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TUE N00S IIOUR AMONG TIIE "CRIL> SLAVE-S OF~ TILE IS

factories, brcatlîing dust of glass;
tlîey are crowded ini soap factories,
breatluing (Iust of aikali ; tluey ai-e
herded ini feit factories, breathing-'
dust of fur; thcv ai-e twisted ini
tobacco factories, inhlaling the deadly
nlicotinle; thevy ai-e Ient oveî. In dye-
ronus, soakçiig ini the poisonous
dyes ; tlîey are -stoope1 ini vat)iisliingo-
roins, absorbing noxiojis filmes;
they are stifled iii rubber factories,
wlîere tlîey are paralyzed wiîtli napli-
tia; they are cliokeil ini match fac-
tories, wlîere tlîey are gangrened

with pliosphorus ; tlîey are huddled
in ty'pe-foundrics, %vhiere tlîey are
cranîped witlî the poison of lead.

Not until this generation of iniven-
tion lias the world known such a
ravishing of the future, such a suck-
ing of the nîarrow of thue nation.
And tluis child-ruiniîug goes on, hout
after hour, almost without protest in
this l3oastful era of this richest land
of timie.

It is ini the glass factory, perhaps,
that flhe clîild is puslicd inost- hope-
1.essIy under the blinc ihanmîer of
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