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or, Who
Scuttled the
Ship ?

The Last Cruise of
the Amalgamated;

A TRAGEDY IN ONE ACT. SCENE: 26 Broadway, New York.
Dranaris PERSONN.E: Lawson, lieutenant; Rogers, captain of the Pirate Ship.

LL rvight. Now’s the
possible {o clear our dec

The scene was truly in keep-
ing with the situation. We were
In the little glass pen where most of our
conferences took place. I, with my el-
bows on the small mahogany table, sat
looking across*at him leaning back in
his chair, Without knowing what was
to happen, but from a certain suppressed
i eagerness I had detected under his frigid
; composure, I had a strong conviction
i that he was nerving himself for a coup
z of some kind. Instantly a swift thrill of
apprehension suggested I'd better look
for real deviltry. There was perhaps a
minute’s delay while he fumbled in his
pocket and drew out letters and papers.
My blood steeplechased in my veins as
[ waited for him to deal me the hand
that might decide my fate. In such
tense moments thoughts flash in and out

best time
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interval. To make real all the terrors T
was suffering, it would be necessary for
me to enter into elaborate details of the
wide-spread financial commitment into
which T had been led by my relations
with the Consolidated. I was staggering
under immense lines of Boston “Cop-
pers.” which were to be included in the
second section of Amalgamated, but had
been purchased to make part of the first
section. Some of tnese Mr. Rockefeller
was carrying for me; the rest were por-
tioned among two dozen banks, trust
companies and brokers. With the profits
1 had legitimately calculated upen, I had
proposed to lighten my burden and with
the balance attend to the personal con-
tract T had taken on my shoulders :to
protect Amalgamated stock in the mar-
ket., To do so on this showing would
be out of the question; more than ever
should T be at “Standard Oil's” mercy.
The dangers that threatened me as-
sumed ecyclopean proportions as I mar-
shaled them. Suddenly another contin-
gency flashed across my brain. “What
if they should tell you that, having re-
fused what is fair, you should have noth-
ing—that you could go to the devil and
fight? Then where would you be?”
That meant ruin, crushing, irrevocable,
complete; and mstantly a series of dis-
asters began a cinematographic proces-
sion across my disordered brain, so por-
tentously realistic that I found myself
shivering in anticipation, when suddenly
the door-knob clicked and 1 jumped to
my feet to admit Dr. Rogers. In his
hand was a paper. I had eyes for it
alone, 1 took it from his outstretched
fingers and devoured its contents. It
was the same sheef, the same word “bal-
ance,” but underneath the old figures
was a line below which appeared a new
set of ciphers, showing just a fraction
under five millions of dollars. Tn the
brief interval of minutes my halance had
doubled, Before T could utter a word.
to arrest my
attention, Mr. Rogers was exclaiming:
“Lawson, one word before you open
your mouth. Remember, T said you
ghould bhe satistied. Mr. Rockefeller
agrees with me, He thinks these figures
now are right, but wanted me to tell
vou if you helieve they are not, to make
your own and you'll have what they call

tor.”
.Henry H. Rogers
imal, and in the
1

3 CAPTAIN ROGERS. f 4
i with his hand on my a

rm
of the mind like lightning, and as T
! watched him rise, the fateful paper in
his hand, it came over me with a sharp
i exultation that however the trumps fell
it was a great game—great even for the
king of gamesters who was about to
play his hand. Just as the master card
gambler who has lived for weeks and
months with the coup by which he is
going to make his killing. pauses for one
lasgt serutiny of the vietim bhefore deliv-
ering the blow that will lay his fortune

knows the human an-
fimate intercourse of
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A BUNCH OF REPUBLICAN EDITO-
RIALS.

The Harrison County Herald, of Clarks-
ville, W. Va., is a stalwart republican
newspaper. Nevertheless, this does not
prevent - the editor from writing of
things as they are. I clip the following
bunch of editorials from a late issuwe. 1
want to tell you that when the, loeal
press commences to print editorials of
that kind there will be something doing
in this trust-ridden country. Heres {o
the Harrison County Herald—may its
shadow never grow less:

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

From the “Punkville Gasbag.”’

“Young Author”—Sorry we cannot use
Yyour MS entitled “How the Financial
Giants of Today Made Their First Thou-
sand Dollars.” An article showing how
they made their last thousand will be
taken any time, at your own price.

“Bill Mudhead”—WWe think your idea
of forming a TLabor Voters’ union to
raise the price of votes is worthy of con-
sideration. As you say, it’s hardly worth
while having a vote when you can only
get $2 for.it once in four years. It's
barely a cent a week! You and your
mates should certainly unite. We see no
reason why you couldn't force the price
up to a cent and a half, or even two
cents a week, )

“T. Mitchell”—There is always a
steady demand in the market for a good
reliable dope that is not too expensive—
something that can be handed out in
generous guantities to the poor working
people; but we are inclined to think thaf,
vour patent. “No-Politics-in-the-Union”
dope-would not now command a very ex-
tensive sale. It isn’t exactly what one
could term ‘new,” and we learn that it
is not mnearly as efficacions as it used
‘to be.

