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'mlners Sa;W the unaa.LIOWed, gum 1rre"u13r mass of
the uoml—breaker, a bl sﬁzucﬁure black- Wﬁi.l ddst,
ugly as a giant ‘toed, It. domlnwﬁel the wholo
valiey.

There were green trees in that va.!ey, mea.qows
‘and ﬂowas fm' the light~ +o kxndie in the summer
days. The sprm« broacnﬁ a soit ﬂush uhere, vmuch
‘a8 in other parts of the world, There - Wes.e stars
and moon abt night, the sun bv da:y.

" There was" beauty, but -ib - lived furblvely under
2 shadow A ‘great somber ‘coal-mine 'was in that
valley, It had dragged its black, slimy trail -across
the'. eledr! brxghtneas of nature, A" “tewn of dxrty,
sad houses was heaped about like- stacks of filth® 'oh
the grass- of* ‘the --valley le’Vel Hug& ths of sla.'r

1,
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stood about tihg ln?s mouth, mounds of darknese
from thch sﬁurﬁedz;eﬁs of diabolical flame,

"Tne~mep n‘f; .all the races lived in the houses
of the *sowu '"“\Tiiey shuffled in the morning through
the muddy shre’ets toward the mine-pit, and returned
in the dusk with their emptied dimaer pails, their
faces black as sinister maskas,;. their bodies dripping
sweat, and stooped in weary curves,

Saturday nights there was one brief candle of.
romanco lit in this dark’ rea.hﬁy of toil, The miners:
dreW their pay then, and spent some of i on lig ué%:
They danced, they sang, ﬁhey fought and grew senﬁl—-
mental, they rememb fsz g _mement their huinan
heritage of play,

I was in Miduvski’s general store on a night such
as this, The place was dimly 1it by lamps, and Mid—
uvski, a big, bald-headed shrewd speculaior, stood
plotting behind his counter. There wore a fow odd
customers lounging about, Nothing happened for an
hour or so; then some of the miners came troopiizg in,

There were about eight of them, and a., few boys
who -worked in the coal-breaker trailed admiringly in
~ bhe rear, The miners were dressed in overalls and
black eJ.ps_, with tiny lamps fastened on them, and
these lamps seemed like the horns of a group of wild-
faced devils, The men were of all races, most of them
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short and squarely bujlt, - Thelr ,Whita .‘hoeth ﬂashed
out. ‘of; tho gloom, of, -4hgix, faces .p they Taughed
uproariously, for they w%.%u_g‘)waquugk.

- Spt em upy, . Midurs'il?; shouted one, 3. stont,
powerfulman with a merry black face and little Chinese
oyes, *The-kig here is treabing!®.

He draggel forward.a Foungstey way was 1o more
thap ten years.oid, and:;whe was, d,ressed ;pﬂggged‘
overally tog , long, for him, and a miner’s cap that came
over his ears, The boy had high oheekbones, -and coa!
dust: darkened his straight nose and: sandy ha.u' of &
young Slav, .

*“The little HUBY & 18- golry 30 treatl” roarel the
stout miner again, “Tlus is hm«fxrst week .in the
breakery and he’s cglebragin’. A# chyer, kid?

“Yeh!™” the boy said, laughing mzrthlessly and
staring -at them all with . big, dazed. pyes. -“I'm a
man now:"”

At this there was a goneral ontbreak of laughter,
and one of the npien clappad the -boy- approvingly on
the shoulder, -Miduvski filled the glasses with..
whisky, which they gnlped down with great smack-
ing.of lips-and long “Ah-h-ha!”

w~ *Give the kid a hooker too!’! shouted a t3ll, reck-
leds Irishman;. pounding on the counter, “He's one of .
us.now, by gorry!”-
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They watched the ey t5%E sht'ki phiy envilops'
and CESERPT - SHT BT EIch By T bn ER6- sbuvker,

Ee R 1B DI o7 IR Rhmdn saidy TSlapbing
thoBng SR LR, M Have’ BABIE Bbw
MyGetteee T T T T

" g ey Waedt SEarass thetldotintdr, TARE - lookGE
al;opﬁ him foolishly, “I ain’s goin’ to bo a .¥hifie# Hll
my Jile3 %o ‘ealﬁf‘aﬁiﬁ%é,‘ “%rith 7 Sdperblaie Witm
goid 53 Y dodtbii”

i “Hopr:gf if’é;“ J‘é”&‘s"y i bt A ER e, enii ng:
cﬁ%::f;ér:% Bl fy—fﬂlé(i‘? glass’e@ e

& B hokP Erardk toh $Hbnd Bghin, Witk Ja deateli
pride on his young faco, But the next monidu; thw
w45 Stors Wil 68 RIAHWE O Thhpliekes W8 ddrk,
dé9p Eoriiors wEE 15A6n Whelves Ugrow AfmeAhd whoidl.
ing KT his pes, OF Ho At likewrising qusl mbe the'
fradrdh’ cotinty iiighisy T4dofling “leifnssiE “do wnon
the cool.Ziaw somewhétsi-and 4t hredthespuré wirs
A iner offers T Hine 4 Wieweok tobackds axd hs:boy

P

his mouth and o munch it busily, | VB&k he' wastsick
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sI8evi
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“J ansy,” he said, “Mommers lookin’ for ye every—
where, and she says she’ll give ye an awfil lickin’ if
ye don’t como right home, She’s waiin® fer yer pay!™”

The breaker-boy pushed his young brother away
with a silly smils “Beat 161" he said haughtily, thongh-
reeling and sick with the tobacco and rotgut whisky.,
“T'm a man now. Jush tell Mommer I’m a man now!”

The smaller Loy drew back in fright, and stood
staring at his brother from the doorway, doubtful as
to what to do,

“Hooray fer Jansy!” the men shouted in gles,
lifting the boy cn their shoulGers, “Game to the core!”

“We'll have to get him a givl to-night1” the Irish~
man cried waving his slass of whisky recklessly. “He's
a rezl man now, the little Polak, workin’, drinkin’,
chewir’, and whorin’I”

The boy grinned wearily, Oufside in the .night
could be seen fhe monstrous form of the breaker In
whose black bowels gangs of children slaved in fieves
silence ten hours each day, sorting the slag fiom the
ooal with raw fingers. The coal-breaker dominated
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'the town, Jt blotted out the mght a.nd sta.rs from .
human eyes, I’gs ~dust da.lkened all the hounes and
rested hea.v:ly on, ‘hhe weeds strugglmg about the
mme’s mouth, and m ‘bhat valley even childhood wag,
fouled and WJthered by the black ‘black dusﬁ ef
the breaker,



GOD IS LOVE

POVHRTV had imprisoned nine old men_in & shaky
loit downtown and had sentenced them- to. addressmg
ﬁnvelopas forever, EndleSS, smkgnmﬂ envelopeu they
were, white and flat and inans, to be add,ressed with.
sq_ueaky pens In the fierce and: gloomv sﬂence Wmch
atteads all plece work,

A perepetual gmmy twilight hung %o the old loft,
Brownish air and hght eame from a moldermg air-
shaft; the. walls were once Wwhits, spldera:vebs ﬂoated
iike banners of evil from’ the dusby rafters, Some-’
%imes it tained or snowed in the strauge ‘world. ouf-
slde, and then the stale-green cld ceiling 1am with
g'rea,t,' blj"sﬁéry' drops.

O P pens squealed oftien one of the old mon broke
into & fit of spltting; the bpzders Wove aLd ploimsa,
‘bhelr mallelons snares i ‘the ea.vems _of the room,,
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E‘,And this is all that ever happened in the old loft,
‘Tt was a horrible csll for innocent “lifers,”

Seven of the old men had acapied themselves to
this trap poverty had set for their old age. They
“had always been meek, and 50 now thsy found nobh—
ing new to revolt against, But the other two old.
'men possessed what are commonly termed “souls,”
‘and therefore"they were unha.ppy.

One of these two was & fine, red—cLeaked old cak
of a'man, who "had or63* been a °a.1101. R’xeuma»ﬁlsm,
. had - cheated ‘him ou‘b of an hono“ab déath on the
"wavtés, an?i “here he Was nnw, “diddling with pen and
mk for & vaehhood

"He Was nge a.nd stiong, Wrbn gieat tat Sooed fiste
and. ATms, and a nea.d 11ke ona o’c’ those gzant eracrs
tha.t aro, llfﬁed in defenss’ by the Tand against a.van—--
mous surfs Hiy mass of halr was white and wild as
srra.y, “and he had que, far-seemg eyes, colored deep
by the Skles a.nd seas they had known,

" Ho was a heavy drmker, beea.use he needed some-
thing in which t plinge the ha.fe he had for the
“loft and s fungoys atmosphene For he had been
fashmned for heroxsm vand deeds, fof the open air,
He grew sxck for the swmg of a deck unqer his feot,.
for the siarp Kiss of brme on his face, for the free
winds, tremendous skies, all the drama and shrife
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e% the great soas,

' Sundays e would sit 'on’'a bench af the Battery:
and Iook out to the Aﬂazﬂsm thh the eyes of a'iovevs
his heart bzg with ' lunehness for the deep,, b ckenﬁ
'Wa.tels In the 1oft;” Yo Aoveh spoke to the oﬁhefs.;
but dreamed as he scribbled of stramee ports Tyina,,
in “exobic sunsliine, of gaTes and the’ rank songs of
Baxlormen, of wémen an&' ﬁerce moonlight, of thie

ea:kmg perfumeti cofdaé‘a “of the ~tops’t scfmoner.

¢ .. Ho hated the Tofkand the ity - “with “the con-'
suming hate of a eaged lion, He was-dritnl ‘evéry
night, and soms of the days. S

The otjer oId man dréamed of God. .« /At one
time he had ‘been a-thinistor, and What ‘is more, 3
minister who umiy scughﬁ God, Hb had bean unfrockeé!
many years back aﬁ 7 Iasclvmus Womm of h%s con-
gregation had snarecl hxm mﬁu 5111',” He never knew
how, He had besn O'Iad o fma a refuge i the bleak
fog of Now Yor s un&erwoﬂd wfﬁer %,he scancla& Tite
shaineful Tot of d!sh—wapnmg’ anid porter =ebs and beg—
gitig ke had regamed az a penémce and a“mss an@ he
had hugged” “hit " sorrows o hxm m an’ aesta,sv of
_aﬁozzemsnt

Bli‘t".atter}v he was be"mhiﬁg t° doubt. The
Jexaltatxon was Iaavxng himj and the’ eh}lI of ref.hﬁv was
gettlmg down, He semetlmes dared to imagine that ke’
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had long since expiated his orime, aﬂd ne Wundered,
‘why Ged dewanded mare of him. .

Snme mgnts ha"vecnld wake and sweas With termr;
%o ’azink thab perha.ps there was o God of jusiice,,
I[e wo:ld rnau‘fz eut aS lf to ca.’c.ch someihmg thab Was:
slxppmg mm mm. . s e

“My ch my ‘God, why art Thou- foxsa.mng me?”?
he Womd Weep Into h is hard, lousy p}liow at the lodd-
ing house And there Wc&ld he only the naussous smell
of the ned—ngs aud Jthe swinish gnores of the men in
the sxleﬂ.ce. PO

Yeb all - thmgs are fmally answered, and i was
Ehrough the otner old man with a “soul” thak the min-
ister got his own. «errib}e weply and sizn from the
heavens, He was goxng home"in the enfoiding gloom
and searlet of anp Oeﬁobar twilight, a little, roand-
shouldered old. man in a ﬂappy old suit, an umbrella
and reading matter In his embarrassed clukch, , . , Gne

.knew him fer the typxcal failure of the ciiies, the

zmiable, nmih anb kind of a .man. Who has love for
manand i Deash m-h*s wa.tery Dblue eyed, and -is so sccial
$hap there is 1o p}ace for. hun in saelety. cee
The other old man with a snul the saxlor, had no}
eome o work thah day“ - .He . Was probahly on another
spree, and the mimsﬁer got to ﬁhmkmg wistfully of
hzm, He alsa thou«hﬁ of God, a.nd this with the dim,
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eodl mystic autumn wmds in tha tw“hgh% consp:red to-
make him very melancuoly. o e Jowas all 80 sad, the
huge, erypiio sky, the winds oud of nmwhere, the dying
summer and the purposeless ﬁhmngs f workers The
greab tenements hung black and solemn agamst the last
gilver stains of light and somebody was singing in &
window, , . .

And then the old mlnlstef sudden!y met his fellow~
toiler, the old sailor of the lofs, The saflor was sta,g—-
gering out of a glaring, hiving saloon! his hea.d lollmg
and hig brave old oyes blurred with drink., He was
very drunk; and very helpless, and %he old minister
came up and talked to him, '

“Good evening, brother ”'hs said, taking he other's
loose hand in _his own, The sailor Jooked ab him
stipidly and mui‘.tered, "Hello

“I missed you at the loft to-day,” the minister
said, graduaily edging the other away from the saloon
door,

“Yeoh, I wasn’t feeling so good,” the sailor mum~
bled out of his confused mind, He swayed a litilg)
and hiecoughed, *“Come an' have a drink,” he stam~
mered thiekly

The minister did nob answer, bud fook a bolder
grip on the oblier’s arm, and insinuated him down the
Wroct, The old sailor had losh his kb, and his-beau=
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'tlfgﬂ p’i;fl'B"W]IltE ‘heg.‘d" wasa kﬁight}fy plaiﬁe' aga.m;‘tz
e sm;abg; %w:lgghp HIS clothes were dusty, a.nd ha ,
.ﬂ&d aiso been str.:pped of Ius eolla.r and txe Ah the
A cols of the eiy , tmned a.nd soekea a.f{‘.er ﬁﬂ.e ﬁWo old
anen as shey troda cemplmated\wa.y ﬁhronrrh the ﬁraffxe
The fools waggod heir heads sagely, and c;aeked iahsw
T,Gncues

A hurdy-gurdy sholi. the night through Wik

[

,,m'as;c, and - i;he oid sa.xlor broke into a fow ﬂmgmg
I’)_ar;s of he horap:pa, mqvmg with ﬁhaﬁ meehameal
. g&yety wmeh is' 50 pitiful -in old - dmnxaz’ds Heo
meakTy stoppvd Wﬂen the mmlster begged hinm ta,
and was meek until the ﬁwo came fo- the nexh corner,
yhers anghher teemn;g salaozz ffave off & great
glither,
“ Hore he balked flatly,-and would go no furbher,
He wormed iumself sbubbomly oat of uhe cluich of
‘the f’:a.ll Little mmlster, and dragged to the emo

" “Must have a- q,f}nk ” he repea.ted a«am -and
aga:rn. in a sullen 'passxan, He ghook “the mznxsﬁe"’s
a@'as.uzwg grasp - of“ lum, and . stumbled viclently
thxaugh the saleon deor, There Wwas a-hum of Jous
"eous veiees, the swifh, fob breath *of wmsky, sour
’beer ami izobacco, ‘the bluif weleoms of the bartender,

TLen i{he kﬁ:le mlnxsﬁer was alon Ea grev Yeuy '

#ad again, fm- he he.:i dm:nei 0%, re&awna $he: ul;ﬁ'

N
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From « night-of *ddisistions  He-wdandeied vaghely
Jown' Ninth~ Aventie, wotidering whether- he -Bught
%6 go home now and leive the sailor ta h}S -chancds,
And the 1ife of the ofty fight smofe in on his-thoughts
and submergeé them in itis great surf of mdvement,

The sound and fury of the eify aight] The.ele-
vated rvoared Iike an aroused’ monmster overhead: the
people 'stirred and siffed in black masves-on thé sigd+
walks; peddlers barked, pianbs jangled, light flowed
in golden sheots from gaudy store windews; three young
gicls ﬂed ‘with locked arms down the strest, Iaudhmg
‘and sereasmmo with joy as three lads purened -them’,
Chatter, ga.bble, laughter, hardness, ﬂuxdrby, on and
on the hosts poured, as if thit were all of’ 1ife, raisiag
their complex -and itanioc anthem of nothingness to ‘the
gkyt

The old mi mster ZOUked ak bhe sky and fell to think-<
ing-of God again, and so gfe‘w - sadder and sadler He
thought how &lxen the sky wasg ever mxs br?eL ami morbare
10w Inbrusive the- sbars im Hhe lives of tﬁese pushmb,
sereaming,- _peop}‘e - There was ro Gad of Jusmce, for
thore was no jushiss, There W&s cnIy pain dnd fuulhﬁy.
The sky ‘Was a pitiless, neadless mystery. 'i’a.ene was
a void behlnd its cuttain, butng God, Wm%f sign was
fhere of a. God in the warld?

The old man mioved in the oty night, his soul
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fang en‘dlosslﬁﬁ in. beﬁtomless guﬂs of nega.tlon ~And
then, fovered and everwreught, healmost fainfed when
there came to hiy simple imagination what seemed i
#im a_miraenlous answer to-his questions,

Sitting on the garbage-laden step of a tenement he
beheld & slum mother nursing her infant,. There was
& light o her face -from a nearby wizdow, bub te ths
old;minister it was divinity . His Heart melted for love of
‘them: both—3he famished, ground-down mothor, the
he_lplg &, trusting caild. . e

“Love,” murmured the old minister eestabisally,
‘zGod As: lovei”

He stood and loaksd at ﬁnemlonﬂ and long, his eyes
grea.t a.nd shmxng. He thtught of the life of the mother-—
“Bow her days were a eycle ol woes, and Ther momania
breathed in constant pain, She lived in a pit of despalr,
and yet she loved, She loved. and sacrificed beeause
somethmg meved in her_ that was divine-—something.
tham was God.

l't was God, In the life of man God had ever been,
eVen ws' He was hera now on tais ash-heap of poverty,
God was wherever men died for an ideal, wheraver
momers hovered over the babes for whomthey had paid
in blood and a.ﬂeny.

"God was strong. Helived where all else Seemed o
Jhavo died. Ho stirred men to deeds that were supax«'
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buman, He gave weak Woman a power thai wag abova
“empires, Yes, God was in the world! He was a flande
A'bhat 1it up the dark marsues of poverty, op;;ressmn,
and ;pam God was love!

I5 was clear now, And -one must love in order
t0 know God,

So the vld minister séarched his heart, and found
tlis% he had not loved: the” world and his fellow—men
for ‘mdny 4 month, He had Almost come ) hate,
and that was why Geod had ssemsd to fail him, - He
muss love again! = Hs must love his fellow—me1 ab
the Jodging “house, the bestiil, ruim-soaked men who
swore so terribly! He musé love the silent and sonl-
less men wio worked with him ahk the addressing loft!
e must love the fate which had thrust him into
these sordid, foul-smelling seenes, for this was his
eross, and he must learn to love even his crossi

Love: He would go back fo the old sailor and
Tescue tmt other, drxftmg life_ by the power of love,
He would go back tc the saloon and convinece the
men there of- God, convince them by the love.over—
flowing frem his heart and eyes,

So he went back under the bellowing elevated %o
the saloon, Squalling with light, it was tie brightast,
shost beckoning spot in the dark wilderness of the
stieets, - But its confident hsrd glare brought all:
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h:s ingrained shyness up to-defeat h}m. He Wa.lkec!

-3imidly up to the doors and peeped into the noisy
giow-of tho saloon, - Dim in a bank of tobacco smoke
he could see the great white hg.a.dof‘ his §aﬂpr friend,
also the rough,. cruel -faces of a rowt of other men,
Suddenly he'knew that he could nok go in there and
speak . of. love,:  He wewut. back to° the sidewalk and
waitad Isr the sailor fo come ouf,.

The city night closed in and owned him again, It
imoved fitfully about him with iis jurmeil, with its
cats and ~bibies and sweabty, hard-bitted men and
women,. HS studied g fly-specked whisky advertise-
mewut in the salopi :window for. mopre than fifteen
rainubes; - I% pictared - in_ poisonous green-and-blus
*The - Old - Kentucky Homs,” The old. man thought
15 ‘beautiful, and ¥ made him homesick for the sofh
fields of Ohlofrom wheuce he had been exiled,

A foul*cldﬁmom_anvjqam;.up and talked o him,
She was dirty and leoring, and she propospd ‘& hor-,
vible thing to him, But ke could almost kiss he? for
love, f.r as he -noted  her smirched dress and repul-
sive, smulty fase there came fo him jhe thought of
his dear, new-found God of love, ., .  .How beauti-

ful He made everything. .-, .
Then the cld man grew lonely for a while, He.

read a newspaper by, the saloon’s briltiant glow,  An,
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hour passed, a,nd ‘the old satlor did not a,pPe:l.r. .« ..
The old' man paeed the ' street in front of the saloon
restlessiy, a.lmost 1mpa.txent1y, but could nob brmg
hlmself to the jpomﬁ of going away. . . ,bomethmg
s‘bronger th&n hlmself held him - there. . .God

And~ then fma.lly the old sailor did come. The
saleon doors  copened. outward with. a ecrash,. az{d
through them lurched the impotent hulk of the he-
fuddled old aa.xlar He could harqu stand, and q
mean, city—faced baruendei stood behind him and

uched the big, uny]eldmg form with conte:_npt and

mhteous exasperaﬁxon. ' o

e *Out: of Heie, you old bum ” he sneered, snovmg,,
*Out Fefore I clip ye ome, . ., .Ye'vée made enough
gab to-night for» such an old son-of-a-bich, We
run a decent, respeetable saloon, we do, and I’ll Izave
ye know i%,°.°, ,Out!”

The sailor looked ab him glazy-eyed and upknow-
ing, He rosisted aumma’amally, only néeailée he
was sk ubbom of tempmamenﬁ Dully he would try
again and uba.m to gush ‘back into the barrcom, and
svery tims he' did soy %he bari;ende; ‘would kiek h:m
in ‘he Suomach a,nd ‘send bhim sodden to the mcte-—-
walk, “Four times this ha.ppened the old man madh~
tqrmg stupidly all ‘the while, Once in the four {imes,
he hxt the sxde of his cheek on %he pa.vement, and i
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Burst open, bleeding copiously,

The minister wrung his hands and #ried to inter—
feme, but the sailer Phrust him aside, A group of
pople gathered,’ but none of them fried io stop the
smectaclo, Then at Inst the old sailor was too weak
fo got up, and Iay writhing in the street,

The bartender cast a last withering look at him,
aaed ppet with slow scorn ab the twisted form,

“I¥’s guys like you that give a black eye fio the
sedmon business,” he sald bitterly, as he went Inside,.

Then the old minister elbowed ferward and bent
over hiz friend, With difficulty he liffed the heavy
bady to its feet, while every one eyed him curiously,
asfd even cynieally, His meager musecles . strainsd
a8 he sopported the old sailor, but his heart was %orn
“syen more fox rbhe other's hamiliafion, ., . ., The old
sailor wen% with him feebly, like a sick child, mum-
Hling weak complaints, , , .

He would take him to his roem, and let him sleep
tlere while he himself walked the streets for the
nqght . . . In the morning he wonld come back and
talk tohim, and help him, . , ,The old minisfer went
out in a great flood of pity %o the other, , , ., The
sailor must be given Love, and he must be taughl to.

They walked a few blecks in this nightmare fash~
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Jcn, in the hum of the avenue The old sailor drew
% little out of his. stupor, and all the evi! of #he
aleohol in him began to speak, He stopped flat wa
his fracks befors a garish window in whith eandies
and fruits were displayed, and made as if to punek
the glass in with his hand, shoufing,

The minister pulled him insistently away, saying
zentle, sootking things all the while, But the sailer
was half-erazy now, and he tried to shake himself
free of the other again and again, He grsw ima—
patient and querulous with the miniater,

“Who i hell are you anyway?” ho demanded, &
‘dor’t know you, ILemme go.”

