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NEVER GIVE UP.
(Written for the OXTARIO WORRMAY.)
- - Menand Brethren no'er despﬁr
The’ the oky bo now o'ercaat, - o
Progress flls the very air, ‘< R
Retorm will purcly came at lut.

In former timo our fathers lought
- @m nobly for tho future'weal,’
Thén let us aleo do our part, .
With earnost and untiring zesal.

I tor a time the movement foil,

And fain must show a flag of truce,
Think (should defeat your heart aseall)
Ol tho Spider aud the noble Bruce.

Just on the eve of vietory
Is the bloodiest of the fight !

A bright and glorious morning
Succeeds tho darkest part of night.

Then, siill keop on your armour,
Still keep o watchful eye,
Till you shorten the hours of labor
Les.the movement never dic. |
T. M. Davis.
Hamilton, Juno 18th, 1872,
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Tates aud Sheiches,

THE OTHER SIDE.

BY M. A. FORAN,

INTRODUCTION,

In a letter, written some two years ago, to
Mr. Pratt, Editor of the American Workman,
we ventured the opinion, that if the laboring
class could be made a reading class, their
social and political advancement and ameliora-
tion would be rapid and certain. Mr. Pratt,
in reply, asked us pointedly if we knew of any
method by which workingmen could be in-
duced to pay more attention to passing events,
to the presont antagonistic condition of society
and to the remedies best calculated to eradi-
cate the eovils under which, as a class, we
labored twithout much hope of redress. This
is a grave, a momentouns question ; so thought
we then, so think we now. The men most to
be feared by labor, are not its open and avowed
enemies, but those of its own ranks, who do
not, will not read. *‘Reading,” says the re-
nowned Bacon, ‘“makes a full man,” and it
may be safely intimated, that he who does not
read is an empty, an ignorant man, and again
we repeat, that we have more to fear from
jgnorance in our own councils, than from wis-
dom in the councils of our cnemies. What
food is to the body, reading is to the mind,
“and the mind that does not love to read,”
says Todd, ‘‘may despair of ever doing much
in the world of mind which it would affect.”
But how are we to make the toilers in our
fields, workshops and factories, toilers in the
vast realm of mind—-readers as well as workers?
This is the all absorbing question. We have
long noticed the popular taste among the
masses, high and low, for fiction—novel-read-
ing. An inherent love of fiction seems im.
planted in the many, especially in those whose
educational advantages were limited, or at
Teast did not include a classical training, and
in contemplating this patent fact, we were led

" to think that much of interest and benefit to
labor could be conveyed to the popular mind
through this medium. Here then is one rea-
son why this work wasundertaken ; but there
js another, a weightier, a mightier one. A
fow years ago the publishers of The Galaxy
brought out a story entitled *“ Put Yourself in
His Place,” written by the author of ‘“Foul
Play,” and several other equally foul works.
In this story, the trade unions of England are
soverely, brutally handled, and what may
seem strangely inconsistent, the author, ex-
cept when forced by the inexorable logic of
truth and history, failed to put himself in the
place of the men whose short-comings he so
savagely delineated. By & quotation from
Horace which serves as a sort of preface to the
work, it is claimed that the story is framed
<< upon notorious fact.” It is not a parbof éur
purpose to deny the assumption, as we readily
and freely admit that many of the measures
and means employed by workingmen to redress
gneva.nces and prevent the enforcement of
obnoxious conditions, are neither born of jus-
tice nor wisdom; but before we harshly judge
and recklessly condemn these men, we should
minutely, faithfully examiné their side of the
story, and as far as possible enter into their
ieelmgs and views. Shoild we do so impar-
tially, nnbiasedly, it is more than likely that
a purer motive, one less tinged: with premed-
itated or malicious design, would be found to
actuate all wilful, overt acts attributed to
them. It would be also found that Persecu-
tion and grim, famishing Want, had.so tor-
tured their bodies and brutalized their minds
ihat all faith in the moral sense of capital
faded from their souls, leaving a void that was
filled by the conviction that ‘‘ the end justified
the means” on every occasion. _ '

It is in not delineating both sides of the
subject, in not pnttmg himself in the places of
all the characters in his story, that we are dis-
posed to disagree with the author of the work
above mentioned. .

