struek.
and finally he eried: “But it you vote io:
a Republican, how will that help you?”
To which the woman replied: “We're not
going to vote for a Republican!” *“Then
in the name of the Almighty, who are
vou going to vote for?” cried the other.
And in a flash the audience was on its
feet again, velling altogether: “A So-
cialist! A Soeialist!”

The “Pitchfork Senator™ stood listen-
ing to the chorus. Then he demanded,
in perplexity: “What do you Social-
ists want, anyhow?" Needless to say
that proved a fruitful question; there
were a dozen people anxious to tell him,

"and finally lie chose ane and they had an

argument, winding up with a little
speech by the Socialist.

“And do you expect to accomplish all
these things this election?” the senator
mquired; and when the other had an-
swered “No,” he said: “Then you want
the workingmen here to threw away
their votes?”

The man denied that, but the other:

came at him again: “You do! You do!”
he eried. “Don’t you want the working-
men to vote for what they know theyr
can't gett” “Wall, Senator,” retorted the
other, “which iz better, to vote for what
vou want and ean’t get, or to vote for
what you don’t want and get it?"

But even then the senator had cour-
age to trv again. He ecame back o the
point again. The workingman must mot
throw his vete away! “Bui, Senator.”
asked the man, “why should the capital-
ists all be so anxions to save the work-
ingman’s vote? If it is to the working-
man’s interests to vote the Democratic
ticket, why do the capitalists contribute
millions of dollars to keap him from vol-
ing any other?” “They don’t! They
don’t.) cried the senator; te which the
man demanded: “Then yvou deny that
vour campaign fund was made up by
capitalists?” “I do,” said the senator—
and instantly the woman. lns Nemesis,
was upon her feet again, crying: “But,
senator. you admitted just now that you
had a millionaire mine-owner on your
ticket; and didn't he do what he prom-
ised 7"

There was a furious serimmage over
this point. The woman was ready with
instances of where money had come from
in previous campaigns. And then, pres-
ently, the argument came round to where
the money went to—and at this point
a new personage entered the debate,
The senator was engaged in denying ve-
hemently that the Demacratic campaign-
funds were used to bribe voters; and a
dozen men were on their feet, shouting
for a hearing—until finally one of them
prevailed by sheer power of lung, and
stood in the middle of the aisle, his hair
rumpled, his eyes shining, his clenched
fists upraised. It was Jurgis.

Tt was Jurgis, erazy with excite-
ment. He had forgotten everything in
the ardor of his fight; he stood there
and faced the whole crowd. The word

oxpenses are paid? Laborers or capital-!was concerning the character of Demo-

ists: 1f the latter, for whom are you cratic politicians; and Jurgis had cap-
talking? Whose “nigger” are you, any- ] tured the meeting by yellinz: “Dey are
how ? tieves! Dey are all damn t'ieves!™ Jur-

When that meeting wes called to or- ' gis had his peculiarities of pronuneiation,
der, Jurgis was ’_c_here_—‘gild! horses could 1vhich have not been reproduced here; he

could not yet get round the letters th,
and he still called himself a “Lit-ua-

nian.” y

T have heen dere myself!” he rushed.
on, when he had finally gained the ear

{of the crowd. “T have seen it wit' mj

own eyes. I have dene it wit’ my own

hands!” And then he proceeded to tell

them about it, all the details. “I lived

here in da storkyards onee!? he cried—|
“T helped to sell out de people! T have
known Tom Cassidy! Every god damn

cent dat feller has he gits from de pack-

evs. an’ den he goes an' elects Republi-

cans—anyhody—anyt’ing, he don't eare
—s0 it’s his man. An’ when de strike
comes. he runs away and hides! And now
de people begin to wake up, an® he says
he's zoin® out of polities! He buys him
a house in Hyde Park—he pays a hun-
dred t'ousan’ dollars for it! Who pays
fer dat house, you t'ink? T tells you
stockyards men

And then suddenly Jurgis gave a gasp,
and stopped. He stood for a moment,
exactly as he was. as if hewed to stone:
his jaw fell loose, and a deadly pallor
spread over his face. The audience
thought that it was embarrassment, and
cheered and shouted, “Go on!” to encour-
age him. But Jurgis did not go on, and
so someone else got up and began to
shout at the senator, and in a few sec-
onds the fight had rolled past. As for.Jur-
ais, he still stood-motionless, with a cold
chill ereeping down his back, and a
deadly terror clutching his heart. He
kept gazing, as if he were hypnotized, at
a certain spot in a crowd to the right of
the platform, where for one brief instant
he had seen a face peering out at him—
the face of his one enemy in the world
—“Phil® Connor, the boss! :

Jurgis was slow of thought, and never
did his £lowness ecost him more than now.
TFor a full minute he stood there—look-
ing for the face again, and wondering if
ke had reslly seen it—before he turned
and made a break for the door.

The aisle was packed half way up, so
that he had to elbow his way, and he had
scarcely got out of the door and into
the corridor, when le heard the voice of
Connor, at one side: “Hey, there! Stop
(hat man! Stop him!”

Instantly, of course, the place was in
an uproar. Jurgis hurled himself into
the evowd and started to fight his way
out. "When men tried to seize him he,
struck out, and was soon striking at ev-
ervthing he saw. He was within sight o
the open door, and freedom, when sud-
denly he saw a policeman plunging to-
ward him, eclub in hand: somebody
grabbed him by the coat-tails, and 'he
linged at the man and floored him, and
then the club swung at his head, and he
ducked just in the nick of time. The
next instant—knowing the police—he
flung his hands into the air and shouted:
“I give up! I give up!”

And so, in a second or twe more, it.
was all over; the policeman had col-:
tared him, and another had reached him |
on the other side, and Connor, the hench- !
man of Cassidv, had arrived and given
his orders: “There’'s a warrani eunt for
that man—run him in!™ )

CONCLUSION,

T waz election day—when
the long  campaign  was
over, and the whole country
seemed to stand still and
held- its breath., awaiting
the issue. Jurgis was out
.| on a thousand dollars’ bail,
which his-employer had fur-~
nished; and he and the rest
of the staff of - Hinds's
hotel hardly waited to fin-
ish their dinner beiore they
hurried off to the big hall
which the party had hired
for the evening.

