











Hold the Fort

By Irwin St. John Tucker

GAINST the quiet, stern determination of
more than half a millfon miners, the em-
battled forces of capitalist political power

are shattering themselves in harmless impotence.

Presidential ukases cannot dig coal. Armies
of militia called out in half a dozen states stand
idlyi by their bayonets, for bayonets cannot dig
coal.

Governor after governor issues orders for the
mine owners to produce; but they who own the
mines cannot dig their own coal, and the miners
will not.

Creeping paralysis numbs the nation’s indus-
trial arteries. Trains by the hundred are an-
nulled. Mail is transported by motor trucks.
Factories, with their supply of fuel gone, close
down their doors.

Fear has taken hold of the captains of industry.
Frantically they implore Presidential aid. The
President issues statement after statement, threat
after threat, and promises drastic action. But
the coal remains in the bosom of the earth, and
the wheels of industry run down as the motive
power diminishes and disappears, while the min-
ers remain steadfast.

More is at stake, much more, than at any Con-
gressional election. More is at stake than in any
Presidential election for many years.

For the miners of the nation are basing their
all upon one supreme demand; that the mines
of the nation shall be recognized as a national
trust, and administered as an industrial unit.

Their demand is that the whole of the nation’s
natural resources of potential power locked up
in its seams of coal shall be treated as a com-
mon treasury, and that the men whose lives are
daily risked in the producing of that national
supply shall be entrusted with the power to reg-
ulate its production.

Faced with thundering threats of terror and
destruction, the miners remain unmoved and
calm. For deep in their memory burns the un-
forgotten picture of terrible things.

The blazing pit at Ludlow, where their wives
and children were slaughtered and burned alive
under the hail of machine gun bullets;

Freezing winters in the mountains of West
Virginia, where whole communities, their aged
and sick, were compelled to hide and skulk under
cover from the guns of the private armies of the
coal companies;

Bullpens in Colorado; hounds of hell armed
with club and gun turned loose upon defenseless
neighborhoods, to work their will on women and
children;

Armed miners marching over the hills in West
Virginia to avenge murder and outrage at the

hands of the sheriffs and their gangs of thugs:

Long, slow starvation in the cold of bitter win-
ters; long wretched years in miserable tumble-
down shacks, miscalled homes, where the price of
existence was willing and servile obedience to
the whim of the chance owner of their lives;

Children growing up ragged and ignorant ; men
turned out of house and home by spiteful black-
list, wandering the country in search of a job,
while wife and family wait and starve at home.

Widows and orphans wailing at the mouth of
flaming mines where hundreds of luckless work-
ers were trapped, doomed because of the petty
avarice of company owners.

Cave-ins and choke damp, accumulating
through lack of life-saving appliances;

All these horrors of the past remain in their
minds as they fold their arms and stretch their
sturdy legs and wait for the Nation to compel
the West Virginia operators and the mine own-
ers of Illinois to agree “These workers are men,
and the rights of men they shall enjoy.”

It is a silent struggle of titans. Like Ursus
locked in terrific struggle with the wild bull of
the Northern woods in the amphitheater of pagan
Rome before Nero and his applauding hosts, the
giant strength of the Miners Union is locked with
the giant wealth of the Coal Owners Association,
to determine the issue of life and death for a na-
tion’s industry.

Never was a struggle on so huge a scale wit-
nessed by our nation. Never was it conducted
with such self control, such discipline and such
certainty of success.

After false starts and moves for four years, the
miners have at last settled into the test of
strength for the miners are united.

Emergency priority lists are issued by the
Government. The Industrial Commerce Com-
mission takes over the operation of trains, war
routings are established, and the transportation
system of the nation is stripped for battle—with
the miners.

But the miners remain steadfast, and the coal
remains undug.

Meanwhile the railroad shopmen are also on
strike. But how different, there, is the case!

‘While the shopmen are out, engineers and con-
ductors, trackmen, switchmen, telegraphers and
railway clerks, remain at work, handling trains
that are repaired by strike breakers.

The four big brotherhoods, because their own
pay envelopes are secure, join in crushing the
effort of their fellow workers to establish their
ascendancy over their own tasks.

Forty Railroads have established “company

unions,” organized by owners and masters. The
Contiuued on page 16
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This Fall will bring another opportunity to wipe

out the bloody past. Labor has the power to

enforce the “right to work”! Will labor use it?