“Gwennie” (Newport)—If you want
to make your “Pink Teas” real popular
and pleasant, you should get up little de-
bates, such as “Which Is the More Use-
ful Member of the Community—the So-
ciety Lady or the Washerwoman?” or,
“It We Hadn't Been Born Would Our
Country Have Missed Us?” You might
also suggest in a playful way that some
of the ladies and gentlemen present
might give little five-minute talks on,
“now Can T Justify My Existence?”
You could then ask conundrums (still in
a playful way), such as, “What Is the
Difference Between an Aristocrat and a
Parasite?” “Which One Is Likeliest to
Be the Greater Criminal—the Tramp or
the Millionaire 77 or, “Which Class Could
Exist Best Without the Other—the
Working Class or the Workless Class?”
You needn’t worry about the answers—
your wealthy friends will be so charmed
at your ingenious questions that they
will quite forget ahout answering. TIn
this way you will make yourself im-
mensely popular. You will be much
spoken of by those whom vou entertain
—hut we wouldnt advise you to run
your “Pink Teas” foo close upon gne
another.

“S8ammy Gompaz"—We can hardly ad-
vise you as to how long vou ought to
keep the bandages on your hrother’s
swollen eyes. You must he very careful,
whatever you do, as the painful inflam-
mation that’s almost certain to follow
will undoubtedly make the poor fellow
very irritable, You had better contrive
to have a good anaesthetic lying handy,

The working class have but one
weapon of which the capitalists are
afraid—the ballot,
The capitalists have o objection to a
government by the people as long as they

are considered the people. *

The government is investigating the
General Paper company, the concern that
controls the print paper industry and
makes the prices. These investigations
are great things—they don't hurt the
trusts any—and they amuse the people
wonderfully.,

Have you noticed how the price of
sugar has gone up in the last few years?
You only get about two-thirds as much
now for the same money as you did sev-
eral years ago. In other words the
sugar trust is stealing about thirty cents
from yon on every dollar’s worth of
sugar ‘you buy. If you were to steal
thirty cents from the trust you would
probably go to jail.

According to Mr. John Moody, over
twenty thousand millions of wealth is
held by the Standard Oil-Morgan group.
This group is governed by four men and
these four men are largely subject to one
man. They control over one-fourth of
the wealth of the nation. A man might
start a small industry, but it would have
to be so small as not to arouse the ob-
jection of these greater interests, other-
wise they would ruin  his business.
There is a point hevond which the small
venturer cannot go,

The price of Standard Oil stock has
dropped, but what of it? The dividend
just declared is grester than when the
price of stock was higher, The price of
oil is just the same, and the amonnt of
water in the stock has nothing to do
with the robhery of the peaple. Tf the
Standard was capitalized at onlv %1.000
and it had possession of what it holds. it
would pay $36,000,000 a vear in divi-
dends just the same. 1t is not the
watered stock that is hurting you—it is
the high price ‘you have to pay which
the possession of the industry enables
the capitalist to collect from you.
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low, so Henry H. Rogers looked pierc-
ingly into my eyes and said:

“There’s the account, Lawson.”
laid on the table in front of me an ob-
long piece of paper. On it were some
lines of words followed by other lines
of figures. That was all. T spread it
out carefully between my two hands
and bent over it. Then T looked up. Be-
fore letting the significance of the fig-
ures penctrate my mind, T wished to
know exactly to what they pertained.

“If T understand aright, Mr. Rogers,”
I asked, “this does not take in our Bos-
ton deals or my loans on the Butte and
other affairs, but is a
first section only—a
showing just whatimy 25 per cent of the
Amalgamated and the things connected
with it amount to? Am T right?”

My voice was even and calmly busi-
nesslike, and he answered in exactly the
same tone.

“It shows where you stand on this
particular affair, and gives your balance
of stock and cash, which we are ready
to pay over in whole or in part. in case
you may want to leave some of it
against the loans on the other section.”

I turned fo the paper: I leaned over
it, letting my two hands with the el-

He

final clearing-up,

blur, Into my mind rushed an avalanche

the numbers that were burning them-
selves into my brain. But what if it
were rightly but two and a half millions;
and the great sum on which all my mar-
ket movements had been predicated was
a hideous miscaleulation? Then inevita-
bly was I hopelessly bankrupt, or saved
from tnat only to find my neck irrevoe-
ably caught in the *Standard 0il” noose,
I tried fiercely to steady my nerves, to
arrest the stampeding terrors that had
broken loose in myv brain. There flitted
into my mind a feverish memory of the
hideous procession of Thursday’'s mid-

—night vigil. I fiercely asseverated to my-

self: “I must be cool, T must, I must.”
But all my vesolutions went as goes the
powder when touched by the mateh. 1In
an instant nothing in the world mat-

