— P—

6 THE SUN, SUNDAY, MAY

HOW  “TI

Miss Jessie Pope,

IE RAGGED

Who Edited Book

Which Created Sensation, Tells How
Manuscript Came to Her Attention

o S, evening a few montha
aue,t =ald Miss Jessie Pope,

O “a friend told me that her
ehildren's nurse had a manu-

arpl @ tin bex written by her \“.w !"l’t yoesterday,” continued Sawkins,
dead father, o Hocialist house painter, | ‘Why the bloody ‘ell don't you leave
The would be so grateful to learn the boy l.lono?" sald Harlow, another
y cpbnion - weaid 1 look at it?  The mlnl-jr- “If you don't like the tea you
prospect was anything but alluring. So- | needn’t drink it. I'm slck of listening
calton il not attract me, nefther did | ‘0"3'"_“ about It every damn day.”

(e 1torary output of an out at elbows I“f all very well for you to may 1
P besldes my own tragic call- heedn't drink It” answered Sawkins,
Tk careh for humor—1left me un- | but I've paid my share an’ I've got a
sapiilit gt pessimistic. But  weak | TIBht to express an opinlon. It's my
bl cr 1 sald ‘Yes'; told them to| Pelief that 'arf the money we give 'Im

i1 tull in, lugged that heavy tin
o3 vr< to my den, lifted the 14,

picked up Chapter I. with & yawn that
was w groan, and found 1 had
N..\ yacter hand drew the curtain
N { there was 1 In the big de-
ChYing vise, in company of the
plun the plasterer. the earpenter,
1 walching the hasty scamp-

work, listening to thelr din-
the natural, unvarnished
of a gang of workmen,
of the presence of an
r. This was the real thing!

| 8]
|das.

that, llke his elothing, were grimed wlth'

paint and dirt,

“Well, then you can’t have put enough
tea in or else you've bin usin’ up wot

Is spent In penny ‘oribles: ‘e's always
| Bot one In 'is hand; an' to make wot
tea ‘e does buy last, ‘e collects all the
op= wot's left and biles it up day after

“No, 1 don't!"” says Hert, who was on
the verge of tears, “It's not me wot
buys the things at all, 1 gives all the
money I gets to Crass, and ‘e buys them
'imself, 80 there!"”

At this revelation some of the men
furtively exchanged significant glances,
and Crass, the foreman, became very
red,

“You'd better keep your bloody thrup-
pence and make vour own tea after this
week,” he suid, nddressing Sawkins, “and
then p'raps we'll ‘ave a little peace at
meal times,”

“An' you needn't ask me to cook no
bloaters or bacon for you uo more,”
added Bert tearfully, “'cos 1 won't do it.”

Bawkins was not popular with any
of the others. When about twelve
months previously he first came to work
for Rushton & Co. he was o simple
laborer, but since then he had “picked
up” a slight knowledge of the trade, and
having armed himself with a putty knife
and put on a white Jucket regarded him-
self as a fully qualified painter. The
others perhaps did not object to him
trying to better his condition, hut his |
wages—flvepence an hour—were two- |
pence an hour less than the standard |
rate, and the result was that In Flal‘kl
turns a bLetter workman was often |
“stood off"” when Sawkins was Kept on, |
Morcover he was generally regarded as
& sneak who carrled tales to the fore-
man and the "bloke,” Every new hand |
was usually warned by his mates “not
to let that swine Sawking sce any-
thing.”

The unpleasant silence which now en-

wos e rough and vivid—and the
it throagh that unwieldy
iseript —in streaks certainly
but vavs there, 1 sald: ‘It's good.

