Pascng the Paté

———
By T-BONE SLIN
Just us the police offivers gave up

A the pastime of nickel-snatching—a

habit’ they had of (grabbing “the

change” Trom ‘orap nnu—m lead-
of | ing’ FallAthds ‘e tkiniy vp

it of féveing mén

yards to Boy Framsporthtion € the

full extent of ¥heir capital—thus, to

#ll inténts a¥id Purposes, .taking the

very bread ¥¥oin the mouths of poor

people. Wissouri Pathetic 1§ the las-

et offerider—at Omaha.

This proceédare ‘cannot be clasved
Fraind larceny, oh account of the pet-
¥ amounty of méney invélved—pret-
ty small business for a ¥ailroad that
boasts thousands of miles of lifies—
hence, I'm persuaded, it's more like

-1 nickel shatching than, even, petty
larceny.

The men are “forced"” to buy tick-
ets or go to fail. In ‘other words,
the railroads, through their “dicks”
conititute . themselves judge and

« | JuTy; find the men guilty of trespass
and sentence them to buy uckm
With all their moriey.

Judn and jury! Ambitious (-nl1
they? 'Nothing petty about tha —‘
After awhile we won't need no
Cotrifts ht All; the/railronds will eon-
descerid Yo ‘take ‘Care of the calen-
dnr, in their sparh . momehts—and
We cafl put oor jédges to pastare.

Tranvcontinental Laviess

°r1 1 wih Indecd, practieally seduckd,
into tyMg my hand and foot in
the ffatie 'of hiteh-hiking, It you know
what €hat Ts: begging rides from
Jluwm’db"e wnd Ford drivers.

Well, I homped along the gh-
wayh Toll of hope—nothing else
mtch—and prefty soon along comes
a car. P

Hera! Shall T stop him?

No!

I wave one Yook at the driver,
through the dirty- Windshi#ld and
Jumgied into & ditch—te Jooked like
W fan thet wotld rob the bank of
his_child; a farmer, probably.

When e wis gone T crawled from
the ditch wnd brushed mywelf.

A marrow escape!

Priotty sooh along céres #mother |
one—Christ, are they all escaped
vonvicts? Into the ditch, I goes—
I'm mot gonna be robbed by any
cur driver if T can help it,

Afler boing in the various ditches
all dny, after dark I sneaked back
into town und caught @ train and I'm
proud to say, here in Chew City,
Towa, my money (3 cents) fs atill
in my pocket. Damn that hitch-hik-

.1ing, anyway—you can't tell what's
Hable to Mappen to you!
Let us sing:

When the last p'pop bottle is empty

And. the last Joyous symphony sang,

It i thén that it tickles our mem'ry

{Just o note that as yet were un-
hung.

0, our lot is as hard as they make

m;
Whiat With chills, palson ivy and

change—as togethier we
srape ‘em—
But revives us &' new sét of mourns.

Not a doubt but ot¥ trofibles wre ex:
tunt,

That they're powerful, ruthless nnd
e

That iwe. nedd ho “Hviter” or ek.
Wiy,

To logiite the #Fith SorkoW We el

Mm DHERKTANE WEYe 186 st W
For l.hlr nekt MERl—we paw dirt ahd

joeal—

sqa.

Yet Wi know that a five mllnutq
worry,

Ts enonigh Tor wh average theal.

We co-plcln much of losing our
heuring,

And ‘sontlade that of $eteis un-
kind:

Thus engrossod in our hoping and,
fenring,
Fail to see m poor cuss hat is blind.

D'plmd then, our tears that doth

|atter,

And o tunu of -urk biuumm
full—

What's the odds if we dom't hear’
the clatter

of u ulnmu that is au-led with

el

Let's fobget all our ‘etrors and fail-
in

Lookini; backward but @ddd to ‘the '-oo‘dnfn Backwiid We 566 But the
pain—
Nothiig much in melsdivus wailings, [ Looking Toiward we seo progress

erwige ; ny effort’: vain. built!
P i Therefore, let ‘us have enough of

L
As of longing for milk that is spilt,
I :’::Mm o yond lVl by A‘e of shenitality’s ratile,
Mhey would inteifebe with our—our ,ln this Era of Whisper and Buss;
dances (or chances) It is better to run like scared cattle,
And, if mnllhl'»kl-t,mg s Thnhhlrponthclloryﬂutvuf
o ed. § » . —~TwB.-8.