Socialism alone is the way!
Xk ok 3k

The unspeakable hellishness of everything that
springs from the present system of dollars over
man, is graphically portrayed in our prison meth-
ods of dealing with those unfortunates who have
been victimized by our insane social dis-order.
Conditions became so rotten in the District of
Columbia that a grand jury investigation of the
prisons was ordered. The report but recently
issued is very “darkening.” Accidentally or other-
wise the commission was composed of men, and
not politicians. The verdict condemns in no soft
terms the atrocious practices borrowed from the
dark ages still in vogue, and seeks immediate
measures to remedy them,

* k%

But let us quote the finding directly. A more
damning indictment could not be drawn.

“No provision has been made for a separate
room for the execution of the death penalty, and
the present crude tho historic- gallows stands at
one end of the corridor used as a dining room.
The gallows is also in full view of at least half
of the cells facing the corridor. A view of this
kind to greet a prisoner on first awakening, when
he eats his meals, and when he retires for the
night, is certainly no inipi:'ation.”

*

When we remember that the District of Co-
lumbia is fully under the management of a Com-
mittee from Congress, we are forced to admit
that their criminal negligence in regard to local
jails is exactly the same in quality and degree as
that with which they have tackled national prob-
lems dealing with the affairs of millions. No in-
telligent person today is in favor of corporeal
punishment for those who are more wronged
against than wronging. Yet if one were to be
convinced of its necessity, it must be on the
ground alone that those should be severely pun-
ished, who favor or even condone the jungle tor-
tures wreaked upon these unfortunates in our
penal institutions.

x x X

All of which makes of .prime importance the
agitation to bring about immediate and humane
changes in the nation’s prison policy. Many rad-
icals will oppose such action on the ground of
“opportunism.” Quite true, it is not a vital move
in the capture of government. Neither is the
public school system. Yet every effort is being
made to improve the school and remove it from
the blighting hand of capitalist domination, be-
cause we want the children to have at least half
a chance. The prisons after all should be schools.
Most of the inmates have child minds, and they
should be carefully trained instead of brutalized.

At any rate, since the radical workers form no
mean part of the population of the prison houses
and the drift thitherward bids fair to increase
rather than diminish it would be only common
sense to make these noxious places as comfort-
able and attractive as possible. A militant pro-
gram of action cannot neglect this important fac-
tor in national affairs. The prisons must be re-
organized and humanized for those who require
restrictive education. The prisons must be
opened for those who are unjustly confined. Re-
member the 113 political prisoners!

x kK

At the recent Edinburgh congress of the Brit-
ish Labor Party the Communists were refused
affiliation by a vote of 3,086,000 to 261,000. The
objection seemed to be, not so much to the pro-
gram of the Communist Party as the desire of
the British workers to control their own affairs
and not have them dictated from Moscow. A few
more suggestions of this nature and the Third
International will be convinced that its province
is to express the Revolution and not dictate it.

* x x

The theory of craft unionism is that a non-
union man should not take the place of a union
man who has gone on strike for higher wages
or better conditions. Tho such a man may be
entirely ignorant of the principles of unionism or
class solidarity; tho his family may be starving
because of worse conditions they are subject to
than the organized workers; such a man is se-
verely condemned and often times mobbed for
“scabbing” and assisting the capitalist in break-
ing what otherwise might be a winning strike
of the union concerned.

* k%

Now, really, what is a “scab”? We would like
to know from Sammy the Gump, Stone, Lee,
Jewell or any of the prominent advocates of aged
and outworn “graft” unionism. Is a “scab” a
man that blindly takes another’s job, tho he
knows nothing of the principles involved ; with a
sick wife and puny children crying for bread in
the tumble down shack called home? Or is a
“scab” a man that belongs to another strong
labor union that operates mines and banks, with
millions in its treasury, whose wages have not
been feduced, whose individual members are the
highest paid in the economic scale, and whose
personal condition is secured by a fat bank ac-
count, yet who continues to drive the locomo-
tives and run the trains for the profit wolves who
are in control?

x X *

If there is anything to unionism at all (and
there is everything to it when properly organ-
ized), then every man in every industry directly
connected with the transportation system, or even
remotely associated with it, who continues to
work while the shopmen are on strike, is a “scab”







The Great Railroad Strike!