“I am your brother,” the old minister would sy
gontly, I want fo take you to my room where you
can. be safe and sleep %ill morning.”

Aﬁd- over and over again with sickening Insistempe
the old sailor would answer, “You ain’ my brother,
You’re a thief, #hai’s- what you afel You wané ts
rob me!”

He had fallen upon this crazy suspicion in his
ramblings, and it gave him a peculiar delight %
rapeat it over and over, He leered shrewdly and
cruelly as he said &, and ‘the minister's heart broke
withiz him, But his kindness did not leave him, v
kis gieat love for the other helpless old man, , , .
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The old sailar parbionjarly delighted in shoufing
his insane charges when he felt peoplo . staring 2h
him, . . . They Would invariably c'v.s’b Jsusplcmus,
eyes ab the minister - and one or two stra.ngers
gpoke reprovingly to hlm, and Iookmo' for = pohee—
man, could not find him, a.n& so did nob mte*fere, e

And then the twb old men, in their dlffxcult pas-

ge of the rushmg, nmsy a.venua, came a.ga.m wmhm
’ehp bold illumination of & saloon, Hordes' moved.
‘before and around it, ard its hot, stlong biea.th came’
out in an assault upon ¥he sweebness-of the October
‘wind. The old sailor's eyes kindled as he saw lt, and
he shook himself like & big ceg in the grip of the
other,

“I'm going In th ee,” he mutteted, strugeling 4o
be free. “Lomme alone”

“Brother—" the minigher plg;adéd, ‘ﬁolgi'fng ag
tigh#ly os his strength let him,  ©

“Loemme go! I want to go in thers!”

“Brother, there is nothing in there for you,” the
old minister sald.

“Lemms go, I tell ye! T want 9°go in and lick
__that bartender!” ' C

“That’s not the place,” the minister cried. “Don’t
gc in, Come home with me,” .

“Lomme “alone, you %hief, you! ! I’m’ not going
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with you, you thiefl?”’

TFhe 01d~:sa‘ikir 4ried %o Wremch hindself -from the
other’s grasp 4nd. was foo.suecessful,. for he:toppled
into's Bieary hap on the pavement, .The dainister
bent over him fadly,-and lifted him %oshis feef againy
A lHtle stunned, the sajlor - walKed va Hese steps .iti-a
docile daze, Then the alcohol . madness  fell: upon
him again, and He hegan his muttering add struggle,

“Temme go, you thief!? he said. more: viclently
than before, “LEMME GO”

- He gave 2 stdden shoud; and made a Sreat :muss
cular twist which almosi thrbw the: mifilster o thd
ground. _

“Thief] thief1? the old sailor shouted: rabidly in
fis huge voice, ‘One of his big whirling cfists . caughh
the feeble litile minister square on the-mouth, and
the blood spat out, Sick and dizzy, the- sld .ministed
clung to the other sigill, with ‘#hke- hope in his mind
that the sailor would soon fire,

But the old sailor lashed himself ihto a :greater
fury, as the blind fighting devils woke in his brain,

S“Thief! thief!’” and he mauled the offor with: gread
vicious blows, leaving marks wherever ke _struck),
Tho .two wrestled to the pavement, and black flow—
ing waves of people turned asida, from -their usual
chounels aleng ’the ‘avenue and foamed aboui thenty
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Far A war  aer or

as about the cenier of a whxrlpool The,,?:v;erq wits
7 the. crowd .. One cried., out above, the dinning of
%ho> street’ noises, “Co. it, .you old roosiets!” An-
other ighouted, “My .bet. on,the big guy," after the
sailor had pounded. b;xs& irop_fist into the other’s eye
with a disbinét orasli, - Everybody laughed at these
withicisms; ieveryone in the cpowd wag In fine' humor,
The- . crowd spread and rgrew :c\qzls’ﬁaa,zvtly,- grew . {0
sudden. . feverish. dimmensity  with curinus~ men and
boys, and pale, pitying er amused woraon, The
antics . and ., rgd;eu}ons ¢ontorsions of the oId msn
brought forthi-gales-of laughter, -cheers and - hocth;gs,

The little minister yielded %o i ail with -a sick
porrow , baking the beating as he.day in the dirt with-
out an :ounce of resistance. He was too broken—
hearted : to - fight; bul shub his eyes and suifered eacﬁ
blow ' in silence, only groaning a litle and weepjng
weakly through it all, . . . It was as if he did not
care any more: . e e i

The elevaiod -stormed overheads; the sireet-carg
dlanked by, wagen wheels rattled, the peddiers barked
hoarsely, the, iyoung girly siill’ screamed joyously as
tliey yan from .pursuant’lovers, -Beyond the hang-
ing dark, the sky watehed- 25 stonily ag before, . . .
L Aad a‘hurdy—ﬂﬁrdy rang out, The two old men
thiashed aboub in - ihe swill of: the streat, bruising
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themsslvas terribly. And th: erowd stood about amd
Sucked Olyxpian bligs; out ‘uf ke faree. " Then a
wide f>rm in blue battered thuough -thé crowd and
Joomed over the twe old méni

“A cop, a cop,” rustled the srowd with respect, It
hushsd bef we authoritv, and in the silence could be
heard "the repsavoed "cracks of the policeman’s loaded
club on the ribs of the old men ., : ., Hé bécan hit-
$ine instantly, , . .

And:so3n the .sgiilor collapssd,  dnd liy limp on
the limper form of tle pbher, Ths policeman -lifted
both of them by the seruff-of the neek and held their
swaying forms steady with--each of his big. hands,

“You bastards, you!” he spat . with loathing, as
he regained his. breath . ;. . Hehated ther, for
they had given him-work to do, , ..~

“You bastards!™ . . . He hauled them to a isle~
plione, and the oid minister heard through a red daze
the patrol wagon clattering np a few. minutes lafer,
He wondered what they would do with him;.and did
not care. , . . He falt hollow and dark’ w'iﬁhin, and
his body was a "hammer that best endlessly dgainst
Wself . , . ;He weph, ,..".

And then they threw the two pld men with “souls”
into the dopths of the van, 'And the crowd ebbed
away grinning, chewing thHe Mappy -cud of reminis-
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o3nce,

The hardy old sailor slopt 43 the Wagon bounced
over the eobblestones, snoring away all kis aches and
pains, But the old minister could do noining but
woep, holding his shreddsd face In his hands azd
weeping.sorely,

One of the policomen pulled away hls hands and
asked, “What's the idea?” not. unkindly.

But the old man did not answer, for he really did
uot know way he wept so terribly., He could only
feol his agonzied, welted -body, and moce. terribly ha
eould fesl a- quesr void within him,, from whence
somebhing had become mprooted. . ., .

There was a recurring, overmesbering, soul-shaking

sense of desolation which c¢ame over him like a dark-
ness, the feeling that Some Ope or Something had
tricked him, , . .Hs weph and wspt,
T He wept as tho sergent ab the desk took his noms
and charged him on the beoks with having been
drunk and disorderly. He wept as he was lad
intc the dark basement of the stabio, house where
the cells were,

In the siekly gaslight a keeper  eame forward raf-
tling great keys, He had & %hvistling, round head,
and narrow, oold syes, and he stared at the two old
m=a with hard and blase impersonality;
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“We’re all fﬂled up to-nxght, Johny” he ‘sxid o
‘the officer, *I ‘guess we'll have“to put these twe in
‘with thaté:razy Billy-Sunday nigger.”

A c¢sll was unlocked, and the oId minister folt
himself jammed into it by a smgle posmve push
-of the keoper's. hand, The sailor fell' into a grotesque
heap on the buards of the cell; and sprawled thare,
snoring slmost immedindely, But the other mam
leaned against <he bars, his facs in his-hands, Weep-
ing,

He could do nothing but weep,  There was ng
light in his brain; and he had lost all he had ever
owned., He was alone at the bottom of & black sea
of pain; alone, He sobbed and sobbed. -Aud then
through his. pain he heard a singing and a mutfering
from the obscure part of the cell, He- pub his hands
away and looked there. and saw strange, burmngi
ayes. It was the insane Negro. In n shrill, unhuman
and pilercing strange voice he sang & hymn the minister
had loved: '

“Abm',e with me, fast falls the eventides
The darkness deepenss Lord, wzth mé abide~—"

The Tainister ghuddered, He-sobbed, He felt he
could not- suffer much more, “Hallelujah-praise the:
Lord,” ‘burst ou# from the coraerfof the cell; Then:
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tha msane Negro.. a.gam sang ‘the hymn w:ﬁh its bur~
den of trusﬁ and. y(eammv and love of God:

“When other- he’tpe‘rs fail, and comforts flée,
0 TTzou who changest noty abide with me.

‘He sang .ib-again with hy%emcul fervenay. Ghaos,
despair, "ivextinguishable lonsliness -fell . upon the 01(1
minister, , ; . The disastrous, wh.u:hng sense of hav-
ing been betrayed returned to him .-, . the sbzﬂlnv,
void , . ., the sense of having been betra.yed by
Ohne he had loved,

?‘Aqidé with me, fast fall . o 7
The words twisted like inguisiforial serews. inte
ﬂié brain of the old man, - Their significance made
him writhe, He could rot bear this hurt any longer,
It "was as if the whole night had eonspired to torture
hxm. Something must snap. It was his soul which
auddenly broke with a great shudder and spilled
like .poison threugh his blood, At the {ifth time the
Negro sang this hymn, the old min'ster gave ot a
groat_cry of moadaess, He ﬂu_ng' himsolf fally and
madly at the face and chest of the insane Negro,
. Dot dowt, .don’t, don’t, he sobbed fiercely,
‘But the Negio gave 3 quéar Roream1 likqv that of gom®
night=prowling camnivore, He turned on, i‘;ﬁe”,‘olfi
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minister sad tore at him with testh, claws and feet
oo hungrily, ... Blood spurted on the dark cell air

<« Aud nobody hsard or vame fe icseue the gentle old
man wha had sought God all his days,
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Tuis textile strike was smoldering into its seventh
week, I% was a bitier ag in the mouths of the men,
¥unds were at an ebb, scabs wers eamiﬁg in like a
Jocust plague, the company voffials were growing
more and more militant in their self-righteousnsss,
The strikers were drifting into a sbate of depression
and seli-distrust, Their solidarity was begiﬁning tC
show fissures and dangerous ecracks,

All of which Deat in with the moming light on
Kurelovitch’s tired brain, He lifted his head from
the pillow, locked about the bleak bedreom, and heaved
a long, weary, sigh,

At 2, mosting of company executivesK urelovitchk
had  oace been denounced as a dangeious agitafor, whose
pathological thirst for viclence had created and sustained
the strike, .

“The man I8 3 monace, a mad dog! ’ His career

28
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oazht to be siopped -before k3 doss any more mig-
ehiefl” shouted one venerable direstor,  hix kindly
biue syes dsvaldping g glae that would have hovrified
ths wolgen folk of his fomily,

“Thx" scoundrel's probably pocketing half the
sbrilte funds!” dscla ad anotha: dizectos, his plump; Tosy
gills gaivering, 2w bald head inflam=d with 1age, as ke
benzed the teble with his fish,

‘Bui Kuelovitch was a0b g mad doz, . He was nob
waxing fat with industrial spoils, as hid ¥he directors,
He was a fall, fragic, rough-hewn Poles who had
giddenly been hammered izto :leadezéhip by .the cvisis of
“the strike, He bad the burning eyes of a hungry wo:ker,
.3 tuzged nose and mustaches, aud his hands were ungainly
and work-twisted, Yes, sverythinz about kim told a
simnle fals; this was n worker,

Now as ko oxtricated himself-fiom the bedslothss
znd 5ot up to dress,- the -strike - probléms writmed  z:d
Rissed in his jadel brain, like & newt of siakes, For
saven Wesks now he-kad risen’at dvwisand kad ldbored
il midhight at this gigantic new fask of wiring 7 15
per eent ‘wage” indroage- Jof his follow wt):kéas% -Ths

“simple woker had Browa somber aud Wise in £l process;
skoptical of men and of words, Hb had getn ‘plans collapie,
heads broken. unjustly, Sentefiess - inflicted < by > edrrupt
fadges,  babled’ and ‘women starving, ' He- had Tenxd
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Himsolf agsailed as a monster' by the other damp, and
as ‘a- weakling #d fool by the "nore embittersd of his
Ow:1 Bide,

His wife #d heard him sigh, She ealled fiom
ths kitchen, whore sha was moving about,

“No coffes for you thizs morning, Stanislaw,’” she
guaoticed in & .sullen voice, “And there’s nolhin’ sise
t0 eat, oaly a fow Ruaks -of old bread,”

Kuveloviteh stvmbled waarily 4o his feet and en-
tarel the zinlddo':o';s kitcha, OGreasy paas oid platters
a2ad sour garbage were scattered aboub, hopelessiy, and
n a1 opaqus cloud of smoka his wife fussed over. the
stova, their fourth child kicking in hker arms, .. She
way hsaking a little milk for the iafd, and when
her kasband enbered, she turued on him with an amazing
burst of wrath, ’

“Neo, uot a faste-of food In the house!” sha cried,
“And the kids waatto bed lpst night without any supper,
T can’t sband i1

“Butit’s ant my faulk, aow,. s ik, Anmnie?” the
big man--said -Rimbly as-he put hkizs arm about her
and the child, -She cast-it off flercely, stood him off
with a volley of woods that were -like poisonsd ar-
£ows, sach plerging to his:-vimle,

“It -9 youar fault!” sho- scrsamed out of her over
laden heart, “You were one -of the firet 4o go, o
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s%,r"ike, t*faou *h We ﬁa.da’% B p”e“ﬁily " i - ths 'Thousb!
Tesh witk " when' the ciinpany ~Wantéd the ion to
come back you talked ‘them out of 11;!”

“But Anma— » tha t‘ﬂl mu aﬁtampﬁed ge’nﬁly,
“Dont Ag.me mv;, or fry Eo fool me w1ﬁh one of
‘ur sneeches o You L--ow the stmkes Tost” 4 Weﬂ
"1 do, and that af‘ber R you‘l} b biscklistsd i
evefy mxIl towa 3:1 New Encrlfo‘.ad B‘d‘b yﬁ‘fl “don't
cate it yo‘ar ch:ldra,l staive, Ao youd You’d be’ gIa.d
to isee dS a.ﬁ dea& wouldat yoa?”"

The Mg cmm*pled under the a.%té.ek, i-:e. neetmsd
to ng sm'cﬂler ‘Ebﬁ.‘l Els ‘infaridbed - wife, bﬁiﬁ‘l he
Suralghteaed in the gIoﬁni of the kxtcheﬁ “and we.lkeﬂ
io tme door

“Iﬂ try zmd get Fou '»1, "ot of gtaeer?eéﬁ “%ind‘ ﬁhi*l.ﬂs
fvm headqaa.rtels tms mommg, Anma,” he said iR
& hasky voice, as He Went ot into tha stréets,”

Kuar e@wtcﬁ shivered at his coafact 'thh tﬁe gr

'v‘p alr S—mw ha.v{ i*allen _during ths ﬁlgr&? haﬁ
was ~ow 5 aoxsome slxxsh, afﬁer ita ouef evrpar.eaca
thh the mlll tow:a The voze squxrmed throa.'rh tile
a}s in has shoes, '_ and sta,rﬁed tha gooseﬁesh a‘ow
Ka e;ov,tnh sus,;p‘me{ . :Across the -wgr in fha uka?
marning, "na eoald S the resxdentlal he:gﬁbs w}’aera
ths bosses ]Wed Thay remi; aded ™ hxm “of thé vﬂlage

_____ "o

of his “Jouth, * with its g;rdlé of snow—“c‘srowned hills

\ ":3 f,]
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and. .pea.oaf'u} cauts,aes He remcmbesed a thsn 's\m?
._gf‘jlggs i _UagJ.d sh;vemd, tnan puned himselt
togotinar -

Y _,m tz;,e httle bmdve whmh bomd the sphﬁ
Jplyes of uhe ’ﬁown, hs COled see the mxll, 1ts sha.dows
o, thy ¥0j {va me of the rxver T The bea.uﬁhul em~
.'b]em Of Ameuca gleamcd from a sta,tf o the lov',
sp“@whn,,, stecture, a8 if to sanetlfy all that, Went on
beneath, ;\,;d now Kurelovite tch had tra.vexsed a Jimgle
of dacaying wo. kers’ smcks and offal- streml 5tree€s, and

Was. olrecﬂy within the magsive shadow of ths m111 Two
01 thnee—m ms fellow—woxgers 1ecoﬂ’nlzed him; a.:v.d calie
hui'ryl 23 fomaa;l £2om. the pickes, line, . Kuzoloviteh's day
had beg‘m.

.#Them damned guamen are surs.oub for fxghu this

moal nol” s2d a somber, cnmhy Pole, swz.thed in old
bulap and 5 tremendous fur cap that ha.d come with
him from Euavope,

“Yep L they licked up more booze then usual last
mgnt, T g‘oess )" said anofker shriker between hza chat-
tor ing toeth,

A yoang pxeket butst Out ina bxtﬁer voica, YE‘W’eﬂ
we'll g.cva tham all the fsght ‘they waat, ne ba.sta &sr
Wa am‘b yellawl” - Kuxe’ovnch lmked at ‘bhe vo‘mf?
pxckeb qmeﬂ ¥s tne;l the taree pxckets Went w1th hlm
1;0 Wnare fifty sbr:kers w.a,lkad slowly’ up and dow:; the
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length of “he mill gates,

The dark, pilent men and .wemen in the Yiim seemed

like a hust of mouragrs in thiz world of dreary skv and

slush~1adeg oarth, They wero muffled to the chins, a;d

their breaths rosa like sham fiom human fea-ketbies,, A

mood, of sadaess snd suspense hung about the ragged monrn—

o018, Whenever they passed the }zuot of.gmzmeu at the
gate thoy turned their eyes away Ia grief, .

Two of the. guumen, as if ab sig;aa.l, datached
thomselves from the mob of them naddled at thn gata They
carzied clubs Ip- their haads, sad at their hlps conld be
seen bulging the badges of &heir mission in life, which
wes to bieak strikes and to do murder,

They eams cloze to Kurelawtﬂh "'1d watehed htm
with soeering, sadistic eyes, As ke walked ujp aad down
in the sluggish pickod liw, they dargad him and called
him foul names, Theoy we: '8 Ia.sqy 1@ well-fed, these
young athletes, and saxwd to enjoy their work, Lul_e.of-
vitcha swallowed the Inmp in his tu:oat

A:z Jhour later, as he was oepmtx.lg fiom the ling,
the ’LWO gunmen still followod him, A group of meets
formad a guard a.bout Kurelovitch and eseo"ted him uO +hs
stmke headguariers, shivering sll ths way w:t,o. rep‘essad

rage, Kurclovitch was a ma,rked ma.n in the strJLe zZone,
and- his maiming was a subjoct of much yea.mzn" “and.
Planning by the gunmen,
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grent” baz 1-11ke ézm.,mre in the ce1e¥ 0f fhe- ta-medfstr
.url alleys Uf tHo Lexblle whrkerst slifm; A bms**b‘om%e*y
qmot‘b Kurék)wﬁch as Hb éntorcd the grest’ roai; —md =
%housm 1d fas e‘;, S.n'nlo‘ vow i Tow, tured to the lvader
as “he “Marched rz

K zreiav‘mo'h Kare ‘ovitch has ‘come!” ‘ram & mb-

mur like wud uhlauﬂh a foest,

Ka Iovitch lea.ped o the f0gh stdre, whore o%hers
DE Faﬂ éﬁ;}Le commxttes Weié s;’ﬁtmg, aid WHispersd ia
co-:.sulba.t;m wuh a n,ilow Poie He Ieaz.ried ﬁh% the¥e
ws 1otm,1cf bf moment VRiT da,y—-qo 8ign from the bosses
ner funds from s_rmpa.*hzvels Tt was mstrely awtker of
the da.rk d-ms m ths s‘r.“}Le

“Ba# soma o‘ e Trénch-Cundizas ave getting sna.ky,
thﬂ m'ﬁ Wmspmed “Ram’b—*»avl ks been at them, gud
yoﬂtnasy tHair p"m* oid thom to g0 ‘bask to wo:k,
Give teni’ nell Ii'a:e onﬁcn 177

I&melovmc,h cathie t0 e edb‘e 0f thd “platiorm ina
hsh hke tmﬁ o an OO’a:a.ﬂ,o’f _Li)on Tosking ‘out over a
lmm oi fam.s Tnev We::e facen tant Rl olow mto the
gmde;z la. 1l oa tha twalm Wmds o‘ th wn"ld “dirk
Girock md Latn fases, pa.le w‘omu s fades,’ tie broad -
‘bomed, or.rh’ny, baa,autful f'v. s of  Slavdon] *Dary}‘}'f“r%
.»tmmﬂed tIno*wh a.t'&e wiadows and - d\lstad “ths - he&;{s
avsd Favalders of o strilters as Withy teasosadent puwdu.
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A, oileloth 5.8 behmd Kurelovitich procla.xmed - b.a, :
battering legiers, “Wo Average 59 3 Week and We Are’
Demzding 15 Por Cont Mazel. Are Yo‘a With Us?'

.Fhe aig sightened as Knlralm sfich Ioomed thne, thls
sad- prolebarian kao, s oopec’i &16. g;em,h W;th hm many
cazes, Finger-deop hollows were In his cheeks. and, wmh
h'a blazng eyes. and shyong mo. ath, ko saemeé\ llke soma
ss.elic {oHower of the warrior Monsmmsad,

“Follow workers , , .7 ‘ »

In a-low voice he began dissussing the saculat
dofaiis Of the.strike, as oa every day, .I%,- | Wag dmb
ead yet dramatic; _th s tallk-of fond,. armsﬁ%, _injanc-
tici, Then, 'sometking ;w;oulq .come.  O¥er Kare*ovmch,
% s‘s::':b'lge focling of auton tism, as I hy were judexd
the volce thpt this simpl_e*—haz.u,ts@‘hordé bad created out
of their wos, THe searing phrases rushed fipm h's lips
in a‘wild, stoumy musics- like t7.8 voice of a gale, and
a3 mv‘s’a‘c nd powerfal,

With both hfnds ngoldmg%hls brewst, ag if it waso
bursting with pessionate vision, - Kmalowteh hfﬁed
hs face In oas of the superb moments -that had made
him 2 leador,

‘o “Fellow.- worke:s|™ he chanted, rising fo hiy sym-
phozue climax, “wa can, nevor be beajfe"x., for we are
t4y ‘.:orkeiﬁygu whose shoulders . rest-the pxils,rs of tha
woldl In our..hands ara ghe {ools by, which life i,
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ggrried on!

“We are boginiing 0 sbarve, som> of wgy but let
us starve bravely, for we aro soldiers ‘n a greater and
- gbler war than that which is bleeding Furope, Wa
rre soldiers in bhe elsa:s wa: which i finally to sed
maakind free of all war aad all poverty, all bosses and
hate, Workingmen of the world, unite; we kave nothing
io lose but our chains; we have a world fo gaial”

Kurelovitch, eaded i 2 é‘ma.t shouti, and thea the
Tandelapping and whistles rose to him in turbulent
swirls, H. —found himszelf suddenly weary and limp
and melencholy, and kis deopest wish was to go off
somewhere alone 0 wait uatil the hollow places Insids
were refilled, , . . .

