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trip to Europe, had been boasting of 
his ad ventures; which aroused
professional jealousy of Ohio Jimmy -------------------------- ------------------------
Klondike leaned forward from the CAPITALISM AMD TUB DREAM OF

AbhSe ™ SOCIALISM
twice that Westminster Aoney was JtKt -
on the river Thames. The other "
called him a liar and said he was I stood at the hour of noon-day, 
thinking of the Tower of London On the curb of a city street 
Klondike asked that the statement be Where passed the vehicles of the rich, 
repeated. Ohio did so and said more- And the laborers' tired feet, 
over that a stowaway kept prisoner And I saw the faces of children 
on the horse deck of a ship naturally Lit up with school-time joy, 
couldn't see the town right. To this Co-mingled with the haggard face, 
the retort was oaths and fists. After Of the sweat-shop's girl and boy. 
the travelers had exchanged a few 
blows they were separated by the 

boys, who told them not to 
trouble for everybody by hav

ing the old man come down.
Rensen strolled into the washroom, 

where a number of boys, barefooted 
and naked to the waist, were wash
ing their clothes in the tubs. The 
hot steamy odors did not flatter the 
nose. Mike, the apprentice, scrub
bed diligently in a corner, wielding 
a bar of yellow scan with swollen 
red hands. His ragged trousers were 
upheld by a single suspender.

"Your things must be kept pretty 
clean," said the visitor.

“Sure, the water takes the muck 
out,’’ replied Mike. “But it ain’t 
hot enough.”

“Why isn't it hot enough f”
"It don’t kill the creepers.”
A youth who was sewing a button 

on his shirt said you could bake ’em 
in the oven but you got ’em again 
from the others.

The boys began to go upstairs for 
supper, and Rensen joined the pro
cession, handing to the man at the 
door the tin check that Ohio Jimmy 
had got him at the regular price of 
six cents. These checks, as he had 
seen below, were legal tender to a 
limited extent in gambling, debt
paying and other obligations.

The supper tables were two 
pine boards having on both sides nar
row fixed benches without backs.
Each boy. walking past two piles of 
cheese and molasses sandwiches, took 
as many as he liked of both kinds 
and picked up * a stoneware cup. A 
frowsy gray woman in a brown wrap
per- but her eyes were rather kindly 
—came with a huge, yellow, spouted 
watering-pot, such as gardeners use.
She laboriously filled the cups with 
tea. Of this luke-warm pale liquid 
Rensen took a hearty draught and 
immediately felt nauseated. He tried 
a cheese sandwich. Wondering whether 
his taste might be finical, he looked 
around and saw that many of the 
boys made faces and flung away bits 
of their sandwiches. He looked more 
closely at the bread. Imbedded in it 

eop t'ought he was squeezing were the wings, legs and whole bod- 
leathers,” explained Ohio Jimmy, ies of beetle-like insects. Ohio Jim- 
‘ Pe'haps he was.” my, noticing his alarm, said these

A pale youth with thin lips, wear- were roaches in the bread. You 
ing a high collar and a red tie, re- could do better with six cents on the 
marked that he won two dollars play Bowery—a bowl of bread and milk, 
ing pool at Sam’s on the Bowery, or a decent stew—but the fellows 
One of the littlest boys, who was liked to stay together in the.hotel, 
coatless, swore with chattering teeth It was clear why the apprentices 
that there was no place to go Sun- had such an appetite for the foundry 
days when the hotel turned you out lunches: Sonia's parable of the bakery 
at eight o clock. likewise became vivid.

' Bey don’t stand fer a little chap An hour after supper the boys as- 
rn the saloons, an’ youse can’t hang sembled in the hall on the next floor 
around the post-offis widout gettin' for the Sunday evening services, when 
chased, an' dem newspoipers grates the president of the Home and some 

***?£ ^ow a*nt no good day- uptown visitors were expected. All
were made to sit at little desks, the 

"’Safact,"^ agreed the freckled neatest youngsters in front, and the 
youngster, “deh hotle treats yeh overgrown, stalwart orphans incon- 
woise dan a ten-eent lodging bouée. spieuous in the rear. Rensen, taking 
Dey chases youse out every day—a previous hint, gave the Super- 

Awt>I guess dey t’ink we go to intendent a cigar, saying he had 
~ said another, “and woik all dropped in for the evening; and was

t_of de week. But we don’t.” assigned a cramped seat behind a 
pillar.