1l Aind a publisher.'
| t csftated, immensely inter-
eated but warlly doubtful, The matter
hung in t vance for a few weeks——
the Fipt was  lmpossible as |t
stood 1t wanted editing  What a task!
o thousand words to be cut
dow and to be cut down with
the etie diserimination of an
ut Finally the tin box came
b} wis fired point blank at Mr,
Grant Richurds,  He didn't reel at the
blow wt he hugged the projectile
' m and sald: °‘I'll publish
t! The recoil came with the
gy n that I should be the editor,
¢ 1 quuiled, ho conxed, and—weak minded
ever | 'Yes" Tt took me two solld
monthi=. I readd the thing through four
times for o birdseye view, then
for the sors, then for the pen, and

lastly for the proofs
“f « the #tory of Rohert Tressall’s

book, ws fur as | am concerned.”

The K was published in England
*afew weeks wgo under the title of “The
Rarged Trousered Philanthroplsts” and
immediately created a sensation. A
copy rewched the hands of a firm of

Amearican I
Stokes Company,

the American

ibhiishers,
who at once secured
rights Ly cable,
will issue the book next Friday, the

24 Inst. Some extracts from Mr. Tres-
sall's work follow:

Tha house was named “The Cave.'
It wis a large old fashioned three
_.'.»r.ul bullding, standing In about an
acre of ground, a mile outside the town
of Mugsborough. It had been unoccu-
pied for many years, and was now be-
g altered and renovated for Its new
owner | the firm of Rushton & Co.,
buiiders and decorators.

Altogether  about  twenty-five men
wersa Working there--carpenters, plumb-

i erers, bricklayers and palnters,
besides several unskilled laborers. They
were putting new tloors where the old
bYnes were decaved, and mnking two
rooma Into one by demolishing the part-
ing wall and substituting an fron gir-
der. They were replacing window frames
and sashes, replustering cracked ceillngs
and walls, cutting openings and fitting
doors wi * no doors had ever been be-

era, nla

They

wera tnking down broken
mnev pots and fixing new ones in

r places.  They were washing the

§ ol wiash  off the ceilings and
Araping the old paper off the walls, The
alr full of the sounds of hammer-
g and sawing, the ringing of trowels,
the rattle of palls, the splashing of
witer hes and the seraping of the

atrippl Knives, It was also heavily
aden with dust and disease BEerms, pows
dered mortar, llme, plaster and the dirt
that had been ac umulating within the
oid house for years. In brief, those
employved there might be said to be llv-

/ing in a Tarlff Reform Paradise—they
nad Plenty of Work.

At 12 o'clock Bob Crass, the painter's
foreman, blew a prolonged blast upon a
whistle and all hands assembled in the
kitehen, where Liert, the apprentlee, had
alrendy prepared the tea in the large
kalvanized fron pall placed in the mid-
die of the floor. By the side of the
pall were 4 number of old jam jars,
mugs, dilapldated teacups, and one or
two empty condensed milk tins. Each
man on the “jJob" paid Bert threepence

+ & weels for the tea and sugar—they did
not hive milk-——and although they had
ffa at breakfast time as well as at din-
ner, the lad was generally considered
o ba muking a fortune.

Two pairs of steps latd sideways in
front of the fire at & distance of about
elght feet with a plank placed across,
#everal upturned palls, and the drawers
belonging to the dresser formed the seat-
ng accommodation., The floor was cov-
cred with all manner of debrls, dust,
dirt, fragments of old mortar and plas-
‘or. A pick of cement was leaning
against one of the walls, and a bucket
containing some stale whitewash stood
In one corner,

Af each man came in he filled his
oup, Jam jar or cordensed milk tin with
tea from the steamling pall before sit-
tne down. Most of them brought their
f -'-.1 In little wicker baskets, which they
field on thelr laps or placed on the floor
bax'de them.