. The other side remained dark, hidden from
the gnze of men only too apt to judge by the
standard of their own peculiar prejudices;
and to throw what light we could on that side
so carefully hidden, furnished another reasom

why this task was undertaken. Our only re-

’ greta in entering upon the work were the con-

sciousness of our inability to do justice, full’
and ample, to the mubject, but if by our

,mmple, others of more extended, wider ex-
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bo induced to enter the same field, the plea-
sure of feelmg thas. our labora have not beent
entirely in. um,c"hiﬂ more than oompenmto

‘| ing .», want\of hlno.. Dunng the progress of

this story, our multifarions official duties boro
heavily upon us, besides we were not local,
being absent from home at least one-sixth of
tho time, 'Most of thivse pages were written
by gas light, written at o time when the mind

needed relaxation and rest, and when that
free, casy, active play of the imagination, so
essential to a production of this mature, was
almost impossible. We deem it- due -to onr-
self to make this apology for any errors or
short-comings the critics may discover. We
would also say that not being a novel-wright
of story vmter by tradeshould go a great way

Smith once said that a novel was only meant
to please, that it should do that or it failed to
do anything. Viewed in this light, judged by
this standard, **The Other Side,” will doubt-
less be found wanting, as. it was not written
with the sdle design of amusing and pleasing
those who might read it. The design of the
author was didactive and defensory.

To avoid the imputation of egotism and give
greater. xmperaom\hty to the work, it was
deemed best to write in the plural pumber.

The absence of dialectical, or character dia-
logue, will doubtless be noticed. We have
nover béen able to see the utility or necessity
for slang ina book or literary production of
any kind, neither can we sce or understand
how our language is to be made purer or
purged of crudities and become universally
classieal, by spreading before the rising genera-
tion our ideas and thoughts, clad in the garb
of broken French or German, Irish idioms,

1'broad Yorkshire cockneyisms or backwoods

Yankeeisms.

The main incidents of this story are fonnded
upon * notorions fact,” so notorious, that any
one wishing it can be furnished with irrefrag-
able, incontestable proofa in support of all the
charges made against the typical employer,
Relvason : that workingmen have” been—be-
cause being trade unionists—discharged, pho-
tographed on street corners, driven from their
homes, hounded like convicted felons, pre-
vented from obtaining work olsewhere, arrested
at the beck of employers, thrown into loath.
some prisons on ex parte evidence, or held to
bail in sums beyond their reach by subsidized,
prejudiced, bigoted dispensers of injustice,
and in every mean, dishonorable manner im-
aginable, inbumanly victimized and made to
feel that public opinion, law and justice were
Utopian, *‘unreal mockeries,” except to men
of position and money, are facts that have be-
come history—recorded facts that will go

‘down to more enlightened generations,, by

whom they will be regarded as * footprints on
the sands” of our semi-barbarous civilization—
links in an epoch of the history of ascending.
progressing mankind.

All the liberty, all the freedom, now cn-
joyed by man, was born of the struggle of
workiogmen to freo themselves from zerf laws,
the dominion of the feudal lord, and occupy a
position in the world, commensurate  with
their immeasurable, industrial importance in
it. So patent is this truth that even that
astute statesman, M. Guizot, whose only aim
seems to have been to give a gloss to the facts
of history that would apparently countenance
the political acts and designs of his royal mas-
ter, Louis Phillippe, is forced in his ‘History
of Civilization” to admit as much when he
says: *““The struggle of classes constitutes
the very fact of modern history, of which it
is full. Modern Europe, indeed, is born of
this atmggle between the different classes of
sociely.” The pages of modern history are
glorificd—they scintillate with a dmlmg Te-
cord of wonderfully rapid progress in science,
literature, art, social and religious liberty, and
this fact, we are told, is the result of the
“ struggle of classes,” and so told by no less &
man than M. Guizot, the bosom friend 9(
royalty, the champion of aristocracy, the right
hand of one of the greatest Bourbons. It is
true ;- hence, though Guizot as a statesman
would like to deny it, ss historian he could
not, did-not ; and as this agitation has already
accomplished so much for the world, it is our
ardent hope that the struggle between the dif-