By Emil Herman

S the strike of 400,000 railroad workers de-
A velops and their ranks are increased by

other thousands until they now number
half a million, it is becoming more and more
evident that Presidential proclamations can not
operate the railroads. Nor will the swearing in
of deputies and the calling out of troops prevent
cars and engines from getting out of repair.
Neither will they prevent hot boxes from burning
the axles until the wheels fall off and wrecks
occur.

No, proclamations, deputies, guards, troops,
guns, bayonets, and the few imbeciles who can be
induced to scab will not keep traffic “normal” on
the railroads. It takes men, real, red blooded
American working men, to operate the railroads;
and 500,000 of these refuse to work at less than
the half-starvation wage that they had been re-
ceiving, and another half million are threatening
to join them—and for mighty good reasons.

As I travel across the country in cities, towns
and other places along the railroads where main-
tenance of way-men work to keep the tracks safe
for people to travel over, I find them living with
their families in box cars which have become un-
serviceable for the transportation of cattle or
other commodities. Perhaps you have also no-
ticed the box car palaces in which these people
live who are now asked by the railroad labor
board, and the plutocrats whom they represent,
to accept a reduction in wages of forty cents per
day “in the interest of the service” and “for the
good of the public.”

All over the country wrecks are occuring. The
press gives but slight notice to them. Why? Is
it because they are subsidized by the railroad and
other capitalist interests? Judge for yourself.

A few days ago, while ridingon a B. C. & T.
train from Casper, Wyo., to Billings, Mont., we
were delayed for six hours at Thermopolis, Wyo.,
because of a freight train wreck some five miles
ahead of us. I carefully searched through the
local papers for a report of the wreck and the
delay of traffic but found no mention of it. Why?

Half and full page ads from the railroad corpo-
rations calling for strike-breakers filled the news-
papers. There was big reason in their silence.

What is the solution of the authorities for this
situation?

Being representatives of the capitalist-class and
believers in the system under which the workers
are exploited of the wealth they produce, they
have no solution.

They are terror-stricken by their own inca-
pacity.

So their only remedy is to endeavor to suppress
the facts. They do this by depriving the people

of the constitutional right of free speech and
peaceable assemblage on the streets of our cities
and towns.

At Denver, Colo., the writer had been given a
permit to deliver three lectures in front of the
Post Office. On June 30th the first of the series
was delivered to a large and interested audience.
The next evening a still larger audience was
anticipated.

I was about to begin my lecture on, “Why We
Have Poverty In the Midst of Plenty,” when sev-
eral plain clothes policemen appeared and in-
formed me that my permit had been revoked
“because of the R. R. strike.”

Were they afraid we would incite the strikers
to violence? Socialists are opposed to the use of
violence in the arbitrament of wage disputes. Be-
sides, the railroad workers, like the coal miners,
are opposed to violence and have not resorted to
force except where they have been compelled to
defend themselves against the assaults of gunmen
and armed strike-breakers.

Capitalism is breaking, and as capitalism
breaks socialism develops.

We Socialists have a tremendous responsibility
upon us.

We must reach the workers with our message
of industrial and political solidarity to the end
that they may achieve their emancipation from
wage slavery.

All socialists worthy of the name must re-
dedicate themselves to the great task that lies
directly before them—education and organization
for their own emancipation.

Wake up Comrades. Do your duty. Get to
work. The harvest is ripe, let’s get into action.

THE NEGRO WAGE-SLAVE
F. W. Taylor, “scientific manager,” in his “Principles of Scien-
tific Management,” tells us that lab can be found, each of
whom “more nearly resembles in his makeup the ox than any
other type.” Evidently that is the kind of workers Mr. Taylor
would like to develop.

x % %

Gaze now on this poor, lowly slave of toil.

“O God!” you gasp, is there a soul within?
Within that bent form, horrider than sin,

That seems but little better than the soil!” ]
Does not his hopeless state make thy blood boil?
Canst think what, with a chance, he could have been?
Yes, from the sweat of his brow others win
Luxurious ease for which they did not toil.

His heavy sorrows few have told in verse,

And when he strives and mutters to be free

Swift on his head flames down his master’s curse.
But like the branches of a lordly tree

Comrades of his, around the universe,

Lock arms with him in Christ-like sympathy.

—George W. Smokey.







THE MILITIAMAN

A Ballad

Part I—The Maid

“O my soldier, my brave soldier
Just returned from dreadful war;
You went in search of glory,

O come tell me what you saw.