But, with the oitlers of the strike committes, ke
loft the platform aad fused info the diseussions that
‘wore raging everywhere, Eveorybody tried to come -
near Kuerlovitch, to speak fo him, He was a com-
‘mon hkearth at which his peosple crowded sad skould red
for warmth, his starving, hopelul people who believed
Aim when he said they could wipe out th> acoumulatsd
wee Of humanity, .. .

‘He was treated fo long recitals of the workings of
tha_?rblebaria.n soul In this time of want aad paniec and
anger.,  He hoard & kundrod tales of temptation, of
desperate huager, of outrages at the hands of gunmen,
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Kuramltch Ixsteaeii td it all like- s grave, kind ‘z‘a.ther,
umymv_ mzty a Gordiga kaot with hs new-fonnd
strendth and understanding.

FAnd then came to Kim Rambean, the leader of the
I‘re,lch—ﬁmadlans, a shor'b, black, wrinkled man, with
slow eyes that beeame living doals of fire when passicn
bresthed on %ham

“To was angfy to 1mpntenee 0w, - “You ma’d i
your sp’>ech that I was & traftor, Kurslovich;” he
shouted fiorcely. “You lie; I am not, But we olhers
think, this strike is lost, aad that we'd all beste: go
back before s’ tou Tate.”

. YIv's .J.Of} losg, ' Kurelovitch roplied slowly, “The
zxulls can't, Woik full time unt!l we choasa to go back,
And, Ram;oen.u, I sa.y a.nfam ’rha.b you’re ‘2 scab and
trajtor if yoa. go back now,”

Rambgau ﬂushed surplo With- w&a.fsh y" and rushed
upon the tall Pole ‘as .lf to devour him Bat Knrelo-'
vitch did nob hft h!s ste 1, calni guzd Ifbm the ob}mr'
facse, md 3 hght hke that ‘of 'b,vo,m’ts eams and
wanb g\‘z “Bis blue eyes .The twao * to: whed, chost' to
chest- it looked like s Tight, but ‘then Kurslovitch
*ntmgued ‘the other into senmble discuss.on tﬁa,ﬁ sa} ved
to Leap the Fremh—Cma.&la,m on the fxrmo hne. .« o

And so L1t wenb_ %o Kuremwtch pasded ks dayy
moving from ths brmk of me erig’s fu anothee, He 4%
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with il stfike commiics for many houre ia 2 smoky
voom aad agonizad over ways and 30O, He adrlrcssed
another Jarge mesting at headquarie:s in. the a*'izerqoon
He went on the. pieket Hne again, and was again 8 aﬂed
ont . for -theeats gnd: tauats by the gummen,, 50 thwt he
felt murder- -bojling ap inside kim, and lefh Thezl ko
had to retara later to the picket 11316 because wm"d. c&nia
tind five jof - the pickets. had been a*‘rested 11 a Eight
{inally - precipitated .by the gu.amsxz Karelovxtch spent
the rest.of the a,ftemum serrying about and fmclnw ball
for the five,

Toward nlrrht he wad 2 suppar of kem sandwiches
and coffee,. Thpn ke sud threa of tha ‘strike committes
wenk fo g mashing of symp’mtmzers in anobher indnstrial
town -fiffeen m,llas AWRY .. ,Kmelovxtph made his thivd
impessioned spsach of tne day,. and sbufed up a large
collactxo,z,, Th;a lmg, dull, wignching rzde homa fohowad

He oot of thﬂ tf.‘olley cu ‘agae hss h;ase e.bo b
mxd,uah’c», hig .bmm Whll.ll.d‘" and noj;, kis ha‘z,nt dasn:m—
dng, The urrrency of “tho ﬂonu Woe pa.ssad, anci nOBRINgG
was left to.b aoy hlfn a'*a;m&t his wearinssy, He walked
g stupo,, th3.day had 31(:};8& overy a,t-.om of walor and
btre-ngﬁ,

There was a light wmmﬁxand wsw;emc in the W ndow
Df hIS lxttle bh;ea—loom flag, Ea Wa,s sulpmsei a.t this,
for the htmn Was ?a.te Wi he Bad’ iumbled with the
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Jock and ‘opdned the door he wds amazéd to see his wife
sitting néai - the “stove, - She- stosd np and turded on
Him like 2 wild beash in' its cave.

«Yo# divky dogl” she sereamed a5 Kurelovitch in
tae guits night, . “Yon dwinst’

“Annis, déwr-——""

“To go away in tie moningand leave. us to starve!
"To sond food to others” families mud then fo Forgeh ust
“Oh, yoi'd be glad if we:all died 'of starvation!" You'd

lauzh to see us all dead,. ydu ~murdeier ™

wiarelovifich - ‘'wai  too - sad to oflempt ohy answer,
He went:to the bedroom wapre he and: two .of the
‘children  slept auwd-shes. the door behind him, His
w ife tookl this for a gesturs of contempt, and her frenzy
amounied o o bleod-curdling erescondo that rea up and
down the neighbgrheod, Heads popped out gf windows
*éfzii.b’awied:tn her to.shul up-for Chrizt’s sake, And,
finaily she #roks down of sheer exhaustion and Kurelo—
viteh Heard hér shuffling into bed,

There Was anguished silencs, and then Kurelovitch
Beard his poor drudge of a wife weépingy, With guiping
sobs that hury like knives, ., - .

‘And’ fiow he could not sleepvai; all; even aftier her
~sobbing had -merged into ugly snoring. He tossed zs
+in @ fever, ag he had on so many other nights of the

~fevén frentic weeks of the shrike; -
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He gob wp aud stumbled to the-wirdow, and Icokgs
ou% b he cold nigit, The shubby-slum stroeh dwindled
to 2 line, the mass of $he m’ll building could }J::;: s29n
dominating over the nouses, Na g1 w5 ahoad i She
dark; he saw 3 shgin of lapterns easbing ;ngrbié saalows,
apd the Wwind whippiiy up the likier of .bhe stresis,
All was icy, deésolate znd Inimieal, --The , stars: were
waite ond hizh overhesd, as distynd as hope frea 40z
plate where Kurolavitch busned with sleeplestn:ss, He
‘heard the sordid suoring of hls wife,

He acked with a grext nzed o escape, As ka
twitched o his -bed $he days Bhab had goas amd the
darker days o coms leaped arouad him.gnd tanihed
him like fieads,  The feeling that on him the fase-of
the ‘strike vested mede him Sweat with. terfor, His
starying children madle Him gasp,; and: wriths,

Ho mugst frozes.. Thers was.;o hops anywherd, He
gropad his?way.to a,-llir’,ﬁls dresser in the eom, Je found
a botile There, Ha to0k it to ped Witk him, and drenk,
and drank again) il the posé and -the. futuve  were
blurred in" ang and the greal wings of. peasx folded over
him i he sank into the maternal arm3i v

On the mafrow hg would wake and find the ring of
girike problems haunding Him again, He weuld grégple
with them again. in -his: bigy trggi¢ fashion, “Fhusdie
would go o2 and cuefill ke was. broien or.desd yofor
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Kurelovitch had dared to spit into the fase of the beast
that relgas over mankind, He had sinned; he was traly
a damned azitator, But drunk and torbured and cowardly
or hrave, he musht gZo oa, and others wonld follow him,
A aew worid was broing bora out of his agonies,



THE PASSWORD TO THOUGHT—
TO CULTURE

THE factory of Finebe'g shd Goldsione, Maker:
of the Hytone Brand Lsdies’ Cloaks snd Saits, rushed
aioag busily In its tsual channels that sweet May after~
n00n; the mashines 1acing and roaring; the workers
gripped by thelr -tasks; the whole davk loft filled with
a farious mechanical life, hof“a:ld throbbing as the pulse
of a1 sirplane.

Outsids, the sunlight lay in bright patterns on the
dusty stveets and buildings, iiluminabing for another
iwo hoars the city crowds moving to and fro on thelr
ever-mysterious errands, But the factory was filling
with darkness, and the hundred silent figures at the
S3Wing machines bent ever lower to their work, ag if
there were some mighty matter for study before them,
needing g stoiner and tenser nofice as the day dsepsned.
Into twilight,
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Tne prgssers at their boards b one end of the long
lofbs tnumped with thelr ifous, aad surroundad - thems
adlves with hissing skeam like & fog, 'The mobors roarsit
and sereamed, and one of, the basters, & little Italian
girl, tang in a high voice-a sad; beautiful love song of
her Astive provines @ Italy, It ran through the confu-
sion of the loft 1ike a trickle ofnilver ; but now and again it
fragile beauty was drowned by the larger, prosaic voice of
Mr, Goldstone, the junior Da.rsuer, as he bustled abouk
and shouted commands to one or another of his workers,

“Chgim, come h¥re and take this bundle to Abe's
machine!® he would shout in Yiddish, and a very
old, white-bearded Jew cam> pasiently and siowly,
and took the huge bundle of cloaks on "his briitle
shoulders, and delivered them to the operator,

“Hurry up on this Flachsman job, bbysl” Mr,
‘Qoldstone would say, rubbing his hands, as be stood
behind one of the operators, and a few of them in
tha vieinlty would frown slightly: and murmur some
inaudible answers from between closed lips, ‘ .

Mx, Goldstone, short, flabby man with a bald
Thead and reddish mustache that was turaing whiﬁe,
was the practical tailor of the firm and sta,yed in the
factory and Tooked ‘after production, His - parbner
had been a salesman When they joined their poverty
and ambition not many years ago, and  therefore
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looked aftor the selhug and business end naw.- ) '-Ml‘ -
Goldstons liked - this- arrangement, for he . ha.d sat ab
#he bench for years, and;stillj liked the ﬁ;@ei] xf)af,st;eafmT
and the feel pf.cloth, the: putting fogether. of. “gar—
fnonts.” Best of:all, he liked to-run things, to mam-.
agé,~ to bustle; and to have other tailors under him,-
dleperdent on L's word.

He trudged about the factory all day like a. minor
Na;pokou, and wherever he won' there W.B & tzghﬁen——~
ing of nerves, an Increased activity of fingers, and a
sullenn:ss =5 if his ‘every word were an insuls., He
was a good mamager, and kept thirgs moving. Hig
very presence was like a lash lightly flicksd at the
backs of the workers, They did not like him,” but
they responded when they feit him noaz,

fr, Goldstene irotbsd aboub more strenuously than
usual on $his afferncon.,  There was a big order to be
delivered the next moaning, and hs was making sure
that it would be on time, He gped from his ixaste:s-
to ks pr.ssers, frem Ris pressors to his operators, &
black, unlighted cigar In his mouth, a flush of worry
on his groas, roupd facs,

“Whe> are.these fifty suits in the 36 sizs of the
Flashsman 1552 he suddenly demindad of the white~
begzded factory porter ...

"Iw}orou'rht uhem to David an hour ago, Mi‘ Gold--
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tstone;” - Cham s4'd, lookfng s him with Iﬁé?%k eye.
“Goed Tneq mey Il bo save ﬁorgeﬁ bff to- mf’at.”
said the. Bess sc::wlmg like a ‘bosy genera, . “Good ,”
He t’aoa"}z’r, & nionant, and - then ﬂurrled on his
storh legs nﬁrouffn tue piles of unfinishd ckiﬁmag
till B2 e.ms3 to the dc{n bhat led from the faciory fo
the shipping rorm, T There Wes a 01&.&5 panel in the
fup@e'-’ part of the drory and Mr, Goldstone stopped
and Icoked through i bofors entoring, '
Wnaf' he saw mnde him take the czsar out of his
moutn, swear, and then open ths door With a “violent
kick that almost {o:e i from its hinges, '
My God!” ke oric 'i errently, ¢ Wz.l?ﬁ is this, any-
ways?” -
© His shipping dlevk, David Brandt, a Jewish youth
of*aBous twenty-one, was seated on the fable near the
open window, stoy Ting dremmliy &% the giav masses of
‘building ‘ommsms, thab now Wars ﬂasmnc with »
thensand fizes in the sun, "He was hug ging his kness,
‘and beside him cn the uable I'l.y ar ‘opea grésn—cose.ed
book that ho had evic. ntiy pud a.sme- Lo © momen’,
David Brands was g woll-buils jOfoﬂ, with goed

)

shm.kte"s and cheuu, ‘a.boly &h éﬁ Would have been

a.ndsome had he not carried 1t kae a 3107311- tenss
brown e} es), an 6 5 Tean f108 thh ht.m“:y, high Slavie
'fea.tures He was sba.bbxly 53y aimost downrichs
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d: by in his ca.*'eleas 1ess of -shirt and clothes, “and he
.stood up h(,stlly as the Boss spoke and raft his fingoers
nervm,sly through a saonk of wild bla ack hair,

' Mr, Goldstone strode over to him, picked up the
book, and read the ndlp,

- “Ruskin’s Ssa-same and Lilies!” he pronunced
'contemptuously; “My God, boy, is ﬁhls what we'te
payin’ you good money for? Wiaat are you here for
anyway, to work or to siuff yoursslf with fairy tales?
Foll me!” he demanded,

——— T

“To work,” David annwered roluctantly, his oyes
fixed na the floo:,

“Then wozk, in God’s ﬁ-a‘me, work! This ain't a public
libraty, yo know, o:a cily college for young saipping
glerks to come to for a fres siucation] . Wha,t sort of a
book is this, a*lywmv?‘” he asked s'aring azain ab tho

+itle, “What’s a ssa-same, anyway?”

“It’s o msorb of ‘pa;ssword,”l David starmmered, a
crimson wave of blood cresping over his dark face,

A password' to what?”’ the Boss demanded, look-
ing ab himstornly, with the air of a judge determined
upon the whols truth and noybhinﬂ but the truth, *“Is -
it somebhing like the Fres Masons?”

David ﬂoundered guxltxl y. “It’s used only In g gorf
of symbolical sznss vhere, ” he explained, "Séa,—sama
was used as g password by Ali Baba in the Vstory.,
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When hs wanted -ta gdm into the robbeony’ oave; byb
here it means the paqswx;"d. to -thongh¥-=bo- culiira? *

‘*ig‘o thougt—to cultugel” Mr, Goldstons miniicked
g_rmdjogely,_‘ pqﬁtjng;- 'm imaginery mioncelexté his eye,
and  walking a fow minoing steps up:-and down e
room, *“And I suppose, Mr, Brani$, while you. wis
learning the password to Thought and to Culfure~—aliomi®”
"~-hs ouk 1 mcrsdlble speer Info these two unfo-iun—
abe wdfds——“yau forzot all a.boub such 1itlethings like
that Flachsman lof! Liook a% itl-i¥s still laying a'ound,
a.nd Chaim brought it In an hour ago!’ My God, by,

his ca,n  go on, ye know! I been walching you for the
past two mOntHs, and DI toll: you frankly, you a 'k
gobt your mind ¢ busipess! I did2't know what it was
befors, but I see mow Is this Thousrnt”~~11e sueored
aga’n—" ‘and his Culbare, Cub i ouf, see? Ii ye want
to read, do it éutside th? fackory, and read- somethng
tot’ll bring you in dividends——good American re'a.dmg.?

‘Yes,”

“VWhait do ye want. with thought and culture, any-
way?”’ the Boss eried, waving his cigar like an dfator,:
“Mo and Mr, Finoberg was worse off. than you onee;
weo started from the bottom a.nd ook wherp We got o
w:thout sea—sames, or lilies| You're wagbing your good:
$ime, b‘-’,yt”.,

" David looked a% the plump little Jow; with hiy
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-glilterinz ‘bald Hea®.” his flabby - fas s0, td his per—
feenly‘,rpundedwstom‘dch that: was “like some fleshly
“mbrument 10 years lof chsmipagne’ ‘sﬁ_ppefs;‘ auto
rides, ‘chomis girl debausles; &nd &1k the ether splei-
«did rewn:ds.-of” sudse.s in the New Yd:;:’ garmént
Hrade,

“Do you evor bfd Shake peare‘e‘” Mr, ;GOI.'.'Sﬁ:fiiiS
-85id more ‘hmemﬁtfly, & he 1i6 his cigar,

“Yes,”

“Well} you kitow in his Choolyas Caesa~, this man
Opjasor” soys: Lot me-have min about me that ave fab,
and that don'h think; thas is, doa't think ou side of
Husiness; ye understand, Well, tliat’s my a:vwa %0
yo1, ‘my boy, especisily i yo want to hold yom job
and gat any ambition, ‘The losh feller thab held 5’0"‘:,?
job was made a salesman on the road after five ‘year%
and the same chances are opsn to you.” Now let’s see
whethor yowre smart or no, I liks you persén?,’ljr,
bus yua gotita change your ways,” Now 1l:it’'s "ses you
Bse ¢ommon ‘senge afher ﬁhis—-—z’zeﬁ Thousht axd  0:11—
fave,”

He laughed a broad, g‘vghng, self-sasisfied la azh,
and passed’ into the fastery =arein, whnle “the ma=
chinss were Warring; - agd the little Ttalfan | girl shg~
ing, and the pressers wore sonding up their é’erg‘néé,‘
white fog of sbeam’
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-Dawid spat. viciously a6 the déor tixa.’_%} e'%b_séfz‘ib'aﬁind
him,

He worked fioresly all-that afsornoon, ip 3 stabe of
trembling in&icnadon, his. hands s_mok ;. and hig fore—
heaﬂ perspu:eri Wﬁ&n the - heat of. “the interial fires
t‘hz’ﬁ c)nsfame& n,lm H,a’ Waa deba.t:_w ovor and ovédr
a,o'a,m the p"oblem of thouffm and..culivre with. My,
Gadstme, and his gyes woald {flash as ho made somse
str:mm zm& noble: poxnﬁ,rand withersd ths. fat jistle
Boss with his scorn,

Bix o'clock came at lasti. the factory.moiork Weie
shut oify and died awe Yy With'a lost ‘Hagering Sseream:
Tl@,a »n*aerato*s #znd- pressers and basteiy bsaaine ~men
and womsh agaln, They roselstiffly. from their seats,
and talked and langhed, and ‘dressed” themsslves and
hurried away.from the factory as from a prisen,

The rage that sastaindd David died” with the iron~
throated -wadling of the . whistles ‘that : floatied ‘over-the
city.” anyokiag: so' many thousacds.of weary shoul~
ders;, -

A curious_haze cums upan -him then. .- He walked
homs weakly; as if in a debilitaing deesni, He hardly
fqlts the . sparleti- sky ahovp the ‘foofsy’ tHe 4ivilight
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‘heginning  vo f«ll npon the cxﬁy like . & ppurple-Hoom,
‘tae air rich with sprinz, Mizhty streams were flowing

through #1e factory distriet, humsn working masses
silent and preogeupied affer the day’s duties, and
David slipped Into %hese briaxd currenis without
taought, and followed them au Qomu%iéaily.

He lived in & tenement oa- Forsyﬁne Street, on the
"Bast Side, and the tides all flowad m ‘thab dlrectlom
down Broalway, *‘Lroutu "Grand - Street and” Prmca
"Strost and obher streets running east and west and
across the dark, bellowing Bowery, Then they spread
.again and filtered and poused out iné> the myriad
-griss-coossing strests where shend the -fenemenis row
after row, like numberless barracks built for the
conseripts of labor,

It was Friday night, the eve of the Hast -Side’d
Sabbasth, and Mr3, Brandi, David’s little, dark,
round-basked mother, was -blessing the candles when
he entered, She had a white kerchief over- her hair,
and her brown eyes; youthful and eager in-her wrin—

¥Xled face as David’s own, shone with.a pious joy as
she read the pre-Sabbath ritual from an old Sidar
$hat had come with her from Russia, She looked: at
Ii)s}vid,’s cloudsd face anxiously for a moment, bub
-did not interrupt her prayers to greet him when he
-oame In, Da,vjd did not greek hei eithor,” but limp
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and neryeiess, want divesily to his room and flung
himself upon the bed.

~ These he fay for a fow minutes In the dackness,
He heard the -sounds of life. rising. from the many
windows ¢n the air-shafl; the olakter of dishey and
knives, the erylug of babies, volees.lifted in talk,
Hs heard his mother movo about; she had evidontly
finished -her prayers, and:Whs comingYo her room,
S_Gm*a strange weaknsss jsuddenly assailed  him; a3 $hd
knocked at the door, David began weeping; quietly,
i'easanlessly, like & lonely child.

“David?  his .mosher. ingquired, ~waitihg at the
thresfold, There wag ap angwer, and she called his
name again,

“David!”

David answered this $ime;

“I’m all zight, Mommer,’” he said, his voice muf-
fled by the pillow, \

“Supper'll be ready in five or ten minutes,” Mra,
Brandi said, “Betber coms ouv now and wash your—
solf, And David—2>

“Yesp”

“Daxvid, darling,” she whigpered, 0pening the door
B little, “you should not do like- you did to-night,
¥You should always go and kiss your Popper the firsk
thing wha'n you come -home, - : You.dowt kuow how
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bad it makesihim fol when you dowt do thet. He
cries over it, and i makes him. sicker. = Hes’ very
sick now; the: doctorsaid. fo-day- your . Poppat 18 woise
4han- he's ovor Sean him, B 2 good boy, David, go
and spéalk to-him ™’

5Yes, Mommer,” David said waarily, *efter sup-
P, |

Ha -washed at the sink, and. aibo the Friday - mght
suppor of stuffed fish, noodlod’ soup, beiled c"uekau
and tex, - His mother chattered o Lxm 2l ths” while;
bub Dawd listoned .in ‘that” hago fhas ‘had: cor” on_
&im 8t .ths ond «of the factory day, and answersd her
vaguply, Vhon he: had finishsd’ oating he conbinitcd
sitting at the suppor table, and was only arcused whon

r83 again suggested thit he go in to sec Ris father,

The eolder Brandt was a sad,  palo, Wasted" htule
Jow wha-bad' spent Hourtosn yoars in thy - swea’chhops
of Americs, and now, abt th> age of forby—fxva,{ wis
roady to.dis,

Ho hed eéntered -the fackoriet a hipaful Immisrant,
with youshfal, rosy checks that he had: brouﬂrﬂ. froi
Russin, and a marvsieus faith in the miracle o; the
'Promx..q:l -‘Land that had ‘como-foom thave, “too* “The
swoatshops liad, scon  robbed™him of bhab. youuhful'
bleym, Loweven:. then they Bad eilen sit?w: , like's
Bews in a oove gmawing for days 4F a-oafoass, HE-
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Tge o.ocﬁor el é to .gee him ﬁwme a. weeL, ;md
wa:zder‘d e.uch ﬁmne ?id*v he managﬁd 1.0 lize. on,,. He
]fa.*f m KA ze ozd, mapnm up_ high aga.lnsf ;taga pﬂlowa,
a "L(}dzsn nawgﬂupm cl utcaad n h;zs weary ha.nd His
-, ade, »W.z.x—ycllow and tmﬁagaxent Wu:h dzsaa.sa, Was
“the fice of a humbie Jewish _worker, !mlc. and sutfer-

ing, b ut a.}*s"euner dead now. excnpt for the two feverish

eyes. ﬂe put down the newsp'mer ;md loakad up with
2 timid smxlo (ﬁ Da,vxd cqtsled the room. . D.vid came
over and kissad him, and tae sat on a ,c.lg.xr beside his
father’s bed,

“Well, David, boy, -did. you have a hard day in
the shop to~da,v‘é” tme s:cz ma.n bc*a.n m, 2 Waak Vome,
fingoring his strag oly beaﬁa 'md trymv to .appear
cheerful,

“Yes,” Damd answered dully, v

Are you geu’mnc' on good aere”’ Mr andi; con~
mwubd, i his poor, hn:veful quaver

“Yeg *

"And dv& you ask the hoss yet abouk thatraise he
promised you two months a.vo‘?”

