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we| This here eternity is a terrible thing to
. anticipate. Here we are growing old at the
nd | rate of sixty seconds per minute—soon to
ay [be dead. Darn the luck! Look at all the
to|years we will be dead, after we actually
ie—presupposing that we were not dead
while alive—look 3t all them years we won't
it. | get a chance to correct our bosses' errors.
om | “Slowing down on the job” has no injur-
e jous effect on capitalism as a system; it
' merely puts more would-be parasites to
'at | work; adds improved machinery to our col-
d |lection—conserves the nation'’s supply of toil
TS without creating hand-outs (and gifts) for
¢ | Europe’s craying appetite. :
M| As it is we over-produce everything—the
‘M| few, 36 millions, that support 115 milliohs, ,
" | may work fast of slow without effect upon
the system (as a system of free board for
the self-elected light-exercisers). If they
work slow, 60 millions will go to work; if
they work fast (as at present) 36 millions
| will do_the honors—and if they work faster
| (which God forbid) only 16 millions then
7| will have employmént and, 1 suppose, will
‘belong” to one big union. But if they work
still faster soon there will be only a few
_'| shicks and flappers bobbin® in
o | 2mong the gigantic machines;
he | Shoddy of push-buttons in industry.
as | Will be plenty of oil on the machines, but
g | 1abor—allmighty Labor—will have starved
st | to death; bottom, belly, and benevolence.
ou| When eggs were 70 cents a dozen,
men severely criticised the hen as a profi-
teer—this too in the face of the fact that it
takes 24 hours of the hen's time to produce
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them to the next town whenever they get

through bumming one town. &

5| I ask this in the name of America! )

€| “What is good for round shoulders, doc
N tor?” inquires a searcher for knowledge.
4| “Stand straight and breathe deeply,” re- ~
| blies the doctor. It cannot be done while
" | working-here, doctor, work is bad for round

shoulders.
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Justice and law are two separate institu- '

tions, according to my opinion,
¢| Justice is less “prolifjc” than law, accord-
| & to my observation. 3

Laws are so numerous that it is certain

1| some of them are being broken at all times—

cnough of them so that at all times it is
possible for the officers to step out and -
arrest a crew for convict road work . . .
The justice in that, if present, is decidedly
questionable. 2
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Health Bulletin— Our author who has
been sick 11 weeks with infantile paralysis,
or something (of his own) and mental pa-
ralysis (of the doctor’s) is now 15 per cent
recovered, but the doctors are suffering as
ever. Too bad Dr. Galen died about 2,000
vears ago—I'd have told him my troubleg.—
(T-B. Slim).
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I-have it from reliable sources that soup-
lines have been installed in the leading cities
to cheer the heart and lenten-belly of the
downtrodden and kicked proletariat. Be
that as it may, I wonder if any of the “un-.
fortunate fortunate” that gussle the food.
"/ the gods know that soup was invented in
the lumber camps and, I suppose, they know
not even the whereas why it was invented.
Soup, as you should know, was intended
not!erdnﬂymmd,-ulm,nmmd/\
only once per week—as per need demanded
—you see, the dishes didn't get dirty in less
than six days and, therefore .required hot
soup only 52 times a year .., If you do
not know this for a fact, it will surprise you
—the amount of cleanliness good soup ac~
complishes jn the regular course of & meal.
But it's wrong to call soup dishwater—the.
dishes get washed three times a day in
addition to the weekly “bath.”
Note.— As .the baths. became _popular
mornings and nights, soup was given ATeg- .
ular berth at Juncheons and dinriers—final-
|1, frenzied frantics organized soup fests,
soup drives, soup crusades and, the more
modest soup lines. It wouldn't surprise me
if —it's true that . , . . 3
Souplines are irrefutable proof of our
Pprosperity—no soup; no prosperity. -
I'm eating solids! o
Of course, I'm drinking tea made from
Japanese Screenings, and people will say,
“wot's the odds, he's only a lumberjack!”
The odds are great. Lumberjacks are great
people. 3
You don't believe it? 1 X
Well, why for, art thou raisfng monuments
to Honest Abe, the railsplitter. Now be
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