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"Miss Green," said Ryder senior, ad
dressing Shirley and ignoring whatever 
It was that the yonng man wanted to 
say, "this Is my son Jefferson. Jeff, 
this is Miss Green." 

Jefferson looked in the direction indi
cated and stood as if rooted to the 
floor. He was so surprised that he was 
etruck dumb. Finally, recovering him
self, he exclaimed: 

"Shirley!" 
"Yes, Shirley Green, the author," ex

plained Ryder senior, not noticing the 
note of familiar recognition in his ex
clamation. 

Shirley advanced and, holding out 
her hand to Jefferson, said demurely: 

"I am very pleased to meet you, Mr. 
•Ryder." Then quickly in an undertone 
«he added: "Be careful. Dont betray 
one." 

Jefferson was so astounded that he 
did not see the outstretched hand. All 
he could do was to stand and stare 
first at her and then at his father. 

"Why don't you shake hands with 
•her?" said Ryder senior. "She won't 
bfte you." Then he added: "Mies Green 
is going to do some literary work for 
me, "so we shall see a great deal of her. 
•If s too bad you're going away." H« 
chuckled at his own'pleasantry. 

"Father," blurted out Jefferson, "I 
came to say that I've changed my 
mind. Tou did not want me to go, and 
I feel I ought to do something to please 
you." 

\ "Good boy," said Ryder, pleased. 
^Now you're talking common sense." 
'He turned to Shirley, who was getting 
^ready to make her departure: "Well, 
»Mlss Green, we may consider the mat
ter settled. You undertake the work 
at the price I named and finish it as 
jsoon as you can. Of course you will 
have to consult me a good deal as you 
go along, so I think it would be better 
for you to come and stay here while 
the work is progressing. Mrs. Ryder 
can give you a suit of rooms to your
self, where you will be undisturbed, 
and you will have all your material 
close at hand. What do you say?" 

Shirley was silent for a moment 
She looked first at Ryder and then at 
his son, and from them her glance 
went to the little drawer on the left 
hand side of the desk. Then she said 
quietly: 

"As you think best, Mr. Ryder, X am 
Quite willing to do the work here.''1 

Ryder senior escorted her to the top 
of the landing and watched her as she 
passed down the grand staircase, ush
ered by the gorgeously uniformed flun
kies, to the front door and the street 

CHAPTER Xffl. 

SHIRLEY entered upon her new 
duties in the Ryder household 
two days later. She had re
turned to her rooms the even

ing of her meeting with the financier 
In a state bordering upon hysteria. The 
day's events had been so extraordinary 
that it seemed to her they could not be 
real and that she must be in a dream. 
The car ride to Seventy-fourth street 
the interview in the library, the dis
covery of her father's letters, the offer 
to write the biography and, what to 
her was still more important the invi
tation to go and live in the Ryder home 
—all these Incidents were so remarka-
ble and unusual that it was only with 
difficulty that the girl persuaded her
self that they were not figments of a 
disordered brain. 

But it was all true enough. The next 
morning's mail brought a letter from 
Mrs. Ryder, who wrote to the effect 
that Mr. Ryder would like the work to 
begin at once and adding that a suit of 
rooms would be ready for her Ifce fol
lowing afternoon. Shirley did not hes
itate. Everything was to be gained by 
making the Ryder residence her head
quarters, her father's very life depend
ing upon the successful outcome of her 
present mission, and this unhoped for 
opportunity practically insured suc
cess. She immediately wrote to Massa-
pequa. One letter was to her mother, 
saying that she was extending her vis
it beyond the time originally planned. 
The other letter was to Stott. She told 
him all about the interview with Ry
der, informed him of the discovery of 
the letters and after explaining the na
ture of the work offered to her said 
that her address for the next few 
weeks would he in care of John Bur-
kett Ryder. All was going better than 

• she bad dared to hope. Everything 
seemed to favor their plan. TTer first 
step, of course, while in the Ryder 
home would be to secure possession of 
her father's letters, and these she 
would dispatch at once to Massapequa, 
BO they could be laid before the senate 
without delay. 