{ tered; all dams burst asunder; I sprang

. to my feet, kicked over the chair, and
with an exclamation which was half yell,
half imprecation, T stuek the paper un-
der Mr. Rogers’ eyes. On the balance

 line I beat a tattoo with my trembling

forefinger. Then [ caught my voice.
Heavens «nows what I said, for all bar-
tiers’ were down and a flood-tide of rage,
overwhelming,) terrific, swept my being.
There was no chance for Mr. Rogers to
answer or interrupt me. Suddenly 1 be-
i came conscious tnac I was saying: “Am
& 1 to understand that this is final? Is
this what T get tor my cursed work?”
My voice as 1 heard it was strange—a
;ihoarse hiss—and the words fell on my
| ‘car like a death sentence. *No, hy ——,
G 1 I sprang between him and the

+ “Lawson, in the name of tod, ston for
#a second; there is some mistake; T see

there is some mistake., some terrible
o blunder that they have made up-stairs.
Don’t utter another word.
spaper and I'll tak® it to Mr. Rockefeller,
e will s¢e. what is wrong: he and Tl go

profits, every dollar.”

I handed him the paper without a
word. He was out of the room in-
tanter, T heard gates bang and knew

sthe had, as he promiserd. “‘gone up-stairs.”

“T locked the door and waited. T shall

[ qever forget the racking torture of that

=]

preceding yeanrs
tunity to learn

ad had ample oppor-
ose very human char-
to the blending of

is a weakness of
m intensely conscious, yet can

-]

not
moved by any chow of

gene
fairness, however specious,

the new figures and realized
hell T had conjured up was n
a nightmare, a very rapture of gratitude

more than

and relief seized me. Tt was not that I
lost sight of the fact that thiz new hal-
ance was far below what T knew was my
right, for according to the lowest compu-
tation my proper share was nine mil-

- bows resting on the table support my |lions; nor did 1 fail o realize that T was
head. DMy, Rogers could see only the | in the power of this man whose greed,
back and top of my head, no part of my | callonsness and brutal obstingev in the

face. At the first glance T caught the | faee of opposition no one knew better

balance—it was a little less than two |than 1. Still, though his unusual defer-
millions and a half. At once the other | ence convineed me that hy econtinued,
lines upon the sheet became a crimson | fiery insistence I could foree from him

the yemaining four millions (for the one

of ~figures and facts which proved |thing Standard Oil never lets get into
irresistibly that I _should ha\‘&j court is a dispute over a division of proi-
read nine millions in  place  of |its on a joint stock deal). the first shock

had heen so awtul, and the reaction was
so sudden, that my whole heing revolted
at the idea of further business. Indeed,
I was in the same condition as the man
whose runaway horse suddenly stopped
just as the chilaren in the roadway
seemed doomed to be crushed and beaten
to death beneath its iron heels. He con-
dones the running away in gratitude for
the stopping. A glad voice within me
seemed to he saying: “It’s all right. all
right—that’s money enough to fight him
out with—vhat's ammunition for vietory
—victory for yourself, for the friends
who have banked on your ability to pro-
tect them.”

I said to Mr. Rogers: “Tell Mr. Rock-
efeller T thank him for his fairness. I
thank you both. I'm satisfied and this
is settled.” I put my finger on the ac-
count which lay on the table.

Yes, I really thanked these men who
had tried to roh me of 75 per cent of all
the millions that I had earned by all the
laws of the game, and that T so urgently
required to protect those T had lured to
probable destruction: needed as a mother
in the desert needs milk to Keep life in

Give me that |

1
over -it together and you shall have ! from relief at eseaping the clutches of |
what’s Tight. 1 will he back in a few | the dread hell of which for certain mo- |
minutes, and T swear {o vou vou shall | ments T had felt the flaming grasp: hef
have your full share. Yes, [ swear to you | because of the sudden degrading vealiza- {
vou shall have what vou say is vight.f tion that he had attempted fto perpe- |
éven if it takes every dollar of the|trate on a fzithful comrade in arms ag

her babe. 1 thanked these men in
heartfelt terms because they had re-
turned me an additional third of my
own money. Idiot, you say, I went fur-
ther; T shook Mr. Rogers by the hand.
and as the tears gathered in his eyes I
said, and it was from the heart, too:

“Don’t think, Mr. Rogers, that 1 shall
ever lay up this day inst you and Mr.
Rockefeller, or that I shall resent not
getting all T thought [ should have had. |
1 want you both to understand that I
do know I am entitled to more. but it
ends here. I will cherish na ill-fceling,
for this balance is amply sufficient to en-
able me to dowhat I will do with it and
—-there is more on earth than millions.”
We were both emotionally exeited, T

aga

cowardly

and contemptible piece Ofi
treachery.

My impulsive gratitude for

[ the measure of justice granted me mades {

his avaricious greed seem even ta iu'm,
despicable, and for an instant Henry H.

