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Just 800 years later the

“Cerv, you've got something there”

and, determining to have the name

1 as the game, they organized
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the Industrial Workers of the
| World. That was 35 years ago and
| it seems like only the other day.

| So why should we that took 300
| years to discover the truth in Cex
vantes’ crack, “industry 1s the thing”
| despair the of wobblie
{ years?

|° Must we wait another 300 years
{to be showered with the accolade,

«IWW was right?”
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grounds of having exceeded the
speed limit; and substitute, instead,
a puerile charge of income tax eva-
sion. What's this world coming to?

It seems oul expect our
chiselers to confess their crimes by
coming right out and paying an in-
come tax without encouragement
from the courts. Now if there’s any-
thing that’s hard to confess, it 1S
the misadventure of having had your
hand stray into another man’s
pocket, Courts shouldn’t expecet it.
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time may not be far distant when
| the employing class will acknowledge
the corn and say, ‘“‘we are the go-
vernment.” Better organize, Bueck-
ley!
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Onl ant quarter of the people
want war—a damn small quarter,
both sexes

Among the migratory workers
ecach job has an equal number of

men waiting in sight. How many.
we hid away in the “sylvan dells”
anybody’s guess. One-third work-
How about shortening the day
-thirds?

idle

It is claimed one-third of the
vorking class can support the mil-
lionaires in the style to which they

ave accustomed.

I believe it, but why not forget
the millionaires for a spell and throw
L little bait to your brother and fel-
low worker now idle and in want?
They can’t eat battleships or phony
lemoeracy. Charity soup isn’t much
better.

Rainbow-hued coffee and missile-
biscuits!

Redtape and red herring.

The marshal says the Bremen is
sunk and if we are around the
jungles tomorrow, he’ll take us into
protective ocustody. (There's a car-
nival in town.)

L

Notice how the industrial giants
of Europe are hightailing for parts
unknown—closely followed by the
various governments, to seats of
safety. Not that the politicians have
cold feet; they simply disdain to
take potluck with the defenders™ of
the capital, because they wish to
shout orders long after the army has
surrendered, just to show their un-
compromising bravery by remote
control.

They declared the war, at the in-
stance of ‘the plutocrats, but they
never stay to fight the war, Ah
those good old days when the Swed-
ish Kings died in the battle’s front
line!
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the hone. Soon the sun broke out
and brought comfort to my soul.”
“Churches have gold, silver and dia-
monds and having these—much real
estate.” “Price of wheat drops;
price of bread is steady as the Rock
of Gibraltar.” And so on 5

All these wisecracks are the pro-
duct of a citizen of Hooyeryille,
village of tin shacks, roofs held
down by bricks in serried rows. A
crude organization and management
is present, some complacency, medi-
tation and subdued freedom.