So, after settling accounts with her 
landlady and packing up her few be
longings, Shirley lost no time In trans
ferring herself to the more luxurious 
quarters provided for her in the $10,-
000,000 mansion uptown. 

At the Ryder house she was received 
(Cordially and with every mark of con
sideration. The housekeeper 
down to tiie main hall to greet her 
when she arrived and escorted her to 
Ihe suit of rooms, comprising a small 
working library, a bedroom pimply 
hut daintily furnished in pink and 
white and a private bathroom which 
had been specially prepared for her 
convenience and comfort, and hem 
presently she was Joined by Un. Br* 
4er. 

"Dear me," exclaimed the financier's^ 
wife, staring curiously at Shirley, 
"what a young girl you are to have 
made such a stir with a book! How 
did you do it? I'm sure I couldn't. 
•It's as much as I can do to write a 
letter, and half the time that's not 
legible." . 

"Oh, it wasn't so hard!" laughed 
Shirley. "It was the subject that ap
pealed rather than any special skill of 
mine. The trusts and their misdeeds 
are the favorite topics of the hour. 
The whole country Is talking about 
nothing else. My book came at the 
right time, that's all." 

Although "The American Octopus" 

was a direct attack on her own bus-
band, Mrs. Ryder secretly admired this 
young woman who had dared to speak 
a few blunt truths. It was a courage 
which, alas, she bad always lacked her 
eelf, but there was a certain satisfac
tion in knowing there were women in 
the world not entirely cowed by the 
tyrant man. 

"I have always wanted a daughter," 
went on Mrs. Ryder, becoming confi
dential, while Shirley removed her 
things and made herself at home. 
"Girls of your age are so companiona
ble." Then abruptly she asked, "Do 
your parents live in New York?" 

Shirley'8 face flushed, and she stoop
ed over her trunk to hide her embar
rassment. 

"No—not at present," she *answered 
evasively. "My mother and father are 
In the country." 

She was afraid that more questions 
of a personal nature would follow, btii 

"What a young girl you are to havt 
made such a stir!" 

apparently Mrs. Ryder was not in an 
Inquisitive mood, for she asked noth
ing further. She only said: 

"I have a son, but I don't see much 
of him. You must meet my Jefferson. 
He is such a nice boy." 

Shirley tried to look unconcerned as 
she replied: 

"I met him yesterday. Mr. Ryder 
introduced him to me." 

"Poor lad! He has his troubles, too," 
went on Mrs. Ryder. "He's in love 
with a girl, but his father wants him 
to marry some one else. They're quar
reling over it all the time." 

"Parents shouldn't interfere in mat
ters of the heart," said Shirley de
cisively. "What is more serious than 
the choosing of a life companion, and 
who are better entitled to make a free 
selection than they who are going to 
spend the rest of their days together? 
Of course it is a father's duty to give 
his son the benefit of his riper experi
ence, but to insist on a marriage based 
only on business interests is little less 
than a crime. There are considera
tions more important if the union is to 
be a happy or a lasting one. The chief 
thing is that the man should feel real 
attachment for the woman he marries. 
Two people who are to live together as 
man and wife must be compatible in 
tastes and temper. You cannot mix 
oil and water. It is these selfish mar
riages which keep our divorce courts 
busy. Money alone won't buy happi
ness in marriage." 

'."No," sighed Mrs. Ryder. "No one 
knows that better than I." 

The financier's wife was already 
most favorably impressed with hec 
guest, and she chatted on as If she had 
known Shirley for years. It was rare
ly that she had heard so young a wom
an express such common sense views, 
and the more she talked with her the 
less surprised she jras that she was 
the author of a much discussed book. 
Finally, thinking that Shirley might 
prefer to be alone, she rose to go, bid
ding her make herself thoroughly at 
home and to ring for anything she 
might wish. A maid had been assign
ed to look exclusively after her wants, 
and she could have her meals served In 
her room or else have them with the 
family, as she liked. But Shirley, not 
caring to encounter Mr. Ryder's cold, 
Marching stare more often than neces
sary, said she woctld prefer to take her 
meals alone. 