"ha, ’ said. ,Dmxd vaganbly, staring with luster~-
lods "e*«ms aﬁ thé ﬂoor

- Mr, Brandt looked .apprehensive, as i he had
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made an erdt in s k ing tHo queshmu He stro?*e*? ’l{e
fnatuer—bed guilh under which he Iay 'mpmsane;};, dnd
‘sté o 1iilh o ll'KiOxJ.S alanioed ab D«vxd b*’oodmv face ; a8

it to 1mplc"a 1 for t"e “intest bi* of a,utcnmon and

jpity, Arvthor 1ffic REy quasﬁ.on hesitated in ‘us nps

“Davi d, dowz," he smi a5 I,ah; “Wﬂy’ don’f you

me in to qva y&ur “Poppatr any. niore 1 wien you get.

~homé* from WO"K?” -

RO Rh bec:u I nt bived, T -fuﬂs,, i Dwd a.nswr'ei.,

“No; ‘it ain’t s ,t, Damdm‘ Xou Lnow it 'z,mt
“¥ou used %o dome in Lcc’a’i'u and fell ina all the new::
“Do you hatd: your Poppbr now , David®

“No; why shoaid I¢”

“T dow’t Erow, God knows I've done all 1.could
for you; I worksd nighs aurl daﬁr for lon yea,r"‘ in the
shion, thinking oily of you, of my little son, I wanted
botter thingy for you then what you've got, ‘but I
conldn’t holp mysclf; I Waa a.lWa,vs {mly 2 Worklngma»n
RBothe fren have luck; a.nd mey are able fo give thoir
caildren college educations and sueh ‘things, But Tve
always been a shlemozel; buk ;you must by 4 gat more:
®ut’ of lifé than I have fouund, o

“Ves.”

“David; Dox'h hate ine so; you hardly Want to speak
to me. Look at me.”

Diyit thened his- eyes toward his father, but he
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.saw hxm o_ﬁy dnmy, fmd heard in the same cum wa y tm.e
Jeeble, “19’11 voice utiering the fa.mllxeu lamsnta,ﬁmas
In the flickering gaslight R's father seemsd like sorde
#hestly shadow in 2 dream,

“T‘avxd, you hate m3 beca.usn I’m sick and you
Zave to supporh me along with yaur ‘mother, I
know; I know! Don’t think I don™ ses it alll Buk
Ws not my faulb, Is it, Da‘"VIe, and I've cnly been
sick a year, and. wno kunows, maybe soon I will be
able to take my pla.ee in. the shop again, and earn
my own bread, as I did for so many years before_”

“Don’t, POPPGL, for G\,d’s sake, don’t talk aboud
17 David spoke sharply.

“All risht, I won't, All right, Excuse me.”

They sab.in silence, and then David moved uneasily;
ag if %o go, Mz, Brandt reached over and took his hand
in his own moist, trembling one, and held it there,

«“Davie,” ke said, “Davie, dear, tell me why. you
didr’t come in to ses me to-night,"¥ must know,”

“T wasg tired, Popper, I told you.)”

«But why were you bired?’

“I had a fight in the shop.”

“A fight? With whomy”

“With the boss—with M#. Goldstone.”

“Wlth the boss? Gogd in hea.ven, ara you crxzy‘# Are
you gemg to lose your job aga.ln'r’ What is wrong with
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yoa*? You have nover suuck to one job more tha~1 six

mon*htz C'z.n’ﬁ you do lme othar boys, and shick f.o @
“La?z_ me aloue!” David cmed in sudden rage, rush—

.ing from the room, “For God’s sake, let me alone!”

3.

Vith both elbows on the sill, and with his face in
his hands, Da,vid Nt ati ﬁhe a.xrsaa.ft Wmdow again dur-
ing the next nauf—uour Hxs m:nd whirled wxﬁh formless
Jde 1, hke the rouﬁ of a.utumn legves befora a Wmd
His head throbbed, and again a hazs had fahen upon
him, a stupor painful as. thib of a man Wlﬁh' a great
wound, - ‘

The a.nshaft was stlll cIa.morous with the hymn of
life th,a.u fllled it nlght and day. Babms Were squﬁllxng,
women, Were beratmg thelr chﬂdren, mepn’ word téﬁkmb
in mpld Yiddish, thme was ;a,tthnv o:E pla.%es and
knives, and the, shnekmﬂr (}.f uhe cloimes line pulley itke
knife through it ail.‘ The airshaft was dark; and cver-
head, in the little pa.teh oisky, ﬁhree sta,rs 'ﬂﬂoue uown.
Pungent spring odors mlngled Wrbh {,he sme’ll of rubblsh
in the caurtya.rd below_ .

,...

and enﬂ on tlp.,oa, and Ieu hxm sit ﬁhere unﬁxl s’ﬁe “Bad
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gleaned up in ﬁha‘kitcher_r. “He heard vaguely the sound
of her Iabors, and then she eams and laid her rough
hand, still red and damp from the.dish-wator, on his
shoulder,

“What's the matter, Davie?? she askad, tendorly,
“What are you worrying about?”

“Nothing,”

“Wuy dxd you fight with your Popper? You know
he’s sick, gnd thab you musin’t mind what he says,
Why did you do it?”

1 don’t know,”

“Yu. must be nice #0 him now;he feels it terribly
becauss he’s sick, and that you have to st;lgirort him,
Do you worry becanse you have to support us¥’

4T don’t know.”

*Ts won't lash forever, Davis boy, Somebhing musk
happen——%here mush come a cﬁauge. God can’t be so bad
as all that, Is 'blla{ti whab worries you?”

wad’s eyes giew melancholy and his head sunk
more de eply between his hands

“ILifo isn't worth hvmg; that’s .what’s the tmable,
Mommer,” he said. "o feel empty and black inside,
and ¥'ve got nathmg to live for,’

“Tua.t S 1001 ishness,”. his mother sa.xd .Wurmly.
sBvery one _hves, and most peopla have even e
iroubleg then us, If there are so many poor, we aaz;
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be poor, too, Wﬁa.ﬁ do you think God put us
here for anyway? A healthy young boy like you .aa.ymg
he's S0t nothing to live for! It’s & disgrace!”

“Mommer,” * Divid said; passionatély, “dan you
tell me why you live? Why do you yourself live? Give
me one gocd resson!”

“Me? Are you mskmg mé thia quesion? David’s

mother execlaimod, m a voles in which theve was sur-
prise mixod with a certain delight that lLer usgally
‘silent boy was admitting har on an egquality to suca
“intimacios.

She wrinkled her brow, It was the first time,
-probably, in her work-bound, busy life that she had
thought on such a theme, snd she pus her finger on
hor lip in a characteristic gesturé and meditated for
a minute,

“Well, Davie,” she said slowly, ¢I will tell you
why your Popps: and I have gone on struggling and
living, Ti is because wo loved you, and Dbocaase we
wanted to sea yor grow up healthy and strong and
happy, with g family of your own around you in your
old age, Thats ths roal reason,”

“But supposing'i_[ don’t want to grow up,” David
cried, ¢Supposing you raised a failure in me—sup-
posing I'm sick of this world —supposing I die before
"X raise a family——"
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“That’s glt fooliskness, Don’t falk that way,”

“But supposing—"

“I won’t suppose anything,™

“Vory well,” said David,” “You 1ve for me. But
fell me, Mommer, what about peopie who ‘have no
children to live for? What does the whole human
race live for? Do you know? . Who knows any omne-
that knows?”

Mrs, Brandt thoaght again, Then she dismissed
ths winle subject with & wave of her hand,

“Those are just foolish questions, like g child’s,”
she said, “They remind ms of the time whon yon
ware a little boy, and cried for days beowuse I would
not bay you an automobile, or a lion we saw in the
Contral Park, or somos suach thing, Why should we
have to know why we live? Wae liva because we live,.
Davie dear. You will havs to lsarn that some day,
and not from books, either., I don’t know what’s the
matter with those books, anyway;  they make you
sick, Davie.”

“No; it’s life makes me sick——this dirty Bast Side
life!”

**You're a fooll You mmst stop reading books,
and you must stop sitbing here every night, like am
old sjgra.ybean:d. You must go out more aznd enjoy
yoursslf ”
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T Aave 20 zIxSI).QS ”,

“Take them! Wnau a funny, ehancea.ble boy you
arel Two or three years -ago Wo ca.lid uevor keep
you ab home nights, you. ‘Were so Wﬂd You .did
fnmhug "but go about 111 carly- morping Wwith your
friends—-and fine filends they were. too,- pool-rpom
Ima:ers, gamblers, pimps, all- tha  Bast Side filth,
New you real thoss . Dbravy baoks£ and I dou’t know
waleh Is 'wors>, Go cut;- pub en your hat and coab
and go!”

“Where?”

“Anywhere] Ths Hast Side is bigy and lots of.
things ate going on! Find them!?”

J“But T wand to read!”™

“¥ou wont! I won’t 16t you! I should drop-
dead # I let youl”

Duvid stared wreathfully at hor for a moment,
sting Info snger by her presumpluous meddling into
affairs boyoud her world of illiteraey and hepe, He
was zbout to speak sharply %o her, buf changed his
mind with o wesry shrugof his shouldess, Ho pub
on his hat and coat and wandered aimlessly into the

o8t Side nigits, to walk, to dream, o be suyrotunded
by a milion "seuggling Jews, and to be’ ioﬁ?zly ‘in
faeir midst,
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at the end: of the firsh-day M’lSa Johnson ha.d conceiv’ed
a vast disgust for the Negro groanlng m Bed Emhﬂ.
The Nozio’ was tall and poWe ful, ovar dhx fea* oT m‘as—-
clé” and strenghhy with & handioms yellow ma.nly fa...e
and voice deep a.nd rich a8 3 gong, He had been 3
Iongshorema.n, and when ea.rr;ad‘ fn Wa.s sﬁ“ll dressed
in Blue ovexa.llgk he Was dn’ty and smélled of SWeaﬁ an&
hard worl, Fyen" the lono‘she;emms .plck Was sﬁlll in.
ms pelt, for ‘he tiad been te,ken Wlth Beilhe appendlcms
vight-af hls job on the, éIocks
“Seﬂms fanny for a bm‘ ‘hus“k Tak’ mo to get ‘hhis,
2t 49" ‘he munibled | cheeifaﬂly, a3 bemnd a sereen
Miss Jolinson undressed hxm, sponged hxm, and got hxm
o’ & fresh hospxtaﬂ mghtgewn. “Fust time’ Llh’ve
evih been sick in mah life, L dv, and dat’s de Lawd
61
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truth, Don’t know what it’s lak; but it cain't be so bad;.
now kin it2”

He was trying to be {riendly, though in his pale face
his teeth were chattering, and he was obviously suffer-
ing and {righfened, Miss Johnson muttered some answer,
and went on with her work,

“How often dey leb visitors come for you here?”
he eontinued, with his forced, cheerful smile, *“Ah got
a wife Ah’d give anything to see jes’ now; seems lak a
mgin is a big baby and -wanls his mammy or wife when.
he is took sick; now ain’t dab soP”

 “Yos,” sald Miss Johnson. Now sit up for a
moxent; I want to put this nightgown over your
kead.”

He lifted himseli painfully, with her help, and hiy
eyes, brown and _pathetic, did.not leava hgr face, Hs
went on chatting, With affected gayety,

#This air’t so bad g sickness, this one of mine, iz
it? Ain't many dies of i, is they? They’s good
doctors here, too, .ain’t there? Dat’s what the boys '
%olo me; said the city pays foh.you here, aud treats
you jes’ right)”’

“You mustn’s ask so many questions,”” Miss John-
son said,

" #0a. exouse me, excise mel” the man said, flash~
“Ing his briliapt w©hite feeth, “Jes’ a big baby, mej;
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bﬁi, you lcokaél s0 nice and Kind, honey, Ah thought
AR eould ask you somethmg.

Miss Johuson’s face was as cold a.t sha could m:sks
it, and without anoﬁhe:L word she removea the seresns.
‘a.;:d went back to her litéle desk ai the end 0:.‘ tha
room,

iI6-had offonded her, Miss Johpson was a big,
kind Amerlean girl of about n'neteen, immensely fab
and overgrown, so th,aﬁ she seemed Lo burst’ throug.x
her uhiform, a.nd wore out shoas fasier than the
hospital supplied them, . It was her second year of
umuung, she had come from high school and home
in a little Maine town, and though naive and youth-—
ful, she had the rough eharity and cheeriness of 2
girong country girl, No moods ever crossed -her
TOSY , full-mooned face; in ﬁh;: ﬁiﬂst of the daily hor—
vors of the free wa.rd tne ynung girl was as calm
and capable as an experxenced mother, She even
found Innumerable oceasmns here for la,udhter, which
ghe” loved Some favorlte pa.ﬁlenﬁ would make 3 witty
remark, or have some mxsha.p with the hospital
peraphernalia, “and great sounds of deop, healthy,
conterted laughter Would roll from her; har sides
wonld shake, tae “full luscious ﬂesh of her fage would
quiver; ~and two mconuruously mfaut!]e dimples,
walld Jorsd in Rer Yhooks, ina.kmg “her resembie a
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swollen ehernb She was & happy g1r1 She d;d all
S dm‘y work of & tra.xnfng nursa without a mmmur:
of p"oﬁest‘ death, fﬂth am. dlsease had become nor—
Al 6 her. T'hore was a smubby, baggv—eyed Gxeek
barber in'the ward with syphilis; and there was &
wll  Rusdsisn Tactory “worker dying of nesrosis of the'
“jew, s=hd thers were obther sordid cases, buﬁ she
reated ‘tHein all with'a smlle Phys:oTogy no longer
offended’ ner, bub shis famllxamﬁy of a. Negro man
éIl& offend “her, st%me‘aow Thls was sermus He
hal c&ﬂed ﬁer “Honey, y

Aﬁa“- sfge Wep% frem lus bedsxde, the smlle leﬂa‘
$He I\eo'rcas face. ami he Iooked a.bout the ward with
an.,mus eyes Her 1&? there studvma zt, as if 113 Werle—
2 '{}riﬁle 0 16 of whsuh Ize mUSii ult:ma.tely have ta
break .Lﬁare We;e Een beds o eae& side of the
foi camated zvs-e, and m each of the dazzl'ng;
th to necs la,y a pale man Two pat!enhs 4t ke,
eid of hls Low Wezire eatmg oranges. and ehatuzno
sobeJy. A young Itallan w,d;h a bandaged hea.cL wasg
sitbing up Jn foed énd readxng the comic .pages -of 3.
Sh’l ay newspa.par. :A;{ old man with hagoard ;. sad-
ffon face and sllver haxr had fallen asleep, and: his
gentle sn:amw }Hed t;s,e room The aurse had ‘gene
bacL to readmﬂ hen bool; pat ak her -degk, The -sunlight-
%l in shee’as ﬁhrough ‘the many windows and 1if tha
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whn‘e wmls an«d cnunterpanes wmh cheeliul Fadianes,”
ATL Swas peaceiul- but It did. noﬁ soothe tho Nc'rm "Hoe
wad suspxcxeus and seem:d to Foent qomeuhmg; and he’
was in pain,

'Sa&denly' he starbed, for the Russla 'n' W;ﬂl the rot-
ting 3av7 had shneked with delirium, and’ was trymc to
leap from his bed, The ofmer pa‘ﬁxents ghirred bub sh@hﬂy
at the familiar scund. Miss Johnson ross leisuvely, aad-
pushed the great gaunt Russian back into bed, Ho wtitsed -
and spat like a foul, middened caf, but shé pressed him
back calmly, The Russiaii’s ‘deep eyes Were buraing wmh
madness; and he had g coarse, heavy, unsha.ven face( bt
‘M:!Sh uo’hnso;; was nof afraid of him ' She’'soothed him,
‘The Negro shuddered st those frizhiful howls, and felf:
the poisons In his own body leapiqulik_e'fh*e. - This was
the house of death; he was trappd in it; he smelt the
dull slekiy odor of iodoform; aud trembled =t the froek
of death ground him, He was going to die, He wanted
to seream like the Russiazm, but inssc adie ca.HerI aintl:

“Kin I have a glass of Wa.uer, ma’am?”

The plump young nurse ross wearily, witha litile
grunt, and browght hima gless of cold water. Ske sef
it on the table beside hxm, and sdarted to return to adr
desk, Suddenly the Negre c'a.ucht at Her hand Sike-
sna.uched it away, amazed at this Jmperﬁlnence

“Whiab's & the maﬁﬁe  gho said sharply,
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He =as reaching again for her hand, naively, simply,
with the confidence of a ohild,

“Ah aint so bad, am I, ma’am? You see, Ah’ve
mpvah been sick befoh! Dis is all new to me, yesguh';'
jes” lak Ah jes’ been born,” and he fried to chuckle,
Standing away from the bed, with a nervous frown on
ker fat, rosy, materzal face, Miss Johnson regarded
bhim severely,

“You must keep your hands to yourself,” she said,
*If you want me to wait c¢n you, you must remember
that,”

“Yas ma'am,” he said. “When dey gwine op'ra‘e
en me?”

“To-morrew

“You gwine be there when they op’rate on me?”
Hé asked, still tryinz to chuckle,

“No, that’s another nurse’s work,” she forced from
raluctant lips,

“Dey gwine cut me up and take out my -peandi-
spetus hay?” he chuekled, “Seecms lak dey want ity but
dey kin have ,7, ”

Miss Johnson turned on her heel, She would nof
siand there and listen fo {thcose thinly disguised attempis
at familiarity, The MNoegro looked after &her like a

frightened child. For half an hour hetwiste® and {ossed,
e then hLis body burned him so dreadfully, and he

;
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“felt sjuc~h fetr.;', that he almest geregmed again.
‘ “Z7isy “Nusw,” he moaned, “won's you come husye,
pleased”

She came to him, “What is it now?” she said,

“Mah feet are cold, Seems they're fieszin’.”

*You have enongh blankets here,” But she broughb
him # hot water bottle,

And twenty minutes had not passed when -he was
shaken by ancther spasm, and he called to her agajn,
this time for a glass of water, As she gava it to hig,
he again made that amazing attempt to take Ner
hand, Miss Johnson was almost frightened by sush
persistent famillarity,

He called on her almcst every twenty minutes
after that, and -each time made the same feeble ai—
tempt to take her hand, She became so exasperated
and . nervous that che complained to the head nurse,
when thab erech, formal woman made her rounds,

“My gragious, Miss Adams, I can siand anything,

I guess, but not that, 1 never knew Niggers were
o crazy abowt white women, though I°d hea~d aboud
it, He’s been trying to get my hand all day; every
time I've gone near him 7

The head nurse wenié up o reprimand he Negrs
but he was in another spasm, his eyes rolling wil .1y,
his Lead iwistdng frcm side to side like a drunken
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man’s, He was babbling incoherently: *“Mammy{
‘Mammy! Ah wantmy “Mammy to come by, me now,
Mammy!” -

“Just don’t mind him,” the head nurse said kindly,
“We get such men occa;siona,ﬁy, be dzgmfled and
aloof, and he will be impressed, and Will not bother
you.”

The next mommg the” Negro wa.s Worse, and did
not seem to nokice” Mlss Johnsons a.ttempts gt dig-
nity, He had~ been opemﬁed[ on st seleven o’clock
and after he came cub of the other, made * more de-
wands thati the day before, and ss many sttempts to
seize her hand, It gof. on hel nerv‘es' she gpoke
sharply to him once “or thee ‘ The doctor had|
ordered her to Wa.tch him closely, a3 'a bad cas> of
pemuonltxs had’ baen dxsclosed, and the Negro was
i1 bad’ sha.pe But her usna." calm was rufﬂed rhe
showed ' her nrxta.t!on ) much thet” the other pabients
‘noticed” the s;’aua.tlon.

““That ngger fuve is m ‘e 'mth you,” the ypung
Thalian JoLecl, ' ankmo 8 bright mxschrev‘ous eyo at
Her  “Better look ouﬁ, sts J'onnson, “he sure affer
you,”

“It’s he had be%ter Took™ out!" ‘the fat nurse & said
grxmly, 53 she Wa,lked d.owu une aisle wmh & bed—naﬂ,
“I dowt stand for such tuff from anybodyr” " The
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old rhemaﬁxc diBllW&ShBr m “the "bed nex*‘ tne i[ :ﬂ e
.ufbed a fuendlv, ro)u;sh \forefmcet, i 3&-4.1 Wa.;gad 1&
atb har, She did thL smxle, .88, sho._ WOLId hawe md;——
ngrily, She felt hum:ha.‘_reﬂ that tha Othe"  patients
were :ldmcvw the “\Iegros famllramtres

Sn'a talked it over wfﬁh the nlchfz qu*sa, and Wm‘b,
some of Hor friends in the docmatm'y, a.:ld_ all oF bR ,m
sympaufhlzed Wlﬁh hez' The next orning sg.;. .,cwm.a
into thp ward r«d;gna.nt a.nd debermn:lea " 'S’fz;a Woa.ad’
glVe the Negro the sxlem %xea.ﬁmant :aurses- SO..lGi'rmaﬂ
use on patxents they desplss " She, would zg;x.o e by
enmpleuely, ex\,epﬁ Jin tha ca.ss of. extleme ,wwsmty,
Lst “Inm ask mL c..ter .all b.e 'vanﬁed, he Wouk}. ge¢ &
When she ms ready. If Iie to‘ucned h“l‘ hfmd 33“—1;
she wowld: do nothmg &t all for h;m The Tr.uff blaqk
boid alion, insolent and a,morous, sn,e would p‘a ‘him
in his plagcs!