At first thers was no attempt at con-
versatlon and nothing was heard but
the wounds of eating and drinking and
the frizzling of the bloater which
Faston, one of the painters, was toast-
:F':on the end of & pointed stick at the

) " *1 Gon't thisk much of this bloody

te," guddenly remarked Bawkins, one
of the labopers,

“Well, 1t oughter be all right,” retorted
Hert “it'e bin DN’ ever since ‘'art
Phst 11

Biert White was a frail looking, weedy,
Pals fuced boy 15 years of age and about
four fest nine inches in helght. Hls
trousers were part of a suit that he had
Once worn for best, but that was o long
4o that they had become too small for

} v, fting rather tghtly and scarcely
feuiliing the top of his patched and
broken hohnailed boots. The knees had

v Doon patehed with square pleces of cloth
meveral shades darker than the original
l"| rie, and these patches were now all

His coal was several slzes too

ren for Wim and hung ahout him like

Bty ragged sack. He was a pitiable

Epecincls of neglect and wretchedness

“% hie sul there on an upturned pail,

€uling Lils bread and cheese with fingers

holaks
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sued was at length broken by one of |
the men, who told a dirty story, and in
| the laughter and applause that followed, |
the incident of the tea was forgotten |

“How did you get on  vesterday?" |
asked Crass, addressing Bundy, the
plasterer, who was intenly studyving thei
!sportmg columns of the Daily Ubscurer,

“No luck,” replied Bundy gloomily,
“T had & bob each way on Stockwell I'“I
the first race, but it was scratched be- |
fore the start. |

This gave rise to a conversation be-
tween Crass, Bundy, and one or two
others concerning the chances of dif-
ferent horses in the morrow's races, It
was I'riday, and no one had much |
money, so at the suggestion of Hundy'
a syndicate was formed, each member |
contributing threepence. for the |n|r-|
pose of backing " dead certalnty” given !
by the renowned Capt Kiddem of the |
Obscurer, One of those who did not |
join the syndicate was Frank Owen,
who as usual seemed absorbed in a
newspaper. He was generally regarded
as a bit of a crank, for It was felt there
must be something wrong about a man
who took no interest in racing or foot-
ball. end was always talking a lot of
rot about religlon and polities. If it
had not been for the fact that he was
generally admitted to be an exception-
ally good workman they would have
had but little hesitation in thinking him
mad. Owen was about 32 years of age
and of medium helght, but so slightly
built that he appeared taller. His clean
shaven face showed a suggestion of re-
finement, his complexion was ominously
clear, and an unnatural color flushed
the thin cheeks,

There was a certaln amount of justifi-
cation for the attitude of his fellow
workmen, for Owen held the most un-
usual and unorthodox opinions, and it
waa becauss he was in the habit of
discussing them openly that his fellow
workmen came to the conclusion that
there was probably something wrong
with his mind.

When all the members of the syndi-
cate had handed over thelr contribu=-
tions Bundy went out to arrange mat-
ters with the bookie, and during his
absence Easton annexed the copy of the
Obscurer that Bundy had thrown away
and proceeded to work laborlously
through some carefully cooked statis-
tics relating to free trade and pro-
tection, Bert, his eyes starting out of
his head and his mouth wide open, was
devouring the contents of a paper called
the Chroniclea of Crime. Ned Dawson
—a poor devil who was pald fourpence
an hour for actihg as mate or laborer
to Bundy or the bricklayer, or any one
else who wanted him—Ilay down on the
dirty floor in a corner of the room and
with his coat rolled up as a pillow went
to sleep. Bawkins, with the same in-
tention, stretched himself at full length
on the dresser.

Most of the men Ut their pipes and &
desultory conversation ensued,

“Is that gent what's bought this ‘ouse
any relation to Sweater the Draper?”
asked Payne, the carpenter’a foreman.

“It's the same bloke,"” replied Crass,

“Didn't he used to be on the Town
Counecll or something 7"

“F's bin on the Councll for years”
returned Crass. “'E's on it now. 'E's
Mayor this year. 'E's bin Mayor sev-
eral times before."

“Let's see,” sald Payne reflectively.
“15 marriled old Grinder's sister, didn't
'a? You know who I mean, Grinder the
Green Grocer."”

“Yes, I belleve e did,” sald Crasas.

“It wasn't Grinder's slster,” chimed in
old Jack Linden. “It was 'ls nlece. 1
know, because I remamber working in
thelr "ouse just after they were married,
about ten years ago.”