Left to herself, Shirley settled down 
to work in earnest Mr. Ryder had 
sent to her room all the material for 
the biography, and soon she was com
pletely absorbed in the task of sorting 
and arranging letters, mnfclng extracts 
from records, compiling data, etc., lay
ing the foundations for toe important 
book she was to write. She wondered 
t̂tMttfeejrwMildcaH U, and she smiled 

as 4 peculiarly appropriate title, flash
ed through her mind—"The History of 
a Crime." Yet ahe tfcongfet they could 
hardly Infringe on Victor Hugo. Per
haps the best title was the simplest— 
"The History of the Umpire Trading 
Company." Every one would Under
stand that it told the story of John 
Burkett Ryder's remarkable career 
from' his earliest beginnings to the 
present time. She worked feverishly 
all that evening getting the material 
into shape, and the following day 
found her early at her desk. No one 
disturbed her, and she wrote steadily 
on until noton, Mrs. Ryder only once 
patting her head in the door to wish 
her good morning. 

After luncheon Shirley decided that 
the weather was too glorious to remain, 
indoors. Her health must not be jeop
ardized even to advance the interests 
of the Colossus, so she put on her hat 
and left the house to go for a walk. 
The air smelled sweet to her after be
ing confined so long indoors, and she 
walked with a more elastic and buoy
ant step than she had since her return 
It&ne. Turning down Fifth avenue, 
she entered the park at Seventy-second 
street, following the pathway until she 
came to the bend In the driveway op
posite the Casino.' The park was al
most deserted at that hour, and there 
was a delightful sense of solitude and 
a sweet scent of new mown hay from 
the freshly cut lawns; She found an 
empty bench, well shaded by an over
spreading tree, and sat down, grate
ful for the rest and quiet. 

She wondered what Jefferson thought 
of her action in homing to his father's 
house practically in disguise and tin
ker an assumed name. She must see 
him at once, for in him lay her hope of 
obtaining possession of the letters. 
Certainly she felt no delicacy or com
punction In asking Jefferson to do her 
this service. The letters belonged to 
her father, and they were being wrong
fully withheld with the deliberate pur
pose of doing him an injury. She had 
a moral if not a legal right to recover 
the letters in any way that she could. 

She was so deeply engrossed In her 
thoughts that she had not noticed a: 
hansom cab which suddenly drew up 
with a Jerk at the curb'opposite her 
bench. A man jumped out It was Jef
ferson. 

"Hello,. Shirley," he cried gayly. 
"Who would have expected to find you 
rusticating on a bench here? I pictured 
you grinding away at home doing lit
erary stunts for the "governor." He 
grinned and then added: "Come for a 
drive. I want to talk to you." 

Shirley demurred. No; she could not 
spare the time. Yet, she thought to 
herself, why was not this a good op
portunity to explain to Jefferson how 
he came to find her In his father's li
brary masquerading under another 
name and also to- ask him to secure the 
letters for her? While she pondered 
Jefferson insisted, and a few minutes., 
later she found herself sitting beside 
him in the cab.x They started off at a 
brisk pace, Shirley sitting with her 
head back, enjoying the strong breeze 
caused by the rap^i motion. 

"Now tell me," he said, '^what does 
it all meait? Iwas so startled atsee-
lng you in the library the other day 
that I almost betrayed you" How did 
you come to call on father?" 

Briefly Shirley explained everything. 
She told him how Mr. Ryder had writ
ten to her asking her to call and see 
him and how she had eagerly seized, at 
this last straw in the hope of helping 
her father. She told him about the let
ters, explaining how necessary they 
were for her father's defense and how 
she had discovered them. Mr. Ryder, 
she said, had seemed to take a fancy 
to her and had asked her to remain in 
the house as his guest while she was 
compiling his biography, and she had 
accepted the offer not so much for the 
amount of money Involved as for: the 
splendid opportunity it afforded her to 
gain possession of the letters. 