{
Rogers was honestly ushamed.-—Ever}-,(
Lody’s Magazine, - i

-and believing that in them will wulti-

in case of emergency.

We have veceived a cute little poem
from Ar. Post, entitled, “The Masters’
‘Declaration of Freedom.'” Therein he
shows how sweet little Willie Master gets
pushed and shoved about by a big,
coarse boy called Tommy Union-Labor.
It’s awfully pathetic—in parts, espe-
cially where Willie has a dispute with
Tommy Union-Labor over the hauling
of a wagon, and little Willie hands
Tommy 2 big black eye. Whilst we have
no desire to dampen the enthusiasm of
a promising voung poet like Mr., Post,
still we would like to see what he conld
do from the opposite view-point, before
publishing his effusion. Might we sug-
gest that he write a companion poem un-
der the title of “The Slave’s Declaration
of Freedom?’” X
J. ALILLS WILSON,

TWO SIGNIFICANT ITEMS.

From the Jouwrnal American Medical
Association:  “Six market men in Bos-
ton were each fined $100 for selling ham-

preservatives. Their econviction was
based on investigations of Dr. Harring-
ton. of the state board of health, who de-
tected sulphite of soda. Experiments
made by feeding cats with meat so pre-
served demonstrated marked degenera-
tive disease of the kidneys and implies
that this form of adulteration may be
largely tesponsible for Bright's disease.”

From the same paper, on a different
page: “During the week ended January
28, 558 deaths were reported, equivalent
to an annual death rate of 14.61 per
1.000. During the previous week there
were 591 deaths, and in the correspond-
ing week of 1904, 549 deaths. The prin-
cipal death causes were as follows:
Pneumonia, 96; eonsumption, 60
Bright’s disease, 44; violence, 30; heart
disease, 36; and nervous diseases, 30,

In the opinion of the undersigned the
recent remarkable increase in the So-
cialist vote in America should serve as
an indication to the educated men and
women of the country that Socialism is
a thing concerning which it is no longer
wise to be indifferent.

The undersigned, regarding its aims and
fundamental principles with syvmpathy,

mately he found the remedy for many
far-reaching economic evils. propose or-
ganizing an association, to he known as
the Intercollegiate Socialist Society, for
the purpose of promoting an intelligent
interest in Socialism among college men,
graduaie and under graduate, through
the formation of study clubs in ihe col-
leges and universities. and the encour-
aging of all legitimate endeavors to
awaken an interest in Sorialism among
the educated men and women of the
country. ATl persons who care to join
such a society and aid in such work
are requested Lo send their names to the
temporary secretary. Chas, A, R. Hol-
brook. box 1663, New York city,

t don, Upton Sinclair,

1. G. Pheips-Stokes. Thomas Went-
worth Higginson, Charlotte Perkins ¢il-
man. Clarence 8. Darrow. Oscar Lovel]
Triges. B. Q. Flower, William ¥nglish
Walling. Teonard W. Abbott, Jack Lon-

David M. Parry has resigned as presi-
dent of the Citizens’ Alliance and (. W,
Post has steped into his shoes. Post is
the Battle Creek manufacturer of post-
mortem  gripenuts, an alleged break-
fast food, who breaks out in halt-page
adds in the daily papers every so often
and raves against trade wnions. Tt is
rumored fthat things have not heen co-
ing well in the aliance, and those who
are “working” that body wanted some-
body who is more easily separated from |
kis monev than Parry. and Post looked !
good to them.—Cleveland Citizen.

burger steak which had been treated hy

ingle attempt has been made to
get at the cause of the trouble in the
teamsters® strike at Chicago. The cause
was a small one and could have heen
made right by the expenditure of »n few
dollars, but the employers refused to rec-
ognize any human vights and spent mil-
lions of dollars and caused ceveral.
deaths rather than add a few cents a
day to the wage: of some stary-
ing women and girls. Their motto seems
to he, “millions for. oppression, but
et one -eent  for justice”  They may
suppress the trouhle temporarily with
police and soldiers, but. eo long ‘as the
cause is not removed it will break out
again, Justice cannot be kept down. De-
feated at the strike, the wo king class
will be foreed to use their hallots, where
they could be strong, while at the strike
they are weak. Cairy the fight to the
polls and the result will be different.

SEND US NOwW

Your order for at least 250 copies
of the great Trust Edition, which will |
outdistance anything of its king ever
before seen in this country. We want
you to distribute these papers among |
the people of your vicinity-—farmers,
workingmen, doctors, lawyers, and
every one except men engaged in
business. You will want at least 250
copies, which will only cost you 1.
This is a special price, for this edition
only, :

“THE REBEL AT LARGE.”

