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poverty, bred in filth and raised in 
ignorance. The baby toilers be
come dwarfed, stunted and de
formed. Herod was but an ama
teur in child murder compared 
with our factory employers. Our 
child murderers destroy with sav
age impartiality. 

Was this earth intended for a 
hell? Do not blaspheme the Cre
ator by such a question. The Cre
ator is not a demon. Creation was 
not a fraud. The Almighty never 
robbed baby innocence of its birth
right; never doomed man or wo
man to degradation. 

The beautiful sunshine and 
Heaven's bright blue were never in
tended for a hollow mockery. This 
earth was intended for a paradise 
and not a hell. 

Brother laboring men, ours is 
the fault. The remedy lies with 
ourselves. Have we the manhood 
to turn our backs on ignorance and 
partisan rule and think for our
selves and vote together? If not, 
we deserved to be damned, and the 
sooner the better. 

The Reformer And The Crawfish. 

ELLIS B. HARRIS. 

It is said that one of the most 
contemptible objects in this life 
is the "scab." The being, who, 
moving among his fellows as a 
man, sharing the benefits of a 
fair wage, sharing the success, 
justice and prosperity of an inde
pendent manhood, won by their 
efforts, with all the comforts and 
freedom from anxiety that such 
conditions bring to them and 
those they love; and yet who, 
when the hour of trouble comes, 
the hour that gives to him the 
opportunity to prove himself a 
man by being loyal to his asso
ciates, being in line with them 
to do battle for the just princi
ples established, with the deter
mination to support and main
tain these principles against all 
odds; or, losing, leaves him still 
a man true to himself and to 
humanity, turns traitor to all 
and becomes a "scab," a thing 
for contempt and loathing, even 
by those who employ him. 

I have thought there is nothing 
worse than this, but have come 
to the conclusion that there is a 
class far more deserving of scorn. 
And they are the ones who, not 
having that satanic trait of char
acter to nerve them which braces 
up the "scab" while filling the 
positions and running the gaunt
let of the men whom they help to 
defeat, participate in a strike, 
and generally in a most blatant 
manner, not from principle or 
out of regard for the precepts of 
their associates, but because of 
their; selfish nature and the idea 
that they are sure to win, and 

that this is an opportunity to 
display their ability as dema
gogues and walking encyclo
paedias that must not be ignored. 
But if the battle is lost their 
false courage goes by the board 
and with it what little reason 
they had. 

They see now that there are 
days of idleness before them 
with perhaps a little suffering. 
They do not remember the prin
ciples fought for, because they 
had none of their own. They 
apparently forget that they were 
willing participants in a move
ment that promised an advance
ment to better conditions for 
all. Instead of submitting to 
the inevitable, with a sympathy 
for their defeated comrades and 
the cause, with a noble determ
ination to persevere and in time 
turn defeat into a greater vic
tory, they think only of them
selves and the lost situations. 
They turn vindictively against 
their fellows with bitter denun
ciations, as if they were all to 
blame. 

When a man scabs his influ
ence can go no farther, for he is 
ostracized from the society of 
honest men, and becomes only 
an object of scorn. Not so with 
the other class I speak of. They 
still labor and move among the 
workmen. Still respected, still 
listened to, often heeded and fol
lowed by the thoughtless, who 
in their turn array themselves 
against the faithful souls that 
are ever striving to uplift them. 
Men that seldom having a griev
ance of their own, and who, if 
looking for the selfish side of 
life, need never be involved in 
such troubles, for they have the 
intelligence and stability that 
placemen on top, if moved by 
avarice. They are the men who 
think, the men who read, the 
men, who seeing the trend of 
events and the fearful conse
quence of inattention and sub
mission to the evils thereof, seek 
through perseverance, courage 
and action, to overcome them. 
They are the true disciples of 
Christ who, when His attention 
was called to his mother and 
brothers waiting at the outskirts 
of the crowd to speak to 
Him, said (Matt.. XII., 48-49-
50): "Who is my mother, and 
who are my brethren?" And He 
stretched forth His hand to
wards His disciples and said: 
"Behold, my mother and my 
brethren." 

This is the passage referred to. 

by Bob Ingersoll when he says 
that Christ denied His mother. 

These true followers of the 
gentle Nazarine recognize that 
their duty is to work for all hu
manity, that an injury to one is 
the concern of all, and that ad-* 
hering to the truth is the only 
way to secure g. permanent good 
for mother, "brother or anyone 
else. They do not deny mother 
when they do this. - They 
show a greater respect and love 
for her by observing the laws of 
her Maker, that recognize as a 
necessity for the abolishment of 
injustice, the brotherhood of 
man. When mother is gone 
beyond this vale of tears, they 
feel that the best and most per
manent monument they can build 
in memory of the angel who 
joyed when they were doing good 
and wept when they erred, is the 
erection of an honest, sympathe
tic manhood. Yet we find 
among the workers those who 
revile and slander them, making 
no allowance for the noble efforts 
or heroic sacrifices of manly men. 

Such I say are worse than scabs* 
They represent the nether mill

stones that try to grind the 
spirit of manhood to dust. 
Thank God, there are reformers 
that millstones cannot crush, 
who, having the courage of their 
convictions and a determination 
which overcomes all evil influences 
goes on to success. One such 
man is worth more than any 
number of cowards that shrink 
from the responsibility of their 
own actions. 

They are the men who 
"Still achieving, still pursuing 
Learn to labor and to wait." 

They are the men who laboring 
while waiting will in time bring 
about-better conditions for the 
masses. 
They are the men in this wilder

ness of injustice who, shaking off 
the wolves, both great and small, 
that seek to rend them, say from 
the depth of their unconquerable 
hearts! 

"Out of the night that covers me 
Black as the pit from pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods there be 
For my indomitable soul. 

"In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I neither winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeon blows of chance • 
My head is bloody but unbowed. 

"Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
There looms but horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 
Finds and shall find me unafraid.' 

"However straight may be the gate. 
How charged with punishments the 

scroll, 
I am the master of my fate, . -

I am the captain of my. soul." > 