"So that is the mysterious work you 
spoke of, to get those letters?" said 
Jefferson. 

"Yes; that is my mission. It iwas a 
secret I couldn't tell you. I couldn't 
tell any one. Only Judge Stott knows. 
He Is aware I have found them and is 
hourly expecting'to receive them from 
me. And now," she said, "I want your 
help." 

His only answer was to grasp tighter 
the hand she had laid In his. She 
knew that she would not have to ex
plain the nature of the service she 
wanted. He understood. 

"Where are the letters?" he demand
ed. 

"Ill" the left hand draper of your fa
ther's desk," she answered. 

He was silent for a few moments, 
and then he said simply: 

"I will get them." 
The cab by this time had got as,far 

as Claremont, and from the hill sum
mit they had a splendid view of the 
broad sweep of the majestic Hudson 
and the towering walls of the blue 
palisades. The day was . so beautiful 
and the air so invigorating that Jeffer-i 
son suggested a ramble along the 
banks of the river. They could leave 
the cab at Claremont and drive back 
to the city later. Shirley was too 
grateful to him for his promise of co
operation to make any further opposi
tion, and soon they were far awajf 
from beaten highways, down on toe 
banks of the historic stream, picking 
flowers and laughing merrily like two 
truant children bent on a self made 
holiday. The place they had readied 
was Just outside the northern bound
aries of Harlem, a sylvan spot stni un
spoiled by the.rude Invasion of the flat 
house builder. The land, thickly wood
ed, sloped down sharply. / to the wa
ter, and the perfect quiet was broken 
only by the washing of the ttoy surf 
against the river bank and the shrill 
notes of the birds in the trees. •/' 

Although it was late in October, the 
day was warm, and Shirley soon tired 
of climbing over bramble entangled 
verdure. The rich grass underfobt 
looked cool and inviting, and the nat
ural Slope of the ground affording an 
Ideal resting place she sat' there/with 
Jefferson stretched out at her feet both 
gjfrMgg Jdfc-the dancing wators yf 

the broad Hud*o&, spangleO wlth 
gleams of light as they swept swiftly 
by on thelr jouxtaey to the eea. 

"Shirley," said Jefferson suddenly, 
*1 suppose you saw that ridiculous 
story about my. alleged engagement to 
Miss Roberts* ? I hope you understood 
that It was done without my consent." 

"If I did n?t>guess it Jeff," she an
swered, "your ..assurance would be suf
ficient. Besides." she added, "what 
right have I to outset?" 

"•But I want you to have the right" 
he replied earnestly:. "I'm going to 
stop this Roberts nonsense in a way 
my father hardly anticipates. I'm just 
waiting a chanc<§ to talk to him. I'll 
show him the absurdity of announcing 
me engaged to a girl who Is about to 
elope with his! private secretary!" 

"Elope wlth the secretary !"• exclaim 
ed Shirley. 

Jefferson told all about the letter he 
had found on the staircase and the 
Hon. Fitzroy Bagley's plans for a run
away marriage; with the senator's 
wealthy daughter 

"It's a godsend-to; me," he said glee
fully- "Their plan is to get married 
next Wednesday. I'll .see my father on 
Tuesday. I'll put the evidence in his 
hands, and I don't think," he added 
grimly, "he'll bother me any more 
about Miss Robertas," 

"So you're not going away now ?" 
said Shirley, smiling down at him. 

" ..He sat. up and.leaned over toward 
her. 

"I can't, Shirley, I simply can't" he 
replied, his voice trembling. "You are 
more to me than I dreamed a woman 
could ever be. I realize it more forci
bly every, day. There is no use fight
ing against it. Without you my work, 
my life, means nothing. 

Shirley shook her ' head an£ averted 
her eyes. 

"Don't let us speak of that Jeff, 
she pleaded gently. "I told you I did 
not belong to myself while my father 
was in peril." 

"But I must speak , of it," he inter
rupted. "Shirley,:: you do yourself an 
injustice as well as me. You are not 
indifferent to ine^-I feel* that. Then 
why raise this barrier: between us?" 