Prof. Thaddeus Bumrr Wakeman, pro-
fessor of Sociology and Applied Science
of Liberal University, writes: “Thanks
for your valuable book. “The Rebel at
Large” * ¥ the sad but too true

The Jungle

children continued to iret
tfood ran short.

were only sleeping;

By Upton Sinclair
Author of “Manassas,” ““Prince Hazen,” ete.
Copyright 1803 by Upton Sinclair.
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CHAFTER XIV.

factory, our

chop it up into sausage

pickle-reoms, they could now
the whole of the spoiled meat industry

meaning into that old

pig except the zqueal.

would rub it uv with soda ta taks away

free-lunch counters.
hams they had an ingenious appara-
tus, by which they saved time and in-
creased the capacity of the plant—a
machine consisting of a hollow needle
attached to a pump; by plunging this
needle into the meat and working with
his foot, a man could fill a hum with
pickle in a few seconds. And yet, in
spite of this. there would he hams found
spoiled, some of them with an odor
so bad that a man could hardly hear
to be in the room with them. To pump
into these the frugal packers had a
seeond and much stronger piekle which
destroyed the ndor—a process known fo
the workers as “giving them thirty
per cent.”  Alse, after the hams had
heen smoked, there would be found some
that had gzone to the bad. Formerly
these had been sold as “Number Three
Grade,” but Jater. on, some ingenious
person had hit upon a new device. and
now they would extract the hone, about
| which the bhad part generally lay, and
insert in the hole- a white hot iren.
After this invention there was no longer
Number One, Two and Three Grade—
there was only Number One Grade.

It was only when the whole ham was
spoiled that it came into the depart-
ment of Ona. Cut up by the two thou-
sand-revolutions-a-minute  flyers,
mixed with half a ton of other meat, no
odor that ever was in a ham could make
any difference; and if people all over
the world ate the zausage and died of
ptomaine poisoning, the packers would
not even have to know it. There was
never the least attention paid to what
wvas cuf up for sausage; there would
come all the way back from Furepe old
zausage that had been vejected, and
that was moldy and white—it would
be. desed with borax and glyeerine, and
dumped into the heppers, and made over
again for home consumption. There
would he meat that had tumbled out on
the floor. in the dirt and saw-dust, where
the workers had tramped and spit un-
counted hillions of consumption germs,
There would be meat stored in great
piles in rooms; and the water from
leaky roofs would drip over it, and
thousands of rats would race about on
it. It was too dark in thesze storage
places to see well, but a man could
run his hand over thesze piles of meat
and sweep off handfuls of the dried dung
of rats. These rats were nuisances, and
the packers would put poisoned bread

and

jout for them; they would die, and then
{rats, bread, and meat would 2o inte
{ the hoppers together.

This is no fairy-
story, and no joke; the meat would be
shovelled into carts, and the man svho
did the shovelling would mnot trouble
to lift out a rat even when he saw one
—there were things that went into the
sausage in comparison with which a
poisoned rat was a tidbhit. There was
no place for the men to wash their

so. they made a practice of washing
them in the water that was to be ladled
into the sausage. There were the hutt-
ends of smoked meat, and the scraps
of corned heef, and all the -odds and
ends of the waste of the plants. that|
would be dumped into old barrels in

stories of our time. * * ¥ The eco-
nomic, social and moral stages of pro-
gress that have been allied with Social-
ism arve not lost. % % - * Thage *
* % _cover every part and -phase of
human feeling, thought, endeavor and
aspiration. How rcan they he brought
most effectively befole the people? In
no way more surely than by sueh stories
as vou have proven your ability to
write.” '
““The Rebel at Large” is a 135-page "booklet of
short sfories by May Beals, who iz well
known to the readers of the Anpeal through
her propaganda  work among e’ miners of
Tenness Price, postpgid, .

Some sage once said that “Reading
maketh a full man.” Drinking some-
times does the same thing, and the man
that reads the “Question Box” and
drinks in its 125 amswers {o questions
about Socialism, will be so 1] of knowl-
edge and enthusiasm as to bubble over
and dampen every knocker against the

and still, cartload

out to the dear public’s breakfast.
of it they would make info “smoked”| wild to
sausage—but as the smoking tonk,time‘! faiy, for Oma
and was thersfore expensive, they would! end ™ =o
preserve ifi with borax, and color it with
gelatine to make it brown.
sausage came out of the same bowl, bui | learn i}
when they came to pack it thev would| he
stamp some of it “special.” and for this |
they would charge two cents more a|the horrar—

the cellar and left there. TUnder the
svetem  of rigid economy which the
packers enforced. there were some jobs
that it only paid to do once in a long
time, and among these was the cleaning
out of the waste-barrels. Tvery spring
they did it; and in the barrels would
be dirt, and rust, and old nails, and|
stale water—and filth that cannot be|
named. The meat would be moldly and|
white, stinking and full of maggaots;
after cartload, it
would be taken up and dumped into |
the heppers with fresh meat, and sent|

