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“YES"—MEN
The King is Dead!
it| Duke the Tobaceo King Kickt the Buck.
is [t
e[ The Baron of Durham, North Carolina
n. [inhaled his last whiff.
s,| Benjamin N. Duke, famous tobacco mag-
g[net — magnate, . I mean (and don't, you
- |dare to read it maggot; he's not dead
1-|long enough) died ‘yesterday in New York,
- |age 74. The body ‘will be taken to Dur
ham, N. C. — the assumption being that
t|dead he can rest at peace where he could
d|not: bear to witness the misery of his
¢ [employees while alive. He left $200,000,-
r|000, plus.
¢| They called him a philantropist—(Up-
n|ton Sinclair, have a look!) -

North Carolina has salubrious climate,
a[clothes and practically unnecessary and
s | Duke's employes never did wear any—and
s|Duke never could see the sense of pro-
-|viding for any in the pay em
Nothing but sow-belly and corn-h

“Let the little ones come
appeared to be his pet hobby and -uy-
the little rascal that jumpped out his
) [diapers right into the tobacco factory—
[fell out of the cradle, you might say,
in its anxiety to lend Ben a hand. (Dur~
ham has no cradles — the kids sleep on
yironing-boards. Durham hnumﬂms—
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Apology:
My quarrel is not with Ben. N. Duke

methods of extract-
ing a few hundred million dollars in prof--
its ‘from ‘the 'work' of ' his employes” and
American people, his customers—and thru
|them from various other  channels and
' | sources.
My quarrel is with childish toadyism d*

“weak of journalistic
foonery; epicurean “side-kicks” uti«n
[plate of hamDurger; the abject vmnh.lpﬂ

|at the shrine of two-bits.

When  they grow up, I want'thees il
define philanthropy . . . 1
h!ttheknuko{uﬂevlngthlnlh :
of a billion dollars for the purpose ¢;,
pensioning a starved out professor to stu-
dy the effect of planked-steak on pelegra? |
Please do mot think me

joint with soothing syrup, it must be
brought to place with a jerk.

ment — all those — years up to the time
of his death. Well, sir, kind  readers,
when Devery died those same three years
olds eulogized Devery till Hell wouldn't
have it, —

They were liars and sycophants them,
are now, and will be to morrow.
Read the I. W. W. papers.
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