every vestige of barbarism will be superceded
by an. enlightened, God-like sociality. This
struggle did not originate in modern times ; it
dates as far back as the time of Joshua, somo
1425 years anterior to the birth of Christ, as,
according to DeCassagnac, trade unions existed
at that epoch in Syria, and wherever these in-
stitutions existed or do exist, there also were
found, and are found, evidences of this strug-
gle. Trade unions evidently existed in Solo-
mon’s time, as we find many evidences of
them fn the ‘eighth book of the History of
Flavius Josephus. History also dates their
birth among the Greeks from the time of
Theseus, and among the Romans from the
time of Numa ; in the former instance dating
back to the heroic period, and in the latter
about seven hundred years before the Christian
Era. After the Augustan. period, Roman
history is full and explicit on the subject of
trado unions. They were under the protection
of the government, regulated by law, even to

perience, moro enttivated, oducated minds wﬂ]

the number of members eaoh wnion shoulid

wearied with the inexorablc duties of tlie day,’

towards dxsarimng harsher criticism. Sidney’

ferent classes of socicty will continne until:

have, or at least the maximum number, and
< ‘A'lur,l %tnntme, promul-
"menhbnn, specifically,

us for any abunq‘i f. appreciation for our in- | thi { fi \zm:x eumons but, towards

g ‘nv offd blunt: the’ -lmrp, oage of | the énd o‘L 3 fift ’oentuxy,‘ they disappeared
. unspmug aitm 2, in adunee. Wwe den to, entl{ely N tory of “of. the world, and
K -place--‘upon rocgrd here, the fact th | were not_f fain Hedp bgjugtﬂ the thirteenth
- pmng thn‘ York; ‘we labored under muny century. And now: g haye reached a point
| serions vﬁ:hgea. the most 1mportant be- | wheke wa .mtend fhow that the cause of

their. ppenrmce .furnishes one of the
strongolt ‘argumenté-in their favor ; but before
we enter upon that ground, we wish to make
o digression. In the year 1725, thereappeared
a work by Vico, the greatest of anmalists, in
which a theory called the Recorsi was given to
the world, This theory was baged’ upou-the
discovery that humanity returns ‘‘upon itself
at given periods of the lifo of peoples.” Now,
lot us make an application of this Vicoian

theory. - dn the .fifth .cqutury. . ‘the Boman

world wak inandated by hordes of barbarians,
as the Goths, Saxons, Vandals, Quadi, and
other northern peoples were then termod. In
how- far the term was correctly nppl'md wo
+will not venture an opinion, but it is evident,
from all historical facts, that these: people
were more barbarous, and less enlightened,
than the people they conquered, and that
civilization received a severe back sct, one
nocessitating a re-commencement, after those
hordes had swept over Italy, Spain, Gaul and
Greeco: and it was eoven ~centuries before
humanity returned upon itself—reached that
state in which the porthemn barbarians found
it. Here then wo see that, with the advent
of ignorance and barbarism, trade unions went
out of existence, and during the whole seven
centuries of the dark, or middle ages, were
never hoard of, but as soon ‘as humanity had
returned upon itself, as soon as the world
again reached that period of . énlightenment
and civilization it had attained when or before
it was plunged into vandalism and ignorance
by the hordes of the north, we again see trade
unions coming upon the stage of the world to
play the stars part in its-progress and civiliza-
tion. From this we readily see that the charge
that trade unions are a relio of barbarism is
historically disproved, -while on the other
hand it is clearly proven that these much
abused institutions died jmumediately, npon the
advent of barbanam, and rémuned dead while
the world rermained shrouded in "the gloom of
ignorance, and that their ‘resurrection was
simultaneous with the resurrection of science,
art and literature ; and is it not a matter of
serious comment, that during the dark ages,
there were no strikes in any part of Europe,
and advaneing furthér in this inquiry, is it
not a matter of still greater surprise and com-
ment that even in our day, such social phases
as strikes are not known or heard of among
those people, or in those ' countries where the
civilizing influence of Christianity has never
been felt, and where ignorance, superstition
and savagery—an entire negative condition of
mind — characterize the inhabitants? We
would like to know how the enemies of trade
unions are going to harmonize this patent his.
torical truth, with the oft repeated charge that
strikes are barbarous, unchristian, uncivilized,
when it is proven that they are resorted to
only in Christian and aivilized countries ?
Both trade unions and strizes are a neces-
sity in the present condition of society, for no
matter what may be said to the contrary,
there exists and will exist while the world is
cursod with the wages system, ‘‘an irre-
pressible conflict” between capitalists, not
capital, and labor, or what amounts to the
same thing, there is an irrepressible desire on
the part of capitalists to cheapen labor, and an
irrepressible desire. and determination on the
part of labor to prevent such an unholy con-
summation.” That this conflict exists no well
informed person can deny ; it has its existence
in the constitution of the human mind, it
springs from that consideration and love of
self, that is a predominant characteristic of
even the most degraded of our species. Colos-
#al fortunes have rarely, if ever, been logiti-
mately made.