Some

All of thnir}

great workiug clazs movement, pound. { what wenld,
—_— Such. were the new surroundings in| There rams a time when nes v el
The U. & Rubber Co. and the Rub- | which Ona was placed, and such was] the conseious life of ,'r,“.,,,-"r,m,;“ :I o
ber Goods AManufacturing Co. have con- | the work she was compeiled to do. It a struggle with the r;l-ﬂ;ii,,. ffr-l'”dr(i '})\_f
solidated and will in the fufure O(ft,‘up}"“'as stupefying, brutalizing work: it! He would have noly Moo, V“.I.[,' AL
the same pesition in the rubber gonds|left her no time to think, no strength| hated Ona and 1 o whole f; nily }‘ 'j b
field as the Standard does in the oil field. | for anvthing. She was part of the ma- | it so stoad in his wav. 1o i o e
There are lots of people in this country | chine she tended, and every faculty | to have married; he had H'r-.d' "y~"i tf"o!
-—mostly “rubber necks.” " | that was not needed for the machine| down. had made himszelt 4 g '_Imw“
Lo : Lt was doomed to he crushed out of exist-| was all because he was g x‘n::..\viqri)p' ,..[1:
Ohjections  to - Sacialism  disappear | ence. There was only ene mercy about| that he was corpelled {o v in 'H;]:
when it is understood to he, not a| the cruel grm{i—:-!hat it gave llPr.thef'\‘;{rd&: it it had not been for '1':1 IL
scheme, but a result, of the historieal| gift of insensibility. Little by l.lfttgt?!mlg}!t have gone of ik Jr»n:;\-“ t.,nf
evohition of society.—Chicago Socialist.|she =ank inte a torpor—she fell silent|1n holi wity the packers. Theps won
{ —Ona. who had onee aone about all| few single men in the fertilizer m;l;w

(ADVERTISEMENT)

HOW A WOMAN PAID HER DEBTS.
T am out of debf. thanks to {he Dizh-washer

* 1 give my exper

business. TIn ihe »past threa months T hase . . < 124 the T .
made $600.00 selling Dish-washers. 1 never | meet .Jureis at the corner, and often|the last time ti had heen d'_‘“"ii‘.‘ of
saw anything sell so easily.  Every family | thae would uot gay a word all the wavy.| the hope of the fime aoho, runk, and
needs a Dish-washer .znd will buy one when : I Fee c .]d e Pha o . : ~ me svhen they wonld
shown how beantifully it will wash and ary | 3t home they would ecat what hev hard} be drunk a~ain. for Jursis’ he v
e e m-B !Ei"'“"s- I sell froms | {0 eat, and then, hecanse there was only | oxpected fo by ome everv s
my own bouse. Each Dish-washer sold brings | 45, ;. iserv to fallk ¢ ER i 1 ey = EVEry penyy
me many orders. The dishes are washed «witn. | (RCII Jvisery to falk of. ther would|he could not ecven g0 with the men o |
out wetting the hands. That is why erawl into bed and fall into a. stupor|noon-time—he bad to zit o, m a |
h St down and eqg !

)
¢

want the Dish»washel

JSelfish inter has much to do with
$aring the opinion of men.-—Nebraska
State Journal.
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day singing like a biud.

She had Dbarely strength to|

drag herself home at night: she would they

nil never sfir until it was time to get

{New readers of the Appeal may obtain fhe
have been
You

lshouh} secure these chapters while the supply
asts.

“BITH ove member trimming
beef in a cannary, and an-
other working in a sausage
family had
now a first-hand knowledge
of the great majority of
Packingtown swindles. For
it was the custom, as they
found, whenever meat was
so spoiled that it could not
be used for anything else,
either to can it, or else to

With what had been told

them by Jonas, who had worked in the
study

on the inside, and read a new and grim
Packingtown

jest—that they use everything of the

Jonas had told them how the meat

the smell, and sell it to be eaten on
In the pickling of

hands hefore they ate their dinner, and|

She had noth- and thoze fow
ing to sing abouf now, nnthing ta think | chance to ez
abheut,

would waken, and these were

times. The gates of memory

old hopes

their arms to them,

and feel its forever

upon them, ¢
weight.

measurable

the agony of death.

its own defeat.

Thes were beaten; they had lost the
game; they were swept aside. It was
not_ less tracic because it was so sordid,
because that it had to do with wages
and groeery bills and rents. They had
dreamed of freedom; of a chance to
Iook about them and learn something;
.lto be deceni and clean, to see their
child grow up to be strong. And now
it was all sene—it would never be.
They had plaved the game and they
Chad lost.  Six vears more of toil they
had before them before they could ex-
pect the least respite, the cessation of
the payments upon the house: and how
cruelly certain it was that they could
never stand six years of such a life as
: They were lost, they

that was taken out of pickle would|ihey were Ii\'ing!' G v
often be found sour, anl how they;Were going down! And there was no
deliverance for them, no hope: for all

the help it gave them the vast city in
which thev lived migh{ have heen an
ocean waste, a wilderness, a desert, a
tomb. So often this mood would come
to Ona, in the night time, when some-
thing wakened her: she would lie, afraid
of the beating of her own heart, front-
ing the blood-red eyes of the old prime-
val terror of life.