Already there were people waiting
there, and already the telegraph instru-
ment on the stage had begun clicking off
the returns. When the final accounts
were made up, the Socialist vote proved
to be about four hundred and thirty
thousand—an inerease of something like
three hundred and fifty per cent
in four years. And that was de-
ing well: but the Soecialists were
dependent for their early returns
wpon messages  from the locals, and
naturally thase locals which had been
most successful-were the ones which felt
most like reporting: and so that night
every one in the hall believed that the
vote was going tc be six, or seven, or
eight hundred . thousand. Just such an
incredible increase has actually been
made in Chicago, and in the state; the
vote of the eity had been 6.700 in 1900,
and now it was 47.000: tnat of Illincis
had heen 0.600. and now it was 60,000,
Sp. as the evening waxed. and the erowd
piled in. the meeting was a sight to be
seen. Bulletins wonld be read, and the
people would sheut themselves hoarse;
and then some one would make a speech,
and there would be more shouting; and
then silence and more bulletins. There
wonld esme messages from the secreta- |
ries of neighboring states, reporting their
achievements; in four years the vote of
Indiana had gone from 2,300 to 12,0005
that of Wisconsin from 7,000 to 28,000;
that of Ohio from 4,800 to 36.000. And
then. later on, came reports from the Far
West, which whas the most American
part of the country, and accordingly the
part in ihich the Socislist movement
vwas the strongest. Washington had gone
from 2,000 to 10,000, Oregon from: 1,500
to 7.800, California from 7,800 fo 30,000.
There wore telegrams to the national of-
fice iram enthusiastic individuals in lit-
tle towns which had made amuazing and
unprecedented increases in a single year:
Benediet. Kansas, from 26 to 260; Hen-
derson, Kentueky. 19 ito 111; Holland,
Michigan, 14 to 203; Cleo, Oklahoma, 0
to 104; Martin's Ferry. Ohio, 6 to 206—
and many more. of the same kind.
There were literally hundreds of such
towns: there would be reports from half
a dozen of them in a single batch of tel-
egrams. And the men who read the dis-
patches off to the audience were old cam-
paigners, who had been to the places and
helped to make the vote, and could make
appropriate comments, Quiney, Illinois,
had gone from 189 to 831—that was where
the mayor had arrested a Socialist
speaker! Crawford county, Kansas, had
gone from 285 to 1,975; that was the
home of the “Appeal to Renson!” Battle
Creek. Michigan, had gone from 4,261 to
10,1584; that was the answer of labor to
the Citizens’ Industrial Association.

And then there were official returns
from the various precinets and wards of
Chicago itself—bhe vote of Chieago had
gone from 14,000 to 47.000 in two years.

_We shall have the sham reformers

Whether it was a factory district or one
of the “silk-stocking” wards seemed to
make no particular difference in the in-
crease; but one of the things which sur-
prised the party leaders mest was the
tremendous vote that came rolling in
from the Stockyards. Packingrown com-
prises thrae wards of the eity, and the
Socialist vote in the spring of 1903 had
been five hundred, and in the fall of the
same vear, sixteen hundred. Now, only
a wvear lafer, it was over sixty-three
hundred —and  the Democratic vote
only eighty-eight hundred! There were
other wards in which the Democratic|
vote had been actually surpassed; and |
in two districts, one of them including |
part of the Stockyards, members of the|
state legislature had been elected—the
first Socialists ever chosen to state of- |
fiees in Illinois. Thus Chicago now led|
the country; and what was more im-|
portant. the size of the vote would en-:
title the pariy to hold primaries—and |
as the primary officials would be paid|
hy the city. and would, of course, turn/
their pay over to the party, the city|
of Chicago weould be made to contribute
about five thousand dollars a year to |
the campaign fund!

So spoke an orator upon the platiorm;
and two thousand pairs of eyes were
fixed upon him, and two thousand voices'[
were cheering his every sentence. This
man had been the head of the city’s re-
lief-bureau in the stockyards, until the
sight of misery and corruption had made
him sick, He was young, hungry-look-
ing, full of fire. As he swung his long
arms and beat up the erowd, to Jurgis
he seemed the very spirit of the revolu-
tion. “Organize! Organize! Organize!™—
that was his ery. He was afraid of this,
tremendous vote. which his party had not
expected, and which it had not earned.
“These men are not Socialists.” he cried
—*“they "do not know what Sccialism is.
They have voted because they wished to
protest, and there was no other way to
do it. But they are ready to learn, if |
you are ready to teach them. This elec-
tion will pass, and the excitement will
die, and people will forget about it; and
if you forget about it too, if you sink
back and rest upon your oars, we shals
lose this vote that we have polled today,
and our enemies will laugh us to scorn.
It rests with you to take your resolu-
tion—to take it now, in the flush of vie-
tory, and stand by it; to find these men
who have voted for us, and bring them to |
our meetings and give them our litera-

{ture pnd organize them and bind them

to ns! We shall not find all our ecam-,
paigns as easy as this one, and you must
not be discouraged if the tide recedes. |
Everywhere in the country the old-party :
politiclans are studying this vote, and
setting their sails by it; and mo where
will they be quicker or more cunning
than here in our own city. Fifty thou-
sand Socialist votes in Chicago means a
municipal-ownership Deniocracy in the |
spring! And they will fool the voters
once more—they will poll the biggest |
vote in their history, and all the powers
of plunder and corruption will be swepl,
into effice on the tide! But whatever |
they may do when they get in, there is|
one thing they will not do, and that will |
be the thing for which they were elected. |
They will not give the people of our city |
municipal ownership—they will ot |
mean to do it, they will not try fo do!
it; what they will de is give our party in
Chicago the greatest opportunity that
has ever come to Socialism in Ameria!l,
i
stultified and self-convicted! We shall]
have the radieal Demoeracy left without
a lie with which to cover its nakedness!
We shall have our people without a
party that can even promize to carry
out its will! And then will begin the
yush that will never be checked, the tide
that will never turn till it has reached |
its flood—that will be irresistible, over-

whelming—the rallying of the out-
raged workingmen of Chicago to the
standard of the revolution! And we

shall organize them, we shall drill them,
we shall marshal them for the vietory!!
We shall bear down all opposition, we
shall drive evervthing before us—and
Chicago will be. ours! Chicago will be
ours!! CHICAGO WILL BE OURS!”

