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PEDIGREED INSTITUTIONS

Armaments do not breed war—nor do
they guarantee peace.

Commercial” and _other  rivalries  breed
both armaments and war—it's a very fer -
tile daddy.

Great: srmamenth’ have) greatér | acu
ments to contend with and the small pows
ers must of needs fight with smaller tools
—but fight they do-and ‘as often ‘as the:
big boys.

Wars will remain lhough you abolish ey
ery weapon except ‘a fountain pen—the
folks: will use such welapons as a4 hand
—barrel staves and pickhandles—very muss
derons instruments. Not having shot and
shell theyll let fly Wwith ' stove lids  and.
billisrd balls. Armaments merely dete
mine whether the war is gvmnn be a su
or “s flop™ .
S It might be uwH armaments
for happiness—to llustrate:/

Man will fight for hours with his b
knuckles, “haj the donsciousneas
(f his low-life ldwrury hits plm
the bdbhckla or Helu hl.m

4  strike feels M

CONFIDENCE in" the gmn.l outcome Q-

the affair if he has an organization b

of him? *Would you, in’that case, call |

nn'lte a war and the organization his’

coe? Damnedifiknow. 3
Oh-ho! it's an “affair now, s it—a’ -ﬂ

to look at furniture after making
every furniture dealer is home

either end).
Well, let's go back to ghe beginning:
You could not expect a -single individial
to use much of a battering ‘ram, could you.s
(how could you!)—unless he was an awful &3
big man—even then a bunch of organized i/
little fellows (kids) could swing a bigy
boorn-stick.
Yea, verily, I say unto you, that bunch
of kids organized as such could make your
gigantic, individual-hombre turn to heaven §
for first aid and succor .
iove this, just give one
kids in New York a kick in mu trousers |

without waiting for a ferry—the kids
not in reality organized but, oh my,
they gang up on those ' supermen—I
pose it is solidarity or the unwritten 1

straying bullies of the Bowery.
The presumption then is that or

sail on it and both ride.
Dammit these things




(Continued from Page 2)

The worker is sweating—the boss isn't.
The boss is wealthy—the worker isn't.
The worker is humpbacked—the boss isn't.
The boss is dressed—the worker isn't.

Strange! What one hasn't the other has
—between the two they have everything.
Not only does it pay to organize, it saves
your life—and, I'd like to point out, the
gravediggers are on strike.

P. S. This rambling article has cost the
Industrial Worker a poem entitled: “I'd
like to Ride on Morgan's Yacht.”