"A. soft light stofc into the girl's eyes 
Ah, it was good to feel there was some 
one to whom she was everything in the 
world! 
'"Don't ask.me to betray my trust, 

Jeff," she faltered. . "You know I am 
not indifferent to you—far from It. 
But I"— -

He came closer pntil his face nearly 
touched hers. 

"I love you—I wantyou," he mur
mured feverishly. "Give me the right 
to claim you before all the world as my 
future wife!" 

Every note of hisr ricb, manly voice, 
vibrating \vith "impetuous passion, 
sounded in Shirley's ear like a soft 
caress. She closed tier eyes. A strange 
feeling 6f languof' was stealing over 
her; a mysterious thrill passed through 
her whole body. .The eternal, inevita 
ble sex instinct was disturbing for the 
first time a woman whose life had 
beet singularly free from such influ
ences, putting to Slight all the calcula
tions find .resojve^her cooler. judgment 
had made.. The ^nsu^uis charm of the 
place—the d^tant; splash of the water, 
the singing of the birds, the fragrance 
of the trees and grass—all these sym
bols of the joy of life conspired to 
arouse the love hunger of the woman. 
Why, after all, should Bhe not know 
happiness like other women? She had 
a sacredduty to, ffcrform, it was true, 
but would lt be less well done because 
she declined to stifle the natural lean
ings of her womanhood? Both her soul 
and her body called out "Let this man 
love yo>u; give yourself to him; he is 
worthy of your love." 

Half unconsciously she listened to 
his ardent wooing, her eyes shut as he 
spoke quickly, passionately, his breath 
warm upon her cheek: 

"Shirley; I offer you all the devotion 
a man can give a woman. Bay the one 
word that will make me the happiest 
or the most wretched of men. Yes or 
no! Only think well before you wreck 

BANANA TRADE OF ; 
THE OJUTED STATES 

Value of Bananas Imported in the 
Last Decade, One Hundred 

Million Dollars. 

You'll Do Better at Kelly's 

"Stay you will be my wife!" -
my life. I love you—I love you! I will 
watt for you if need be until the crack 
of doom. Say—say you will be my 
wife!" 

She opened her eyes. Hisface was 
bent close over hers-. Their lips almost 
touched. 

"Yes, Jefferson," she murmured, "I 
do love you!" 

His lips met hers in a long, passion
ate kiss. Her eyes closed, and :an 
ecstatic thrill seemed to convulse her 
entire being. The birds in the trees 
overhead sang in, more joyful chorus 
in-celebratlon of the betrothal. 

(TO BE coirrnraKDLj . 

An eight-hour bill ifor women in-all 
commercial and mechanical pursuits, 
except fruit-raising and preserving, 
is now before the California legisla
ture, and will' probably become law. 

Kansas City. Mo., Is the head
quarters of six international organ
izations of organized labor having a 
combined  ̂ membership of neatly 

Central America and the 
Indies Chief Sources of Sup

ply of Product; " : 

Practically the entire baiiana sup
ply of the United States comes from 
abroad. Efforts have been made from 
time to time to develop the banana 
industry in the extreme south and in 
California, but the domestic produc
tion is inconsiderable when compared 
with the importation. The banana, 
while probably a native of India,- is 
now grown in practically all tropical 
countlres, and among a considerable 
part of the human race ranks as high, 
as do cereal grains among the 'people 
of the temperate zones, and7it is said 
to produce more food upon a given 
area than wheat. The consumption 
of bananas in temperate zone cbun-
tries: has increased enormously in re
cent years. They are used chiefly in 
the natural state but in smaller, quan
tities of 'this flour are imported into 
the- United States but. in such' incon-

_ _S.idera.ble amounts'that the Bureau of 
of Statistics has not up to this, time 
found it advisable to separately en? 
umerate it among articles imported.. 

