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DROWNING A PUSSY CAT
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I'm still revolving it.

The ruling class has a—a pen-
chant for going to extremes in mat-
ters such as the above, and admin.
ister kick after kick upon the pérson
of the under dog. Not that a kick
oF two less would make much dif-
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No. T swore.

Can it be that revolution, its
threat, is the only agent that stays
the master’s foot from delivering a
full measure of kicks upon the per-
&n of that “dog"” and that there is
@ limit beyond which he will not
trespass regardless of his personal
feelings in the matter?

It would seem so.

Every now and then a polished
gentleman gets up to speak, croco-
I dile tears streaming down his an-
guished face and we hear:
“Gentlemen!  Gentlemen! ¥ou
mustn't do that! we've got to give
labor more of a break! You're going
too far! Let us be fair . , ,

What do you mean let us be fair?
After you've got labar Ppractically
exterminated, the fairness in your
heart wells forth and yoyu refuse the
attempt to finish the job?

Why?

Every time I hear one of those
speakers I say to myself: that bird
has been throwing water at a she.
o

remind us, as their several ways
they take, that were apt to leave
'| behind us—
' Fetters that we ought to break.
|. But 1 don't believe in this, the
passing of shackles from father to
son—or shekels, for that matter—
it's my firm opinion that each suc-
| ceeding generation should rustle its
own leg-irons and mot be ballasted
with a lot of out-of-date impedimenta
of his forebear now turned to mut-
ton. .
Sometimes it takes the old man
a whole lifetime to pick up those
weights, a little here and a little ooy
there—well and*good—but the mege
fact that the old fousil assidious]y

: Oh well. Lives'of great men oft
]