“Always in my loncly vigils,

Since you went away from me,
All my thoughts were of you only,
Lovingly they dwelt on thee.

“Dreaming in the silver twilight,
Up some barricaded height

I saw your regiment charging,
You were leading in the fight.

“In my thoughts I oft have seen you,
When no other hand would dare—
Raise high our flag of freedom,
Wave its challenge in the air;

“Saw you lift a wounded comrade,
Bear him from the battlefield,
Then to the zone of danger

You returned, you would not yield.

“Even to the fallen foeman

Your big human heart was good,
Your speech to him though foreign
He your kindness understood.

“Enough! Your own loved lips shall tell
Of splendors wrought midst shot and shell!”

Part II—The Soldier

“Clerk was I in a country store
Doing the same things o’er and o'er.
Monotonous grew the daily grind,

I wanted to leave it all behind.

But how to do it? ah! simple plan,
I'll go and ‘soldier’ for Uncle Sam.

“Now I was always a careful lad,

I sampled the goods all dealers had.
Before I bought, it was in this way
I managed to get the best for pay.
So I decided to try this plan,

Even in dealing with Uncle Sam.

“To sample the ‘Soldier’s life to be’
I joined a militia company.

At night dressed up in my uniform
I was the happiest boy e’er born.
Dreaming all day of deeds heroic,

Even at work became more stoic.

“1 waded swamps of the tropic south;

1 trailed the stream to its mighty mouth.
Sat around fires in camps at night
(Romance bloomed in their mystic light).
Heard the dull booming of distant gun
Proclaiming the night attack begun.

“Into the darkness I led the way
To where the evening's gunners lay.
To belching cannon we paid no heed;

The foe retreated in wild stampede.
When war was over—our country won,
We all got medals for decds well done.

“But these were all drcams, so now the true
And actual facts I'll tell to you.

In a little town some miles away

Workers demandced increase of pay.
Employers refused to give them more

So workers quit working by the score.

“From distant citics a human scum

Came hurrying down the mills to run,

The ‘scabs’ were housed on factory floor
And machines were started up once more.
The strikers fumed at the owner’s plan;
Declared they would fight it to a man.

“Living in mills was against the law.
Elated, the strikers saw the flaw

In the subtle trick, so went to see

The mayor of their community.

He reccived them, but impatiently,

The strike meant nothing to him you see.

“A weck went by and the mills yet ran,
The mayor had winked at the owner’s plan.
And the starving strikers day by day
Growing enraged at the law’s delay.

Cried ‘If masters with impunity

May defy the law, why so can wel’

“Then war was declared, and rioting

Became at once a regular thing.

‘When strikers and scabs would chance to meet
Battles were fought on the public street.

The mayor unable to cope with them—then
Petitioned the state militiamen.

“The governor called out his dogs of war,
My regiment went to uphold the law.

Boldly we marched through the little town,
For what cared we for the strikers’ frown?
How wan and wretched thcy seemed to be!
The bosses received us joyously.

“We pitched our tents in the city square,
For ominous signs were in the air,

The climax burst like a sudden squall

On a summer day ere rain drops fall.
Strikers had met on the market square,
They had always held their meetings there.

“Impassioned the leaders spoke to them,
Praised their efforts to live like men.

Our colonel hated their spirits proud
Commanded us to disperse the crowd.
Our orders were ‘shoot,’ I now recall

We never knew why,~—we shot, that’s all.

“That night in many a worker’s home
Loved mothers and children starved alone.
Wee babies prattled their father’s name,
To babies’ prattle no answer came.

The strike was broken and so no more
Do ‘scabmen’ sleep on factory floor!”

—Charles Clarke.
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THE RAILROAD STRIKE

Solidarity by the shop crafts workers has
brought the Government and the railroad heads
to their knees.

A warning was transmitted to President Hard-
ing, July 28, by the Railway Labor Board, that
unless the strike were ended within a week the
systems would collapse because of the deteriora-
tion of rolling stock. Rpairs are not being made.

Enginemen are no longer mechanics, they are
only steam chauffeurs. Firemen are only coal
shovellers. Within five years the shop crafts,
from being the ragtag and bobtail which they
were styled by the heads of the Big Four Broth-
erhoods, have become the key men of the sys-
tem, for only they can make repairs.