The Superintendent was a tall, 
elderly Irishman of a military bear
ing, with a lick of gray hair brushed 
stifllv up one side of his head: his 
face was purplish red, and he roared 
much like the foreman of the foundry.
He marched through the aisles re
viewing the assemblage, commanding 
all to sit up straight, eyes front, 
mind the hymn books. Suddenly he 
cuffed a little boy—the one who said 
the saloons wouldn’t allow' a little 
chap inside—and roared:
“You^ rascal, where’s your coat f 

You dirty little thief, you 
wreck’s board ! 
show your face here.”

This child silently ran out, his 
cheek red with the blowr He would 
have to carry the banner to-night, it 
was whispered; perhaps some police 
station would give him shelter.

A moment later the president of 
the Home, a stately large man with 
a short grizzling beard, wearing a 

run- frock coat and a gold chain across 
his ample vest, came on the platform 
with a party of ladies and gentle
men. Some of the visitors were seat
ed in such a position that Rensen 
could not see them. The Superintend
ent's manner had changed; he smiled 
deferentially at the President and 
bowed to the visitors. The services 
began with singing "Onward Chris
tian Soldiers.” to the music of a reed 
organ. The boys sang with a shrill 
lustiness fairly in tune, aware that 
the Superintendent stood at one side 
of the platform facing them, a con
noisseur of melody who might give 
judgement later. There was a prayer 
by a clerical visitor. After more 

came hymns, the President made an ad
dress. He hoped the boys appreciated 
die chances given them by Christian 
benevolence—a snug home—meals— 
food and drink—comfortable beds—a 
savings bank—bank with six per 
cent, interest—loans of capital to 
bay newspapers or bootblack outfits 
—and chiefly the opportunity of be
coming honest, useful citizens. There 
was a chance for every ambitious 
good boy to succeed in life, starting 
at the bottom of the ladder: some of 
those present might become famous 
in halls of legislation, or win esteem 
aa noble-minded judges, merchants or 
financiers.

They say to the mountains, "Be ye 
removed” They say to the leaser 
floods, "Run dry."

Under their rods are the rocka re
proved—they are not afraid of 
that which is high.

Then do the hilltops shake to the 
summit; then is the bed of the 
deep laid bare—

That the sons of Mary may overcome 
it; pleasantly sleeping and una
ware.

Bumping the
Bumps on the *

Road Up I
Another bump bumped on the road 

up. The seven thousand mark has been 
passed. The weekly gain has been over 
six hundred. The sub hustlers did 
themselves proud. They are out to 
earpet the Dominion with Cotton's 
Weeklies. The mass will soon be 
stirred. Socialism is in the sir, vague 
and indefinite in many minds. That 

timent is being erystalized by 
Cotton's Weekly among many other 
agencies. Therefore the hustlers get 
busy and pile in the subs.

This last dash by the sub hustlers 
puts Cotton's Weekly into the more 
than seven thousand class in point 
of circulation. This past week a dozen 

passed and left behind in 
the race for circulation. Cotton's 
Weekly is among the first ninety pap
ers in Canada in the number of its 
subscribers and the list will keep 
climbing.

Milwaukee went Socialist. A hun
dred thousand German Socialists 
have made the Berlin police grant the 
right of free and peaceable publie as
semblage. Marseilles, old Marseilles 
of glorious Revolutionary fame, 
whose streets for a hundred years 
have echoed to the tramp of revolu
tionary feet, is again in revolt. And 
Canada, the Canada of Mackenzie 
and Papineau, is listening with at
tentive ear to revolutionary doc
trines. -----~

tel lurent workers are binding them
selves together to stop the robbery 
that is being played on them, and are 
beginning to insist that labor, in
stead of receiving one fifth of its 

iproduct, as at present, shall receive 
| the full product of its toil.