But something greater than Miss ~Johnson was pui-
ting the Negro into his place, It was Diath. Wam
Miss Jolnson enfered the ward, she saw in ths sailow
Lighti of dawn = screen about the Nogros bed.  Ths nighs
nase said ke was dying, The pelsons wers oabing his
strong body like an acid; he was suffering s swift ands
torrible cosupticn of life, Him groans sounded thougly
all the ward that moming, The ward was still; thera
weg a0t much talking or joking, Miss Johuson, in thY
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mldst of other duties, went behmd the sorecn {0 Wi aieh
the dyw man, He se mnd unce'lsclous of her pvesenr*e
In hls wea.k chxldxsh vonce, onco 50 deﬁp an ad muemo.'!,
like a gong, he called; “Ma,mmyV Maxmnyl”

He wag near the e'1d ]?[e was thte as dea.th, and
she ‘heard the rafttle in Isus thrm.‘n He. reachsd, oat for
her hami, an.d now sh(e let hlm have ﬂ: His f.ounb, was
ieo; she feld gOO;e—ﬂesh crpe 1)1,10' over her. IrOm thra contawt

“Oh Lawdie!” W murmured, ‘aad two big teams in
This 6yos shone as he dxed

Mns Johnson ' did '10t change her opinion of him,
Wowever, That aight she said o the mrse who ca.ma o
velieve her: “That Nigger in Bed Hight diad this mom—
ingf, Fuany s.bou’f Nig gers. 15;1 % iti,. how ihey all Waaﬁz
%o make love to white girls? Gea, 1 can stmd anything,
I guess, but nok that!”_'



FREE]

Tus morning was speat in unwinding the ya.ds of
red tape thei are wovsn inta the steel chains of g prison,
The four I, W.W, prisoners were chacked through sav—
eral offices, the wa.den spoke fo them n, moment o7 twa,
then they &Gurned In their goyy prison clothss and
veceivod In excazngs their own {o-citen creased clothes,
stale after five “years’ ropose in a"%é'a,g; Then they wame
searched twice for confraband letters, then they were
given their mailroad tickets to ©hicago, the eiby whire
they had been tried,

“So long, boys,” one of the guards at the last stasl
door leading to the world, kid jovially to them, Ho
wes a tall, porily serene Irishman, with gray walrus
mustaches, and ke hkad scon hundreds of released men
stand blinking liks these four in the sﬁmnge:stmlight,
dazod as if thoy had been fetched from the bostom ol
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the seny, “So long, boys- drop in again some tims when
yowre lonesoms; We enjoyed your visis,”

The men smiled swkwardly at him, stiffly and with
the show of prison deference to a guard., They were
g6ill deferential zd cautious like fprisoners; in their
minds thoy were nok yei fres,

They walked silently down the flat dusty road lead-
mg from thp penitentinry to the highroad, their jaws set,
tkair pale faees appearing unifomiliar and haggard Lo each
other as thelr syes glanced from side to side,

“So this is Ameriea!” said little Blackie Farrar,
heaving a deep sigh, and spitiing bard and far into
the road to display his naonchalance, Blackie was
more aervous aad trembly insids than any of ths
otlser mem; but ho could never forget that a
my: swaggers and grins and spits with = tough air
when ke is In & difficult situation, This blow of
suddan freedom and sunlight after five years in prison
fell karder upon Blackie than apon the other men,
Ho had just coms, the day before, from five monthy'
solitary confinemsnt in a black, damp wunderground
coll, where he Had been expiating the worst of prison
offenses. He had battered with fishs and feeb B Buge
guard for the roason thab this gusrd had bean beat-

ing with fist, fest, black-jack and keys a weak, half-
witted boy of nineteon who never seemsd to remember
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his place in the line——annbher epo.mous prison erime,

“The land of the free and the home of the bravel™
Joha Brown, a tall, lanky Englishman, with gray
hair, hwwk 0033, and steady Dbluo eyes added mo-
rotonously, a8 in a litany, *Wish I had a chew of
t0baccol®

The othor twa I, W, W, prisonars, just released
after their five years puunishment for the orime of
having oppoped a world war, did -0t say a word but
stumbled along dumbly, as if waiting fo: something
moze faievesting to happea. One was Hill Jones, a
husky young wesisrn Amerlean, with the face and
physiqus of a college foothall player, and with large
iumirous greon eyes thas phared ab the world like
thos> of an unspoiled child., The other I. W W,
was Ramea Goazales; a young, slim, davk American-—
Mexican, the E3cond generaiion of those hard-work-
ing Mexicn peons who build the railroads of our
western countzy,.

“Wigh T kad 5 chew of {obacco!” repeated Brown,
licking his dry lips with his tongue, and sweeping the
browa drab praivie with his eyes. “Foel as if T could
spit colten!”

Tha truth was, h> wanted the fotaeco to steady his
norves, Like the othera, hs wds quivering internzlly
with a world of woled emoticns, ¥e had lived for five
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years in a sieel housa, ‘be}:dnd steel bars, in a rdu{-.ine

ihat was onforced by men with black-jacks and shot-

guns, ard that was inhuman and parfect{ as stoal,

‘Now k9 was free, No ouo was watching him; he was

stroiling down a hot country road, wunder %the im-

mense yellow sky, He was back in the wo.ld of free

men znd free womon; and he, and the others with4
him, should have breathed deeply, kissed the earth

and rejoiced; instead they seemed teasz and v}orried,

a little disappointed,

What had they expected? They could not have
sald, but like all prisoners, they hkad built up, with-
out knowing i, fanbastic and axa.ggera.ted\ aotions of”
the world outside, It seemed = little ofdimary {o
them now, The sky was a dun yellowish waste with
a sun shining through i, The wide dull prairie
sireliched on every hand like the floor of some emphy
bam, with shocks of gray rattling corn stacked in
dreary rows, file after file to the horizon, A dog was’
barking somewhere, Smcke was rising from a score
of farmhouses, and they heard the whistle of a dis-
tant freight train. There was dull buzning silence
on everything, the silence of th» sun, The world of
Ireadom scemed dull; but prisons are tense with sleepless
emotions of kops and fear.

Thoy were passing a farmst in 5 flannel shirh,
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plodding behind a team of huge horses in a field of
stubble. His lean brown face was covered with swesat
and fixed in grim, unsmiling lines as he held down
the bucking plow aad left a path of rich black soil
behind him, ‘

“Looks like » guy in for life, doeswi he?” said
Brown, poiniing to kim with hi thumb, “Looks like
that murderer collmate of yours, daesg.’f. he,
Ramon?”

Tho lithle Mexican cast a swift worried glanes
with h's black eyes at the dull fanatic behind the
plow,

“Yen,” ho said sharply, and stared back zt the
r0ad beneath his feet,

“Sams old goddamn co.n,” said Blackie, grinning,
as he kicked a tin can out of the road, and spab, =all
in the same moment, “Sams old goddamz Hoosiers,
raising the goddamn corn! Corn and Hoogiers——
God, why don’t they raise a earrot once in a while?”

Tho others offered no answer %o thizs American
copundrum, They were moving on o fresh sights in
this new world thoy had bosn thrust into--they were
staring at th? bend in the highroad whore the towa
siroet began, w0~ miles away from the prison, The
ugly frame houses of the Middle West saf é}mmg
$rees and smooth lawns, the trollay tiacks, the stone



76 COAL BREAKER

pavements, then the Slores and shop “windows when
they came nearer the hearh of ntha" town—=&hat was
what they saw, Up and down the streets mon and
women walked in the humdram routine of life, A
giocer was weighing out sugrr in a dark window,
They passed the little shop of =n Tialian cobbles,
They passed a white school building, irom which.
came the sound of fresh young voicen singing, Ther:
way a ltw of Fords starding ot the curb newr the
roilroad depol, There were more women »and men
walking slowly about the sjymnare neer the depob, dis—
cussng huusework, and ths election for sheriff ani
the price of com ard the price of hogs, This was
the world,

«I dew't see no brass bands oub to meeb us homa,”
sa.d Blackie, with hiz irrepressible grin, “How do
you account for that, Hilll Alw't they heard wolre
coming?

Hill, the young hasky quarterback with thy large
grean eyes, scemed ‘unable to g3y a word, Ie seowled
at Blackie, it soemsd, and shook his head,

«What's the matber, Hill?” that worthy queried,
with an insolont grin, “Aln’t wa ag good as the boys
who foaghh to make the world safe for democrasy?” ‘

“Aw, shut up!” Hill Jones muttered, “you get as
talkativo a8 a parrot sometimes!”
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“T'm an agitator, that’s why I talk,” Blackie
jeered, and would have said mwore, but that the Eng-
lishmen Brown put his hand on Blackie’s arm, There
was 2 policeman loibering on the next eormer, and
for some strange reason, known only to ox-prisoners,
the inpassive Hnglishmon was suddenly shaken fo
his soal,

“Laot’s get soms coffes and,” he said, leading thena
inko the door of a cheap restaurant shaded by a wide
brown maple tree, The four satb on sicols against o broad
counter Ioaded with plates of dessert, and lovked info a
mirror ah their pale prisen faces,

“Coffee and ecrulless,” ordersd the HEnglishman,
naming the diet of al! those who wander along the roads
of America, and pick up their food like the sparrows
where they can find it,

“Ham and eggs,”” said Hill

“Ham and eggs aud French fried and coffes,” said
Blackie,

*Ham and oggs,” sald Ramon, in a muifled volea,

The restaurant prepristor, z fat, cheerful man & a
white apron had been counking dollar bills at his cash
register and talking crops with a young farm hand in
overalls. He locked the register with a sharp snap, and
took their orders liesavely, the while guessing their
status with his shrewd eyes. He repeated the orders info
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the little cubby hole leading to tho kilichen.

“Solitary confinement eh, what?” Blackle said to
the Englishma, pointinz at the foslorn, middleaged face
of the ctok tizat peered out of the cubby hole, ad
reposbed the orders in a voice from the tomb,

Neithor Brown nor the others answered, bub waited
with grim patience for their food, When it cam2, they
wolfed it dowa rapidly, as if some one weve Walching
them, Blackie could not be still, kowever,

«“This is batter than the damn beas and rottenstew
every day at the other hotel,” he muttersd, “Real
bam and eggs! Oh, bov!”

Browa looked at the elock., I was just noon, “1
guess the boys are haviag their grub aow,” he sxid.
“Yen, thore goes the whistle, Gesh, yeu can hear it
all the way over herst”

Yes, it was the prison whistle, the high whining
blast like the c¢ry of some cruel hungry beast of prey,
rising and falling over the little town and all the flas
cori-lends, the voico of tha master of Life, the voigs
of the god of the corn-lands, The four prisoners in this
restaurant knew that call well; and every ons in the
town and every one living on the corn-lands kaew ih a8
thoroaghly as they did,

“Look,” sud Blackie; pointing through s window
behind ihem, “you can just see the top of $ho primm
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walls from bere, Who w.uld have thuank you could soe
it so farp”

The men turned from their food to stare gloomily,
whilo the fat proprietor kid a krowing smile behind h's
cuaried musiaches,

*Two thoawand guys ia hell,” said Jones quietly,
“and all ihess Hoosiews think,about is corn and hogs,
Twenty-five of our boys still in there, ninety-six still
in Leavenworth—God, why do we let ovurselves be
orucified by these Hoogiers?”

. +Jim Downey’s got fifteon more years {0 go; so has
Frank Vamochek, Hszry Bly, Ralph Snelling and four
others,” sa’d Jdolkn Brown quieily, piercing with his
deep blue eyos throvgh all the distance, *“And Jack
Smail has congimption; and George Mulvame s going.
erazy—Hill, do you think wa'll ever got ’om oub alived:

Ramon suddenly becamse hysterical, s

He stood up with brandished fists and shook thepsi
at the distant prison, quivering with the rage of fiver'd
years of silence, His olive face darkened with blood,
and locks of his leng raven-black hair fell In his oyes,
go that he could not see, He flamed into sudden
Iatin eloguence.

“Beagts!” he cried, in a choked furious voice, “rob-.
bars of the poor, murderers of the young; hangmen,
eapitalists, patriots; you think you have punished
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us! You think we will be silent now, and not speak
of your crimes! You oan never silencs us! You
can torture us, you ean keep us In prison for all of
our lives—»

“0h, Ramon,” Blackie cried, pushing him back
into his seab, and patbing him goothingly on the
shoulder, “Easy, easy! We all feel as sore as you
do, Ra'mOa, and we hate them just ag hard, By God,
wo hate them, But easy now, old—timer, easy!”

The others helped quiet the nerve-racked young
Moxican and he finally subsided and sabt there with
his face belween his hands wntil they had.{inished
their food, Then the four paid their check to the
srwged but digcrest fat proprietor, and went inte
ﬁfiér stiext on their way to the railroad stetion, trying
a/f%in f@ appear casval and unconcerned,

A% the next corner another policorman was loung-
I#dtaoninst a store window, and it was Wwith an efforh
the¥. each of the freed men passed his vacant eye.
They braced up and walked by bravely, but they still
fonnd it hard to believe that they were really free,

Th:would t~ke them some months to.becoms accus-
tomed, to ths greater prison house known as the
world -
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Magins BUTLER Was g short, bra.vmy Kegro iIn 2
hickory shirt and blus overalls, a migratory workeér
with a pleasant face and misty, dog-like eyes, He
hed rangzd all over the westera lands during his five
years on the road, Thers or> thongands like ‘him in
the Wesl, wandering from harvest to harvest, living
like homeless dogs, But Making was homesick for
the South; he wes tired of being a hobo, -

“No, suh,” he szid in the bunk-house at the Cali-
fornien finit ianch oune night, *@ain’t nuthin’  lak
South Coroling in all the world, Got my folkses
thore, and a little yaller gal or two Ah kin havo any
tme Ah say the word, It’s a good livin’ down
there, AWl tell yo, boy! Don’t make as much jack
as here, msbbe, but hain’t the beatir’s s “hobg !;gets
along the read. Ah dowt lak this hoboin’ arcund

81
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business, nohow; hit's a yaller-pup life, it is, Ah've
been beaten up fohty-six times, ARW’Il bet, time sence
Ah’ve been oz the road.”

His friend, s powerful, easy-going black giant,
roared with laughter and hit Makins s huge slap oa
the shoulder, They called him Makins because he
was always borrowing Bull Dusham “makings” for
cigarettes from the other men,

“Well, why dor’t ye just a-travel South?” ths
friend laughed, “Who’s a-holdin’ ye, Makins?”

Making grinned shamefacedly, “Ne ane a-holdin’
me,” he admilied, “Jos’ a damu fool, me, wid aot the
gense of o horse-fly in mah fcol haidl Lvery time Ah
gets a stake to go back with AhL jest fritters it away,
ANXve started fohty-nine times for South Caroline, Ah
guess, and never gone thoagh, Always frittered mah
stake away fust, lak a boa baby,”

But ome day, with & hundrod dollars stuck sofely
in his shoss, Makins made another start for Sounth
Carolina, He made a fast fieight, and spread kimself
royally in a boxear on some straw, He smiled and chat-
ted with himself as he felt tho long miles clicking off
beaeath him ~aw through the hali-open deor the desorts
:2nd ranches” and mouatains of the West marching by.
He was happy. He was going home with & stake at
dast. His mammy, if she wers siill alive, would bes
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proud of him; he would live like 3 lord for the next six
ponibhs,

“Gawd, why hain’t Ah done thiyv befoh?” ke chuck-
Jod to himself, “Nevah had no sense, me; always a
bon fool, One time Ab spends mah sinke on whisky:
*nuther ime lets & slick nigger trim me withloaded dice;
‘nuther ilme, that Filipino gal, she jest cleaus me out;
jes’ a bo’n fool, me! Bui hain’t no ore mor authin®
goin’ shop me thiv time, 20, suh! Hain't a—goin’ 4o
be stopped this #rip 1"’

He would have brokea into joyful Negro #hanks-
giving and song had he not remembered that the trip-
was not yet over, He was siill on the road, in the
encmies’ counfvy, Hoboes lead a rough snd dangerous
life, Hoboss are beaten up frequently; when they are
Negroes as wall as hoboes they are hounded, arresixed,
tortured, robbed and beaten up ¥wice as frequently,
Makins traveled anxicusly for three days, but nothing
happened to him,

“Nothin’ goin’ to stop me this trip!” ke chuckied
to himself over and over again like an incaniatilen, |

One afternoon, in the Arizona desert, Makins for—
got to smile and chat to himself as he sprawlied in the
boxcar straw, The train was nearing a gtﬂe janchion,
Sown named Maricopa, This was the home of Marieopa
Slim, a railroad detective famous with all the western
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Robo:s for his love of whisky and his mania for “sap-
ving up” hoboes, sap being the wesbern name for black-—
jwk, Many a hobo had felt Slim’s sap on his head
and ribs; the town was avoided by the wise hoxear
aveler,

Makins had heard all about Slim, He prepaved for
the famous bukcher of defenseless koboes, He shut the
door of the car, and huddled miserably in a dark corner,
They were nearing Maricopy now, The long freight
train stopped with a rattie and s bang; voices were
viambling outside; yes, this was the junction, Beads
of elammy sweab came oub on Makiny forehead,

“Nuthin’s goin’ to happen to me on this trip!” he
said over and over again for gonsolation,

But something did happen, The door was slid
"back abruptly on' its rollers, aad 3 {all, brick—faced
‘aweslerner In sombrero and: riding pants loomed there,
He flashed his pocket lamp about the dusky car,  He
found Makins crouching in a cormer, and smiling, drag-
ged him forth info the sunlight of the railrond yard,
Makins shrank into n ball, tumbled out without &
word , .
It wag Maricopa Slim, all right, Standing over
the Negro, be smiled again, His raw, beefy face -was
“flushed with drink, He ‘looked pleased, .But then he
kicked Makins in the thigh with:his heavy boot, “Geb



BOUND TO GET HOME ‘ 85

the hell oub of this tows, ye Nigzer bastard!” ke sud-
denly suavlsd, lika.a sbtage villain. “Comin’ in here to
make work fo: me!”

He took » Hight moreiless grip oy iMaking' yhirt and
walked him in silence for about g mitethrough ihe town,
They came io the colony ef Mexican shacks where the
town met the desert, Making deabged élong, depressed
and yeby little hopeful, The ‘1allvred-faced detective
was jush going {0 pub him out oBtbhe fiown limits, thab
was gll, A few hours logh, but no'beating, he thought,

“Now get the hell out of this town, ye .’Nigge":
basiard!’ the detechive repeated, letting go his hold on
Making® collar, and kicking him forward, Making did
nob answer a word, butb starsed to walk quickly toward
the wide bla,zing\ horizon, Gos off essy at thas, he
thoughs, Sundenly he weas folled by a cruel blow fom
behind him,; Marieopa Slim had begun o his favorite
sport, He slugged the prosteats Nogro with his black-
fa,ék over the hexd snd face! the blood that spurtsd
exzited him, and he slugeed the Negro again, Then he
kicked Making in the face, and stamped on him with
bebh feet, and finally spat at him, then walksd away,
mopping kis forehexd, ’

M=zking lay oa tho degert mand, umconsecioua for an
hour, The sun baeas on Kim; the flies gnawed at his
raw flesh, When he cams to, h> moaned and felt
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himgsif, He found gashes snd bruises everywuero, Hs
sat up ‘and slowly began thinking about it all, Fury
geized him; it scemed fo [im az i the past five yeavs
hd been nobhing bub this sort of 1ife, A terrible raze
swapt over him; his cyebsls geew red and inflarns?,
ke sivod up-and shook his fists toward the fown, *

“Always ssppin’ ye up, always beatin’ yo upi® ne
oried hysterically, “Anll kill this basterd; AW g0
down to Bowie and buy me a gun and come back and
kill that bastard! No one hain't a-goin’ 40 sap ms up
again! Dis s 4> lash $ime!”

Towards dusk he ouught a train ab a water tank,
and it was going to Bowie, He lay in the siraw, wesk
and bleeding, and filled with a tearful, murderous
frenzy. “Al’ll buy me a gun in Bowie, and jest g2
back and kill him, that’'s what Ah’ll do! Always sap-
pin’ ys up, always beatin® ye upl”

He reaczhed Bowlie in the night, and got a room in
a cheap hotel where he washed his face and kands and
had something %o cat, Then he went out into the
gtreeis, brooding, “AR'U geb a gun now! AR get me
Y canl’ ,But as he walked about, litile by littls his
230 GOL a.rted Thers were so many redfaced westorners
in sombreros who looked like Maricopa Slim, and a
he passed them, he felt each of them as ready to sap
bim up as Slim had been. The dimly lit strests were
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crowded with thene devils; the world was full of them,

“Gh, hain’s no use,” he found himse'? saying
wearily at last, “No use monkeyin® around, MMakinsj.
‘don’t spend 1no money en @y gun, or waste yoh time,
Jest got back Soath 4o you poople, Bhat’s what you
want, Nuthins gein’ to stop you on this #rip, no

suh, nuthi’; jost- hound; te gethomet”
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Tue world was beaubiful as we rode out from
Guadalajars in the golden morning lighf;, The broad
Mexican spaces were blazing with color, with the
glistening green of new corn and the dull greem of
cactus, with the fire of yellow sands and the slow,
bive radisnce of meadows thronged with trees, Noth-
ing sesmed solid; all was radiance; the world was the
hext of & crystal ball of radiance,

Her off on the horizon loomed ths mounbains——the
grand, savage, naked hills of Mexieo, %hat stand
sverywhere like the visible passion of the land—
gronk, glorious masges of rock cut in fantastic pat—
terns, all barrea of vegelabion liks jewels, and shiniag
iik> them in purple, amber and rose,

The air sparkled. From the blue perfect sky,
wjrds came againsh our faces, Intoxioating as flowers,

.88 ‘
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The horses sniffed the freshness of ‘the morning, and
stepped springily over the gaps in the road, ‘and Jown
the rocky inelines oa our way to Don Feiipe’s,raﬂoh,
thlrty miles from the eify, ’

* Don Felipe was gay, sad we, tos, were gayer bha'r
careless birds as we " jogged through that thr{llxng
Mexican couniryside, hat’ iér' a;I'Waiys' like som> melo-
drams of color and form? p‘la.nned by a wild y‘ounz.

“master, We drank the winds' greedily, a.nd fitted our

eyes with the pageant aboit us, and felt sbmngly
the mad joy o living,” Don- Felipe “buwmt into song,
and, clapping spurs fo his"hors, went roaring down
the 102d for a fow “hundréed’ yards, Then he whesled
violently and’ came eﬁargxnﬂ back ‘at us in & spee—
tacular cloud of dusﬁ

“Viva Mejicol”  He shou’teé, szgmv Biz fringed
gombrero a.bout his head, and Whocpmd like gn Tn-
dian, “Havo you aaything’ so “wonderful as s in
the United States?” )

“No, nol”. We ctied, -sarried away by the high,
reckless, romantic mood that t&ze Me‘:mem landsnape
induces in the bsholder,-

Tglipe reined his hotse in beside ours, and dig-
ging into his saddle~bag, brought vut & bobéle of the
white, incandescent liquor named tequile, We ac~
oopted a pull at the stulf, and Féﬁ.jg,e grrgled a g;L'aa:ﬁJ
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mnu’bhful cf ﬁre ﬂfxmmﬁ ﬁimﬁure mmself, hls ta.nned
‘face red as & poppy when the feguila entered Ris
Aqehs.

Fenpe Wag a frlend Of thtee dayy acqualmiance,
‘Jop_and I had& fallen n W.Iuh h!m whlle lounging
abcub the Fama Italﬂmw, the on‘ly gaod cafe in the
‘sunlit, sweeﬁ—smdlmg, en‘urch~ndden city of Guadala-
jara, Felipe could -speak & choppy and slangy Eng-
lish he had pmkgd up in one of the American border
Fowns, His z_».nceshry‘ was undoubtedly Spanisk, for
the had blue, buiging eyes, =a tawny mustache and
crop of kair, and a big, eurved, Oriental nose, -ten-
derly pink at %he tip, and unlike the sharp, razor
noses thal mark %the Asziee strain, He was short,
matty and slender, and unbellevably wiry, like 3
Young tiger, He had coms inke town on business,
and had spent almost 2 week on the spree thal as-
pompanied every transection of his, Now, when. I;a
was returning % the ranch, he had Insisted that we
go with him for a visit, Wae, ready for anything,
went, '

“You will Ifke our rancht” he said, as he trolted
‘his horse bezide us, sttéing lightly in the high. elab-
orate saddle, a daszling figure in the churro costama
‘he chenged to ®om the neat Chieago business suld
3o had worn in the city,
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“Ti’s not g large ranch, as.Mexican estiates go; bud
we have everything for yousr enferfalnment—wild deet-
%o shoof, a mountain pool always cold as jce, horses to-
ride, and many ncarby places yoa will enjoj “seeing, ¢
You will iiks i, I know, W employ about a hundred
peones on the ramch, and raise corn, wheab, niaguey:
and cattle, Yoc will ses how we lasso stesrs and brand -
them, Wo will give a fiests in your honor; you will;,:
have many. pretty girls to dance with, ~What more do
you want? You have but to say 16, and it is yours!™

He waved his hand in a large, free flourish, and
we thanked him for his hospitality,

“I aad my brother Barigue own fthe ranech,” he
eonbinusd, “Our fabther loft it to us) ‘I am the eldep
Hi'b’ther, You will like my brother Hurigue. He is-
& strong, fearless, honest man—-much pebier than I am,.
but too serious, He takes life ag if it were 2 feligion,
but to mé, Carambal it is one great joke! I laugh ab
it! That is the right way, no?” ’

He fished out the fequila bolitle and slepped it
fondly, then offered us another draught of the liguor,

“No, thonk you!” both of us sald, “The Amori-
eza stomach Isn’h strong enongh for Mexican teguile and
a b sxican. horse al the same time.”