On the issue of seniority the fiercest fight is
waged. To an outsider this does not seem so im-
portant. But it is the very lifeblood of union
labor. To allow scabs to take precedence over
the loyal workers would be to destroy the unions
themselves.

It must be remembered that the strike was
precipitated by the defiance hurled by the rail-
roads at the government, in refusing to abide by
the rulings of the Railway Labor Board. It must
also be remembered that point by point the men
have forced the President to back down from
his imperial attitude of threatened conscription
into a position of hostility to the insanely arro-
gant railroad heads.

Establishment of a national adjustment board,
one of the three chief demands, means that the
railroads are to be a national industry and not
the sport of stock gamblers.

Compulsory obedience to the Railway Labor
Board in outlawing outside contracts means that
the capitalist gamblers are forbidden to milk the
railroad systems for their own private profit by
awarding themselves fat jobs in repair work.

Without help from their brother unions ex-
cept such as they have compelled by their own
weight and pressure, the shop crafts unions have
apparently forced the biggest step in history to-
ward the unification of the railroads under work-
ers’ control.

Stand by them until they win!

DEBS TO LENIN

Eugene V. Debs on July 24th cabled to Nikolai
Lenin, in reference to the trial of the Social Revo-
lutionaries in Moscow:

“I protest, with all civilized people, in the name
of our common humanity, against the execution
of any of the Social Revolutionaries or the unjust
denial of their liberty. Soviet Russia can set an
example by refusing to follow the practices of
world-wide czardom, and should uphold the
higher standards we seek to erect and profess to
observe.”

SOLDIERING IN SANTO DOMINGO
By Edward J. Irvine

(Ex-private 32nd Co. 4th Reg. U. S. M. C.)
HEN I landed at Sanchez, D. R., with the
32nd Co., 4th Regiment, like the rest ot
the marines I thought that we were “sav-
ing the natives from themselves.” So we beat and
robbed them, and for one of our wounded they
usually lost ten. We thought that God himselt
smiled down from the heavens in approval, for we
were reared in the atmosphere of capitalism. Our

government could do no wrong.

At the battle of La Saba we are reputed to
have killed and wounded 169 natives, while we
ourselves suffered but one casualty. We were far
better equipped than the Dominicans, who had
only old, rusty French Mausers while we had the
modern Springfields, Colts and Benet Mercier
machine-guns.

Major Hughes threatened to burn the city of
La Saba on his return, but was severely wounded
and could not carry out his threat.

At Sanchez, a sergeant of a patrol knocked a
native clear across a street (the streets are nar-
row there) for asking a marine-private for some
money which was owing to him. The same ser-
geant prevented me from saving a native-boy
(who was being beaten by a man with a chair),
saying, “Let him knock his brains out, he'll only
grow up to be a damned spick.”

We compelled store-keepers to give us mer-
chandise while we in return signed fictitious
names. Thus the merchants were always swin-
dled out of their just dues.

A mutiny took place at Monte Christi. Kuhar
(an Austrian Socialist), led the revolt, and forced
“non-coms” and officers to wait upon privates and
shine their shoes. The mutiny was quelled and
Kuhar imprisoned, accused of being a socialist
agitator.

I deserted, in company with 3 other marines.
We led the life of bandits, lived on wild-hog in the
jungles, stole horses, and were captured by Gen-
eral Cha Cha’s rebel army and later on we were
taken prisoners by the marines and sent to Ports-
mouth Prison with a 3 year sentence hanging
over our heads.

A Dominican accused of being a spy was taken
aboard the U. S. S. New Hampshire, and hung
up by his feet, while sailors threw loaves of bread
at his head.

We were a dictatorship of the bourgeoisie.
Imperialistic whites owned everything,—the rail-
roads, the dye-woods, and the sugar plants, and
Dominican money became practically worthless,
yet after robbing the West Indians, the U. S. gov-
ernment states that the Dominicans owe it mil-
lions of dollars.

Goodness grant that the time may soon come
when the “Devil-Dogs” will be recalled from the
Dominican Republic.
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HOLD THE FORT
(Continned from page 5)
Shopmen’s Union has been declared an outlaw by
the Government, and those new unions, owned
and controlled by railroads, are to be given offi-
cial recognition by Uncle Sam.