observer will always notice, that the more
marble front banks and palatial residences

‘erected in any city, the more hovels angd.
beastly tenements will also be found in the

ity, and rti
same city, an in proportion as one class of, preferred to crush his earnest heart-longings— |

people rise in wealth and afluence, a larger

class will sinlkt into- greator poverty and degra--

dation. The only conclusion deducible from
theso observations is that one class of society
grows rich, and in fact lives on the labor of
another class ; therefore, is it, that it is to the
interests of the former class (capitaliats), to

cheapen labor and degrade the latter class,

while it is to the manifest interest of the latter
class (labor) to enhance its value and prevent
the robbery of the other class; hence arises
this irrepressible conflict between the classes.

This conflict was noticed many years ago, by
the moro profound statesmen of this continent;

in 1837, J. C. Calhoun, perhaps the greatest
of American statesmen, in the course of a
speech in the Senate of the United States,
soid : T hold then, that thero never has yet
existed a wealthy and civilized society in
which one portion of the community did not,
in point of fact, live on the labor of the other.
Broad and general as is this assertion, it is
fully borne out by history. This is not the
proper occasion ; but if it were, it would nob
be difficult to trace the various devices, by
whioh the wealth of all: civilized cormmunities
has been so nnequally divided, and to show by

-what means so small a share has been allotted

to those, by whose labor it was produced, and

80 large a share given to the mon-producing

How have they been made ia:
perhaps a pertincut question, but the close’

class. The devices are almost innumecrable,
from the brute forca_ and gross superstition of
ancient times to 1 subtlo and art(ul Fscal
contnvmces of modern,”
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snd capihhm on jho onéhaid, for rémunon-
tivo wagés, Jow taxés and cheap living, and on
the other hand for choap labor, high taxes and
luxurious, sumptuary customs, and trade

‘unions are simply'a barrier to' the rapxoity of-[ -

the more powerful class (more powerful be-

.cause better orjaniZed); and thia more .peifedt.

our trade unions aro the greater the protection
‘they will afford the class in whose -interest
they have boon orgamized ; and if anything
we hayehero written will conduco to better
and mére efficient, thorough organization,
.among workingmen, we will, in that.fact, find
an ample reward for all our toil and effort.
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A medmm-aued room, plainly but peatlr
furnished, in a large frame house, in North-.
esstern Pennsylvania, in the middle of wh.lch
basfore s small antique centro-table, s&t a
woman, not more than tlnrty years of age.
Her oycs were mtemuly fired' upon & broad
piece of parchment spread upon the table.
Her face, though beautiful to a fault, wore a
sad, regretful look, and it was plainly appar-
ent that her soul was struggling with' somic

‘powerful emotion. But the look of sad regret

which 8o clonded her angelic lovelinesa gradue
ally passed away, and was succeeded by one
of inexpressible tenderness ; and them, raising
her tear-dimmed eyes, she gazed fondly.and
lovingly towards the hearth, where, against
the broad mantel, leaned a lithe but muscalar,
middle-aged man, wrapped in deep and sol-
émn thought. Silently he watched the gloﬁ'-
ing birchwood fire that blazed and sparkled on
the hearth. His manly, sun-browned face,
though slightly clouded with a shade of
anxiety and care, boamed love and devotion,
notwithstanding the profundity and solemnity
of the meditation into which he was, appar-

ently plunged. Husband and wife—it needed
no streteh of the imagination to arrive at. af
conclusion. No man is the blissful j possessor
of that ecstatic soul-crowned expression that
irradiated the face of Richard Arbyght but
the happy husband and father; and no woman
but a loved and loving wife could regard Rich-
ard Arbyght with that pure, chastened, loving,
tender, heaven mspu'od Jook bestowed upon
him by the woman in the centre of the room.
8till,they spoke not. The heavy silence was
hroken only by the measured tick of the old-
fashioned, New England clook that stood in
one corner of the room, reaching from foor to
ceiling, liko & great wooden pillar.

