RETTTRICLE

To those of us workers that are thinking
of quitting our job, we . . . I wish to
proclaim this warning—Don't do it! T mean,
keep on doing it (your . . . our job)
and everything connected with it. *

With your permission I will now opine

| that it is palpably foolish, (verging on the -

foolishness standard gf the babel (bable) of
voices intoxicated with bread and meat .. .)
to quit as an individual over any injustice
| whatsoever—no matter what the condition
’h‘ or how bad; individualism's dead. True
[the condition can be remedied by “one quit-
ting at a time,” if the practice is carried
‘out long enough. But jt will take a long
fwhile and maybe sixty or seventy men will
have to quit before the thing is remedied.
It is foolish to thus martyrize 75 men; there
is @ more direct way of peeling the pussy—
t is not for us to pack our serge and hie
lourself to bright lights where whiskey,
meat and sleep all cost fifty cents.

A snake has its clay-pipe.

A bird its cage.

A fox its drift.

But a son of woman has no lean-to—or
|a place to rest his feet.

At the table he is crowded (till his nhin
wears out at the sides).

Ah, when I think of it—that's one
I like about barns—the stalls are so w
that a horse has plenty of" room fo
and oats.

Oh, why wasn't I born a
of good-looking, rich and §

Allwnm(n‘ithfodhh “quil
(if the cook smothers you) 3
gather around the

ganize.
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