For a Virtuous

Working Class

By T-BONE SLIM

Always tos latsl

Yoaterday they made & radd on subway spitters,
A good way to win a home for the winter., Just
splaak out g mouthful of Copenhagen in the sub-
way and anocther mouthfal of Billingagats in eourt
and you're all aet—00 days on the Ialand.

Cost of lving coming down all the time—but
you must live in juil.

Industrial Glants

An industry that can't support Ita workers
should be junked. No use fooling around with
Hung up our teeth properly on a nall and dedieate
them to posterity. Let the politiclans master the
oeremonies, workingmen's friend preferably—you
know it wouldn't do to have workingmen's ene-

Ten thousand dollars per annum they get for
boing labor's busom pal. Gawd! Heart mnd soul,
and I don't believe they'd do it for a cent less.

An amployer that can't so manipulats him alaves
that they have plenty of salt herring and burlaps
should be sent to an elementary school, and &
child be put in charge of his worls, ¢ bagin with.
If then be doesn’t learn, we cap always use him
poeling spuds or walking the dog. Industrial
Giant! Put the glee on him or polish your specs.

All that blundering ean't be ignorance.

Helpless

A country that can't nurture its workers or
suckle it young may as well declare ltself bank-
rupt snd cense being a country, and sub-divide it-
self into cemetary lota (we'vs got to find uss for
it somehow),

Thirty-tws

A working ¢lass that can't pry & Hving from
toa mush of everything ln pretty halpless—pratty
halploss . . . well, not pretty, but belpless, Thay
sven have to be told to joinm the 1. W. W.

Politiclana ean't give you anything, they can
only tike away from you—a one way strect. You
pay thelr wagea. They tax you wnd then give you
some of it back when you get pale around the
gllls,. Dan't get pale, thet's bad , . . Here, have a
plate of veal fricasses, I hate to throw it to the
hounda,

Yirtus

“Capital and Labor are just & big happy family,”
saya the press. I suppose that means Capital is
master and Labor ls mistress, am [ right? And
the squaw doea all the work? Right again? And
mever goos on aguat-down strike?

Lona and Axel had busted a chaly trying to sit
on it both together. There was much racket and
the mimus upstairs hollors, “What are you delng,
Lans, are you fighting?"

“No, missus, just loving."

“That's nice, Lena, don't fight."

Collaborate? 8o, Mr, Labor, |f you're going
to collaborats you may as well join the bosses’
unlon where he can get at you betier, If you al-
roady collaborats you are already In & bossea’
union—a girl that lstens is already seduced; a
citizen that mops s already busmmed,

Join Labor's One Big Unlon, put ths bosses on
the bum; learn to worship, honor, and obey your
class and we'll hold a blg communlon, for to us
all things arp coms,

ONE BIG UNION MONTHLY