Fo.ur thousand million bananas 
were imported into the United States 
in the calendar year 1910. Tlhe ban
ana habit is a growing one in the 
United States. In the early 80's the 
value of bananas imported, according 
to the fiugres of the (Bureau of Statis
tics of the Department of Commerce 
and Labor, ranged between $1,000,-
000 and $2,000,000 per annum; by 
1890 the value had increased to$4,-
500,000, in the fiscal year of 1900 to 
nearly $6,000,000; and in the calendar 
year 1910, to practically$l 2,500,000; 
The rapid growth in this class of im
portations led the' Bureau of Statistics 
a few'years ago to call upon collec
tors of customs for the quantity as 
well as the value imported, and the 
figures of quantities, beginning with 
the year 1908, showed for that year 
35,750,000 bunches; in 1909, 39,500,-
000; and in 1910, a little over 40,000,-
000 bunches were imported. Assum
ing that those average 100 bananas 
to the bunch, a figure which the im
porters state to be a conservative es-' 
tlmate, the total number imported in 
1910 would aggregate approximately 
4,000 bannanas. 

The value of the bannas imported'' 
in the last decade aggregates in round 
terms $100,000,000. In the calendar 
year 19 Oil the total value of bananas 
imported was $6,750,000; In 190:6,$9,-
750,000; in 1907, $11)750,000; and in 
1910, $12,500,000. These ., figures of 
the values Of bananas- imported are 
the valuation at wholesale, prices in 
the countries from ivhlch exported to 
the United States, $jh1 the average 
price per bunch was' 3JL cents, as will 
be readily seen by deviding the 40,-
192, 958 buhches imported in 1910 
into the stated value of 12,433,334. 
How much money is paid by con-
stwners In the tJnited States for ban
anas cannot be estimated with ac
curacy, though the cost of freight, 
and and the profits of importers, 
wholesalers and retailers must add 
very materially to the $12,500,000 
paid for them in the / countries of 
production. 

Central America and the West In
dies are the chief sources of supply 
of the -bananas imported into the 
United States. Of the 40,000,000' 
bunches imported in the calendar year 
1910, 21,000,000. were* from Central 
America; 13,500,000 from British' 
West Indies; 2,500,000 from South 
America* principally Colombia and 
Dutch' Guiana; 2,000,000 from Cuba; 
and about: 1,000,000 from other coun
tries. Costa Rica is the largest 
source of supply in Central America,, 
Hondrus second, and Panama third, 
and Jamaica is the largest source of 
supply in the West India Islands. The 
United States is the world's largest 
importer of bananas. The United 
Kingdom is the next largest importer, 
her Imports of this articles in the cal
endar year 1909 being 6,250,000 
bunches, as against 39,500,000 
bunches imported into the United 
States in the same year. ,, .-•> 

Terms 
Week 

APRIL NUMBER TWENTIETH 
CENTURY MAGAZINE 

TRENCHANT CRITICISM 
BY BOSTON PAPER 

Hub's Foremost Publication Takes Is
sue With Post Office 

Official.' 

The Boston Globe has the* following 
editorial on the, order of Second-As
sistant Postmaster General, Joseph 
Stewart: 

"To. say that Mr. Joseph Stewart, 
second assistant postmaster general, 
was disingenuous In trying to make 
it appear that the union of the rail
way postal clerks is a secret organiz
ation, Is to put it mildly. 

"Mr. Stewart certainly knows that 
the railway-ihail clerks union is' not 
a secret body and that it is affiliated 
With the A. F. of L., one of whose 
fundamental rules regarding govern
ment employes is that they must tobey 
the rules of their department despite 
what they may think of the justice of 
such rules. Ih joining a union the 
postal employes take no "secret oath" 
or obligation, and Mr. Stewart Is guil
ty of lack of candor at least in say
ing that lfels incompatible vwlth the 
postal clerks' obligation to the./de
partment that they should assume an
other oath with a secret organiza
tion in the service which may at i|iiy 
time lnterfer with t^e obligations 
which' they have assumed upon en
tering the service." 

"It is a short-sighted policy. , It 
Will not result in gettin the best men 
for the service or in improving thS 
service postal employes, -being Aniff-
icati eitliens, will hardly subjnit td it." 