All of which was at one o'clock on the
morning of the day after election; and
at one o'clock of the afterncon of the
same day Jurgis was handeuffed fo a de-|
tective, and on his way to =erve a two
yvears’ sentence in state’s prison for as-
sault with intent to kill

HUMAN CATTLE,

The Ohio Farmer prints the following ar-
ticle “to give,” savs the editor, “our readevs
an idea of the bandzome equipmcrt, the cave
and expensze, connected with keeping horses
by wealthy city peaple.” The Appeal re-
prints the article to give the working uss:
an idea of wiat a chump he is to exgand his,
labor upon palaces for horses while his
children llve in hovels:

The photographs illustrating this ar-

tiele picture ome of the finest stab.es:
in the city of Cleveland. Cleveland is|

an important center for blooded horses,
for beautiful turnouts and luxurious
stable apartments and appointments.
One of the finest stab.es in the city is
owned by Dan R. Hanna, son of the late
Senator Hanna. It is said that it cosis
Dan. Hanna something like $20,000 a
vear to maintain his beautiful stables.|
There are numerous people who pay at
Jeast 85,00 a year to maintain their|
stables and a coachman and groom. It
is not- surprising that rich men provide
excellently heated and ventilated quar-
ters for their horses when one cons ders

ithe value of that horseflesh and how all
|

slight cold may precipitate great loss to
the owners.
thing' for a man who loves a prancing
pair. .of bays to pay as high as $3,000
for them. These lorses are bied in

Inxury and are not able to stand whae |
Prneumonia is not an!
uncommon disease for them to contract,:
and, even in the midst of their bmuti—‘
ful surroundings, such a feam or one of ]

{farm horzes can.

the team may die within a few days’
time.

The stable shown in the illustrations
is of Spanish-American architecture. It
iz built of vellow- pressed brick, with
stone foundationz and tile roof. The
Vuilding i3 70 feet in length by 32 feet
in width. Around the base of one of
the towers there is a larme hed filled
wwith fiowers in their season. Tha win-
dows are of plate class, The interinr

is handsomely finished and decorated.
The carriage and stable rooms are fin-
ished in water colors of red and yellow,
The harness room is in-green and yel-

| hay and straw, there is a bedroom for | sorm

I znlely for the cleaning of

! a woman whose identity

! @hanghai has enlisted the co-operation
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It is not an uncommon |

|
|

| 1S THIS PROSPERITY?

James 1. Keene, the'Bri_tis!;:-bgm Bro-
ker who dabbles in frenzied finames a:
:30 Broad street; New York' Cify, and

low, and each room throughout the en-
tire building has walls which are E[ec-
orated in some of these eolors. The
toors are of hard wood, varnished. The

ceilings are in wood panel effeet. There 5 = o ‘Cedarhu
isa \.\-ﬁ?nscoting made in a tile effect and I ;?1:; dmma'nl:iz‘;& ?J{eﬁ:e‘;?;ﬁ:{é J;g?,g
enameled in ivory white. Heavy b'a:;i Jie his opinion that “the  Amayiean

trimmings also add to the beauty of
the apartments. In the stable prqper_.i
where the horses are kept-,H there tls a
porcelain water frongh. ay, -straw i L :
and grain are delivered to this apart-|§f£‘::rif1’:; ?111';!1':'1‘;1119 E“-‘ 'ﬂmP A%rniﬁc-::
ment from the upper floors by means| g oo 15880 10 1900. Tn 1800, 65
of chufes. Many of t—he }'gc::;t:; S an) per cent ot all the families in the Unite]
ends of the partitions dividing the D e lived upon farms. Tn: 1900, 614

stalls are of solid brass. To the rear'lr\er eent of all the families af the United

farmer was Never miore Prosperous than

he is today.” _ D2
By reference to the Twelfth Census

G4 stalls as =hown in the photo- : 5! 3
-(r:'a;l?e ﬁ;vt:?q: v sprend llpf)):l th_e!Sf-"f_"-" tived apan farms. Uhorefore dur-
foors, The stable is heated by steam “ing the decade rhe ratio of farm fami.
Snd. Hahted e Gla lies to total families in the nation d--

and lighted by "‘hm,r"t]"" P ereased. But notiee further. In 1880,
The corchman’s sitting room 1is sibi- | 4-q per cenf of all Amerivan familiea
ated at a point which commands a visw | lived urlhﬁ their awn unencumbersd
of the enrire first floor of the stable. | goima. Ip 1000, 444 per eent of Amer-
This apartment is als-}_usud as & har-!. o0 e ilies lived upan their own un-
ness room, where the silver-plated har-i . . ohered farms, This shows.a de.
nesses are kent in glass cases, There s D026 of 1.5 per cent in farm population
a telephone upon the wall, oriental rugs ! o pamilies. and a decrease of 2.9 per
upon the floors, a mantel, and prefty | oo i, ownership of farm homes.
antique furniture. Stylish winding | In 1850, 186 per cent of Ameriean
stairways lead to upper story and base-| e ies Jived upon mortgaged farms, In

ment. In the basement are the fur|jga0 20 per cent of Ameriean famil'es
naces and the hot water heaters. Inl oad upon mortgaged farms, This shows
the up-stairs apartments, besides fhel i, hracperity Mr. Keene reminds us af

separate places for the storage of grai,. (y.y with a decrense in pm-cfn}-,aage oF
sopuiation there is a decided in.

the coachman, n. bathroom, and a rom}n!”m;p] i:, ;hc pereentage of mortgxg}::l

[ g of the many har-| e (T hae

nesses, This beautiful stable is the | yioreaver, in 1800 the famil'es. living

pm[:erty of E. S Rogers, Some of the uron rented farms were 34.1 per cent of

wenlths men who own these fine sta-V 3" (}ije ten yenrs later the farm-rent

l.

! Dles also have country estates, whera| . ' e i5ec fiad increased to 35.6 per

they keep high-priced cattle, and even| . 4 ¢ i1e total.
engage in the raising of poultry. Willinms — SEVEN Paper under
S i 1 In other words. while the percentage
of familics livinz unon forms has ile-
ovensed, the perrentage of free farm
hames has deereased evon more. and the
rorsentave of morieaeel  and  rented
farm nemes bave de-idedly inerpaced, |
ATy, Koassa iz a man of fieures, and
pan  possiblv explain this. but it is
abait time for the Americar farmer to
do some figuring for himeelf. ]

A PREDICTTON FULFILLED,

While in Kansas last summer Tom
Lawson made several interesting predie.
tinns. Heve is one of them:

“But the end is in sight. T make the
solemn and positive assertion that. be.
fore all the investigations are finished,
befora ke sworn evidence of the finan-
“ciers of the leading insurance companies

DO YOU STAND FOR THIS?

ir

Chicago—The lucal immigration bu-|
reau disclosed today the fact that for-|
ty-nine American girls have Leen sold,
into slavery in Chinesz harems. DNlost
of them are lost to civilization and ean |
hope for mo release save by suicide. |
They are helpless prisoners in Chinese
interior towns, subject to the wh.ms of
the rmandarins, who are able to pur-
chase them through the connivanee of
1 is well known

to zovernment officials.

