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That toothpick you whittled
is not your product. Blacksmith
made the knife-blade, miners
dug the ore, farnace men sup-
plied the iron, as-
sembled the parts etc.—in fact
the invisible hands of practically
the whole working class helped
you make that toothpick. You
ought to have a One Big Union.
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1¢'s costly to live in Russia,
During the World War, Russia
sacrificed 7,000,000 dead, crip-
pled, wounded in 1,000 days
(3 years)—7,000 a day.

In the Finnish war, Russia
sacrificed only 2,000 a day. But
they were most thoroughly dead
(crippled, wounded not counted).
For fun, whiskey or marbles, war
tpay ...
 Sa warfare is no more
horrible than misleading a bear into
|2 trap or disguising a fishhook with
an znglevorm—making it look like a
plate dinner.
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Not Eating

By T-BONE SLIM

ind after the fact. Betrayal of aon.
‘}H“Anu' no flowers grow in mieh
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| man to starve

| stocked pantry: :

| others die of lack of organiz,.
tion. They digdain to live on by
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| rowed thought.
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Elliot says, “Employers - should

have equal rights with the workers,”
| I agree without a
stint on the same shift with the
workers, and equal voice in the
industry (with

stutter—a

‘ management of
|

| the workers), equal pay and

“ equal hours.

| But 1 suggest sweating be pro-

l}nhitwi all around—or put the boys

lin a cooler with an electric fan to
cool their fevered temples. Over- ¢
production doesn’t rate fever charts,

| I suggest 1941 be declared a legal

| holiday to permit demand to catch

| up with production.

Today T met a man of Scandinavi-
| an persuasion who seemed to be of-
| fended because, as he said, ‘“‘can’t
| get nothing to eat.” So I can readily
| understand how America can sympa-
| thize with the Finns, for we, too,
are not eating.

I joined nim in his sorrows but
I was less dagger-eyed.

Later-I met another man who was
{ more composed, one of those old
fashioned, considerate sort, and he
said just one word—‘“Jevla.” So I
gathered that his mind, too, was
on such momentous things as ham-
burgers and ham and eggs.

City says “No man need go
hungry,” and I take much stock
in their words because the very
men that say so look as if they

never missed a meal in their
whole life , ..
There might be something in that

[without going into details.
Still later T met some ladies, all
smiles—Saturday afternoon, I could
see they wanted to take me out and
show me the town. But I thought to
myself if 1 should so far forget my
early training as to lean upon a
feminine pocketbook, Spokane would
never forget to remind of it—a
greater punishment than which there
is none.
Somé might gay, “That’s so, Slim,
ladieg are kind of irresponsible that
way on payday.”
I do not agree. Why even as old
as I am, bowed over from hard
work, a tear dangling from the end
of my nose, people mistake me for
4 Yale student—if not something
worge. Why, the very intelligence

shines from the bristles of my two-
weeks old whiskers,

There might be something to that
—without going into details.

Dictated peace s dishonest before