WILLIAM DAVENPORT. 
----- ♦♦♦

BREAKING INTO THE
LOCAL CRESS THEthe .

Socialism is breaking into the local 
press. It is a good plan to write 
peer local editor asking questions 
about Socialism. If one enquiry 
from one reader will not fetch him. 
get half a dozen to write. Let him 

that there is a demand among 
his readers for articles on Socialism.

following is an article that ap
peared in the Brantford Citizen as 
the result of an enquiry about Social
ism from a reader.
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Toilersand Idlers
They finger death at their glove's end 

when they piece and repiece the 
living wires

He rears against the gates they tend; 
they feed him hungry behind their 
fires.

Early at dawn ere men see clear they 
stumble intd his terrible stall,

And hale him forth like a haltered 
steer, and goad and tend him till 
evenfall.

And I saw the king of Capital 
Like the slaver who bought and sold 
The sinew and bone of his fellow man, 
In the mart of clinking gold.
And the cushioned seat of a costly 

car.
Bore him to his repast.
While the man who had walked that 

he might ride.
At the curbstone broke his fast.

Co"ri3tM£»b'Jota larger
make A yea

, LeSYNOPSIS.
A rich young man goes to work in 

a foundry which be discover» to be 
hie own property. He learns social 
conditions and gets next to union 
people, anarchists» settlement work
ers, inmates of orphan homes and 
other types. He faces the problem of 
nis relations to his employees, com
plicated with a strike and riot.
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Lest week we received an enquiry 
from a Brantford citizen, asking for 
information about "Socialism."

While we have some views on this 
■abject, yet, we thought it would be 
fitting and proper to have the eom- 
munication answered by one who is 
in a position to speak with some 
authority, upon such an important 
■abject.

We herewith give Mr. Wm. Daven
port's reply to the question.

WHAT IS SOCIALISM f

i.
And grouped in a window five stories 

high.
Were youths of tender age.
Who looked on the sky with fhe wist

ful eye i 
Of a creature

papers were

tTo these from birth is belief forbid
den—from these till death is re
lief afar.

They are concerned with matters 
hidden—under the earthline ytheir 
altars are—

The Secret fountains to follow up; 
waters withdrawn to restore to 
the mouth,

Yea, and gather the floods as in a 
cup, and pour them again at a 
city’s drouth.

They do not preach that their God 
will rouse them a little before the 
rivets work loose.

They do not teach that. His Pity al
lows them to leave their work 
whenever they choose,

As in the thronged and lightened 
ways, so in the dark and desert 
they stand,

Wary and watchful all their days, 
that their brethren’s days may 
be long in the land.

in its cage.
Ten hours a day at the wheels for 

them
Made the sun a noontime treat;
From dawn till dusk must the shut

tles fly,
They must work if they would eat.

And they fit each groove of the'capi
talist plan,

And he moulds them to suit his will,
For be owns the houses and owns the 

land,
And they’re only a part of his mill.
They may each on the city register.
Have legal right to a name,
But the title of “Mr." only applies,
To the ones who know the game.

CHAPTER XVH.
(Continued.)

A crowd of boys waited impatient
ly on the curb for the opening of the 
basement door of the Orphan’s 
Home. It was towards five o'clock 
Sunday afternoon. They stamped 
their feet, whistled, chattered in a 
carions dialect, telling one another 
how they had spent the day. There 
were many types of gamins, under
sized newsboys, flannel-shirted mus
cular bootblacks, pale ypuths of a 
superior manner who bought a cent's 
worth of cigarettes at a stand, some 
little fellows about nine years old, 
and a few stalwart orphans who were 
probably near the voting age.

Rensen stood in the crowd with his 
sponsor, Ohip Jimmy. He wished to 
learn something of the home condi
tions of the three apprentices who 
lived here.

For the moment, however, he was 
inattentive to the lively scene: his 
thoughts went back to the cold, foul, 
bare room where a consumptive lay 
dying. . . . What matter if all that 
were changed now, an easy ending as
sured. ‘Itfs no use to me now.’ Who 
could restore and make right the dis
mal past f Who was responsible for 
this cheating of a man’s life t ... .