“Oh, yes, I remember now,” sald
Payne, “she used to manage one eof
Grinder's branch shops." ‘

“Yes,” replled Linden. “I remembar!
it very well because there was a lot of
talk about it at the time, By all ac-
counts ole Bweater used to be a regler
‘ot un; no one never thought as he'd
ever git married at all; there was soma
funny yarns about several young
women what usged to work for him."”

This important matter being dlsposed
of there followed a brief silence, which
was presently broken by Harlow.

“Funny name to call a ‘ouse, aln't 1t
he sald. *'The Cave.' I wonder what
made ‘em give it a name lke that?"

“They calls 'em all sorts of outlandish
names nowadays," sald old Jack Linden,

“There’'s generally gome sort of mean-

-
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Ing to i, though,” observed Payne,
“For instance, if a bloke backed a win-
ner and made a plle, ¢ might call ‘is
‘ouse ‘Epsom Lodge' or ‘Newmarket
Villa."*

“Or sometimes there's a hoak tree or
a cherry tres in the garding,” sald an-
other man, “then they calls It ‘Hoak
Lodge” or ‘Cherry Cottage.' "

“Well, there's a cave up at the end of
this garden,” sld Harlow with a grin,
“you know, the cesspool, what the
drains of the 'ouse runs into; praps
they called It after that.”

“Talking about the drains’” sald old
Jack Linden, when the laughter pro-
duced by this elegant joke had ceased;
“talking about the drains, I wonder
what they're golng to do about them?"

“There's golng 10 be a new set of
dralns altogether,” replied Crass, “car-
ried right out to the road and connecto]
with the main.” g

Crass really knew no more about
what was golng to be done in this mat-
ter than did Linden, but he folt certaln
that this course would be adopted. He
never missed an opportunity of enhanc-
ing his own prestige with the men by

insinuating that he was in the confl«

dence of the firm.,

“That's goin' to cost a good bit,” mpaid
Linden.

“Yes, I supposs it will,” replled Crass,
“but money ain't mo object to old
Bweater. 'I's got tons of It; you know
‘e's got a large wholesale business in
London and shops all over the bloody
country, besides the one "e's got ‘ere.”

Easton was stlll reading the Obscurer,
He was not able to understand exactly
what the compller of the figures was
driving at-—probably the latter never
Intended that any one should under-
stand-—but he was consclous of a grow-
Ing feeling of indignation and hatred
against forelgners of every description,
who were ruining this country, and he
began to think that it was about time
we did something to protect ourselves,
Still it was a very difficult questlon; to
tell the truth he himself could not make
head or tall of it. At length hes sald
aloud, addressing himself to Crass:

“Wot do you think of this ‘ere fisgleal
policy, Bob?"

“Aln't thought much about it," replied
Crass, “I don't never worry my ‘ed
about politles."

“Much better left alone,” chimed in
old Jack Linden sagely, ' ‘argyfyin'
about politics generally ends up with a
bloody row an’ does no good to nobody,”

At this there was a murmur of ap-
proval from severa! of the others, Most
of them were averse to arguing or
disputing about politics, L . .

Kaston began to regret that he had
broached so objectlonable a wubject
when, looking up from his paper, Owen
sald:

“Does the fact that you never trouble
your heads about politics prevent you
from voting at electlon times?"

No one answered, and there ensued a
brief sllence. Easton, however, In splte
of the snub he had recelved could not
refrain from talking.

“Well, I don't go In for politics much
elither, but if what's In this ‘ere paper
Is true it seems to me as we oughter
take wome intercst in it when the coun-
try Is belng ruined by foreigners.”