Pelipe langhed upreariously, “Ha,ha;ha!™ ho shouted,.
hitting his thigh, “that Is true, that is tgue,i I have.
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geen many Gringdes put under-ths table by our tequila!
That is one point Where-We Mexigans will aiways have.
the better of you!”” He swallowed anotuer long drink,

aad wiping his lips, put the boitle away,

**Would you believe it,” he said sarnestly, leaning
Forward to us from his saddle, * my brother Enrique
will not touch a drop of aledhol—not » drop, He Is
a Ianatic on the subject, He Zoss so far that he has
wighed fo givs ap our maguey fislds, irom which fhe
pulgue is made that the poor poople drink, But I
would not let him do this, and he can do nothing
without my eonseant, If I let-him have his way, we
would be ruined in a y;aar, K> has such fantastical idoas
op éverything. .Just the mames, he is & good man, a
yeal man-—and ‘the best rider and lassoer on %ho ranch;
bstter even than I

A shade of sombsr in%ensity crosved his face, fo.
ba immedintely followed by the mosd of bold, reckless
laaghter—-vinlent mirth playing soornfully with life
and dsath, and heddless of a single human valus, Taah
was how we found Felipe——there wers dbpils in Him,
sonr chords that could be touckéd. but dominant was
the; £all tids of his barbarianism, his strazge lack of
the sense of good and evil, his paganism siained with
the blood of a creed that makes manslaughter a trifls
light as love, -
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Felipe lived, butte dkink, to win womenr,; % ride- -
‘hppeés. and. o prove his personnl valof in-eontest (with:
other strdng barbarians, "He was proud and sensitive;
aug ae.unconscisusly oruel as sh animal, He tdld sjories,
of his.exploits on the ride through that gloWring, Jrsab
ssene comd: we ligtened %o him In fascinated amazement,:
as to some dark man from the .Middle Ages,

“Onoe,” he sald, “we had .z yodng pedsint on oup-
e who had: conceived a fierce hatred forrme. Ha
was a steady, herd-working fellow living with hil
pagesnts, and in love with ome of the peon- girls for
whom I had taken 3 faney, and whom I managed:to
saduce, The fellow heard “of this,-and it made him
begin iq hate me,

;- “You muost understand thab before the-. evoinuion,
the workers on the ranch were really-our slaves, They
owned notliag of their own, and they had ta take whal
wo gave them, They could not.lesve the estates of theiy
mosters, for they were always In dsbt to us. We: did
axything-we pleased with them——there was no.law,
When {28y approached us on business they would Kiag
our hands\. ’

“Now it is difforent, Now the peond live ea our
propesty; rent fres, and work for. wages, We pay than
abbut 25 sonts daily, and .op this thoy manage to save a
lifile and <buy famcy rovolvers ahd .sewing machidsh
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and other luxuriesthab turn their ktads, It is the resuls
of this accursed Revolution that has upset everything, :

.My brother, I must tell you, has even tried to
go out of his way to turn the hoads of the peasants,
He gives them a bopus out of the profits ‘at the end
of the year, and he gives them little fields where they
can cultivate their own produce, He is quite insane
on this subject, He has read books; He #reals the
peons almost like equals, Once he wanted to turn
our entire ranch over %o them, with himself as mere
ménager and servant %o them, I came %o blows with
#im almost before I conld. grive this mad notion oo}
of his head, He fought in 3he Revolution, you ses—
fie was one of the fimt to risk his life for it, and one
of ‘the f6w who really believed ia it, and who did ned
try o gra.b & fat political job - for hlS serziess, Ho-
i§ u good man, my brother, but a little mad. He
worships a book written by & mad Russian named
Tolstoy,

- “Well, to coms back to my story, this peon, a fall,
dark, silent fellow,began wshowing his hatred for me
goon after he lessred I had had his givtl, He would
scowl _t me when I pamed, and refGzedl fo take off hisg
fhat fo salaie me, a8 every peon on aur ranch -mugt,
wien I goby, Onge. I sprang off my. horse and %ore:
hig 7ab from his head, and’ flupg .it on the “grovedy
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“You must never fail to salute yo‘ar‘ bettazsl’i
_eriedy sticking my revolver under his nose, ‘Do you
“anderstand that?’

¥ ¢Yen!” he mald quist’'y, tuining on his hesl and
“leawing the hat there in the road,

“His bravado and Insolence maddened me, and I
wanbed to shoot him iz the back@s he walked away
,'Paz:haps ‘I would have do,ae 50, but the thongit came
ba mo it would be better to lot the beast live and to
‘maka 111_ a migery f6r him, Thus I woull show
tim who _’iaatter mpn was, and ab the same bime i3
Would give & practical lessop to the okher peoms, who
Ware quite as bac a3 Mo was. It is the enly method,
ny friends; you must daily show these cattle of the
felds that you are _their master; yon must do it
irag;kly and harshly; they “do uot understand other

methods, Ah, if my blother were not only my
brother, I conld show tHe ;vay to kesp these dogs
dgﬁ?nl

" “Well, to make a long story shors, this Pedwo
mpekly bore all the insulis and hardshipa I pub upon
him, I once lashed him wmh my whip acresss the
faco, while ke was Workmg in the fields with the other
Peasanta, I came %o hig cotfage one day and took
five of Ais chmkens and Wrung their necks befors him,
and walked away, Wo needsd meat for dinner thab
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day, 3011 Sg0; *I aid other thmo's fo humxhabe him,

‘but he said nothm P&ha,ps he found it incon-
vonient o move with his.pavents from the ra.nch, ._I
do not koow, Ik may be bhs was making up with the
girl again, a‘xd thoucrht of maxtying her before he
lefti,

“2-“way, I came acrous the irwo one bund.ay, ta.lk—
ing in front of the church at TOna.Ia, Where we go
for mass, There was 2 group of the peons from_ our
romch there, 1o~1gmg about uuder the trees and
walting for the services to begin, I dashed up to
the wwo 1overs, and saxzmg tue girl arouad the walst,
swung her oa’ my horse and roda off with her, Pedro
stood looking " after ‘me with the most stupid eyes
you ever SQW

“Ths next dav he dzd nrﬂa come ta work, I was
passing his ao%*&é‘e in the mo”mnﬂ o my way fto the
wheat fields, wnen e sprang out from behind a stone.
wall and fived a Fevolvet at me, His fase was white beh

anger, and he did nob spea,k a word, The shot gragza&
my shenld¥, and I Iea,psd 0:1 him, and dug my knxfe
no his s‘-w nd killed him, Than I found & mpe a.nd 1
haag kim to a trea, Where every ons coald ses” him' as
an example, All oz ﬁhe rancn, ‘when they saw him lager,_
knew' I had Kifled h:m, but na one dared to lay the,
ciso_béfore the offcials at Tonala, for ‘bhese a1, mx:,

L 'y
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“friends, ‘.c’»‘;ii, ‘but ‘my brothér ‘was zngry with me then!
'We almost fought with guns that timel”

Ho laughed reminiscontly, and spuired his horss
into a proud, slow trot, with the foem cumng from
the checked animal's mouth, We were wather shocked
by the story, but knew no way of breaking inon
the man’s unconsciousess of the evil of his  deed,
Besides,. there was = curions atmosphere about him as
ho told these things thal eliminated all fecling of moral-
ity; he wam like some returnad soldier who narrabes
dreadfal homors and murders o an audience that shud-
ders and yeb eannot blame, - Life sesme diffsrent and
younger on these passionafe Mexican pla'os; death is as
casual and unimportant here as it is to a child, We
tardly kmew. what to say, and rode on in thoughéful
silencs,

In Felipe, on his glossy, splendid horse, in hi
flamboyant leather eosiumz with its silver buttons erid
riek decorative cordings, we seemsd %o ges riding the.
‘incaxnation of thab bratal, primitive azistoeracy +in
had fveigied the Maxicon worker to the dush, and thab -
we hal found still dominant wherever we had boonm
in the Republic, It Wasins incarnationof all the thought-
less ovil of the Latin and India nsbure, saxzguinary, .
haughty, prssionats, and lust-lovingy with no msrey for
$hg animel or man in its power, It was too proud tu.

w

s
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be hypocritieal about it vices or virtites; it was the--
pure Pprimibive,

» Wo grew anxious to meeb Felipe's brother Enriqus,
For only one-sober thread of conscience had we detected
in the searlet pattern of Felipe's nature, and that was
his feeling for bis brother, Always in the stories Felipe-
dropped from tims to time the brother appeared as some-
betier angel, sad, siriving and impotent before Felipe's
sa%égaries. Felipewould slway say his brother was mad,
but we gould find in Rim, too, a faint spark of shame-
znd unworthiness that made him uneasy whon he spoke.
. of the other, ¥t was as if ke knew his brother was
right, but could not ackrowledge it or live up %o his
brother’s ideals, and for this reason assumed a cloak of
exaggerated boyish superiority that ill-fitted him, Hig:
brother was Felipe's sxiernal conseiencs, his sole link:
to the goodness that is in Mexico, '

The sun was climbing high into the sweep -of glit--
tering sky, Heal waves shiamered like the hot breath
of the sandy, scrubby wastes about us, A few grouse
\could be heard whirring in the shade of a yucca~tres-
off the road, Felipe unslung his rifle and drew = bead
on the speekled creastures, He did not shoot, however,
far a-thotight eromsed his mind,

%Ah1 I forgot; we must not waste time!” he aaid,
drapping kis gun, “We are expected st the ranch, ¥



PWO MEXI’@S - g Sy
s . 5
think, Let us kesp mioving.”

This was a good resolufiion, and Joe and 1 foli
-cheered by i%, We had started from towa soon affer ‘
dé,wn, and were dus at the ranch about iwo in the
zfterncon, bus Felipe had developsd vagavics that pite
‘op the homs, We were saddle-weary and hongry.

He set his horse off into.a good %ros and we fol-
Jowed, but our hopes of reaching the ranch sank ounly
-a fow minutes later, never again to rise, Felipe stop-
ped, and took ancther drink from the bottle, His syes
1it with enthusiasm, The serious purpose on his facs
was wiped off, as with 3 sponge. He pointed to a dark-
green meadow criss-crossed by irrigation ditchsz, a f6W
levels below us in the valley.

“Ses the bulls there!” he eried gleefully, “Now I
will show you how Mexicans can ride] We have lois
of timel”

He spurred his horse over a fence, and inte the
meadow where a herd of catble was peacsfully grazing,
With wild eries he lassoed & huge black buil by &he
hind lege, and, leaping off his horse, fastened aro pe
-around the animals middle, The bull was furious, bub
Felipe leaped on s back, and holdiag tight to the rops,
gripped his legs info the creatures side, and lamised
1t into 3 frothing ragze with his sombrero,

The ball pus e head down anc}ens.rgeé iika gn
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express frain, It shook “iiself from mide to side, and
buvked and came down on all its four hoofs, It bellowed
‘madiy ‘but Felipe held on as if glued, and shouted
and even had the bravado to take both hands from the
precioug rope to wavé hig hat at us, The bull tried to
scrape him off agaiist $ho stone fence of the corral——if.
fricd every frick its slow braian could devise, Then i
‘came at last to a W;;a.ry and: bewildered halt, breath-
‘g hard, Folipe leaped lithely from its back, - He
recovered hi;vope and rebur.ed to us, He wes grinning,.
and fli-concealed vanliy shons: in his fishy blue eyas;j,

“What do you think of that?” ho agked in;;a-glow‘
tiking ancther pull al the uniailing bottle, “"We assured
him we kad never sesn anything liks s bofors.

Tha trip was restmed. down a.genile Valley, then
up & clreular pash-tiiat ascended a hill all-of grass; on

~

whose round summit g little squate block-hotse stoud,
5 wemento of the Rovolubion, " Felipe showed us some
of the irenches the fighters hid wmade, and pointdd out
some mounds marked by faded woodén crosses, the
-graves of the revlutionist, -

“That s their reward, the fools!” he said, “and
that is 211 they deserved to gott I ofen tell my brother
that,”

He seemed in no hurry %o getfhomé now, though
the morning was advanoing ‘toWward nooz and the sup



MEXICOS 101

was stronger on our zcks, T was‘amazing wha$ anima)
< spirlj‘rs the man mhad--life overﬂofviﬁg and ex!ibemr-h '
“and posibively ashing for expression, He roared Jovely
sad: Spanish songs, ke beat his horse into wild ga.llops.
and trota, he drank from the botile afid uoid us story
after atory of violence and .Jusk. Ho was mieless, abhint
for da.nger, like & Bored mountain Ixon

" We sorambled down a: barmnca, aAé‘p mountain
gorge whese pabls wero steep aheys “of "Bawld. lzs on
awhich the horses shppéd a—nd ﬂou c‘ic"*exz ’ Sheer
$housend-foot d.w:ojpQ we\_e on Ohe ha.nd 0:. us, .z;nd o
the other were rugged ctiffs bk’ aga 'm Wi hid~
den springs, szpe wmzld nob pe:*mﬂ‘ mg _mlse i
‘pick- its carefal, d;ffxcult W&y tnroun'h L,le ‘iucﬂea, ’bu!i
Wal")ped it on bhndly,mand bade us folicw Once L&
jumped his horsé over ‘& cua,sm ' that a" wen; pq,?*
-fully around, his pocr ‘beast- -glidiag and vxa.smng,
and almosk toppling over the cliff, Felipe laughed,
-and looked at us for admxra,tmn.,

At the bed of thd’ barramca rasked s full, sirong
| shdu ntadn-rl xvar, d.eep and - foammd ‘ yeﬂew Pehpe
“insisted that we all sbrxp for & Bwim; and ‘we AW
]:mkdlve 1ack15531y info the rocky bcuﬁcm, ‘,.d f:ghﬁ
Fis! Wa:y oat ‘of that grea.t stesp oup “of bava,o'a
bowlders and stunted shru'bbsry, We olimbed the
"ofther side of the mountain, ° Ab ks ﬁap wa found a



102 COAL BREAKER

. ' S T o

e e

gree en, immense vaﬁ’e ¥ strotohed boneat ug, & Bre~
mendous plain of shining grass and dark elcis ¢f irGes,
thraa.dpd by silver rivers, Ths huge, bxliowy'sgaéoys
of. clouds moved over its brilliant face, The pi@m WS
Be@ht}ful in its broad peace, a wonde:ful sbage sak for
F_Ti‘ﬁazis, and far off in @ corner we saw a cluster of white
houses from which a churchitpwer rose, like the pishil
of 3 flower, Telipe had sippped his horse, .and was
gazing thoughtfully,

“That must be the ranch there!” we cried, point-
ing to the distant houses Felipe shook his head,

“No,” ke said thaughtfully, “that is the village of
‘Tona,la, about fonr miles from the ranch, Do you know
what would be a good idaa?” he added slowﬁy, his face
lighting with enthusiasm. “Ws ought tc go there and
net to the ranch for our dinner, We are hungry, and
besides, T have some Important business %o transach
"t.here_” )

“Are you sure of that, Felipe?” we asked, trying
ko divert him-from we kanew not what,

“Carajol” he exclaimed, “of course I am sure!
The Judge at Tonala has sent our ranch: a requisition
for five saddled horses, to be used for twa months by
the military commander who Is fighting the rebels, I
know what they will do with those horses; they will
sell them. I must go and have the. order; withdrawa.”
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*But how con you Go that?” Joe asked,

“How?” Felipe laughed, tuzying at his reddivh
mustache,  “How? Bueno, I will zes the Judze drunk!
Walh and seei”

So we urged the horses oaward te the pusblo of
Tonala, The valiey grew richsr and greener as we wenb
cantering down the rough roads, there were moyo tress,
and cunltivated figlde, and squss adobe lLousen with
thelr little gardenms and cacius femcos enciesing a few
pigs cr a cow or two, A% last the road bscams a wllesh
lined with these liwtle howses side by side, ths pla~rer
walls palnted in dniicste shades of pink and blus, We
were in Tonalz; a villazs of abo4 200 peon mhabitents,
the center of ol the farms in ths vallay, Lounging men
in while peon clothes and ymmonse hats stured somberly
a3 we clabtered by, children s=aftered about us, peon
women looked up from diliches where they sguatted ak
their laundering,

Felipe prosned himself with his usual vanity,
combed his hair and mustache, We whipped up the
horsss, and entered at a spectacular gallep iaio the
grass-grown, sleepy plaza that is the heart of every
Mexican town,

We had 2 dinner of beefsteak, eggs, frijoles and
black coffee abt 2 small restaurant, bare as a cell, and
presidad over by an unimzginshly old and wrinkled
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crons, Then Felips led us to his business with the
Judge,

We fourd this dignliary sitting on the sunshinc
on a ven:h in front of his home, dozgedly playing
Mexican wa’tzss on @ mmundolin, to waicn the Sheriff
played aceo npanmsats on & guitar, Tas Judge
was n battewnd lisile old man, with matied gmay hair
sad beard, and &iny siupid ey:s that itwinkied sus—

‘vicously, lik> a werse’s, He was clad in the white,
goiton flapoing ¢oshes of an ovdina 'y peon, his dirt-
a:ked fest encloiszd In sandals, F-oin oub of the
wild tangle of hair on his facs a corn-husk ecigarsiite
drospsd strle and forgoiien,

The Sheriif wi¢ hugeand burly, with an enormous
black mustachie that almost teashed o his eyes, Ha
oo was deessnd in pion cisthes, with g red blanked
foldad ovar h's right s'mulder, and a3 5hich of vivid
flowered pink =nda Ly his wifs of gandy ealico,
Avonnd She STieri’s walss wis o reavy beli ioaded with
eartridges, and & $0-oC viile stood agzinst tho wall by
his side, The offlcals abandoned thelr harmonizing as
e came up, cnd arem io goest us,

“Tolipe, my friend!” tho Judge caliod in a cracked ,
joyful voice, emmbineng our host in the Mexiean stylo
and patting his shonldor enthusfassically, “Why have I

noi- sean you for 57 long?”
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The pz?opez- introductions wore made, there was
some smail falk, then Felipe drew the Judge aside and
held s serious coaversation with him, - "We could teil
this by the solemn air with which the vwo converssd,
and the manner in which the Judge shook his head from
side o side, as if in doub%., Fimally Felipe took him
by the amm snd brought him over to us,

“Let ns all go to the cantina!” Felipa said, “We
nesd something to drink,”

The Skeriff bowed gravely and Pieked ap ks rifle
and walked, Wo followed, leading cur horses, and
gsioned the littls ploza to a low, ill-smelling wooden
shazk pa."nbed with great Iotbers in rzed and blue,
’eading:, “La Luchy Por La Vida”—The Siruggle for
ifo, Thyt is-the romsniic way Mexican merchanbs

ot

-

nems thair dingy little dry-goods and grosery estabish-
menty,

Irside tha canting there wis a wosden coumter,
sticky with liguor and swarming with fliss, Behind
this wore shelves ‘with various colorful bosilss stand—
ing in rows, and a huge barrel containing the oily,
sour, tiin drink called pulgue. A few peons d.ooped
abowd chedrfully, and ths sa;%.umine, 85 ma behind
the counter grested us with the universal bartenders
amlile, ’ﬁeiipe ordéred drinks for levars; one, slriking
the Dba¥ with his fish,
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“Thxs is our hohuay, he ,c-‘i.'ied, ‘:and 510 dne muygh
be unkappy!”

-We drank the.tequila, Tmrrues began lovsening
a.fter the third or fourth dan la.ugh’aer arcse as i
by magic, Confidences beban

The Sheriff spoke to us solemnly, from the heard,
“You have many wonderful things in the United
States, you Gringoes,” hs said ta s, “but there Is
one thing of ours you cannob ha.ve, and uh&‘b is our
National Hyma, It s the most beautiful hymn in
the world, Did you know,” he informed us proudly,
“did yon kuow that once the United Staben Offered
ten million dollars if we would give them our hymn
for their own, but that we refusad? Yen, we refasad
for We are pour, bus men of honor and sentlment and
prids, And this in a fa.nt, it is mstury, my own
brotiwer heard from u policeman he knew well In
Guadaljara.”

They sang the national khymn, which is really
bezutiful, beating on the counter with their glasses,
There were oOther songs, and stories of women and
fighting, The Judge was not holding his liquor well,
for his little eyes were giowing dimmer and dimmer,
and he wobbled on his feet,

. “The Revolution set us poons frea,” he attered In
a hazv voice, slapping his ehest “Yes, wo are free
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‘now, Do you see, I am the Judge here, and if any
one should khurt person or property In this pueblo I
would instantly but him in jail, No robbers, no
atheists, nc. resctionaries are allowed here, - If we
find a rebel, we kang him a% onoe, We are freel”

“You, Sewr, are ths best Judge in 1 ho whols state
of dJalisco, aren't you?” TFelipo sald, putting his arm
on the littlo man’s shoulder and winking at us,

“¥es!” the Judge amswered abt once, glaring ak
him half-suspiciously, “Yes, I am! And here is the
begt  Sheriff in the whole of Jalisco]”

The Sheriff swellel oub his chest, and 1ift>d hiz
gun to kis lips and kirsed it religiously,

“With this gun I maintain the law and order In
this village!” ho proclaimed, bezinning-tc wobble a
little too, “I have arrested three dranks to-day and
not one dared 43 put up & fight, Thoy Eknow wao I
am.”

Drink after drink, and the shadows gathered in
ths room aad obscured the 'wﬂd, flushed Indian faces,
Outs.de the door the blus sky 'caught the last flame

from the &un, and taen dusk came down, The irees
wers liquid datkasss, and deep soft rich davkness
2illed the dusty strest, Our horses champed impa—
tiently, We wentb outside, ealhng Felipe a.‘ter us,

“Aren’t yoir ready to go yeh?” we asked politely.
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“fHa.ven’t' you harra.nged that matter of the horses
with the Judge?”

“Yes, I've arramged it all!” he-said excitedly,
“We'll have a few move drinks and go. Come in!”