Onece Ona cried aloud, and woke Jur-
gis, who was {ired and cross. After
that she learnd to weep silently—
their moods so seldom came together
now! It was as if their hopes were
huried in separate graves.

Jurgis, being a man, had froubles of
his own. There was another spectre
following him. He had never spoken
of it, nor would he allow anvone else
to speak of it—he had never acknowl-
edeed its existence to himself. Yet the
battle with it took all the manhood
that he had—and once or twice, alas, a
little  more. Jurgis had dizcovered
drink,

He was working in the steaming pit
of hell: day after day, week after week,
until now there was not an organ of
his body that did its work without

echoed in his head day and night, and
the buildings swayed and danced before
him as he went down the street. And
from all the unending horror of this
there was a respite, a deliverance—he
could drink! He rcould forget the pain,
he ecould slip off the burden: he would
see clearly again, he would he master

of his hrain, of his thoughts, of his will,
Hiz dead szelf would stir in him, and
he would find himself laughing, and

cracking jokes with his companions—
he would be a man again, and master
of hiz life.

It s not an easy thing for Jursis
-to take more than two or three dyinks,
With the first drink he could eat g
meal, and he could persuade himself
that that was economy; with the second
he could eat another meal—but {here
would come a time when he could eat
no more, and then to pay for a drink
was an unthinkable extravagance, a de-
flance of the agelong instincts of his
hunger-haunted class. One day, how-
ever. he took the plunge, and drank up
all that he had in his pockets, and went
home half “canned,” as the men called
it. He was happier than he had heeuj
in a vear; and vet, because he knew

when Lhe

i er they

‘et their souls were not dead, A
e now and then they
cruel [are
would
Id joys w stretch out

roll open—old joys would stre B
dreams weuld call to them, and they
would stir beneath the burden that lay
un-

They could’ not
even cry out beneath it: but "_angiush
would seize them, more dreadful than
Tt was a thing
scarcely to be spoken—a 'thing never
spoken by the workl, that will not know

never failed to win him Wiﬁh'a‘;

little Antanas was ‘n_ot m_ml-\r
now, being a mass of liery red p
He had had all the diseases-that
heir to in quick succession, sc
[ fever, mumps and whoopmg-cough‘
I in the first year, and now he was
. There was no

vith the measles. . a3 n

t\r) attend him but 'l?ta;. El;}:neta,, t

-as no doctor to help him,

t“h:' were too poor, ancll ehil{?ren{ ‘d‘
je of the measles—a ensh.

111“0311; o(g‘en. Now and then Elzbiet: 4

wonld find time to sob over his woes;
but for the greater part of the tlmE[ he
had to be barricaded upon the bed. The
floor was full of draughts, and_ lfL hs
cavght cold he would die. At night he
wasg tied down, lest he shqulc{ kiek tl_xa
covers off him, while the family lay in;
their stupor of exhaustion. He.wonld,
lie and seream for hours, almost in con
vulsions:; and then, when he was worn
out, he would lie whimpering and wqﬂ
ing in his torment. He was burnin
up with fever, and his cyes were run
ning sores; in the day time he was K
thing uncanny and impish to behold, in
his plaster of pimples and sweat—=a
great purple lump of miseryf ]

All this was not veally as cruel as
it sounds, for, sick as he was, lLittle
Antanas  was the least unforturate
maomber of that family. He was quil
able to bear his sufferings—it was as
if he had all these complaints to showt
what a prodigy of health he was. H
was the child of his parenis’ youth a
joy; he grew up like the conjure
rose-bush, and all the world was .
ovster. Tn general he toddled arot
the kitchen all day with a leam
hungry look—the portion of the faiy
ily’s sllewance that fell to him was n§
enough, and he was vestrainable j
hig demand for mere. Antanas was
little over a year old, and already |
one hut his father could manage hij

It seemed as if he had taken all
his mother’'s strength—had left ne
ing for those that might come af
him. Ona was with child again
and it was a dreadful thing to -
template; even Jurgis, dumb and
spairing as he was, could not but und
stand that yet other agonies were
the way, and shudder at the though

I

them. Omna was visibly going to pie
In the first place she was developiu
courh, like the one that had killed