“If you're goln' to belleve all that's in

the bloody rag you'll want some salt’”
sald Harlow,

The Obscurer was a Tory paper nnr'.i
Harlow was a member of the local
Liberal Club, |

Harlow's remark roused Crass,

“Wot's the uss of talkin' llke that?"/|
he said, *“You know very well that!
the country is being rulned by forelgners,
Just go to a shop to buy something; |
look ‘round the place an’ you'll sea that |
mora than ‘arf the damn stuff comes|
from abroad. They're able to sell thelr
goods 'era because they don't 'ave to
pay no dooty; but they takes care to
put ‘eavy dootles on our goods to keep
'em out of their countries—and 1 eay !
it's about time it was stopped.”

“'Lar, 'ear!"” sald Linden, who always
agreed with Crass, becauss tha latter,|
being in charge of the job, had 1t in his
power to put in a good—or bad—waord
for a man to the hoss, *'Ear, 'ear! |
Now that's wot I call common sense.”

Several other men, for tha same rea-
son as Linden, echoed Crass's sentl-
menta, but Owen laughed contemptu-,
ously, |

of stuff from forelgn ocountries”
Harlow, “but they buys more from us
than we do from them." |

“Now you think you know a "ell of a |
lot,” sald Crass; *"'ow much more did/
they buy from us last year (han we
did from them?"

Harlow looked foollsh, As a mutter
of fact, hls knowledge of the subject
was not much wider than Crass's. IHe
mumbled something about having no
‘ed for flgures and offered to bring full
particulara next day, |

“You're wot 1 call a bloody windhag,”
continued Crass. “Yow've got a ‘ell of
a lot to sAy, but w'en it comes to the
point you don't know nothin'”

“"Why, even ‘ere in Mugshorough.™
chimed In SBawkins, who though still
lying on the dresser had been awakened
by the shouting, “we're overrun with
‘em! Nearly all the waiters and the
cook at the Grand Hotel, where we wus
working last month, is foreigners.”

“Yeg," said old Joe Philpot tragically,
“and then there's all them Hlitallan
horgan grinders, an’ the blokes wot |

said

sells chestnuts; an' w'en | wos g...l.'l
‘ome last night I see a lot of them |
Frenchles sellin® hunions, an' a litle |

w'ile afterwards T met two more of """|
comin' up the acreet with a bear.”

Notwlthstanding the disquieting na-|
ture of this intelligence Owen agaln
laughed, much to the Indigation of the
others, who thought it was a very se-
rlous state of affuirs and sald It was o
damn shame that these people were ul-
lowed to take the bread out of English |
people’'s mouths—they ought to be driven |
into the bleody sea. |

And g0 the talk continued, principally
carried on by Crass and those who agreed
with him, None of them really under-|
stood the subject—not one of them had
ever devoted fifteen consecutive minutes
to the earnest investigation of it

When the storm had In some degree
subsided Owen said sneeringly:

“Some of you scem to think that it
was a great mistake on God's part to
make ko0 many forelgners. You nugh'!
to hold & mass meeting about it and
puss a resolution someinlng like tialu:‘

17,

1914
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“This meeting of British Christlans here-
by indignantly protests agalnst the ac-
tion of the Supreme Being in having
created so many foreigners, and ealls
upon Him to rain down fire, brimstone
and mighty rocks forthwith upon the
heads of all those Philistines,
they may be utterly exterminated from
the face of the earth, which rightly be-
longs to the Hritlsh people'*”

Crass looked very Indignant, but could
thing of nothing to say in answer to
Owen, who continued:

“A little while ago you made the re-
mark that you never trouble yourself
about what you call polities and some
of the rest agreed with you that to do
80 18 not worth while, Well, since you
never  ‘worry' yourself about
things, 1t follows that you know noth-
ing about them; yet you do not hesitate
to express the most declded opinions
concerning matters of which vou ad-
mittedly know nothing, Presently, when
there is an election, you will go and
vote in favor of a policy of which you
know nething, 1 that, slnce you

to express any opinion,
o vole,
vote™

You are not it
You should not be allowed to

Crass was by this time very angry,

“l1 pays my rates and taxes,” -he

| #houted, “an’ I've got as much right to

express an opinion as you 'ave, 1 voles
for who the bloody ‘el 1 likes., I sha'n't
arst your leave nor noboady else's! Wot

the "ell’'s it got to do with you who 1
votes for”" .