The boys laughed loudly. A freckle- 
telling what a

I What is this thing that we are hear
ing so much about f 

Who are the men who advocate So
cialism, and why do they do sot 

These are pertinent questions, and, 
very much in order at a time like the 
present, when every newspaper that 
we open contains some reference 
to socialism or socialists; when al
most every group of working men are 
discussing it, when preachers and 
lawyers and college professors alike, 
all have something to say on this 
great subject.

Probably everyone knows that the 
German Emperor called the socialists 

p* ; "Patherlandlc~s fellows," and "Po- 
Ktieallj untrustworthy persons/'. Al- 

» so that Sam (iompers, the Great 
American I*abor "leader” has said 
that the socialists were "impos
sible.” General Booth of the Salva-

Com. 
adds tei 

Two 
Com. W 

Com.

See the sub list climbing, 
Climbing to the skies. 
And a purpose dawning 
In the workers' eyes, 
Freedom now to conquer 
As the glorious prize.

Laboring for ages 
For their masters’ gain. 
Now the workers waken 
From their hopeless pain. 
And unite in millions 
Liberty to gain.

And just as they number criminals. 
So they number each worthy man.
In the rank and file of the toilers, 
'Neath the system’s accused ban.
And the sun of noon in the western 

hills
Now sank to his bed of gold,
And to each place they called 
Came the toilers young and old.
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a home,

And an angel fair at my couch

As treading the moonlight beams.
And he showed me things in a book 

of light.
Made up of what men call dreams.
And I dreamed that the sun had ris

en again
O’er earth’s xerdure tinted hills.
And man went forth with 

joy.
As the lark her greeting trills.

Unto wife and children 
Liberty to give 
Food and clothes 
Now prohibitive;
By their strong arms' labor 
Liberty to live.

ap- Lift ye the stone or cleave the wood, 
to make a path more fair or flat. 

Lo ! it is black already with blood 
some sons of Mary spilled for 
that.

A’ot as a leadvr from earth to heaven, 
not as an altar to any creed, 

a song of But simple service, simple given, to 
his own kind, in their

and shelter

nosed youngster was
knman labor, production, and dix-er- ; fine time he had in the monk cage at 
very strongly against soeialiwn, So!*j“ *°° until a coP «tucle a pin in 
also have men of brains like Inger- * 18 C*f' 
soil, John Morlcy and Herbert

The sub hustlers are going to keep 
the sub list growing. The bourgeois 
political institutions have to be cap
tured in order that they may be 
abolished and replaced by Socialist 
institutions. And Cotton’s sub 
hustlers are out to help along the job 
good and plenty.

"De
common

Spencer.
Well, now, what is this socialism 

that these men write and talk about T
For a day had dawned which had 

burst the bond 
Of oppression and of dread.
And willing hands found sweet the

gave him daily bread.
And I looked at the west where the

And the sons of Mary smile and are 
blessed—they know the Angels are 
on their side. /

KHere is a definition.
Socialism is a material science. It 

deals with the resources of nature, 
tion Army also put himsel on record 
aion of the products of human labor 
power and the raw material of nature.

Socialists contend that those things 
that are collectively used, collectively 
weeded, should be collectively owned ! 
For example, railroads, Socialists 

y say that these things that are prix- 
ately needed and privately used, 
should be privately owned; for in- 

, stance, a suit of clothes or a house 
to live in. Socialists contend that as 
human labor power, both of hand 
and brain is the source of all wealth, 
then to labor should come the fruits 
af their toil.

Socialists realize that the workers 
can never enjoy the full fruits of their 
toil so long as labor-power is a com
modity, as it is at present. Being a 
commodity, it is governed by the 
same laws that govern the sale and 
regulate the price of any other com
modity viz: supply and demand. The 
worker, in selling his commodity (la
bor power,) is on the same plane as 
a farmer, say, peddling eggs and but
ter, cheese and onions.

Supply and demand regulate the 
price of these along with the 
modity, labor power.

