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ol A SURVEY :

e | We lead;

others wallow—serious minded
* [citizens are inquiring “what do they want
e8| us to do, turn bolshevik or join the I W,
. '—As to the first part 1 wouldn't ha~
% |sard & guess but as to the second thats |
precisely what they expect you to do and,
% | what's more, they'll keep on tramping on-
"| your tail till you do join—We lead; othe
ers wallow.
haz| Yes—times are difficult, hard, and bound
na- [to be much harder the next two years. Af.
ter. that—unbearable.
A section boss in giving the matter ser -
ious consideration stirred up a nest of
ing {hopes: “ain’t the people going to have any-
nse [thing to say about it?” he inquires.—Well,
int [mebbe the population will desire to add
the |their wisdom to tht con-glom-era-tion of
on-|knowledge now rampant, mebbe—who -
in- [knhows? N 5
I have it, Henry Ford, Iron Mountain,
Mich., has gone from four to three day
“shift.” How people do talk—such matters
should be kept u profound secret. |

there is no such a racket as “dollar a day"
minimum, on the lawbooks of the grand
state of Wisconsin:
42 4/13 cents per day is an honest, accus
rate description, appraisal and estimate of
the value of the job—that it is worth pre-
of |cisely 42 4/13 cents per day; no more, no'
on [ less.
ut| Allright. That peculiarity brings to my -
ill | most scientific mind the situation, or event
W lor occasion wherein the job is religved of
1¢ | Mr. Connor’s jurisdiction, and influénce and -
as it is, 1 can visualize Mr. Connor making -
e la dollar and half squawk over the loss of
*-[42 4/13 cent job. Indeed it would seem
n |the dis-valuation of jobs presages the tos-
d ing of them into almighty labors contribu-
‘e | tion-box, as a free will offering; that la-
o= |bor has only to wait the worthlessness of
| jobs to become sole owner and controller,
‘e | that labor will not have  to so much as cross
A two sticks to gain absolute possession of
~ | industry—yeah.
s| “But there is a ketch. Y
s| By that time there will be no labor—his
appetite got the best of him in tht mean-
time and.he's up with the angels telling
r['em what a grand starving he got at Thom=
r[aston and Laona. It'sa long wait and even
- [tho labor hasn't the guts to organize, the
©| compensations dictate he will need no guts
1{to starve.
©| I see the organized men grinning, “that’s
U {telling ’em"—yeah? <
<| But there's a ketch: R
-| These immortal words arenot being read
¢|by unorganized men but by organized men.
For fifteen years I've been talking indus-
“[trial unionism’ to industrial ‘unionists—
>[hallfuls of wobs do the same to one an- -
»| other. J
4 Not much percentage in that!
!

The grin dries up—what are yau going
to do about it? And shall “the great one”
continue preaching emancipation 'to  the
emancipated?
"[ Well let that matter ride and offer &
“[few praises for the damnable system:
| Up till today, noon, I have missed no _
Imeals—a marvel of this here workless and
)|supposed to be eatless age.
| The clothes I am wearing are too large
'[for me—conclusive proof I did not get 'em
| from a smaller man. J
I take great pride in announcing this
publicly, altho conscious of the fact that,
smaller men are better fighters—let my
reputation suffer.
Six short weeks ago I was a well-to-do
working man. Today I am—what I am.
Six short weeks ago I raised a beauti-
ful bunch of callouses on my hands—I've
got ‘em'{et. .
Four weeks I have been busted! Of on
evening when I soften my pillow by eros-
sing my hands under my head, the callous-
es hurt my delicate scalp,
Kind reader do you get my point? Why
is it that thé wages I received have not
stayed by me as long as the callouses?
Isn't there an injustice some where here-
abouts? 3
Busted as I am, I'm most heartily asham- ¢
ed of those callouses and have tried ‘to peel
them off. < 7 5
Oh well, time heals"all wounds and welts. ’
pA I S