“It has n great deal to do with me,
If you vote for protectlon you will be

helping to bring it about, and if you
suceeed, and if protection 18 the evll
that some people say it is, 1 shall be one

of those who will suffer, 1 say vou have
no right to vote for a policy which may
bring suffering upon bther people, with.

ol tuking the trouble to find out
whether you are helplng to make things
bitter or Worse,"

Owen fad risen from his seat and was
walking up and down the room empha-
sizing hls words with excited gestures,

I never sald free trade bhrought hap-
piness or prosgperity,” sald Owen,

“Well, p'raps you didn't say exactly
them ords, but that's wot it amounts
to,"

“I never sald anything of the kind.
We've had free trade for the last fifty
vears and to-day most people are living

in a condition of more or less abject
poverty  and thousands are literally
itarving When we had  protsetion
things were worse still. Other countries

have protection and yet many of their
peafe are glad to come here ané work
for stivotion wages, The only differ-
ence botwoern free trade and protection
Is that under certaln clreomstances one
might bo a Hitle than the other,
but as remmedies for poverty neither of
them is of any real whatever for
the simple reasan that they do not deal
with the real causes of poverty."

“The greatest of poverty Is
hover population,” remuarked Harlow.

“Yes" suid old Joe Philpot, “if a boss
wints two men, twenty goes after the
job; there's too many peoplsa and not
enongh avork.”

“Overpopulation!” cried Owen, "when
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there's thousand of acres of unculti-
vated land In England without a house
or human being to be geen! I8 overpopiv
latlon the causg of poverty in Franaet Is
overpopulation the cause of poverty in
Irelnnd? Within the last fifty years the
population of Ireland has been reduced
by more than half. Four millions of
people have been extermimated by fam-
ine or got rid of by emigration, but
they haven't got rid of the poverty.
Perhaps you think that half the peo-
ple In this country ought to be exter-
minated as well. That's the sort of
opinion that philanthrapists like you,
who spend your lives In slavery for
other people, might be expected to hold.”

Laborer

marked Philpot, whoss principal char-
acteristic—apart @rom  thiret—wan »
desire to saee evary ons comfortable nné
who hated rows of any kind, “thore
aln't no usa in the lkes of ua trubbiin’
our ‘eds or quarrelling about pelitics.
It don't make a damn bit of difference
who you votes for or who gets In.
They're hall the same; workin' the
horlele for thelr own beneflt, You can
talk tlll you'ra black In the face, hut
You won’t never be able to alter it, It's
no use worrying. The gensible thing 1«
to try and make the best of things aa
we find "em; enjoy ourselves and dn the
best we can for each other. Life's too
short to gquarrel and we'll hall soon be

Here Owen was selzed with a violent
it of coughing
When the cough had ceased he sat wip- |
i ing

and listening to the talk that ensued. |
“Drink I8 the cause of most of the | 8tewed tea and not

| poverty,” said Rlyme,

This young man had been through
| some strange process which he called
“conversion.” He had had a “change
lof ‘art” and looked down with plous
I pity upon those he ealied “worldly" peo-
| ple. He was not “worldly,” he did not
| smoke or drink, and never went to
the theatre. He had an extraordinary
notion that total abstinence was one of
the fundamental principles of the Chris-
tinn  religion. It never occurred to
what he called his mind that this doe-

trine is an insult te the Founder of
Christlanity.
“Yes,” snid Crass, agreeing with

| Blyme, “an’ there's plenty of "em wol's
[tm. lazy to work when they can get it.
| Bome of the swine who go about plead-
| ing poverty ‘ave never done a fair day's
!Wurlt in all thelr bloody live®. Then
;I‘wr--'n all this new fangled machinery,”
| continued Crass, “that's wot's ruinin’
everything. FEven In our trade there's
| them machines for trimmin' wall paper,
an' now they've brought out a paintin’
machine. There's a pump an' a' ‘ose
pipe, an’ they reckon two men ecan do
as much with this ‘ere machine as
twenty cou'd without .