- The Twentieth Century magazine 
fpr April opens its fourth volune 
with an exceptionally attractive table 
of contents.' The series of papers de
voted to progressive leaders of the day 
Is this month concerned with "Ber
nard Shaw: A Prophet Who Laughs." 
This paper has been prepared by 
Francis Lamont Peirce, and is one of 
the brightest and most entertaining 
sketches 'of Bernard Shaw that has 
appeared in magazine leterature. 
George " Wharton James continues his 
important illustrated papers on the 
transformation of the desert into an 
empire of fertility. United States Sen
ator John D. Works writes at length 
on "Political and Moral Freedom." 
Ex-Governor Lucius F. C. Garvin dis
cusses "City Government." Bolton 
Hall writes on "What Tolstoi Taught." 
There are two full-page protraits of 
Tolstoi accompanying this article. 

Among other important discussions 
relating to vital questions of the hour, 
are "The Farmer and the Land Value 
Tax," by Herbert S. Bigelow. "The 
Reconstruction of the Church," by 
William H. Ramsay; "High Prices; 
Causes and Remedy." by Rev. Edgar 
F. Blanchard: The series of critical 
studies of leading dramas of the .day, 
which have become an interesting 
feature of this magazine, is continued 
this month by a consideration of "The 
'Passing of the Third Floor Back,", by 
thtf well-known author and lecturer, 
Rev; "Henry Frank. Mr. Fiower dis
cusses "edit6rially "The Republic's 
Peril" Through Indifferent Citizen
ship," ''The Shame of the Senate," 
"The Retirement of Richard Ballin-
ger," "Senator Bailey of Texas," and 
"The Administration and the Popular 
Magazines." The features, together 
with the usual departments devoted 
to the news of fundamental demo
cratic throughout the world, which' 
are making his magazine, indespen-
sable to progressive students of poli
tical and . economic questions, and the 
exceptionally interesting and valuable 
book study department, go to male up 
a magazine that should appeal to all 
patriotic, wide-awake and thoughtful 
citizens. 

WARNING TO SMOKERS 
OF NON-UNION CIGARS 

VOX POPULI VOX DEI. 
By the Rev. Charles Stelzle. 

It hate- long been acknowledged that 
"the voice of the people is the voice 
of God." The undiscerning may hear 
in the people's voice only a great 
roar of 'discontent, or the mutterings 
of the misguided mass. But he who 
has understanding will hear the "still, 
small voice," which speaks the will 
of God. 

The statesmen in every age, who 
have accomplished the things which 
have produced the greatest good for 
all the people, got their inspiration 
because they kept close to - the mass. 
Rarely does the vision come to the 
man who spends all of his time in 
the seclusion of the study. His touch 
on life is so slight, and his under
standing of the needs of men so in
adequate, that his outlook extends 
only to the limits of his own life and 
his narrow experience. It is only as 
a man comes into contact with others 
that his own life becomes larger and 
fuller, and It is out of this fullness 
that he is enabled to speak concern
ing the greater problems of life. 

No class of men have broader ex
perience than the "common people"— 
no class knows quite so well what it 
means to toil and to suffer and to 
sacrifice. None have higher aspira
tions and none exhibit deeper con
secration. It is because of this that 
God speaks through' them. 

Sometimes their expression of G6d'a 
will is crude. Sometimes it comes 
as a shock to men who have become 
accustomed to things as they are, who; 
quite satisfied with present conditions, 
are unwilling to be madev uncomfort
able by a change which may mean a 
readjustment in their method 'of liv
ing and in their way of doing busi
ness, But to stand in the way of 
progress is futile. It may be that 
it is necessary to oppose certain fea
tures—man-made and manrinspired— 
which have crept into the plans which 
the people present^ but back of them 
all^and beneath . them all will'be 
found "the hand of God. / 