Commodities we find, will eyhanji- 
fa -on an average at their tost of pro- 

What is the eost of pro
duction of labor power ? Why enough 
wages to feed, clothe, house and pro
vide for the necessary education of 
the worker lo do that work that his 
masters require of him. To this 
toast also be added the cost of his 
reproduction, for the worker must 
have margin enough to marry, and 
breed other workers to take his place 
when he is too old to be fit for ser
vice. And we find that this is just 
what labor gets 1 Its eost of pro
duction, nothing more !

Now comes the Socialist upon the 
scene, who says: "Remove labor pow
er from being a commodity by letting 
labor own the means of production !"

Well, how are we going to do this f 
t, by educating our fellow work- 
to a realization of their position 
wage slaves. Then, to see by 
t means the present owners of 

o! production own their

Following is the statement of circu
lation for the issue of April 14th. f “You
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toilm, They know in them are the mercies 
given, they know in them they 
are multiplied. y

They sit at the feet and they hear 
the Word, they know how truly 
the promise runs.

They have cast their burden

That
Ontario..................... 32).. 180 .. 2506
British Columbia... 53 >. 61 .. 1165
Alberta. .................  15 .. 50.. 742
Prov. of Quebec.... — .. 63 .. 731
Manitoba................. 6 ..198 .. 712
Nox*a Scotia....... 5 .. 17 .. 5^2
Saskatchewan......... 36 .. 103 .. 466
New Brunswick.
Elsewhere..........
Yukon Territory 
Prince Ed. Island..
Newfoundland.......

sun had sunk
With the woes of yesterday,
And leading a dark-robed phanton 

forth
Went an aged sage and grey.

upon
the Lord, and the Lord He lays 
it on Martha’s sons.

And they parted hands, as a lowering 
cloud,

Wrapped the dark one in its fold.
And back to mingle with sons of 

earth.
Towards the east with its morning 

gold
Came the saint of thought whose 

brain had wrought 
With the problem of the age;
And of the dark-robed monster, 

"What,”
Inquired I of the sage Î

"His name is oppression, I bade him

In the land of regrets to roam,
And afar in the fields of oblivion, 
Must his followers find a home.
As one by one I lead them forth 
To the hills of the setting sun,
For from east to west, from south 

and north,
They must perish every one.”

• >4 ..9*’.. 324
.. 56—Rudyard Kipling.
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3 14WINNIPEG’S MILLIONAIRES

Not long ago a Winnipeg newspap
er published a list of millionaires, to 
the number of about twenty-four, who 
are said to reside and* to haxe 
"made" their millions in that pros
perous and vigorous city. The news
paper seemed to be.very proud that 
Winnipeg should, so early in its civic 
career, be able to afford such a re
markable illustration of the modern 
tendency to the concentration of 
wealth in few hands. This fatuous 
gratification arises not from any
thing really satisfactory in the rapid 
production of this large output of 

; millionaires, bub in the ignorance of 
j sound economics on the part of the 

. . . ,, ., .. . 1 newspaper itself. This ignorance, un-
As I looked on the glonous counten- fortunatelv, is not confined to the

duic, - , I newspaper in question, nor is it pe-pat had ignorance and crime defied, J [0 Winn*
I knew by an inwardI tuition tense, | To the reflective roind, the query is 
V "a;l wlsdom Personified immediately suggested: How have
And thik was the power that ruled these miilionaires been produced, in 
. the *and, such a small community, in so shortAnd 1 dreamed that Slav», were free. a time f In the answer to

To gether at wisdom s just command. thig tbe enquirer will come across 
And learn of tilings to be. some of the great fundamental errors
. , . . A. . . . , .. , w in our fiscal and economic systems.And mto the mists of forgotten deeds, B ^ of these defects, the drone 
Sank the records oi war and crime which prodaces no hon,y is enabled 
And the profit system which bred to toe larger part of the pro-

their needs, duct ^he working bee whilst the
working bee itself is able to retain 
only a small portion of that produet.

—Toronto Sun.

8choich

The, door opened and the boys dash
ing in with shouts huddled around 
the steam 'radiators, the foremost 
gaining seats or standing room on 
top. The basement was spacious and 
fairly warm, paved with concrete and 
gas-lighted at three central pillars. 
Ohio Jimmy, one of the fortiinates in 
the race, danced on a radiator, and 
taking a month organ from his 
ket played a jig. His tonguein 
double notes was the envy of many. 
Some of the spectators clapped hands 
and stamped; while a shrill voice 
from the end of the room satiç a 
popular sentimental song witfcscur- 
rilons changes.