The denler who delivered the girls
into slavery resides in Chicago and has
a woman confederate at Shanghai, who
is also known to government secrct
serviece agents. | : [

The burcau reveiled these facts after

et in thiz  ecountry which have heen
LECEIVING. s complam.- of the sale of plundeved  is  finished,  there will
Louise Miiler, of Montreal, to an agent! . ,yvwhere from 100 to 130
of a Chinesc official in Shanghai. SHan oW posing as . men of !‘[,

Other evidence indicates Eva Cam-
peau, Maggie F. Drouin, Victoria Sta-
mour, waitresses, who were induced to
conte to Chicago four years ago from
Montreal, met the same fate. The
names of ten more young women in
Chicago and other cities who disap-
peared and have been shipped to Shang-
hai to become slaves are in possession
of an inspector. J. W. Burzat, of the Chi-
cago immigration bureau.

The -government, he says, must rely
upon the police and state authorities to
punish procuresses, because there is no
federal law against the exporting - of
women for immoral purposes. The
American consul, James L. Rogers, at

fairs, Wall street magratcs and manip:
ulators of insurance funds, doing time
in stutes’ prisons for terms varying from
eight vears to life.”

Commenting on this, the New York
Worker pertinently remarks:

“Morgan. Rockefeller, MeCall,
Keene, Stillman, and a host of lesser
lights behind the bars. some of “them for
life! The Dbusiness interests of the
country tearing_ convicg strires! -

rulers of the Twngl. the
maninulators of’r

eside
ores=es and citrés, the:
yread, the possessors of : mic i
political power of the Tountry wearing
the garb of felons! The pegple who buy
and sell legislatures and judges as fish
and sausages are bonght and sold in
Boston. eoing to jail like common cri
nals!. Uron what dope doth this, ouf
Tawson, feed that all these wonders. be
revealed te him alone? Did ever::
ctankiest crank frem Crankville, i '1,’
craziest flights of imagination, concel
such an astounding syectacle as
which the practical Boston stockbrol
gives us his “solmen and nostive asse
tion” we are soon to behold?

The age of miracles may not be
after all. and if not, there is one
lacking to round out this one, Let L
| san hit the pipe once more and giv
],hi.'- solemn and positive assertion that.

the afovesaid prospective jailbirds: Wil
either go to prison voluntarily, or
mand that they be allowed to break in!

of thn English and Chinese aunthcrities
in that eity. and evidences of the sale
of manv American and Canadian girls
have h2en procured. The authorities
have unquestionable proof of the inear-
ceration of at least a dozen of the for-
ty-nine. - 4
It is knownm that Hilda Anderson,
aged 20, committed suicide after learn-
ing the purpose of being sent to China.
They lost trace of many, who were sent
to one master after another, until thoy
oot so far in the interior that it was
impossible to loecate them. |
Chinese givl slaves bring $250 to $400.
American «irls, betrayed into the hands
of rich Chinecse by the two women.
tims have escaped at Shanchai and
fiuetuating according to their heauty
and accomplishments. Two hundred vie-
tims have escaned at Shanchai and|the penitentiavies. “t'his would’
songht tefuge in nliees frequented by | nothing to the miracle except to fit
American and Enzlish sailors.  Thay | a necessary detail. giving verisimilitud
told an officer of the United States|to an otherwise astounding and sp
navy of their experiences. ular narrative. ;
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NUTRIT

(Pronounced NU-TRE-TO)

The New Cereal Coffe'é-_._.'

It is the IaFest scientific discovery in ford drinks and is acknowiedged
by all who iry it to be “The Most Delicious Ever." '

THE OPINION OF AN EXPERT.

CARL GRAEB, M. D., of
Physician and Chemist,
1851 W. 35 Ave., Denver. Colo,

Girard Cereal Co.,
Glrard, Kansas,
Gentlemen: ey
S‘J.l:a sample of Nuirffo Semt me npen regnest has been examined, and, a3
re \J]E.m{ ‘have to admit that Nnirite has exvelled myr erpsctatims. Wi
A rln-eﬂde“ u;?il cc_rcul cef'{ega for inysell an'l wwst of my patients for more than
S Onchdd A }_e:kcn;:gning Nnfrlto were obiectionable in some point or nther.
e gralns of Fnei's Mult Coffee ury hirdly half oasted. end the coffee. bas a
85 8 _ubstitute for caffee. . 106 oo Mobe o L &5 Colo 16 detikeng e

n E f . Tts verr sour taste is.too asunt.
The much adversed Postum is peither to be remﬂg‘:u?s;.t

Its grafns are

overhasted and the taste of the Postum Coffe 1

R wstum  Coffen i3 conseq 3 1
(burat (;ereul_\. Besldes, it is unclean, turbid, ‘ands iit?c?:'Jll‘le;:ﬂgh!:zgim;;“:é:
ground is held In suspension B¥ the interference of gummy martter e »

Nuirite coffee has none of the bad ;
qnalities of the eother =
:ggm?mp;rg roasted. Its decoctitn is clean, awt les o pnrgoﬂt':.:fe. frea frow
¥ and empyrenmatic products. Tt tastes best, when pot on cold, just let. o

come to a boil. and {hen let simmer z H !
very refresbing sammer drink \“I\lzm .::mf,ently oI M Mt

I caanot, after trylng Nutrito nd coal |
coffes, and T predict that the time will come v o
il complstely control the Jmackst l;\::;e::ﬁiewi:ﬁﬁﬁmﬁi fhe Docite casame:
cturers o atl - i i ] iy

the r}:eg‘tllimments u:! II. dleuent coffee anrd ?q?d';ltucﬁqfe” e thaic Rrade o
can use this in advertising your enffee. 25 I b ‘o 16t ]
the trath be known and evervh . gtdatasa it ool
muny vears of experience. DU Sk ha .bea{;&ﬁ;cifgnl%;’:is}-o;ﬁpgct' e
Oct, 11, "05. CARL E. H. GRAEB, M. D.