Let ns for a moment make a digression, for
the purpose of finding a canse for the strange
scene we have just described. Seven years
previous to the opening of our story, Richard
Arbyght, the hard.working son of a hard work-
ing pioneer merchant in a wostern city, met in
ar eastern town, ‘where business connected
with his father’s establishment had called him,
the lovely Irene Addair, a farmer's danghter.
Their meeting was purely accidental, but it re-
sulted in deep, abuhna g and lasting love, which
terminated in a marriage, sanctioned by the
respective parents of both.

Irene was an only child, and soon after her
marriage had to rely solely upon her husband
for consolation as well as protection, as both
her parouts passed from this vale of tears to
the shadowy land beyond the mysterious con-
fines of life shortly after her husband had come
to live at the old homestead.

and was made doubly happy by the swiles of
two beautiful children, he was still at times
unhappy and moody. A farmer's life was irk-
some to him. His active, energetic brain pined
in his country home. “He longed for a more
varied life. His early education, both' practi.
cal and theoretical, fitted him for a merchant,
to be which was the full meisure of his ambi-
tion,
attached to the home of her childhood, and he

to bury the dream oi his boyheod and maturer
manhood, and Tive an aimless life—rather than:
cause the wife he so dearly loved one single
regret., But Irene was a truc wife. She saw,
with a wifé’s’ intuitive vision, she divined
through that .magnetic, holy influence thatsur-
‘ronnds, permeates,” unites and makes one the
souls of two perfect lovers—that her husband
‘had a secret, and she instinotively felt that he
kept it from his wife for his mfe a sake, and
‘not his own.

Richard Arbyght could deny his wife no
thing; therefore, - when shé asked him to
share with her the trouble that occasionally
rendered him momentarily unhappy, he did so,
althdugh be mentally resolved she should not
suffer in the least, from the secret she had
wrung from the deepest recess in his heart,
Hence he at all times thereafter appeared
happy and contented, whetherhe felt so or
not, his face smiled, though his heart Lled.
But although a husband, his conception of his
wife's penetration was very defective. She
saw what was passing in his-mind ; she read
his very soul; and reading, determinoed her
husband should not outdo her in self-sacrificing,
generous love. She resolvea‘the old -liome
should bo sold ; but the bare thought cost her
a bitter pang, as it was the rending and.dese-

'1& a.lscoﬁi'y

But, although
Richard loved his wife devotedly, yea, madly, |-

But he well knew his wife was strongly |’

oration of affections formed in girlhood, and
made holy by fifteen yoars. of womanhood.

ut this time she acoi‘ﬂégtl und an opon:
l ber, from Richard's; ’_ er, Wohng bim the
Q

w “w ’of s large: ‘honse he
(ﬁ in ﬁo;npully growing city

of Cln
daaled

'he had c&réfully con~
inore tlnn a year, but

qew ‘hek: o}erﬁonl in ﬂnding s pnrohuer for the
estafe, One was finally found; atid tho farm,

stock, and all the appurtenances appertaing
thereto, were sold for fiftuven thousand dollars.
.~The parchment, which Mri. Arbyght was éo
intently regarding, was the deed which her

 liugband had brought home the evening pre-

vious, and which she was to sign that morning,
w2 8gon as Squire Stanly had arrived from Sil=
verville, » small village, four miles from the
farm, Husband and wife were still silent—~but-
all things and scenes must havé an’end. The
door.of.the room was suddenly burst open, and
a rosy-cheeked boy, of about. five summers,
with flashing eye, dilated nostril, and a pro-