Diedas Antanas. She had had a trae
it ever since that fatal morning when
greedy street-car corporation had turm
her out into the rain: but now. it w
beginning to grow serious, and to wa
her up at night. Even worse than th
was the fearful nervousness from whi
she suffered; it had begun almost:

first day she enfered the sausage-roo
and it had grown worse every day sin
She would have frightful head-aches!
and fits of aimless weeping; sometime
she would come home at night shudder-|§
ing and moaning, and would fling her-
self down upon the bed and burst inta
tears. Several times she was quite be-
side herself and hysterical; and then
Tureis would go half mad with fright.
Elzbiets would explain to him that it
could not be helped, that a woman was
subject to such things when she was

pregnant: but he was hardly to bha
persuaded. would beg and plead to
know what had happered. She had

never bean like this before, he weould

argue—it was monstrous and unthinkgsd
able. Tt was the life she had t&7m
the aceursed work she had to do th
was killing her by inches. She was n
fitted for it—mo woman was fitted fo
it, no woman ought to be allow
such work; if the world could not K
them alive any other way it ougl
kill them at once and be done vith
They ought not to marry, to have e
dren; no workingman ought to ma;
if he had known what a woman
like, he would have had his eyes

that the happiness would not last, he
was savage, too—with these who would
wreck it, and with the world, and with
his life; and then again, beneath this,
h= was sick with the shame of himself.
Afterwards, when he =aw the despair
of his family, and reckoned up the
money he had spent, the tears came into
bis eves, and he began the long battle
with the spectre.

It would not have heen <o bag but for
the fact that it was a battle that had
no end. that never could have one. Jur-

gis did not realize that very clearly;
e was mot given much time for Te-

flection; he lived wholly in the present.

He simply knew that he was

s : always
fighting. ¢ in misery and (e-
spair a5 he v ta be put upon
the rack merely to walk down the!
street. There was surelv a saloon on
the corner—operhaps on all four corners,
and some in the middle of the block

as well; and each one stretched
hand to him—each one had
Ity of its own, allurements unlike any
o_'thez'.s. Going sind coming—before gun-
rize and after dark—there was warmth
and 2 glow of light, und the steam of
hot = food, and perhaps  musie, or g
fnr-n.rily face, and a word of gond cheer,
Jurgis developad a, fonduness for ha\'iug

out a
a personal-

Ona, on his arm whenever he went, out
on the street. 2nd he would hold hey
tightly, and walk fast. Tt wgs pitiful
io have Cina * of this—it, droyve

like the eye of
were broken phr
spair now and th
ing. 1t was onl
and beaten ]
himself

dragged to
beast of bur
ment in which

out first. So Jurgis would carry on,
coming half hysterical himself, ¥
was an unbearable thing to see in
big man:; Ona would pull herself
gether and fling herself into his a
begging him to stop, to be still, ]
she would be better, it would b
right. 8o she would lie and sob oub he
grief upon his shoulder, whi :
at her, as helpless as a wounded ani
the target of unseen enemies.
The beginnin
September; e
ise him with terror in her voice that
would not happen again—but in vai
Each crisis wonld leave - Jurgis -
and more perplexed and frightened, mo
disposed to distrust Elzbieta’s cotss
lations, and to believe that there w
some terrible thing about all this th
Le was mnot allowed  to know. On
or twice in these outhreaks . hi
raught Ona’s eve, and it seemed to hin
a hnnted animal; the
ases of anguish and d
en amid her frantic wee
¥ because he was so num|
wt Turgis did not we
more  about this; he 'nev
thonght of it, except  when he w
it—he lived like a dum
den. knowing only the mio-
he was, ’
RII CONTINUED.)
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him

think ¢of it; the thing was not,

v liad never tasted drinl,

1 couldl not understand. Some-

timez, in e« te hours, he would
B el ishi ' ) .

find himself wis Ing  that she might

£ = o

at it was. so that he need not,

ashamed in her Presence.  They

iight drink together, and escape from

scape for a while, come

ere working only for
e, Meantime,

P2 ton. thay
think )

bad
ahont while

somethine  {o

worked—they |

his dinner on 5 pile of fertil

CANCER CUREL

g ©a
the fiesh ang tor
Stiffering,
treated. Th
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WITH SOOTHING, BALMY 0ILS

mgttmg off a woman's breast, -or
'm ose jn 3 vaip aftemopt to' cure
! Adplying burning plasters to
s uring those already weak from
ioousands : of successtully
13 3vo od is also 'a

catarrh, ugly
and all skin and. blood
for fres illustrated book..

BYE,
Kansas City, M

fistula,
Write today

19 Broadway, "

;::Ekemx;mi;m;?#?f Iarr_gnglr“Ig!ir";ll—ltlv{:i‘.;lle(:';lfxrng up again. and dress by candle light, and| Thi ¢ ot always 71,2;01“?"1;:‘\§' f a @ay Sure %%:;#nﬂgw
the Mound msh‘&“'f‘sliir to.. 8t Leuts.|wo. .back to the machine. They wére| course-~he =tjlj loved his mm{‘._,ur . ! St
:g;rt :t‘nlx”i: buéﬁ\.%?r npfoﬁirué’:vli hoE!ee}' will f.a numbed that they did not even suf-| just now was 2 fime nf ’rn;]]z ]}%-Ut me]om“w—j“ o Fou .
e i 3 L. A C. |fer much from hunger, now: only the tie Antanas, for instapee_ g 10| gl he

much from hunger, now: enly the tis Antanas, for . e 1 ——hy had | wovad Sedy
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