Physiclan and Analytieal Chemist
Formerly (1800-1804) Food. Inspector N. Y. Citr, Manlth 'Depa'rhx{étt

Ttz gralns

Ask your grocer for it and if he does not keep it send ushi
and a two-cent stamp and we will mail ¥ou a sample packaie pos

Perkins/ R

e
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Weekly, 50 Cents per Year.
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! to Reason, Girard, Kansas.

1835

““Freedom—A mere sentimental phrase.””—Chancellor

Harper.

HEY repeat. as the fundamental maxim of
our civil policy, that all men are born free
and equal, and quote from our Declaration

of Independence ‘that men are endowed by their

creator with certain inalienable rights, among which

are life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.” [t

i« not the first time that I have had oceasion o

obsorve that men may tepeat with the nimost con-

fidence some maxim or sentimental phrase, as selt-
evident or admitted truth. which is either palpa-
bly false, or to which, upon examination, it will
be found they attuch no definite idea. Notwith-
standing our respect Ior the important document
which declared onr independence, yet. if anvthing
ho found in it, and especially in what may be re-
garded rather as its ornament than its substance—

4 B e e e e e ke ok ol o R T et
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23 false, sophistical or unmeaning—that respect should ihe consent of the gqoverned.
not screen it from the first examination.” THAT 18 FICTION.
&
CONO00C0ON00D000D00D0000TC mmwxmeemmmmmmecﬂ

Two Views of the Declaration of Independence.

“Self-government is anarchy.”’—Rev.

Parkhurst.

3 BTk KNk L ek Dk Dk R Ak DR b JWWWWWMW%
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r]qu
ferm strietly. is simply A

DO,

ANARCHY.
the nations that

their fall to the attempt to administer

by rules that are
oternally right,

own divine righteousness, but by
nations have legislated for themeslves AT
THE SUGGESTION OF MOMENTARY EXPE-
DIENCY. passion

and

It ix a blemish

wment so dear ta the heart of every trie American,
the Declaration of Independence, thal il asserls
that gm'f‘mm-“nfs derive thelr just powers from

gl UR mutual preference is fo
which is a hombastic way of
WE PREFER TO DO AS WE PRE
Self-governmen

The men who are a moral failuve,

no quotation from the law of (tod’s

1905

Charles H.

r self-government.
saying that
FER
t. if vou construe the
NOTHER NAME FOR

have perished. all of them owe
» themselves
no quotation irom that which 14

rules that men

and ambition.

wpon the fair face of that docu-

THE INQUISITIVE BOY.

e
“Mamma, why did we leave our home
And move into this shack?
Was it tuken by the Socialists,
\Who refuse to give it back?”

L. Bachman.

poin
cirenmstances:
found to be nearer
point. This peint
wages do not even
with the barest n
workingman not
starves rapidly. all

“No, child. when pa wis out of work,
We mortgaged it one day,

And the interest kept oun eating
*Til the law took it away.”

“And, mamma, where is papa oW,
Since T don’t see him more?

Did the Socialists break up our home
And drive him from our door?”’

the lower the neces
the larger the
bor market, an

«XNo, dear, he leaves when yow're asleep
And comes when you're in bed;
He has to work long hours, my som,
To earn our daily bread.”
> the capitalist
“And, mamma. who owns all the shops,
And the things pa makes each day?
Does he work so hard for Nocialists

I:impnssihlo to abolish t
without. abolishing the s

But wages rarely reach the h
t which they might even m
more

power which he needs.
wages must he high enou
keep the workingmen in

his espleitation
ystem itself.
ighest
wler these
often they are
to the lowest possible
is reached when the
supply the workman
ecessities. When the
only starves. but
work is at end.

The wages swing between these 1wo
extremes: they are found to be lower

sities of the woerkman,

supply of labor in the la-
d the slighter the capacity
of the workingman for resistance.

Tn general, wages must be high enough
to keep the workingman in 2 condition
to work, or. fo speak more
they must be high enough to seer
the measure

aceurately.
e to
of labor-
in other words.
gh, not only o
a vondition to

Who steal those things away?” work. but alse in a  condition
. . ) Sl to  produce children who — may
My son, God gave unto the vieh be able to rveplace them. It follows

The factories and soil,
That they may make their profits large

dency that is
And Ief the poor man toil.” tendency. that 18

capitalist, to-wit,

“Then, mamma, dear, why didn’t God
(iive all those things to me?

I'd make the rich man work awhile,
And let pa rest, you see.

There was a t
man. The period

“()r give those means of life to all then long. the cost

Thot none could profits take,
But own the tools with which they toil,
And all the things they make.”

in the division of

ous; they make it

Wages
g place of men.
stages of manu

v

a . R
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into
exploit

: X i
7] AUES can never vise so high as to
B8 ke it impossible for the eap-
italist to earry on his business
and live: under such cirenm-
stances it would he more pi'rrlil:lhln for
the eapitalist to give up his husiness.
Consequently, the wages of the working-
man ean never rise high enough to equal
the value of his produet. They must al-
ways be below that, o as to leave a sur-
plus; it is only the prospect of a surplus
that moves the capitalist to purchase la-
hor power. It is. therefore, evident that
in the ecapitalist social system the wages
of the workmen can never rise high
enough to put an end to the exploitation
of labor.

This surplus. which the eapitalist class |
appropriates, is larger than is usually
imagined. It covers mot only the
“profits” of the manufacturer, hut many
other items that are usually credited to
the costs of produetion and exchange. Tt |
covers, for instance, rent. imterest on
loans, salaries, merchants’ profits. taxes,
ate. All these have to be covered with
the surplus, that is, the excess of the
value of the product over tne wages of
the workingman. It is evident that this
surplus must he a considerable one if o
concern is to “pay:” the exploitation of
the workingman musf be greaf. even
where the wages are high. TbL is clear
that the wages of the workingman can-
not rise high enough to he even approxi-
mately equal fo the value of his product.
The capitalist wages system ineans, un-
der all eirenmstances. the thorough ex-
ploitation of the working class. If is

introduced
wholesale

exploi
the helpless, who
shocking maltreats

player,
to defray not only

him to propagate
queath his labor p

“When, however,
early infaney. the

hor-power.

tional advantage t

bor that is offered
children not only

ishes his capacity
it overstocks the

ties of the working
wages may he low

strength were requisite for a

perceptible: but not unti

out this proeess on his
the capitalists would find no proletarians
ready made for ex

Over and above
women and children affords the addi-

that the industrial development has u

most plensing to the
to lower the necessi-
man in order that his
er in proportion.