: fnsxon of raven ringléts; fushed into the room,
p alioat screaining irf & tone of boymh ammut:on ¥
“Papa ! papa, there's a inan on'a white horss

ooftiirig up the road.” Then- seeing his mother
he went up to ber, threw his arms around her
nock, snd kissed her fervently ; and, then,
loohng at hor.archly, said naively : *‘ Mamma,
can’t I go out and see him ? he looks so funny,”
“Yes, my dear,” answered the mother as she
returnod tho boy s cartss. No sooner had the
boy disappéared thsn her husband advanced
to'the centre-table, and plading his hand on
his wife’s shoulder, he aid : * Dearest Ime,
it\ia 'S8quire Stinly, who has come to see about
the rigning of the deed ; and I fear the wife of
my heart is sacrificing too much for my sake;
much raore than I deserve, or for. which I can
ever hope to repay her.” The vn.fe arose from
her chair and looked into her hnsband's face
with the samé look with which she regarded
him while he leaned on the mantel-—yet, a little
réproachfully—then dropping her head on his
breast’ she exclaimed: ‘‘Richard, you have
ever been a good hisband to me, and for seven
years you have guffered & voluntary exile . for
my sake. The gacrifice has been all on yonr
side. "I would have willingly given up the old
pla-ce Kad you aesu'ed it ; for my only deelre,
my only aim in hfe, is to, love you and our dear
children, and niake you happy »o

Richard Arbyght pressed his beautifnl wife
to his manly heart, printed aloving kisa on her
lips ; and as Squire Stanly was then heard in
the hall he found it necessary to use his hand-
kerchief to destroy a few erystal tell-tales of
the heart’s emotion tbat glistened brighter
than diamonds on his honest face.

( Tq Bs continued. )

RACHEL AND AIXA;

The Hebrew and the Moorish Maidens.

AN INTERESTING HISTORICAL TALE,

CoapTer IX,—Continued.—7Z'he Morisca and
. the Jewess.

Ama advanced to the threshold, and made a
sign to the Jewess to approach. Intimidated
by her imperious air, Rachel obeyed.

¢ Dost thon know that thy fellow-traveller
is the King of Castile?” she asked.

““Yes, madam,” answered Rachel, mildly,

‘“ He has promised thee an asylum in the
Alcazar; and after having saved thee at the
peril of his life, he has doubtless told thee that
he will continue to protect thee, He has told
thee, no ‘doubt, that the house of thy father
does not offer thee a shelter sufficiently secures
and thou hast not hesitated to follow him.”

“ No, madam,” answered Rachel, calml
“for Le who s0 nobly devoted himself for a.
poor " stranger-girl is incapable of deceiving
her.”
¢ But probably thou dost not know who I
-atn,” and by- what title I interrogate thee?”
continued the favorite, irritated at the mild
and gentle tone of Rachel.

“No, madam, T do not ; but what matters
it to me, since Don Pedro confides me to your
protechon ? He does so. because he knows that
"you are good atid generous—and my gratitude
will bg divided between you and him.”

Instead of being disarmed by these senti-
ments, expressed with humblo confidence, Aixa.
resunted; with a severe and ironical air, * Ah !
‘Don Pedro forgot to-speak to thee ‘about me.
I comprehend:; he wab-too much occupied in
saving thee, and in listening to thy natural
avowals of gratitude. -Well, I will tell thee
the truth 1 am his betrothed, the Morisca
Anm, whom they call the favorite ; the daugh-
ver of. Mohamed, hmg of Granwda, Don Pedro’s
moit faithful ally. " It was most unpardonable
“audacity for thee, miserable Jewess, whoin the
lowest of the Almogavares, would disdain, to
‘enter this' palace, where I yot reign. I love
-Don Pedro, and it is my will that he love ne-
other woman butme, Xt is, therefore, for him
to choose between us.”

Terrified at this unexpected attack, for which
_she had given no provocation, Rachel's whole
frame trembled, then retreating a few paces,
she raised her supplicating looks to Don Pedre,
and said to him, ““Sire, did you bring me to
the Alcazartobe ingulted?” Whathave I done
to merit such cruel treatment 2"

+¢“What hast thou done!” exclaimed the
ftwonte, indignant ot secing the king spring
\‘,owm'da the da.ughter of Samuel, ‘“why, at

this’ very moment thy msolence betrnys thee.



