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By T-BONE SLIM
e Once in a while we run across a lumber
ost | Worker that ‘“abidingly” worships the

in | “keeper of his destiny”"—the lumber baron.
the ‘Iney sull today think “this or that baren
lso|is bui shghtly removed from God and
cou | Closery related to one J. Christ formerly
me | & resident of Jerusalein"—for t‘\cse such,
ith [ few. men are deeply and fervently and pug-
ost | "aciously religious,  They cannot see, be-
~p|cause they wili not-~that nature created
(a- |l men alike—a dead image of §God—a
God.  To them a lumber baron holds a
startling resemblance to friend God. (To
belter eciucidate, let me here bring in occa-
son). A fereign man sieeping on a depot
.| tivor in upper Wisconsin was a picture of
.t | Hsery, unkempt and unwashed and proba-
wor | Iy unfed. Deep in the snowbeit, lumber-
m | belt and a belt 2{ lawlessness he evidently
| has not won th smiles of Dame Fortune
er | And as he stirred in his sleep we distinctly
Leard him say, “bleas, Mr. God, give me a
he {J26p." To such men, a lumber baron be-
Jis | €OMes of Inervasing importance in so far
1¢. |85 the baron car fulfil this prayer,
m- | whereas Mr. God remams mute and nac-
hit | HVe.  Pessibiy on the following day the job-
or | l¢55 one was at another shrine, the company
«t. | 9ftice, and repeated his prayer; 5
nd “Bleas, Mr. Boss, gimme a Jjobp,™.
on “What's your name?"
ur| ‘John lumbrask.”
m<| “How old are you?”
ra| “Forty-t'ree.”
er| “What's your weight, John?"
' * * * Cat'olic.”

i “Where were you born?"

* * * Hurley.”

And so on.

He gets his job and thenceforth the baron
1s a God or, at least, one of .the principal
Executives-Divine.

*¢!  But, there are other men—men that get
M| jobs without the aid of prayer; men that
5. | merely ask—but they too, in time, learn to
Pt worship the baron; they cannot conceive of
'® | God with high top rubbers and sta;

pants, hence, when a baron, an owner,
o | condescends to visit “camp” (the lumber-
W jacks' palace) these jacks feel elated in a
I | hushed way and whisper “that's old Porter-
field,"” ar as the case may be * * * g good
- man. 3

The other day 1 got into trouble with a
Juck for mercly being too inquisitive. 'He
was telimg about what a fine man old Por-
terfield was, not in thé Jeast log-hungry
and so pleasant, always cheerful. * Y,
whnen he would come into camp he wouid
talk’ to the men"— It was here I inter
rupted him: “How much did Porterfield
pay! I've heard a lot about him.”

“Oh he always paid as much as the rest
° * " when the others was paying $8 and
M1 312 a month old man Porterfield paid us
“| a dollar a day." N
¢ “Well, let me tell you Jack, if 1 had been
Ylold Porterfield and you were working for
1| me for a dollar a day, I would have hugged
and kissed youy I wouldn't merely stolsl to
talk, I'd get right up on my legs and show

]

4
i
~ | my appreciation.”
"] We came near severing diplomatic rela-
®|tions right there —and would have — but
t]just then the supper bell ran —and, you
know how I am. I'm “no " either on
" | the offense, or defense during meal-time.

ri- That was one that the supper bell
V) averted war—the cook should have a peace- .
1| medal. AN
. As I was saying, there still are such wor- Z
1" shipful men, belittled and belittling them~
Isclves. A boss to them is a near-god,
| H'm***twodollars perday. H'm®** *

two and a half dollars per day. H'm * * *
| doing '"‘fm" work—full grown men’s work.
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Two and a half dollars clear. H’m, that
will support a family. It will? All right,
it will, for the sake of argument, we'll say -
s0. But how about the k-pay for the
“dollar-a-day” days—yoy know, dollar-a-
day pays only the rent, for wife—H’m,
how about the coal? How about corset
covers? How about sauerkraut for the old
(ginl? H'm * ¢
| We're full grown. We weigh 180. Women
]

| speak well of us. I see no reason why ¢ &¢ |
| why we should remain single just to pledse

a few lumber barons * * * "H'm,"hut if -
| we're to continue drawing single met's' pay
‘| we may as well strike for single bunks.

Let’s npt take the barons too -egvn.lly
| they're entirely human. They’re so umlnf_

that they’re inhuman, i