A bootblack, a newsboy and one of 
the pale youths stripped their coats, 
dropped on one knee, and began to 
throw dice. They played swiftly, 
with hissing invocations—"Come 
seven ! Come eleven !” —and on

Elsewhere a group 
of four boys were boasting to one 
another that they had chucked up 
many jobs during the past week: 
ning an elevator, errands in a drug 
«tore, delivery wagons, and the like. 
Mike and Salx-ator listened to this 
talk with open-mouthed womtEr, 
especially at mention of the wages.

'If I had a job like that—” mur- 
mured the slender, blackhaired, grace
ful Salvator.

‘'Sure. I wouldn’t ehuek it,” said 
Mike with a look of conviction on his 
heavy dull face, 
week—"

"Ah, youse are bot' sand hogs,” 
sneered the elevator boy, who wore 
a canary sweater with purple stripes. 
He turned and shouted, “Hey, Chi
cago Butts !” and when a shrewd- 
eyed, pockmarked youngster 
ninning up, he

Total 163 768 g*- 7276
Cain loi- week '605

Total issue last week 8,000.
------------ ------------------

The Socialists know what they 
want and go after it. They want the 
earth for those who do the world’s 
work. 1

SOCIAL!
account of Increased postal rate* we are 

obliged to make the euberriptloo price of tbe 
IntcrnatiooMl Socialist Review In t>nsda 
S1-» • year Instead of $1.66. We can. how
ever. make the following special offers :

For $340 we will mall three copies of the 
Review to one raaadlan address for one year.

mall ten copies of any one

tongueing of
TO CANADIAN •TI -

On
>11* Jj

Get out ! Never
mettle

job.

For 70c we will

For $340 we will mall The Review 
and the Chicago Daily bodallst for

CHAR. H- KERB A COMPANY 
1» West Klnzle 84., Uhicag
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The Banner Collectionduction.
UAVK yon st rt*d on the study of Socialism 

ytr Good propagandist* are made only 
by Rtndy. 84 art y in order tn better convince 
the other fellow. The Banner CM lection of 
Rooks are the very best obtainable for tbe 
Beginner In the si ody of Social!
Ism 1* explained In a simple and Interesting 
manner The Books pre neatly bound In

ont any Inconvenience. Here le tbe list:
L EastLmmii he Socialism—Lrfflng-

% 8ociaw»tCatrciiism—Cline. .._____ 6c
3. Pamabi.k or the Warn Tank—Bei-

» Rnelal-
Had been hurled from the heights of 

time.
Then the angel ’closed the book of 

light,
the moon beams faded away.

And I rose again from my couch ofi 
night

To the world of yesterday.
—Mrs B. J. Seaman, Saekville,

New Brunswick.
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REDUCED NATES"Six dollars a
;

Five halfers for a dollar to five sep- 
arate addresses, five y ear lies for two 
dollars sent to five separate addres
ses, two yearlies and a halier for one 
dollar sent to three separate addres
ses; these are the new club offers for 
Cotton's Weekly. This means that 
one dollar will get what formerly 
cost one dollar and a quarter. This 
means that Cotton's Weekly needs 
more than ten thousand subscribers 
to be put on a basis where it will 
carry itself.

How long will the hustlers give 
themselves to get those ten thousand 
subscribers and start the sob list

5e

A What's Hoard What 1«d*n-Work., loo 
6- Tbe Social 1st», Who They Are, ;

Whet They Bland For—Rpergo.
7. Socialism. Whet It la and What It 

Roeketo Accomplish—UebknecbL 10c 
A Postal Note for WO Canta will tab# the 
hole Bunch. There la no Better Inveatment 

1 New SoelalleL Seven Books tor 50

THE SONS DF MARTHA 10r

of Martha seldom brother,1 you
asked for a good 

cigar. The merchant opened a paste
board box and offered an assortment 
of half-smoked cigars and cigarettes, 
evidently pickings. The customer 
paid a penny, took the longest cigar, 
and placing it in a holder, lit it.