ime when skill and
working-
of apprenticeship was
of his training consid-

erable. Now. however, the progress made

labor and the system

of machinery render skill and strength
in production more and more superiu-

possible to substitute

unekilled and cheap workmen for skilled
ones; and, consequently, to substitute
weak women and eevn children in the
Already
factory this tendency is

in the early
1 machinery is
production does ‘the
ation commence Of

women and children of tender age—an
tation of the mest helpless among

are made a prey of
nent and abuse. Thus

machinery develops a new and wonderful
quality in the hands of t

Originally, the wage-worker, who was
not a member of the family of his em-
had to earn wages high enough

he capitalists.

his own expenses, but

“those of his family, in order to enable

himself and to be-
ower to others. With-
part the heirs of

ploitation.
the wife, and, from
children of the work-

ingman are able to take care of them-
sclves, then the wages of the male work-
ingman can be safely reduced to the level
of his own persona
risk of stopping the supply

I needs without the
of fresh la-

thiz, the labor of

hat these offer less ve-

sistance than men; and their introdue-
tion into the ranks of the workers in-
ereases wonderfully the quantity of la-

for sale in the market.

Accordingly, the labor of women and

lowers the necessities

of the workingman, but it also dimin-

for resistanee in that
labor market; owing

in both these circumstances it lowers the
l\mgvs of the workingman.

CONFESSIONS OF AN EDITOR.

The advertising leverage Thas been
one of the most powerful means of

silencing the daily press, says 2
writer in the Arena. A well-known
Ameriean  journalist, who for years
served either as edifor-in-chiel or

as u prineipal editorial writer on Chi-
cago and New York dailies, gave me
some examples showing how it was -
possible for the great dailies to he true
to the people at all {imes. One instance
cited was us follows:

“When the income tax was before
congress,” said this editor, “we came ont
strongly in favor of it, and T was pound-
ing away in a vigorous manner when one
morning our proprietor and manager,
Alr. 8., ealled me infto his room and told
me that we would have to drvop our ad-
vaeaey of the income tax.

“ “Why 7’ [ asked, “You believe in it, 1
believe in it, and the people want it.”

“*Yes, that is all very true, but you
Lknow that neither this paper nor any
other of the great dailies ean live in Chi-
cago without the advertising patronage
of certain firms.’ and he gave the names
of & number of the great newspaper ad-
vertisers. ‘Well, he continued, ' have
received a hint, and if we ddo not drop
{he advocacy of the income tax we may
expect the withdrawal of the advertising
patronage of these great houses.’

“(‘onsequently, we had teo switeh ofl
on to other subjects.”

Another typical illustration given by
my informant had to do with the beer
trust extortion.

“The New York Woarld,” said he, “had
heen exposing the way the beel trust
and the railways had the producers and
consumers by the throat, and we fol-
lowed suit. But again T was ealled into
the room of our manager, who said:
“You'll have to let up on that beef trust
business.’

““And why? I asked. ‘We are not be-
holden to the Big Four. How much ad-
vertising do they give us in a vear?

“+Ah!” he broke in, ‘directly very lit-
tle, but you remember the large vearly
contract we secured last year from B

¥ es."

“\Well, of the beel irusi is be-
hind that firm, and T have been informed
that the advertisement will be canceled
if we continue our assaulis on the trust.’

“And so again we had to turn our at-
tention to other matters. And,” he con-
tinued, “T could give you a number of
similar instances illustrating liow help-
less are the grent mewspapers in which
corporate wealth has no financial in-
terest. And still further,” he went on,
“in our great metropolitan centers there
are wheels within wheels at every turn.
The editors and proprietors of the jour-
nals belong to the elubs and are on the
most friendly terms with the gentle-
manly divectors of the mest avaricious
and brazenly law-defying corporations.
Many of them have stock tendered to
them. and in a hundred different ways.
often hefore thev are aware of the fact,
they become obligated morally, if in no
other way, to the individnals who are
moving spirits in the great public ser-
vice corporation, monopolies and frusts.”

10 Acres Free

of land in Sunny, Arkansas, in the great-
est fruit belt in the world,in the Ozark hills
—pure air and water, a fine climate win-
ter and summer, given each week to the
man that sends in the largest club of
yearly subscriptions.

A Test Will Tell

What Liguozone Can Do for You=--and It Is Free.

You who are waiting—we ask you

again to try Liquozone; to try it at our proved, again and again, in the most dif-
expense.  You'll regret this delay when | ficult germ diseases. Then we offered to

vou learn what the product means to supply the first
Yo

Do as millious have done—stop doubt-
ing; give Liquozone o tesi. Then judge
it by results. Germ diseases—aund there
are seoves of them—call for a germivide.
Those are the disenses to which Liquo-
zone hest applics. Don't eling blindly
to old-time remedies. if yon don't find
them effective. Let us prove the power
of the new.

What Ligueczone ls.

yeurs.
ones, scattere
Liguozon

But so many

germ attae

Ihe virtues of Liquozone are derived to them.
solely from gases. The formula is sent '-"l“"-"'_“t' ouT =
{n.

to esci user. The process ot making re-
cwres large apparatus, and from § to
14 days time. [t is directed by cheinists
of {he highestsclass. The object is to so
fix and combine the gases as lo earry
into Lhe system a powerful tﬂlli-:-gf-rmf-
cide,

Contact with Liguozone Kills any form
of disense germ. heeause germs are of
vegetable erigin. Vet to the bady Liquo-
zone is not only harmless, but helpful in
the extreme. That is its main distine-
+ion. Common germile' 3 ure poison when

5 3_‘igf".!'_1{=l_|_1.v'm011t11. » why medicine

Yeon that omrm disease.

t once everizing, pu-
AAATesS vavnnas party heé 3 exist

Where

bottle free.
diffienlt—we

a penny.

Asthma )
Abaopas —Ansemin
Rronehitis

Bleod Pelson
Rowel ‘froubles
Congla—0Colils
Cemtnmption
Cantagious Diseases
Cancer—Catareh

onal. Divsentery—IMorrhea
Stafe.. sieecann.n .peta._rn Tivspepsia—Dandrufl
NOTF—If you pag io fi ¥ Lezema—EBrysipelns

1l | Fevers—Gall Stones

the stock, enclosing full ame

ease that required if.
lion dollars have been spent to announce
and fulfill this off
The result is that 11,000,000 bottles
bave been used, mostly in the past two
Today there are countless cured
d everywhere. to tell what
¢ has done.
others need it that this
offer is published still. In late years,
science has traced scoves of diseases to
ke €% remedies do not apply
== @i to show those sick

wr —ez=what L

been made with jt. Lts power had been

bottle free in every dis-
And over one mil-

er.