We returned reluata.nuly, and confiinued drinking,
for it isalmost an insulé to refuse an offer of this
kind in Mexico,,

The place gréw wilder and nb*sier as the liguor
mounted to all héa.ds Folipe began boa.sm,lg, aad
drow his Inige hun’cmg knxfe from is scabbord, and
stuck i inte the counter,

“This is my only fuend!” ho cried, “with its aid
I can do what I choose anywhere, I hgve killed three
men with it, and am ready for more—at any time,
even now!” o

“Bgt you will keep order in this village, Senor!”
he J udge mumbled stupidly, moving up ooningt Felipe
and froatizg him chest 10 chess,

“1 vill do what I choose!” Felipe sneerad, Wa.v‘ng
$he knils in the air, *“I have g ranch of thres ]e&gues,
and employ a fundred peons, I will do what 1 pleasel”

“Nol' the Judge shoubed, flushing with anger,
“Nol Arrest that mani®

But it was the Judge that the Sheriff tcok by the
arm aad forcibly led out into the night, “I will keep
law and order here!” the Sheriff mumbled grandly,
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draggipg the smaller man as if ke werea sack ofa flour,
*T am the Sheriff here, you must remember!™
. Tle iwo came back a moment later, and Felipe

bought them many mere drinks, Jee and I went outzide,
weary, ouy heads whirling, We waited for Felipe there,
At last he staggered to ve, after many hours of night,
when the village was all darkness snd dots of lamplight,
and the stars kad long crowded the sky, He mcunted
his horge, and we siorbed off, ’

. The Judge and Sheriff mstond waving their havds
after us, As we rode down the recky street we could
gee their dark, Wavering forms In the moonskine, We
reached a grea; iree where the sitreet changed to fields,
Felipo traned on hid hoise nnd fired thyeo shols toward
the canting. A great crash answaed, z bullet sped
by us somewhere, and we saw & flery burst of flame
spring whore the Shoriff was standing In darkness,
The friends were saluiing cach other, ‘

We rofo though rich moonlight, between fields of

corn thaj glistenéd like waves of the night-ses, T
distant ‘mouwnbains sicod bLlue and smoky agaigt tho
sky, The air way more exciiing $han love, A world o?
mystery lay about us; the drink was in our bloed, and
the wind against onr faces, We shoutied and s:’*.ng. 7
Folipe shot his mevolver off many times, and we fol-
lowedwith salutes 0 the dreaming sky. It was 1omuince
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%0 ba allve, it was ecstasy .and adventure, and e sad
Moxiean ear.h, humble K)bemaz.th us in the moonlight,
rang agan and again with cries of our reckless joy.

Folipe was in glorious mood, We too had forgos—
ten everytling in abandchment of reckless wonder.
Felipe sww somethicg "sbirring iu the bush, and shot
his revoiver ab it, The noxzt momeat an old, bent pem
came out, and stood bowing in fright, We laughed
madly, and sped on our way, -

We spurred our horses over éreat bowlders, and
aui0ss & stream, and tkrouzh soft purple meadows sweel
to ths nostrils, The moonlight drowaed a1l the seuses in
silver, There -were miilions of colored stars in the
Ziexiewi sky, Lifitle adobe housss swam by us in the
nizht, boats on a dark magic river, The mountaing
wae bofore us, I was the greatest moment of my life.

Then, jumping a fence, and wulkiag our horsss
through the corduroy roughness of s plowad {ield, we
came upon the houses of the ranch quisily glowing
under ths moon, Felipe fired anocther shot, aud cried,
“We're home!”

We set our horges into a furious gallop, and with
flushed fases and beating hearts roared up to the
biggest house of all, where the brothers lived, Felips
banged ouh another ‘shot, still shouting, “Viva
Mejicol” ‘
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LA tall, s_olem;l figure came out:on the porch as we
reined n our horses. It was Felipe's biother Eo-
rique. He had dark, stern Indian features, and a
stiff, black mousta che, He folded his arms and regarded
us oul of Jowered eyes, Xis silence was ominous, and
chilled cur joy with a cold hand,

Felipe s:emed io sober up and became somowhsb
sheepiga under that gaze, We dismounted, and went
up on the porech where Hurique stcod, He fixed
Fel.pe with his black, grave, daungerous eyes,

“You drynkard!” Enrique said, in a low, fierce
voice, “You drunkard! You care for nothing buk
your pleasures and passions! You have been away
three days now! You Lave prcbably spent all the
money for the.corn you soid!”

Felipeos face flamed with badly suppressed rage,
<Y am the elder brother here,” ke muttered; “you
¢zt say nothing fo mel”

“You drunkerd!” thz other repeased bitterly.
“All that I do here you undo, You and your kind
are the curse of our poor Mexicol Tollies such =8
yours. have been the 1um of our people, If you
weren’t my brother I would kill you!”

“T pm the elder brother here!” Felipe muttered
sullenly, his kand twitching at his revelver,

Thoy stood iscing each Gther in the vast, silent
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mooniight, the brothers who were the poetry and wis—
dom of Mexico, her good and evil, her barbarism
and - civilization battling each other and assuring her
no peace till the younger shall have forever siain the
elder,



ON A NEOTION GANG.

THE payocar.eased -zloagside, We threw down our
toois and.fell in line by tho track, Through the stesl-
bavred jw'i;;tlo'\gf:thga cashier handed the sunburad sechicn
gang lis pay envelopss,

Every..one was Lappy; every omo- grinning; evon
Rich, our hard-boiled foroman, ora:ked g smile, Hvery
one relaxed; there was a loh of horseplay,

Sure, it was a great victory for the sejtion-genz,
Tas company was ?reéeqting them with two weeks’
pay. 7They acted as foolish and groteful, thoso giant
children, as if it were a gift,

Pay day-pay—it’s the opium of the messes,

#nd, ,the gang spent most of it by the poyb moin-
ng.

We covered an:.eighth of a mile a-day eii Section
s
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10. We tore oub roiten old ties as We went along, and
put in new ones,

First you shoveled out the old cinder ballasi, Then
you pried your erowbar under the old spikes, aand
leaned on the long-hunk of steel with all your bone
and gristle, until the rusty five-inch spike came out
groaning like a big tdoth,

Then you dragged out the old tie and rolled it over
the bank, Then youw jockeyed-the aew tis, dripping
with ereosote, into the old bed, Then you éwung 5 ton-~

pound sledge, Wham! Wham! on the head of the new
spike, unbil it seamed 10 grow into the wooden tie
Then you shoveled back the cinder ballast; and tampsd
it down,

For about a month half the gang was covered with
boils,” I was miserable with twelve, We figured ak
first it was the drinking water, but Rich the Foreman’
told us it was the creosote on the ties, It was filtering
through our skin, Rich advised us to wear leather
gloves, and keep away frem liquor and women,

Sometimes wo laid steel, This was tougher than
laving ties, Hight men with tongs, four on sach end,
wrastled a length of steel rail, If ome of the sight
stumbled it meant down with the rail,
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Hd Ba%, Ianky young farimer of tae 1'80'1011, who
wis trying to dodge starsatisn by a summer on the
sechion, had his foob orushed thet way, He Iay on his
back snd carsed the gang bill yowd think his meouth
would blister, We put him on a. headear, and Tany
and I Ind fo pump him back o the vi\ITa.D'e; He cursed
us two all tae way, and called ns -“lousy. Wops » Tony
waabed to kick him, but thdugh the lousy Ku Kluxer
deserved a kicking, I stopped Tony,

Taem weére bwmﬁy—-fom of us en Seetion Ga.nO‘ 10.
Ard w3 spale six Iannguages, ‘and feared and suspecﬁea
each olher liks good patriots. There were five Wops,
thras Hnnya.ks, a Swadz, g Jew, an Iusnmm (fheLeS‘
always one aplese for eve'y kind of excitemant in the
world), thre» Mexicans, two Pol2s, and a bunch of
Yank hundred-percente:s, Thira was also a Negro
named Haery. '

Wa swoated every day unds® the same S1a, W3
slapt in the samo crummy buankhouse aund afe the
85me comm:ssa.ry garbage, But we hated each obher,
and fels superior to each other, Sush iz the Adamie
curse that has beem laid ou the Amsrican labor move-
ment,

Bvery one hated Rich the Foreman, Taat was
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ope principle on which we all could agres, I can's
understand dicks, cops, hangmen, professional gun—
men, or men like Rich, You havo to look upon them
as pathsiogicé.l gpecimens, I guess most men go
erazy when they are turned loose with g club, and fold
to go the limit,

Rich went the limit, He was o big Yank aboudb
forty, with one of those ste-n Indian facos ~somp
Americans have, He looked like a Texan, He had
thess blue unflinching eyes of the eagle and killer
He nover laughed, He was powarful encuzh io leL any
one on §.0 gang, and we kiew ii, He was always
pu'siﬁqc us on, Ho was a fagtic, God, he Pisyien,
tie fvy,, tﬂa religious fire that man pus Into boss'ng
o seesion! I am sure it was emiing him up, And Y
was doing §6 all for 893 a monen, Cin you undcrsiead
UCse mj'sf:ames of human casracter?

In the mprnings, we pumpcod our handsars syvon
miles of more o the job, Rich shond orech on the firss
car, liks Washingbon erossing theo Dslaware. Thas :right
igs sbil clung o the sides of the hills, His keen oyes
roamod abeut, his cars ligtensd, Buddsnly he . blew his
walstle, and we jump:d Iiks mrd and lifted tho heavy
cas off the rails just in tima, An cxpxess train tmm—

derel by 3 second later, #ho children’ and ladies wav—
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ing gayly at us,

Sostion ga.nga wara ‘someiimes devoured by thess
thunderbolte, Rich saved us from death several timas,
He cawried guife 2 responsibility,

Ho hated to see any ome stop to light a pipe, or
take & drink, or anythinz, He watched you with 3
suspleious glare, and withoub sying a.uythmg, mode
you feel gullty as hell,

Ouco Joz, the waksr-boy, a Wop kid; thoughd he
sw o snake by the side of the track, - Rieh’s back
was turmed, so the kid picked up & rock and chased
the snake., He wafered into the bushss and was
gone ahouh five minubes, Meanwhile soms3 onz started
yolling, “Water Boy: Water Boy!™ bub Jis wasy’t
in sighk, Others bezan yelling, just to be mean, It
was their way of anmoying Rich—io ghow him they
bad =o rights on the gang, not even a good waier—
boy.

Rich swelled up with wrath 1liks a -poisousd pup,
He began yelling and cursing, and then Fos appeared
grinning, with some flowers in his, hand, Xe had
missed the snake, bub found some pretty flowers, Rich:
wonb over to him, grabbed his arm and twisted it bo~
hidd his back until the kid screamed fe merey,
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Tony, an o'd Iialian Igborer, mutisred something
in T4olion, Rich et up the kid and turaed on Tony
and blisbored hir,aAWjﬁh curses, And cursed tho whole
gang, and asked us what.we were loafing around fon
thati way,

C:o day in July was the hottest day I have known
in my life, You could see the hesh waves steaming
from the ties, The rails were redhot like a frying
pwi. We rushed Joo off his feet, - gotbing us buckets of
drinking water, ] ‘

% was almost noom, Whén.suddenly gomsthing hap-
peaed. Swen, a big good-natured Swede, was hold-
ing the spike wirlle Harry sledged it into plase. Sud-
dsnly Swan - tsppled over, and Harey's sledge missed
nis skull by g hgli-inch.

The sun had knocked Swen ous, We gob him under
a tree, and sloshed him with water, He was unconscious
and Dbreathing hard, After a while he came to. All ths
time we wore working over him Rich was trying to tell
us o geb back to work, But every one pretonded to
be busy with Swen, and quite deaf,

Finally Rich began roaring at us, *“Get to heil
back on tha job, or L'l knock hell outa soms of yeh,,
yeh busnch of bastards!’> We were all lying about ander
the tree, resting, and no one made a move to get up.

“It’s -too hotiy, Mossta Reach,” said Tony, the old
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wop .- ¥Yep, Rich, iF's too hot,” others mufteed, as
Rich wenbt down the line, I was a kind-of siriks, tho
fivst tims anything liks it had happenad in Rish’s ex-~
perience, I guess,

He was dumbfounded, bui kept his wits, He saw
the gang was united on somshing ab last, -and had him
licked, So he broke ws up by-going after individuals,

“Hors, Stubby,” he said, “you don’t think i¥’s too
hot, de you? Get bpek to work thers, Stubby.”

Stubby was a glom old Yank zbout sixby-one,
You could see he was ashamed of himself as he :03e
slowly and hobbled back on the track, For the next
half-hour he shoveled ballast ail by himself in the red—
hot sun while we watched him and sneered,

T never saw a strike yoi whore the Yanks wero not
%the first o seab, . '

At last, ons by one, wa ali drified back io the
track, and worked in a bath of salt sweab,

I liked 01d Tony, He was one of thoss hard round-
shouldered little Italians with wrinkled walnut faces
who can survive anything, Their people have been
peaéa.nbs siﬁce Julius Caemar, and they are as simple
and natural as a good dog, You gel to Jove them ﬁhe'
BamM3 wWay,

Tony had a liitle garden by the box cars where we



120 COAL BREHAKER

bunked, He raised a few geraniums and seallions there,
and had a great time,

Ome of the Poles had an aceordion, He and. the
other Poles would sometimes sing and play on the
bunkhouse steps in the evening, This was generally
after pay day, while they still had money for liquor,
The moon skone down, the katydids buzzsawed in the
grass, The Poles played the acesrdion aad looked af
tl:¢ moon,

Gandy dancors are the lewest in the seale of mi-
gratory workers, The younger stiffs won’t touch a section
job if they can help it, The pay is too low, and the
conitions impossible, That’s why yon find so many older
men on the sachion gangs, and sc many foreigners, And

“that’s why 0 American laboa tnion has ever bethered
mieh with organiziag the gandy dancers. I guess they're
ton jow, ) )

Harry and Bill wers playing casino-ab the table,
Joo the water-boy *éva,s r3xding a gawboy magazing.
near the lamp, Swon wag pnaoring like a hog in hié
bunk, Sevelod was still washing his Sunday shirs,
Through the side door you could see the nighb, the
big black sky and the lonesome trees, 1 pla,yqfi on the
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hepmonijes,

We were the ones in our car who hadn’t gone down
to the village to gpand our two weeky pay, About nine
o'cleck there was a lot of laughing outside, and the
Williams brothers bursé in,

They were farm boys of the region who we e work~
ing on the section that summer, because farming was bad,
Thoy wore the kind of lanky, sour, gloomy Yanks who

—~gan only be happy when they are violently drunk,

“Weo come back to get the rest of our pay,” Elmer
yelled, “Whay don’t you guys come down the village?
It’s a big night,” . ;

“Yop, a lot of the miners are out, and thaes 3
big crap game in Jones’s barn,” said Fred,

Elmer was rummaging in his bunk, and found his
money, Also he was putting on a neckiie, and smil-
dng, Fred pulled the neckiie off his neck.

“That ain’t fair,” he yellad, “Cripes, hos dollin’
up! That ain’t fairl™” -

“You put. on your own necktie,” Elmer said,
“4kabll make it fair,” -

“The hell I will,” said Fred, “wd’ll see who makes
her without no necktie 2

Fred explained drunkenly to us that there was a
‘now girl at Carney’s speakeasy-hotel and all the boys
woze after her, Fred anl Elmsr wore going to com-—
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pete which would win her for the night,

They wont out whooping aad cursing,

Thoy staggered back at three in the morning, waen
we were all roiled in our bunks, sleeping,

Fred had a handkerchief fied around his head,
through which great gobs of blvod showed, Elmer
supported him, and pleaded with kim in a tearful
drunken voice; “Honest, Fred, I didn’t mean to hit
yuh so hard, Yowre my own brother, Fred, and
any one goes to the mat with you, goes to the makb
with me, see?”

“But you shouldn’t have done i, Elmer, not to
your own brother, god damn i,” Fred said, tear—
fully, as he flopped to the floor,

Elmer picked him up and hegan undressing-him,

“] don’t know how 1 hapmnened ta get that chair
in my hand, honsst, Fred, god damn it, would I hit
my own brothsr that way with a chalr? Now Iay
down and take it easy, Fred,”

They kept it up until dawn, arguing and plead-
ing, and then we 31l arose and had breakfast, Fred
and Elmer were pale and glum, but they kept up-
their end gamely that day on the rection gang.
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C2RTAIN enemies have spread the slander that I
woaee atbended Harvard eollege. This is a lie, T worked
on the garbage dump in Boston, city of Harvard, Bué
“$halbs all,

The Boston dump Is a few miles out of fown, on
an estuary of<the harbor, Imagine a plain 200 acres
square, coataining no tress or houses, but blasted and
aightmarish like o drawing by Dors, a land of slime
and mud, & purgaiery, .

Hilis of rotten fish dot this plain; there are also
mountains .of rusty tomato cans, The valleys are strewn
with weird gardens of manycolored rags, of bottles,
saracked mirrors, newspapers, and pillboxes,

Jarbagoe gives off smoke as it decays, alss melan—
123
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choly smells like s zso, Ths parvading smoks and
odor of the dump mads e fesl ab first a9 if &1 Amor-
ica Dbad ended, and was robiing into death, Buz-
zards leunsed in the sky, or hoppad about, pesking
clums:ly ab the nation’s corpse,

I was young and vielent then, and must confers.
this image of America’s extinetion filled me with
Diopian dreams,

Working on the dump were 8¢ men, wimen and
pale children, Unfortunate pwsan's of Ialy and
Portugal, they sat in sleet and wind on each side of
% Conveyor, ‘

This moving bolt was an endless cornuca;;ia of
refuse, As it creaked past them the peasanf;s snakched
liks mmgpies at odds and ends of salvage, Biks of
machinery, and wearing appavel, rubber goods, ete,
wore rescued from the general corruption, .

Later the Szivation Army and other profitesring
ghouls received this salvazed ovdure, and re-sold it to
dho poorest poor,

I will not be picturesque, and degoriba the fantas-
tic objects that turned up during a day on this
monveyor,

~ Nor will T tell haw the peisants Whimsically deco-
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_rafed themselves with necktics, alarm cloeks, riblors,
anG enemy bags, mantilles and other sira go oljects,
g0 that by the evening some of them re tmblsd in—
.burist Christmas trees,

It was thelr mede of Rumor, As I have mid, I
was . foo _young and violent then t0 apprecivie such
humoy,

Seeing them ab their masquerade, I was sonebimes
sickensd, as I corpses an a battleficld were fo riss
and dance to petriotic jazz,

I worked in the paper balirg press,

Two Ttalians stood on g Niagara of old newspa—
iaers, and shovel:d down newspapers to another worker
and myself,

We distributed the fons of newspapers ins'ds a
great box eight feet fall, Whea the box was {cll, ws

ccked it tight by means of an Immense wooden lever
from which we hung by our arms, Then we roned up
the bales, and wagons haulec thom to the boiling vais,
- Bhaveling newspapery a1l day, jumaping cn them,
kicking them, was not an unplesgant job for ons who
abzd capitalism, .

Whon my muscles ached I would somstimes rest,
and pore over muddy. seraps of newspaper,

As I meditated on the advice to the lovelorn secbion,
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sr the bhon mots of famous cclutmnists, or as I sbudied
the Broadway theater gossip, and the latest news of
disarmament, my anger would rise and choke me,
Then T would be glad my job enabled me to tram-—
ple on these newspapers, 10 spit upon them and to shovel
thom contemptuously into great bales meant for the
boiling va$,

My working parbner was a davk, gloomy man of
about 50, with quesr black eyes, a saffron face, and a
hawk noze, I thoight he was an Tialian immigrant,
and cculd speak no Engih, For the first three months
we exehanged. a6 weord of conversation, bui grunted
side by side like truck horscs in harness,

Cne day as I cursed ab the newspapers, he mut—
tered in slow but coousate Haglish:

“T would like 4o kill all them,”

“Who?” I asked.

“Tne edicors of garbaga,” he said, and bent again
to h's shovel,

So we beconmd friends., Afier that my days were
filled with dissussions with %his man an the horrors of
Ameriean oivilization,

He was not an Iialian, but a Crow Indian, and
kis white man’s name was James Cherry, It is unusual
jo find an Indian in the eastern cities, but there are a few,
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Cherry’s story was an old ore. He had beer borx
©n o rescrvation in Monfana, and had attended the
Carlisle Indian College maintained by the government,

This Jafmes Cherry had been gifted with a ming,
But the U. 8. government has uever admitted that
Indisns have minds, A% Cmrlisle the young students
are tanght enly manual trades, This was Cherry’s chief
griavence,

James Cherry had graduated as 5 carpenter, with 5
hatred of the white government that denied h'm a resl
edueation, Affer years of brooding his hyte twined into
a mania, He beeamo firmly convinced that he was a
great iaventor, who was onthe way to inventing a death—
ray machine that would kill all the white tyrants,

Cherry had an enormous craving for wholesale
murder, he longed for the day when his machine would
be porfecs enough to wipe out by secret and terrifying
means, whole isgiments of congresimen, bankers,
college prosidants, automobile manufacturers and aathors,

I tried to f%;nt out to him that this would be of
no =avail, that ofther eapitalists would rise to take
thelr places, I guoted Max to this madman, to prove
tc hini our remedy Jday in ehaizging ‘the economic system
thas produced such men, Only by organizing the
working class for a final assault- on the systan could
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ything be aceomphshed, I a.Lgued

But he was a fanatic mdxv;dz.ahsb, and our debates
weore long, furious and without avail )’

As well .quote Marx to  Coolidge ag to-this Indian
whose pewexful mind had coiled in upon itself, like
a snake in the throes of suicide,

I amalways sorry for these mental freaks one meets
‘among the workers, There are many of them, It Is the
resuls of the fercsious ideals that are taught them
in publie ,spnoqln They are urged to aspire to fhoe
Presidency of the United States, they are sppbled to
read ard write, gnd .then, with this dangerous com-—
bination of Napoleonic ambition and kindergarien learn—

ng, they ave shoi into factories, mills and minas, to
be hopeler:s wage slaves for 1ife,

Well balanced intallectuals among the workess be—
come revolutionisis, The others bocome freaks and
magmen,

Bill Sheehan, my sailor friend ;, Who i 2 connois-
seur, of such types, once told me of ax%i’\elderly dish-
wasker he knew,.This man was obsessed with the idea
that he was @ great orchesiial leaderz,

. Every night he weuld lock himself into his hall
bedrcom in n cheap roumisg house, gnd tum on &
Vmﬁrola,. Then, with 3 o&ton, for hours, he Would.
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passionately ~eonduct’ symphonjes and .gperas., If
anything displessed him, he would stop ﬂi@ph(}ﬁﬁ—
graph, and in ‘stern accenis order his orchestra to gb
back to a eertain. pagsage,  They did so, of course..
These rehenrsals wonb on fos fiftepn yomus,

Bill Sheshan-adso told me oi a smpm'z.ts, a e"a,nt
stoxer Who, Went on a h,n.‘* d‘mnk n Yakona*m, and
staggersd back in two dayd with.a la.rca muutmﬂy
tajeoed on his forehead, He had ha.d i dene while
drunk, He wig a sermus porson ‘u,d 50 hamiliated
by %his folly, TOW . permanend liks t tha bmncl of Ceoin,
that he grew mezbid and read b»vks a1dl eventually
became a Theoaophlst

I wag 19 years ¢ld, and a fool, and in love with twe-
women, Ohke was Concha, a Perbuguess girl who work-
ed on the garbage dump, and ths other -Waa' a New
England aristoerat who lived vn Bencon Hill,

I had nsver seen the latter, mor did .1 even know
her name. To reach the street car f:iom the fat Ar-
menian’s rooming house where I lived, - I had to pass
along a ceridin street op Beacon Hill, At night, refurn-
ing, rankly odorous and sweaty from work, I pa{,sm_d
the same wbreot,

- Frot the windowiof a beautiful old, colonial home
on this -stiest, a girf played Mozart in the dusk: I
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would linger there azid listen with a beautiful confused
aching in my “soul,”

Behind the yollow shades, I could see in candle-
light the girl’s silhoustte as she sat at the piano,

Thats all, but I was madly in love with her.