Renseo was approadied by 
wart orphan, who was well 
in a brown fedora and a short lawn 
overcoat, a small morocco beg over 
his shoulder.

“Just struck town, pardner f"
"No, I live near here."
"Are you working 
"A little, now ana 
"How would you like a job aa 

on T"
"What does a come-om h#re to

:hink$The sons
for they have inherited that 
good part^

But the sons of Martha favor theiix 
mother of the careful soul and 
the troubled heart;

And because she lost her temper 
once, and because she was rude 
to the Lord, her guest,

Her sons must wait upon Mary's 
sons’ world without end, reprieve

■ Con 
M agreei 
■ sache: 
Bcialist

tor tbe
Gents from Cotton*» Book Department. Aek 
tor tbe Banner Collection.

Unionist Combination Con
lbera stal- ■WrOMBATKMI Is constantly being asked 

■ toron Industrial Unionism. This Unionist 
Combination of Books will supply It at small

M
five h

]ygclimbing to the point where the pip
er will terry itself t There is not a 
hustler but want* to do his *are of 
the work. There ie not a hustler hut 
want» to see Cotton's grow hi power 
that it may shake the eapitsliet go»- 

at Ottawa. E»ery sub 
hustler is going to Big after subs 
far he knows that by so doing he is 
digging the 4ra«e of capitalism. He 
knows also that entry sub landed 

a direct slap 
General

y-
00*. Every awakened wafaewMr «boold be .V(e see that they own it by virtue 

their control of the parliaments, 
Msourts, armies, navies, and 
iee. Why do the capitalist class 
itrol these power»?

t with tbe different of Un
ionism. and be equipped for argument with 
tbe force and power given by knowledge. AU 
tbe*- books are pertinent to the man under 
tbe machine.

whenor rest.
?"
then.” : The 

vanta
1 7oar ! ed at

iAi. Unionism, by Tranlmann. 
1. RavoLmoirABT Umos is*, by Deb*.
$. Too Railroad MR*, by Debe.
A Class Unions*, by Debe 
i C»aft Ud 
A IWDOWTBIAL U»IO
T. M

LIIt is their eare in all the ages to 
take the ballet and cushion the 
shock;

It is their eare the gear engages; it 
is their care that the switches

we workers say that 
y can do ao by voting them into 
rer at the elections. So to take 
t power out of their hands the 
rkers are forming into a political 
ty of their own, the Socialist 
rty, the greatest international or- 
lization on earth. Socialist pap- 

are being widely circulated in 
of the eflorta of capitalist gov-

dot"
The young man «plained that Kb 

waa a fakir of novelties, and 
tones cleared el* dollars in a day. 
He wanted a man to act in the 
crowd and stimulate interest in false

There was a sudden disturbance in 
the centre of the hall and » circle 
formed about the shrill vortex. Klon- 

The in- dike Smith, just returned from a

, by Debe
P. E. I. AND NEWFOUNDLAND.
Prince Edward Island and New

foundland are territories very little 
ouched by Socialist literature as yet, 

but they are fertile fields. Copies of 
Cotton’s should be travelling in that 
direction. Subs or list* of name* for 
samples earnestly solicited.

.by Debe
ovaoaumnwi Natiof.l pos- 

Ove lancerai am. by Rleberdson.
I

eeplock; in iIt In their care that the. wheel* run 
truly; it Is their eare to embark 
and entrain,

Tally, transport, and duly deliver 
the eons of Mary tf land gfc^ 

• main. U 1 itr . .

«, Ton sen Ton* Jo*, by Heodbei*. 
1». TUS Han U

YOU CANT AFFORD IT.
You can’t afford to remain ignorant 

of Socialism. 8ttd 80 mate to Cot
ton’» Book Department tor the Ban- 
— Collection. Them wren books 
will start yon right.

OviMaori»*, by
Mer

gyggSgaEs&lififfl
to Goum*» Booh Department and get tale eâu- eetiTgeewb*

«
ment

„ ,... ", ... ,;v -

THE PEOPLE’S POEMS