It Applies.

These are the diseazes in which Liquo-
zone has been most employed.
it has earned its widest veputation. In
all of these troubles we supply the first
And in all—no matter how

offer
months’ further test without the risk of

pach user a

Goitre—Gont
rionorrhes—Gleel
Hay Fever—Influenza
La Grippe
Leucerrhea
Malarla—Neuralgia
Piles—Quinsy
Nbheumatism
Sorofnla—Syphilis
Skin Diseases
Tuberenloss
Tumors—llcers
Throat Troubles

iquozone can

In these

two

Also most forms of the following:
Eldney Troubles Liver Trouhles
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‘A HEROINE’S REWARD.

For thirty-eight years Elizabeth Gal-
lagher has lived in a little rented hous2
at 328 East Twenty-second street, New
York. Through all these years she has
promptly paid the rent, supporting her-

ff

.

self doing honsework and sernbhbing. But
with increasing feebleness her carnings
have fallen off.

The other day she sat among her poor
household effects out in the sharp wind
of the street. She had been evicted be-
couse <he had fallen one month behind
in her rent.

Mis. Gallagher has lived in the neigh-
horhood since she was 10. She is now
50, During the eivil war she was living
next doar to the police station.

When the dratt riot mob pillaged Ma-
jor Wood's gun factory at Twenty-sec-
ond street and Thivd avenue and turned
the weapous on the 1ast Twenty-secoid
street stotion. Elizabeth stuelk 1o her
gins in the house next door, and met the
moly with kettles of hoiling water when
thev rushed the station honse to burn it.
Thee erowd set fire fo her house in re-
and that is how she came to take

venge,
aeross the street.

up quarters in No. 328,
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CHAPTER XX?ITI,—(Gonclndud-)

Sueh were the stoek-yards during the
strike; while the strikers watehed in
sullen despair, and the country clamored
like a greedy child for its ‘fcod. and _t-lm
packers went grimly on their way, bring-
ing order out of chaos, and breaking the
opposition. Each day they had more
A could be more stern with

w one of their agents in
and Te could feel the
change day by duy, like the slow start-
ing up of a heavy train. He had gotten
used to being a masier of men; and be-
cause of the stifiing heat and the stench
and. the fact that hé was a vseab” and.
knew it und despised himself, he was
drinking and developing 4 villainous
temper, and he stormed and cursed and
raged at his men, and drove them until
they were ready to.dvop with exhans-

Jurgis was ne
this process:

tion.
‘Then one day late in August. a super-
intendent ran into the place and

chouted to Jurgis and his men to droy
their work and come. They followed
him outside, to where, in the midst of
4 dense throng, they saw several two-
hovee trucks waiting, and three patrol-
wagon loads of police. Jurgis and his
men sprang upor one of the trucks, and
the driver velled to the erowd and they
went thundering away at o gallop.
Eleven steers had just escaped from
the yards, it was said: the strikers had
aot hold of them, and now the wagons
were going to the rescue, and there
would be the chance of a serap!

it ab the Ashland Ave-
nue gate. and started in the direttion of
the “dump.” There was a vell as soon
as they were sighted. men and women
rushing oubt of honses and saloons as
they galloped by. There were eight or

They went ot

———

workers, an T : ¥
contents, Tlen the three went outside
those they had—could put them on| y N 5 S
piepr'-\\‘nr‘-;. and threaten and dismiss l\t\?lr:n ,lt‘I: ‘(,::l: “lw‘l“ '1,:) q;:nl:(. &:?T,}%m {3;5
them if they did not keep up the pfce. Al adiine s
E spinning and dashed out himself. The

floor brought the fat Polish woman to
her feet again, gasping with tervor. and
another member of the killing gang who
had come in to share the fuu crept up
ehind her and put his knee into her
back and shut his hands over her eyes:
and then he called-to rhe policeman, who
went back and broke open the cash-
drawer and filled his pockets with the

aang having already honsted the carcass
onto the truck, they sel out at a trof,
followed by sereams and curses. and a
shower of bricks and stones from unseen
cnemies, These bricks and stones, with
the addition of a few imaginary pistol-
shots, would figure in the accounts of the
sriot” which would be sent out to a
few thousand newspapers within an hour
or two: but the episode of the cash-
drawer would not be mentioned again,
save in the heart-breaking legends of
Packingtown.—Certainly, at any rate,
Jurgis did not mention it, for during the
drive the policeman slipped into  his
Sand two “cart-wheels” that had come
out. of the till

It was lale in the afternoon when
they got back. and they dressed the re-
mainder of the steer and a couple of
others that had been killed, and then
knocked off for the day. Jurgis went
downtown to supper, with three friends
who had been on the other trucks, and
they exchanged reminiscences on the
way. Afterwards, they drifted into a
roulette-parlor, and Jurgis, who as
never lucky at gambling, dropped about
fitteen dollars. To console himself, he
had to drink a good deal. and he wenf
back to Packingtown about two o'elock
in the morning, very much the worse for
his exeursion. As he was going to the
place where he slept he met a painted-
cheeked woman in a greasy “kimona.”
and she put her arm about his waist to

eSS e,

he asked.

“l've heen deing a fellow up.” sarinl
Jurgis, “and T've got to zet five hundred
dellars’ bail.”

*1 .can
the other.
lars, of course,
trouble:”

A man that did me
once.” answered Jurgis.

“Who is he?”

“He's u boss
partment—or ns=ed to be,
(Connor.”

And the other gave a starb, “Connor!”
he eried. “Not Phil Connor!”

(hat all right” said
vou a few dol-
was  Lhe

:I\'l'i‘,ligf"
=1t may cost
But what
trick

o mean

in Smith's sausage-de-
His name's

“Yes! said Jurgis, "that's his name, 1
think. Why?"

wGood God!” exclaimed the other,
“then you're in for it. old man! 1 can't
help you!”

“Not help me! Why not®”

*“Why. he's one of Cassidy’s best men
_he's o vice president of the War
VWhoop League, and they talked of send-
ing him to the Stafe Legistature! Thil
Connor! (reat heavens!”

Jurgis sat silent with dismay. “Why,

he can send you to Joliet, if he wants
to!” declared the other.

wCan't T have Cassidy gel me off be-
fore he finds out about it?” asked Jur-
gis, at length.

