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talists’ No'system nt all—ever crosses himself fourteen
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‘Who ever
bitter-sweet; & cold-chinook; a warli ‘2€r0; “
a free-slave; s male-woman; a rich-pat No. It’s mot her loveliness,
per; 8 ha tal hear of | Winming gmile or golden tress; S
em? And did you ever hear of a string| No, it's not her lovely form that I wdore.
of other “ofled-waters,” catch-phrases, just| No. - 1t's something sweeter far—
9% Tidiculous as liberty-mortgages, or. lib- Than the charms of angels are;
erty-gandwiches; liberty-ball and chain or It’s the little Wobblie button that ¢he wore,
lﬂ:erty-hnndcuf(l?-fiL{berty and mo!
doesn't hitch, and the ‘‘Dutch” will ‘be| When most everything is wrong
quick to potice it. . ¥ And my fears grow b '

People should ‘be a little more expliéit| And the wolf is barking, snarling st my
4n their language, which yeminds me: Jesus door—
rode into Jerusalem on & “golt of a Jack-{~ I regard it as & “hint,”
ass’ Jinny”’—that’s plain. ‘The weolt” was| And I take another squint, 7 R
of the *“Jinny” mot -of the “Jack.” ' The At the little three star ‘emblem that she-wore.
bible makes it so plain that man people ' \
have been persuaded to ride a similar hob-| Came asday my stuff was raw v
by—on a colt. of the dam of a JFack . . .|And 1 ran into the Law,
one can’t_be too particular iy the use of | And he put me in this cage to think it-o'er;
type. , So—1 layed upon a cot

v e And I thought and thought and thought
“Well, they're drunk again.”—I look up Of the Rebel Wobblie button that sha wore.

in surprise—interested. Before me stood & ' /
hoosier~—1'm sitting in_a farm house— When my heart is filled with pain,
(they’ have houses)—at Rising Sun, Jowa.| And my coffee tastes like rain, .
.| Who's. drunk?.—Where do they it? Is| And m% tears splash down upon the grison
there a blind pig around Here? hat kind oor';
of .stuff is it . ..? Oh—I cannot sleep & wink,
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Hold on Slim, you don’t understand-—= in]
it’s the bee's who are drunk.—Ohh! said I, 0f the little Red-Button that she wore.
1 see. (But I didn’t)—“Yass, continued .
the  farmer—everytime it rains the] Dees When the sands of Time is run,
get “soused,” gloriously drunk, s gger| And my journey is begun,
around and buzz and buzz—just like hu- To the “joyful shed” uron the gilded shore;
man beings, and -that’s the best e to| I'd give all my. wor dly pile
take their honey away from them. 1f- they'd let-me gaze & while

While they are in that shape they won't At the Grand, Distinctive Emblem that ghe
sting you; but, oh, on the mornipg after, wore. 3
they are vicious. ny spell—| - P. 8.—If you're going to sing this at all,
of course—theyx rurik a good deal sing it to the tune:,*Down on the Farm.”

oftener than is necessary for my purposes e & ®
—that is, the product of their hoil doesn’t FI !SHES

it "spry;)klns.’;)bei(\i bc? is ju:}tl Hk:-olf‘l man—
he can be ro only of the products of “ . :
his toil, the honey; and if it rains and ‘(,5: "Tmszrl (,;’a"b:::.m,r'd“g;

rains and he's drunk and drunk, there's :
no use visiting‘the hive—the factory-home t:’;z‘:fofél”lﬂl!m;“m':“‘lf‘-
Snus, ;
of the bee. . Potatis och sill vi-handlar
Well John, says I, how do you make it Kontant—
out? Do the bees get drunk because it Ja vi har ej bananer
rains? Because they can't work? Do they Vi har ej bananer I dag.”
kill their -sorrow “fof the rain? Do they 1 4
celebrate their ~“idleness,” ot = do they| The famous American marching song has
i ly do

| mourn the last bunch of honey you swiped? | tayen possession of Sweden, and deep!
l ,'l}h"tcg..d:ﬁl “j h}ic—} .%1:; mél?::'i of | they grieve (over there) becauso we have
i"“' DOKES y8 JORD .( ne » | no-binnanos (over‘ he're)‘

| Slx HUNDRED THIRTEEN They are sending over extra copies of
| _— “lutefisk” to take the place.of the bereaved
| (a flash) binnnm:-‘—-qnd. the Norwegians too are cans
\ Jobs are scarce—unemployment only is :::2’:: m::e:?e“u‘::y for the benefit of the
‘plentifu\. thﬁidcs the regular nc\‘:ér-worksi Shorfnge e binnancs is.a calamity” the
Wwe mow have many -use-to-works out of | . Ny ; .
| w Sy ike of which the world hag never seen. The
| work. WL-\c'.prc\ly DRSS uv'.‘to S5 fmm\‘hinnnno famine in North America causes
dl the employer’s hand—and those that can’ 1 the .world t0 e nd aghast—too ove % to
| read-and write ‘will soon have to put their' o ay next: S
1' front feet into the trough . . . BPRAX ¢33 “ &

k| Humiliated at every turn 2@ man 00N | ¢ they, would, send us & fow ankovis or
Lwears out and says: Make it out. Thc“i l{nffcl»bi(ar. \\fi‘;‘.h a boat load of Knacke-

e

g.\ ;?.trrritz'gn::;f‘el}umiliu\iun——rml mpe——nboul brod we could ma[(e out till Bp_r'mg or until
| " The b()ekk:c:m|~ drills you through wilhi :;;“‘r f;:\‘_‘:‘ get a little doppm i grytan of
u feel naked in-| y .
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“1"11. hold "em while you hit "em” is a form
| of co-operalion practiced by our neighbors,
Of courre, it is unfair but
it brings «elphorate” results—sometimes.
! The man that is being held is practically
| helpless while his economic face is being
pummelled. His very helplessness is lu-
| dicious Yo the audience and gives rise to
shouts of ex i L
ciated by all—T laughed myself sick once,
when -1 saw 2 workingman trying to bite
a fist that was playing a merry tattoo upon
his face. Butl must tell you:

{1 recognized both the man doing the hold-

ing and the.man doing the hitting—but 1
must tell you: The man doing the holding
was a young reprobate, of a respectable
family, by the name of Mr, Contract. The
scalawag doing the hitting was Mr. Hi Gus-
tave Living—and the man trying to eat the
fist was our old friend Mr. Seigsorbill, . Oh,

g | but I laughed.
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\1 (a flash)

the capitalists,

warrant -“‘cleaning up on them” every time .
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