Eagey

Family
;, Entrance

The front of Capitalism is 0. K., all that
. e could ask for—the vencer—the vencer
. false, work, in front—but the backside? Ah!
b the alleyway—it is N. G. It
the front side of capitalism tha? ploases
beguiles the norstrils—ravishes the
Pphoney. Like a corpse in a
- tie and starched front—but
no shirt—it is phoney, and not worth the
expenditure of time, labor and money re-
quired to make it substantial, sane, safe
and sound . . . Capitalism is now in a
| very disreputable state of disrepair— (I re-
' fer to the caves and caverns in the rear of
“its gilded cafes” where “delicious dishes’
' dwell along with Todents, roaches and rub-
bish). Capitalism has befouled its rear .
It is a substitute—not even an -dultcn-
' tion—it is a genuine substitute for a good,
pure and wholesome arrangement and, like
wiost substitutes, it is inferior—colored arti-
Iy, scasoned with aromatic spices, per-
fumed with rosewater and draped with
patriotism-but the steach ffom its rear is
terrific. . .
Unlike the new order being born. Quite.
In Duluth, I am reminded: I was hungry,
they fed me; I was depressed, they made “a
great ado” over me; I was cold, they pur-
chased clothes for me; I was sick, they
b;ughl me pills—these are the harbingers
the new order, helpfulness, . .

eonuung feature—he. dun'c o
\m.h cost of living or the low wage of
worklng"—th- world was before him
eonldn‘t embrace it. He was
Trapped! Trapped! D'you know, 1 some-
times feel trapped?—Gjve me room:

The caves and caverns at the rear of capi-
talist institutions are no less traps than
the caving rocks in Sand Cave, Ky. But
the hope of release is less—more maneu-
vers are required—organizations must be
formed—power must be generated . .
Everything fo be done.

Behind the glosséd exterior lives the bar-
'm of the ages. Behind the thin coat

vard glow resides the putrefaction of
centuries. Behind, and in under, the mar-
ble-slabs dwell the “dirts of time” undis-
turbed, uncleansed—a polished lie—that is
Capitalism! and its by-product. A polished
lie!

What a whale of u difference a few scents
will make! :

Here are a few examples . . . space
and time forbids . . . hence we must—
to the “point of perdition” and nnumnly
erd, (of this article)—to be sure.

Listen Lester! Hearken Hester! Notice
Nestor! Five ball in the corner pocket!

The New Order? Ah, it may bo one of
many a kind, who can say, Ah!

We may decide to seal the whole front of
capitalism with plate glass—neat letters on
its Muine entrance, at the Rear—or we may
decide to clean up the rear and alley and
leave the front as it is.

One thing is certain. Something ought to
be done . . . that is Capitalism.