And the fellow workers of the outlawed men
go calmly on with their tasks, aiding in grinding
to powder the eﬁorts*of the railroad shopmen.

x  *

How can they fail to see that if one union is
¢rushed, the others will follow? If the shopmen
are defeated, then the switchmen and the signal-
men, the telegraphers, the engineers and the con-
ductors will come next.

How long, how long will labor not realize that
these strikes, costing hundreds of millions of dol-
lars in waste and unpaid wages, and hundreds of
millions in excess prices, are the result of their
failure to act together toward the great dream of
a unified community of producers?

Strikes here and strikes there only pile up fu-
ture disaster. Let us act together, and the crisis

will be passed. The nation’s wealth will find
its rightful owners, and there will be no more
occasion for struggling.

But a physical unity of action can only follow
a spiritual union of desire. If our eyes are set on a
future nation, in which poverty, and disaster,
hunger, homelessness and starvation are forgot-
ten, and where all toil together in a labor that
has ceased to be a burden because it is done for
joy—then by acting together, the day of strug-
gle will have gone forever.

Dear Editor:
Hurrah for Debs Magazine! Just got hold of the
Lincoln Number. Enclosed find three yearly subscrip-

tions.
—C. F. Hughes, Grand Prairie, Alta.

Dear Editor:

I have been in the A. F. of L. for twenty years. I
used to think the capitalists and workers owned it in
common but it seems that Gompers insists upon driv-
ing all the workers out. I am a crank on political lit-
erature but will say that “Debs” is the best by a long

way. .
—C. S. Johanson, San Diego, Calif.

BOOKS YOU SHOULD
READ!

SOCIALIST CLASSICS OF ALL
TIME THAT SHOULD BE IN
EVERY LIBERAL LIBRARY

Evolution of Man
Triumph of Life

—Boelsche

Collapse of Capitalism
—Cahn

Socialism for Students
~—Cohen

Socialist Philosophy
Origin of the Family
Socialism, Utopian and Scientific
—Engels
Germs of Mind in Plants

- —France
The Class Struggle
The High Cost of Living
The Social Revolution
—Kautsky
Evolution of Property
—La Fargue

Right to the Lazy
—La Monte

Socialism, Positive and Negative
The Art of Lecturing

Memoirs of Karl Marx
—Ljiebknecht

Value, Price and Profit

The End of the World

The Making of the World
~—Wilhelm

Anarchism and Socialism
—Plechanoff

—Lewis

—Marx

Science and Revolution
The World’s Revolutions

—Untermann
Any of the above cloth bound
books, 60c each, or any one giv-
en free with two subscribers to
Debs Magazine at $1 per year.

THE RANK AND FILE
Owned By Over 100 Progressive
California Unions and Other
Workers’ Organizations

For All
WESTERN LABOR NEWS
Class Struggle, Political Parties,
Amalgamation, United Front, Re-
sistance to Wage Cuts, Trade
Union Educational League, Polit-
ical Prisoners, Local, National,

International News.

A fighting labor weekly
$1.00 for six months
SEND FOR FREE SAMPLE
COPY
1470 Valencia Street
San Francisco, California

THE DAVENPORT TRIBUNE

Devoted to the Interests of the
Workers

The only radical newspaper in
the state. Featuring front page
editorial column a la Arthur Bris-
bane—only more so. Agents
wanted in Iowa and Illinois. Lib-
eral commission. Write for bun-
dle rates, etc.

W. G. DANIEL, Editor
Subscription $1.50
“The personality of its editor is
its greatest asset.”

THE LIBERAL PRESS
A Paper of The People
Something new in Labor Journal-
ism. Clean, Fearless, Progressive,
WILLIAM B. DALY, Editor
$2.00 a year—and worth it

Council Bluffs, Jowa

THE SAN DIEGO LABOR
LEADER
Owned and controlled by the San
Diego Federated Trades and
Labor Council
ALBERT G. ROGERS,
Editor and Manager
The Labor Leader urges the
working people of the world to
organize and demand justice for
their class. Nobody else will get
it for them.

San Diego, California

ERIELABOR PRESS
17 West 16th Street, Erie, Pa.
A Weekly Newspaper with a Purpose and
a Principal. Its goal being the Socialization
of Industry.
Live, Snappy, Militant, Breezy
and Progressive
Published, edited and controlled by
the Labor Movement
Sample Copy on Request
Trial Subscription, Ten Weeks, 25c.
$1.50 Yearly by Mail.






