By Paper Butions
T=-Bone Driven (o
Devise New Planks

Years ago we were weeping because Germans wore paper shirts
little prrofessional jealousy on our part—people persisted in wear-
ng cambric and calico shirts because they had no other and law was
10llering its head off because of prospective indecent exposures—
hings you know that might happen. But now, praises be, all that is
‘ hanged—we're catching up with the Germans—We already have

yaper buttons.
| Yesterday when T boiled my pants ing
strong Gold Dust 1 discovered all of the|
buttons had turned to mash, or pulp, rather, |
and I have been swinging the needle ever
since—and would you believe it, upon
| examining one of the buttons more closely,
I'll take an oath, I recognized in that but-
ton part of my old mote-book
So I am reconciled to the adage: Camou-
| flage in peace no less than in war. Are
they crooks, or are they crooks?
| A person should inquire casual
Are the buttons pure Irish linen, or ju
common paper?”
Paper buttons make pants practically un-
boilable, except to a heroic soul like my-
and pants unboilable is slow death.
|1 claim it is an insidious frame-up, a

murderous conspiracy—and greed is mot
a factor.

Remedy—organize industrially and make |

| from paper—shoes for the boss. |

TFar-fetched? Nay, fellow worker, bray
‘ly recall that those buttons came into be-
ing under four of the best presidents that
Wall Strect ever had—and F. D. R. hasn't
had time to cut ’em off for u
think he is just the baby to do it—I don't)
land sew on new ones for us. He has done
| too much for us alread and we should
be able to do the rest of it ourselves.
f 1t is physically impossible for a president |
to do cverything, and the IWW expects
every worker to do his duty. What that|
duty is, is for him to determine. The
trouble is we have been trying to dete
mine duty for presidents. Much criticism
pours forth from busted lungs about
busted planks of this administration. 1
think it’s treasonable. Busted planks is a
national custom, and he who yodels about
it brings diseredit to the nation. In all my
illustrious carreer I've seen nothing but
busted planks. As the poet truthfully
moancd: “Busted planks to the right of us,
busted planks to the left of us, busted
planks in front of us, behind us, all
around us!”

Now we don’t want that to happen to
us, so I suggest that the IWW turn out
| a few planks, and i these industrial au
crats don't like them, tell them to walk them
instead.—T-b;
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