Thhi has been proven in history. 
In the beginning of every great fight 
for the right and for progress, the 
leisured classes, the so-called upper 
classes, have been on the wrong side 
of the battle-field. The common peo-
ple-^-the men of uncommon senses 
to thess the world owes a debt of 
gratitude. • •: 

The Cigar Makers' union is active 
in presenting to the public revela
tions relative to the labor methods 
of the tobacco trust, especially in 
the manufacture of non-union cigars. 
It should be remembered that the 
tobacco trust also controls the United 
Cigar Stores company, now -doing 
business in most of the large cities of 
the country. As an instance >of the 
trust's labor-baiting methods, the 
conditions of the employes in one of 
the large centers of the clgarmaking 
industry is thus set forth: 

Large non-union factories have lo
cated in what is known as Polish 
•town, Detroit, to be close to the 
cheapest kind of labor, and they are 
filling their factories with' girls and 
women. 

They have a school in which thev 
claim to teach young Polish girls how 
to make cigars. The girl pays $5 for 
tuition and gets no wages for months, 
Each week, however, she gets a certi
ficate entitling her to $1 six months 
later, providing the payroll of the 
concern shows that she has worked 
six months faithfully for the firm. 

It is declared that these same con
ditions of employment can be found 
in all trust factories, which should 
prove sufficient warning to, the 
smoker of non-union cigars. .. 

•—— " 
REV. HERBERT & BIGELOW 

ON RAILROAD GOSPEL 

Men Love Darkness Rather .Thaw 
Light Because Their Dividends 

Are Evil. 

(For the Labor World.) 
The railroads have undertaken the 

education of the people. That is bet
ter than buying legislatures. But 
what are they teaching? Here is a 
sample, a golden text, posted at the 
stations of an eastern road: 

"To the Public and Employees: If 
the road is not making money, are 
you making money?" 

That is supposed to be a clincher 
for the boosting rates. It is a walk-
into-my-parlor-said-the-spider-to-the-
fly argument. Dear Mr. easy mer
chant, were you short last week after 
you had settled all accounts and paid 
your freight bills? Our dear fellow, let 
us help you by raising those freight 
bills. We would relieve your embar
rassment -by increasing your defict. 
Otherwise we might have a deficit. 
We might have to quit. ' 

The railroads suspend business? 
Banish the thought? That, Mr. Mer
chant, is more likely to happen to 
you. For this Caeser will have his 
due. Now what is his due? It is this— 
a fair return on actual investment 
of capital. 

Mr. Railroad Attorney, take your 
seat. It is not time for your spe
cial pleading. The material evidence 
is not yet in. First we demand a 
physical valuation of the property. 
We want some light on this subject. 
Why should you stand in the way of 
the light? Oh, of course, we know, 
for was it not written, "Men love 
darkness because their dividends are 
evil?" We agree, gentlemen, that 
your business shall pay. But we do 
not mean to help you make it pay on 
watered stock. 

We can not readily swallow, your 
little golden text, for we thlnk that 
you, in emulation of the whale that 
swallowed Jonah, are trying to take 
a profit but Of the water. i-~--

THE MARftlED MM. 

"When a man marries 
Trouble begins; x ^ 

Buttoning waists, , •*« > -
^ And putting in pins. v 
v Looking at bonnets . , 

To see if they're straight; 
. Ready to start, 

Then having to wait, ?' - - ^ " ;--
Hunting for robbers^ . 

Under each bed; _ <v 
Roused in the. night, -* ~f 

For a blanket to spread; 
When the rain com*#. . 

Though yo're wra#ptd in repbsit 
Roused with* a shou .̂ 

All the windows close. ^ 
Summoned at morn, — 

To start up tha firs: : 
j. Get in the milk,, * 

In your scanty Attire/4̂  : 

-• Run to the store. . ̂  
For the food you; would ^eatr~ % 

; Get in the- ice, i 
Ere it melts In th# sto|#tt?|.; 

Hurry , to work, , ' 

5?^ 
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Hurry back With yotnr pa&A 
When a man marries» 1 
f So -passes -

The French workman's pension la;* 
toes into forte oh .>j: 200,000. 