I believed then in tWo opposing kinds of love, the
physical and the dpiritual, and that one was base,
and the other noble,

Concha, I knoew definitely to my shame, I wanted
physically, I had heard a Portuguese worker boast
he had gone home with her often and sfopped with
her, This, in my lonecliness, inflamed me, and I
wanted her, too,

She spoke little English, She was 18, swarthy,
tall and vital, as handsome as a wildeat, Life burnad
in her full breasts, and radiatéd from her rounded
hips, legs, arms, She had too much life, and conid
not contain it all, She danced, j-ked, sang, her
eyes sparkled, she was full of dangerous electricity,
Concha had mot yet been beaten by the gray years
poverty brings the worker, She was the crazy
young clown and melodious lark of our garbage
dump,

She seemed to like me, Ali the men flirted with
her, and Juan, the boastful young Portuguese; was
-oonsidered her favored suitor, But at lunch fime,
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she let mé take her behind the tomato can mountain,
and kiss hor, Thig happened many days, It thriileg
me with adolescent joy and pride,

Osne day T asked her to Iot me come to her home
sometimes like Juan, She smiled mysteriously, and
patted her gorgeous blue-black hair,

“Maybe yes,” she said, J*‘Bimeby, you see it,”

Jusn grew jealous of me, and I was jealous of him,
Once he céughﬁ me with Concha behind the tomatc
cans, and scowled at us and placked hiy fierce black
mustache, ‘

“Sonofagun!™ he said to me, “You take my girl,
huh!” '

“Ah, go to hell,” I said, bravely drunk with -
“physical” love,

The whistle blew just then, and: Jua,n Wa,lked sui-
lenly back to work, Concha ldughed as if she had
enjoyed the joke,

“Juan, he crazy man!” she whispered, <No good
man, you come sny Wway bimeby to my house, next
week, maybe?”

I cannot tell how murvelous this seemed to me, in
my adolescent fever, Concha loved me, evidently, She
preferrad me to all the other men on the garbage dump,
I could not sleep nights thmkmg aboub my begutiful.
Concha, -I could searcely wait,
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6 was quitbing time, and I was stripping off my
.overalls behind the paper piess, when dames Cherry,
glaring aboutb h%m 10 make sure no one way listening,
confidzd to me another of his strange, dismal secrets,

“] have just invented a mew machine!” he said,
hs black eyes burxing holes in my face, *““Listern, this
time it is theradic-eye machine! The ssientists have
been huniing for it, but I have found ! I can turn
&b on, and penetrate into any house, see everything thab
is happening all over the world,”

“Can you see Queen Mary taking her bath?” I
-gsked casually, o show somo interent

“Certainly, but that is nothing, it is trivial, he
whispered, “I ean see the Wall sirest baakers ab
their plots, I ecan ses the government shealing the
jand from the Indians, I ean sep the white men who
murder Negroes, I will bring them 4o tricll! I will
toll the truth to everyone!” .

“That’s fine, Cherry,” I said, “keep it up!” I
-shock his haad and left him among the tons of soiled
newspapers, sunk in his Olympian fantesies, - In
.ancient times the madmen smong the poor dreamed
of revenging their wrongs through- God; now they
dream in machines

1 hurried homey and washed up., Then I ate 2§
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my beanery, and walked slowly toward the Iortk
End, sunk in fantasies as crazy as James Cherrys,
perhap, but more exquisife,

That noon, behind the tomato cans, Concha had
smiled quietly, and sa’d: “To-night maybe you come
by my house.” She gave me the address scrawled in
o pathstic childish hand on an envelope flap, Now
I was on my way there,

It waos spring, I was 19 years old, and on the
road to my beloved, Evory merve guivered with a foclish
cdelight, I can mever forget ihis all,

Ske lived in one of those wooden tenement shacks
In the North End, nesr the tavern where Panl Revere
mounted for hisfamous revolulicnary ride,

She grested me zt the door with a shy little smile,
The rooms were low-ceilinged, stuffy and 1it by o ker—
osene lamp, They were exactly.as they must have
been In 1850-—mno modern improvements, An old wo~
man and two children siazed dully =% me;

‘My mwema, my biodder, my seesta” paid Cen~
cha, pointing kher hand at them, The old Woman
lvoked like m Rembrandt painting fin: the Jamplight.
Ste was wrinkled 'and sad, and kept staring at me va—
cently; The * children had TConsha’s Iabin beauliys
but were pale and unrdernourished, and  dressed -in
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Tags,

And so we sab and stared at each other in gloomy
silence. I was cmbarrassed, and wondersd what would
happen next,

“Luig! Trinidad!” the old woman spoke sharply
1o the childrven, coming out of ker sbugpor at iast‘,r They
rose and followod ko meekly Into the bedroom, They
shut the docr,

Concha smiled then, and came over and sab on my
1ap. ‘

My hoart beat fast, and as I breathed the waim
1ife- smell of her vital body, I felt a sheck of joy.

Ske had decorated herself for my coming, She
had rouged her cheeks, and hung pendants from hor
pars, I was sure she had found them on the garbage
dump, The purple silk wa'st she wore I was also sure
camo from the dump, and the faded linen tablecloth,
and the chromo pictures on the wall,

“You like-a m=, boy?” Concha whispered, her
burning lips abt my ear.

“Yes,”. 1 said.

“Me like-g you, tco,” she said.

We kissed., A long time passed, I could hear
the old mother and the childrsn climbing into s creaky
bed in tho bedroom,
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“You gin;me._dOilar, maybe?” Coneha aid,
“What?”
I wag stastled, .
- “Maybe you gimme doilar,” Concha ropeated
Palntully, $She SV the shocked look on my face, and
R hurt her.. She began talking very rapidly, earnestly,
Palnfully,
) “Me poor, e INAKE $5 & WOSK, .ug pappa Ov
die. . Me pappa he sick and die. Me mamma she sick,
Me li'ke;a, you, no bad girl, Mo send brodder, seesty,
%o the American * schposl-a, Me too much puor,
Sabe?” )
 There was an Zche around my heart as I gave her
the ddilar, -

T ‘watked honf'slowly, heavy with a load of shargo,
Physical love “rad ‘botrayed me again, < ¥- walked
'%hreugh Bosim% streets, glamorous with May, and
Qhrkness, :md llghﬁs and sounds, and cursed myself,
and cur§ed my &vil daggy mafure, '

; 16 had =l e,zded . ehea.;pness, Shd Eéd dope it
,JuSt for ut‘:fe éonw- bt for lova, my proud wildcat
bsautyT My {)God, Would I eover esca.pe from the
garl“\ga dump of © Americhl”
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on aristoerglic Bo zeo:'{ Hill, The other girl was s:,ili )
playing Aozart fom the window, I le;‘a!ned agginsh
a 1ailing, and listencd (o the pure, bright flow with
& brevking heart, Wiat a contrast!

Thiy was the world of *sphitual beauty, of music,
and art, and etheres] 10\70, and I, the pro’ada.ma,.z
dould mever enmter it My destxny was pviconmi) I
would die like a s’a'nnmg old dog on 3 garbage dump,’

I Wa.nﬁcd to cry fo: yeaumﬂg and self-pity. I was
fe‘a.dy to giva 4GP the endless {atile struggTa for a
flvmg, I gfeW weak and cawaLdly, and wanted tc

-

dle
Aad then a policoman broke this evil speil, .
toomed up out of the mysterious spring mghts aL&
poked me in the ribs with his club,
“Move om, bdm, he aid, -“bums bave-got no buﬂ—
nes#s hanging around thxs gart of town,”

0; comrse I movad oa, Anger boiled up in mey,,
anger 'fo save me “fom mushy solf-pity, . harsh, cleail
anger like the gales ab sea.

1 walked alona the Esplanade by he Chatles
ER_w'e;, everythmg bﬁmlghee_led itgelf out again in my
head, and *I° cams’ back 'to the strong’ proletama.n
realifies,

“Mozpshapd candlalight and the spiritual valuoss .
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to hell ‘with you alll” I thought, “You are pavasites,
Concha is the .one who pays for you! Iié's moro
honorakle to work on & garbage dump than to be a.
soulful parasite on Beason Hill,

“If Concig needed a dolar, she had a right to
ask for i It Is thab lazy, ussicss parcsite who
play: Mozart wip forced Concha so low!”. Then,
unliks James Cherry, I “dr eamed, angr sly of a great
movexni:nt "to Het the peoplé frea I - walked
home in double-quick txme, in my fantasy a young
Revolutionist mashing o the ba.mca.des,
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Trs privete Wwain never stopped, It was like war,
It smashed the pesce of the dark American fields, -
Proge leaped into the marsh-pools as the menster passed,
Birds waked and screamed, Trees bent before the
atorm, The blow struck the shill farmhouses, and they
iwembled in every mafter, Fever, No more quiet, The
moon reeled The virgin night was raped from dreams,
Speed! The private train never stopped, There were tWo
Juxury cars and g lgcomotive,

The private train never stopped., Its whistle and
bell banged and bossted: The world is mine! They
clanged: Get out of the way! The Big Boss is coming!
The private train spat golden sparks into the humble
face of Night, It was destined for Hallywood, Erwin
Schmidt, the German-American mavie millionaire, had

138
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ohartered it for h}s yaungest gtar sind some ' friendf,

The boilers bellowed, The. rails. ahmeked Iiks dying
women, Loafers at small couqtry thns Were grazed by
l. thunderbol of, ﬂymg Bﬁ&el and steam, They saw a
;hoWer “of goIde:a. windows, . Gﬂues @nd fowns reared by,
Mountains Laceﬁ. up and down, see—sawed The private-
ﬁ!’ff-m never stapped, Tt, had the rxght of .way._from
"Atlantic to Pacific, i owue& nhe American horizon,
‘,(Amerlca is a privake tra:n crashm,, over the slippery
ra.zls of Hxsm:y, Fasﬁex:, fa.stsr, Amerxm‘) The pnv'ate
‘tra.m never stopped

Ina huge, wmé.erfal armchaxr M, Bchmidt leaned.
back and smiled, He Was forty—-fxve years old, a.nd
ba‘l{d, pmk, shining and perfecﬁ He wag very tolera,nb .
He was sure, He pressed a butﬁon a,ud the world entered
‘thh a ’sra,y, and bmugh% hlm wha.t -he Wlshed H.e—
was amphxshea.%ed Mem:kemte and ocnnozss»ur

My dear, ho -maid s fatheriy voxce, te the raw
fittle flapper opposite h:m, It me a.sk George %o filt
your glass again,

Oh, thank you, Mr. Schmidt, she stammered
nervouqu, Ixckmg her dry lips. a.nd smilmg.i

My dear eh:ld he caoed, you, musbn’s ca.ll me Mr
Sohmxdt! Mr Schmldt md.eed! So farma.}. aren’t youg.
@11 my httle glzlg qau me PaEs J.usi }?ops
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Yes, Fops
That's beﬁter, Angel«Faee
Greorde, the il I\egi'o in Whlte, “entored with low,
dramatic, oriental bowings and eersmns oiy'! He “pouared ,
‘with porfect art, Wine into two' thin glasses, Hé
dxmmed the lights in the Czariss statercom being whirled
sighty mxles an }milr through the ancient, hu mble rn"hﬁ
a My, my, Doti, oW ‘youre & real star, Y 55 a.fz
seVeszﬁeen 'your namd will be hlazing in _'Ieeﬁuc ilg;nts
oa the thagbers of every eity in the world, Isn’t Lnab
wonderial? Yestorday a mere stonog.zpher, tomiorrOw
world figure, like Gloriz Swanson or Va'onting, no
}ess Don’ﬁ ¥ thrrll you; my htﬁle ('}mdereﬂa’f‘
Oh, it eerﬁa.hly does,’ Mr--Pops
) She had" ba.by blus ®yes, soft a3 a mongrei"
IBlonde, Wwavy bob " Pink and whaite onamel face,
‘bea.umful as & flab ma.ga.zme cover done by a “Hearsh
avtist, Just oub “of-high school, and bewxldered “Hép
llt‘ie hoart was heating.  Her little brain was puzzled
What did Pops want? -

In the next car, a long rdom décorated in gilt like
the Czar’s palace; a male pross agent, thres fomaly
mone antLeSacs. & female scenario Wrxter, two" ma.I'e
mavie " éxe3udives, and ‘a male Butxéﬁ no‘vehst Were
Qrinkisg azd _dancing 'to*’ﬂie ra&i ) “ Nods Of "mem,
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ced menkey glands,

. Gladys ILa Svelte tossed off a bumper of ‘chim~
‘a.rfne, bit the neck m‘ the stately Brﬂnsh aathor, and
wanted to pull the engine eord

Henry, < shord Negw m whlte, atberod , “with orj~
ontal bowings and humility: Please, ma’am, that cord

' 1; for emorgeneies oaly,
" Let'spull it anyway, I want the train to go faster,
I want speed--speed—speed,

Please, ma’am—

Speed, Fastor, faster! Tell the engineer, fastor, faster!

Yes, ma'am,

She didn't pull it, The radio brought the history
-of science to a grand olimax, It tra.nsmﬁtecf Yes Szr,

That’'s My Baby from Chlca.go The jazz ba and aﬁ ﬁhe
- Hotel Karnae was ya-hooing like mad,

+1 positively gets. mto one's blucd, said the Brﬂnsh
novqhst naively, What g country, whab a eoun%ry!
PFaster, faster, he chortled,

He thought of his marvelous . Hollywood contragh,
-8nd bit the neck of Gladys Ia Svele to .§'h()‘.W hSS‘jD‘jT.
-He unbent, This was g riotous surpriss to every éne,
-and hey -whacked him with coloped toy balloons,

‘The fireman Was shoveling coal into the fiery far—
wvace, He was a haggard young American roughneck,



42 .C‘{LA,’L, BiB,EAKE}}&’,~

L e

"He Had been In three W‘L‘eck:a, _a.nd in ,one oi ﬁhem R
_pices of iron entered, hxs skull,

She:s going, guad now, amﬁ shg’-’ he yelled beﬂ:ger—-
ently, hxs hard face sat as he Wlpad hlb umut‘by brow-
wzth 2 hunk of cotiton wasm

Too good,, said the old eugmeer with n sour sneer,
He wes disiliusioned with @oend l‘md &rxven eXpresy
trains for forty years. Bub M Saam'dt haa YoM~

" ised him fifty dollars at the end oF his r‘an
Whatddye mean, too godd‘? At ] T ngm yuh all.
,the steam yuh need? yelled. the five wm'm
" The angmeer couldn’s hear and didnt answeL He-
o Wonymg. The fueman rspa%?& tﬁe q‘aestvon bal~
lxgerently,. His nerves weres on edgs., Hif| girl had thrown.
him. down and ha.d marmed 8 sa.lasm%: The fireman.
had beon on an awiful bootleg yw g three “dayh.
, I-Ia Was.a hard, blt ter drmke:r smee ‘fhat Ta ast wree',k,
‘ w;mn he we.s Imocked on the he&d CHEE RS eéngineer-
“Was worrying,
I must wabch oub, Theres afways & jam near-
" Des Momes Jim Moors got wrecked ihore only lash
menth, with a clear frack, 100, )z}?c:p ?xese spbclals
ball ap the schedule I must wate@ out,” J;m was:
wrecked . e took the hill, Whl“tzl:.o,'wnd “hhe*e ‘wig
Number & staring him right in uhe fzace. I must Watoh

Oufie
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Fasq,er, ﬁa,sber, Jelled the flrem.,.n,_You got aﬂl the.
sﬁeam ‘she can stand, ain’% ynh‘? Hg was mad with La.ge
for some reason, and slammed the coal hlie a furious
devil into tke firebox. Fasﬁer, fgstex- you old bastard,

The enginocer was startlod, Was i mg you called
thab? he shouted, -staring doWn with stern eyes,

Ygh, you, the fnemag roa,red shakmg ‘hiy shoval
ab the engineer, -You, you, you, His hair strexmsd
in the.gale,-and the black and yellow glare of the farnacs.

Allussinated him With tho fires of hell,

Iu the - narrew panﬁry, George and Henry, the
Neg;eas dn white, dreoped Weamly like heartaick mothers
ata bedside,

Ak they awigly . .

Yop, plumb_coo-coo,.

Ix wish I could _got some sloep,, .

Na sleop on this trip, B;g Boy,,

_Hmesiz, it plw't worth even ke biz tips,. I hate to
gerve them,

Last timp for mg. ,ﬂI’H, tell the world,

Theres that baH aoa.m Hope the 0ld ofay busts a
‘bload: vessel or something,

Slip a white powder s his gin,

Wish T ¥ad the nerve,

Then saddonly orisatel, George puringly poured
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for Mr, Schmsdt the flLe:a wme money eould buy, into
the imesb glasses money co‘ald ‘buy,
“purn bhoss other hghts ‘out, "to0,” “gaid ‘the
magnate, Thsy hurt my eyes,
Yo, sirs Yeé, sir,
The prxvaae train never stopped,

They Were Holl—ywoedmg in the next dar, They
wors “Wasbing - Ixfe. They Sereamed, wrestled, frazzléd,
musked, rubbedy goned. and ate huge chicken and: bacon
sandwicher, An executlve and an actress stole o ff Into
& sﬁa,teroom hé" others tpettied, Iaughed, scfe‘a.mecl,
jnronbled They ‘Sreared musta?d on’ eﬁbh other - |
dress was torn, The floor was clubtered wibtz naplcms,
salad dressing, corks and cxgaretﬁe buﬁ&s* < Thé‘radm
yemunered, The night flew by, Thrauch izhe wmdows
all the dark farm hOIISeS, treas, m'em, ﬂa,efzed by like
@ cheap movie, "l‘he dark, old Amerzcan* tislds Foared
‘with & mighb‘y vmce ~THove Was 8 proﬁesﬁ acu.msﬁ ‘this new
#hing, But the pmvate train never stopped
Haw, haw, lat’s sarenade Dot« and ]?ogs.
No, let’s il o engmeer o go fasfger, shmeked
@ladys,
Some one stuck hig head out of the 'fvindaw - Fast
'enough for mo, Fa.st o8 4 Keystone comedy., |
Aw, come on, let’s serenade Doiz and Pops. He'x
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our hos%. ain’h hg? ' Goiia show onr ’préciation. umi;

we?

o

The fireman slamme& open the firebox door, He
bollowed with dehgat when tne hger—biazi abruck
I-us SWeaty face. He muscles bulged, His chest
gleamed Ho danced like = olumsy bull, He
ohmbad up the ca.b The old eavmeer screamed, Flo hib
the old enginger over wao skull with ghovel, The engine~
o died, The firemwn danced.

‘Faster, faste:, the fireman screamed, flinging hia
giant arms to ths cvale Faster when I tell yuh to
go_;a;stez. T’m i,0ss here now. I’m a millionaire, Pm
Kiung of the Woxld!

- The privéie frain never stopped, It leaped ahead ag
if o g'ia.n% hed kicked it forward,

Mr, Scamidb wag shghﬂy sweating,

1 could getany gifl I weated in the world, But
I want only you, my bonny daisy,

Oh, Pops, you do say such pretéy things, You
talk liko & p‘oeu'.

Little rabbit, yowre firsh begmnmg to know mo,
Poapl; think’ I'm 5 cald, dull bas‘ﬁass mzr, bagk
,h.a‘?? u,z_arb:sts soul, That Is really the secroh of my
‘sudcess, Il make a great artist ous of you before I'm
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tAfough with you, ¥f it costs me = cool million,

Oh, Pops!- You make me go haﬁgy,g

Kiss me, Dottie,

P'm so young, she lisped coyly, I don’t know about
tikeBo things, Isp't it wiong, Pons?

Heory amd - Ceorge were badly frightensd, i‘hey‘
‘st.uok their heads oug of the pantry window., The
wind smote tqem litke 8n uppereut from Jack Demp~
vsey’s fish,

Gawd, she’ll jump the track at this rate, sure, I
nover saw a tra’n aeh this way,

I guess 8 all right, G orge, I guess so, o
Gordon’s driving her, a:d he knows what he's “doing.
T guess o,

It doa’s feel right, I toll yuh, No. Tdo fast, too-
fast!

Old Gordows ruaning her. Guess so, Guess so, '
Bts all right, Goorge, chqsé»so_ Guess 80, one Negro:
Wwalter sald to the other,

The gendy mob poured in to s=rensds Pops, Bui
the s@teroom door was locked against them, They
pouaded 6n the door with boltles and yolled. Heyf
Hew! Thoy rocked on their feeli, The private traig
i siumying ko wad, T s wigped, 4 0%
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were gick, Gladys La Svelte vomited on the Czarks
flvor, Every ono laughed like g zvo, DBrifain sup—
ported Ameriea and held her head down,

Gladys grew histrionio, She wept like Jesus, He's
double-crossed me, she scremmed, and bioke away,
She kicked a5 the door crazily, I know what's going
on in thers, Hes thiown .me over for that litkle
Kowpie doll, the old cradlo-snatcher, But T'll._ show
him, T'I1 tell the newspapers he’s crazy for youhg
girly, TU brozgk him, Tl sue him, He dragged e
down,

The others laughed like a zos. They rocked aud
thmmxed with the train, Aw, ferget i, Gladys,
C'oma on and . sing,. Ghdys Be 3 sporh - He's . ol
@gﬁ’p; aln’t he?. The Bntxsh mvehst used  his mo:moh
haughtily, and i}hbughﬁ of his emtra,cﬁ G'rladys wa,
vulcrar Bu'b ‘bhere Was Iaughtsr of eayotes and pede,
caeks Every c;ge bn'ﬂst m‘ize song Ha.xl, -hatl, ﬁhn
ga.ngs all here, so wWhat the hell do..—

Hem’y and George raahed in.with immense. eyt
and pork—psefaces,

Too iast—too fast, they sﬁa.mmered—- -

Laughter like % =zoo, They bladdered hha ’\Iagmaa
with toy f)a.lloons. ,

Then——-OUTl _ ‘

Life explodcd like & bomb,
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“Then -POW]

The world shot from a cannon in flame, Couey:
Toem fhoworks, Ciueifix pain,

Tidal wave, eartiiquzke, last lonely sereams of 16—

tle ohilden eaten by & gient, Snap and.crack. Fade
cut, Then quiet, A bird sang in #he sudden swedh
glrom, There was a smell of roasted flesh.,

Tae greab monster Iay on its side, tons of steel
wobhing like a snake, Huge steam-clauds kisscd fmm
the dragon’s wonnds, Tha old ‘countryside” was cool,
dark and still, Yes, a bird sang,

Ky, Schmidt’s pampered guts lay neglected in the
ballast, The last white stars shone in the sky.’ Grla.dys
Was grinning with some bloody joke, She. was red anci
nude, The British navelut was undxgmfxed he had no
drms, ‘Negro George was long, flag and patient, The
Aight was very dark aid sweet, Little Do hugged the
grass by the track, The fireman’s wild head had volled.
away, There was the smell of flesk, A bird sang..
The pross agent's belly was like an open mputh,

Faster; fastex,

Revolution, N

A pale farmer came rusning from the dark,

A pale worker in overalls came up, with a hammer,

_They sobeily tegan the rescue work,” Dawn grew, The
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morniny star appeared.
America I8 a private train rushing to Hellywood,

Faster, faster, Americal
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GOD IS 1OVE

Rank’ song
Ministey
Unfrocked
Congregation
Cross '

- Trod a tomplicgted way
Hurdy gurdy
Elevated

Propesed a horrible thing to
him

Black eye
Go, it

Sucked Olymipian bliss out
of the farce
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Puique WTRE

To turn the head of.., DRI

Your better Rl A

Bravado TR .

Too proud to bs N

To live up to ¢
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THE PASSWORD TO THCUGHT--TO CULTURE

Junior pasizer ZABREZRARA
Shipping clerk FRVZHRA
Ali Baba ROEAB-TAXEXR
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