“(assidy’s out of town,” the other an-
swered. “T don’'t even know where he is."”
(The boss of the stock-yards had gone
into hiding—having found that ib is not
possible for a man even to pretend to
serve two masters, when the masters
are at open war.)

That was a pretty mess, indeed. Poor
Jurgis sat hali-dazed—his pull had run
up against a bigger pull, and he was
down and out! “But what am T going to
do?" he asked, weakly.

“How should I know?"” said the other.
“1 shouldn't even dare to get bail for
vou—why, T might ruin myself for life!”
Again there was silence. “Can’t you do
it Jurgis asked, “and pretend thal you
didn’t know who I'd hit?”

“But what good would that do you
when vou came to stand trial®” asked
Harper. He sat buried in  thought.
“There's nothing—unless it's this:
could do as you say, and have your bail
reduced; and then if you had the
money vou could pay it and forfeit
your bail and skip.”

Jurgis did not understand this, until
it was explained at length. “How much
will it be?” he asked finally.

“1 don't know.” said the other. “How

much do you own?”
“I've got about three hundred dellars
saved,” was the answer.

ten policemen on the truck, however,
and there was no disturbance until they
came to u place where the street was
blocked with « dense throng. Those on
the fiving truck yelled o warning and
the crowd seattered pell-mell: then the
reseue party saw one of the steers lying
in its blomd. There were o good many
cattle-butehers at lavge in the neigh-
borhood, with nothing mueh to do, and
hungry children at home; so some one
had Enocked out the steer—and as &
first-class man van kill and dress one in
a vouple of minutes, there were a good
many steaks and roasts already missing
from it. This was thieving, of course,
and called for punishment—which the
police proceeded to administer by leap-
ing from the truek and darting into the
throng, eracking at every lead they saw.
There were vells of rage and pain, and
{he territied people fled into houses and
stores, or seattered helter-skelter down
the street. Jurgis and his gang joined
in the sport, every man singling ont his
vietim, striving te bring him {o bay
and “puneh the daylizhts” out of him.
1f he fled into a house his pursuer
would smash in the {limsy door with his
shoulders, and follow him up the stairs.
hitting everyone who came within
veach, and finally dragging his syuealing
quarry from under a hed or pile of old
clothes in a eloset,

Jurgis and two policenien were chas-
ing two men who ran into a bar-room.
One of them took shelter belind the
bar, and one of the policemen cornered

rCut Out This Coupon.
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pany, 403461 Wabdsh Ave., Chivago.
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him awd proceeded to whack him over
the back and shoulders until he'lay
down awd gave a chance at his headd.
The other leaped a fence in the rear,
balking the seeond policeman, who was
fat: awd a5 he eame back. furious and
eursing. a big Polish woman, the owner
of the saloon. rushed in sereaming, and
he gave her a poke in the stonach that
dobled hey up on the floor. Meantime
Jurgis, who was of » practical temper.
was helping himself to the contents of a
hottle on the bar: and the first police-
man, havine laid out his man, joined him

in this. handing out several more bottles,
and filling his pockets hesides—and

offer applics to new users only
or- hosplial not yet using Liguo.
ppphied for a test.

Naote that thi
Any physiclas
zone will be g];mh; ¥

then, as he started fo leave, cleaning
off all-the balance with a sweep of his
club.  The din of them crashing to the

steady him, With no further formality
than an inquiry as to terms, they
| F-nrm‘d into o dark room they were pus%-
ing. Searcely, however, had they taken
two steps before another door opened,
and a watchman entered, carrying a lan-
tern.

“Who's fhere?” he called sharply.
. Jurgis started to mutter some ]"op]\u
i but at the same instant the muan raised
| his light, and it flashed in his face. and
Jurgiz recognized him; he stood stricken
dumb, and his heart gave a leap like a
mad thing. He eaught his breath and
a sudden trembling seized him. The
man was Connor!

(C'onmor, the boss! Connor, whe had
seduced his wife, who had sent him to

ined his life! It was (Connor who stood
there. staring. with the light flashing
upon his hated face! Jurgis had thought
of him often since coming back fo Pack-
ingtown, but it had been as of some-
thing far off, that no Jonger concerned
him. Now, however, as he saw him, alive
and in the flesh. the same thing hap-
pened to kim that had happened beforve;
a [flood of rage boiled np in him. a blind
frenzy seized him-—he Aung himself at
the man. and smote him between the
eves, and then, as he fell, seized him by
the throat and began to pound his head
upon the floor.

The woman had sereamed in fright,
and jeople came rushing in. The lantern
had heen upset and extinguished. and
it was so dark thev could nol see a
thing: but thev eould hear Jurgis pant-
ing, and hear the thumping of his vie-
-tim's skull. and they rushed there and
tried to pull him off. Precisely as he-
fore, Jurgis came awayv with n'pirrr-o of
his enemy’'s flesh between his  teeth, and.

\fho had interfered with him. until a po-
Iu_-m:.m_l[ had come and beat him into in-
sensibility.

in the stock-vards station-house,
time, however, he had money in

This

prison, and wrecked his home, and ru- |

as hefore. he went on fighting with those

So he spent the halanes of the night

his

“\Well,” was Harper's reply. “T'm not
sure, but Il try and get vou oft for that.
Tl take the rick for friendship’s sake—
I'd hate to see von sent to state’s
prison for a year or two.”

So finally Jurgis ripped out his bank-
hook—which was sewed up in his tron-
sers—and signed an order, which “Bush”
Havper wrote, for all the money to be
paid to him Then the latter went and
aot it. and hurried to the court. and ex-
plained to the magistrate that Jurgis
was a decent fellow and a friend of Cas-
sidy’'s who had been attacked by a
strike-breaker. So the bail was made
three hundred dollars, and Harper went
ou it himself; he did not tell this to Jur-
gis, lowever—nor did he tell him that
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when the time for trinl came it would
Bbe an easy matter for him Lo aveid the
forfeiting of the bail and pocket
three hundred dollars as his reward for
the risk of offending Tom Cassidv! All
that he said, when he came with the
bond, was that Jurgis was
that the hest thing he could do was to
get out of the neighborhood as quickly
as possible: and jpoor Jurgis, over-
whelmed with gratitude and relief, took
the dollar aud tfourteen cents that was
]‘r‘ft him on his bank-useeount, and pub
it with the two dellars and a quarter
that was left from his last night's cel-
ebration, and boarded n street-car and
got. off at the other end of Chicago, an
outeast and a tramp once more, =
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