“Another thing 18 women,” sald Har-
low; “there’s thousands of ‘em nowadays
doin® work wot oughter be done by
men."”

“In my opinion there's too much of
thig ‘ere eddication, nowadays,” re-
marked old Linden; “wot the ‘ell's the
good of eddication to the likes of us?"

“None whatever,” gald Crass. *It Just
puts foollsh idens into people's 'eds and
makes ‘em too lazy to work.”

Owen was listening to this pitiable
farrago with feelings of contempt and
wonder. Were they all hopelessly stus
pid?  Had their intelligence never de-
veloped beyond the #tuge of childhood?
Or was he mad himself?

“Early marriages is another thing,"
sald Elyme. *“No man oughtn't to be
allowed to get married unless he's ina
position to keep a family.”

“How can marriage be a ecause of
poverty 7" sald Owen, contemptuously,
“A man who (8 not married is living an
unnatural life. Why don't you continue
Your argument a little further and say
that the practice of eating and drin®ing
1= the cause of poverty, or that if vwonle
wers to go barefoot and naked thers
would be no poverty? The man who
{8 8o poor that he cannot marry s in
a conditlon of poverty already.”

“Wot I mean,” sald Slyme, “is that
no man oughtn't to marry till he's
saved up enough o as to 'ave Bomae
money in the bank;: an' another thing,
I reckon a man oughtn't to get married
till 'e's got a 'ouse of "is own, It's
easy enough to buy one in o bullding
society if you're in reg'lar work."”

At this therea was a general laugh,
“Why, you bloody fool,” said Harlow
ornfully, “most of us {8 walkin' about
‘urf our time, It's all very well for you
to talk; you've got almost a constant
Job on this firm. 1f they'ra doin’ apy-
thing at all you're one of the few wot
| Eets a show in, And another thing.”
i]m added, with a sneer, “we don't all
| EO to the same chapel as old Misery,"

‘ “Old Misery” was Rushton and Com-
Cpany’s manager or walking foreman,
“Misery” was only one of the nick-
names bestowed upon him by the hands:
he was also known as “Nimrod” and
"Iontius Pllate.”

“And wot about drink?"
| old Joe Philpot suddenly,

“Har, 'ear,” cried Harlow,
bleedin'  talk, T wouldn't

‘avin® 'arf a pint now If somebody else
will pay for it"

Joa Philpot—-or, as he was usually
| called, “Old Joe"—wne In the habit of

demanded

“That's

| the

[ never take the trouble to find out which | indulging rather freely in the cup that
“Yes, it's quite true that we gets a_lot side Is right or wrong, you have no right | inehriates,

He
Ing only a lttle over 50, but he looked
Imluh older. He had lost his wife some
(five years ago and was now alone in
the world, for his three children had

and resumed his seat. |

mind |

was not very old, be- !

dead!”
At the end of this lengthy speoch the
philosophie Philpot abstractedly grasped

his mouth with his handkerchier | 8 Jam Jar and raised it to his lps, but

fuddenly remembering that it contalned
beer, set it down
agaln without drinking.

"It us begin at the beginning,” con-
| tinued Owen, taking no notice of thasa
interruptione.,  “Flrst of all, what do
! you mean by poverty 7"

i “Why, If you've got no money of

| cours=e,” gald Crass impatiently,

| The others laughed disdainfully. Tt
secmed to them such a foolish question

I "Well, that's true enough as far as it

| goes,” returned Owen, “that is, as things
{ are arranged In the world at present
| But money in {tself 18 not wenlth; it's

of no use whatever.”

At this there wus another outhurst

of jeering laughter,

“"Bupposing, for exampls, that vou and
| Harlow were shipwrecked on a desolate
| Island ard you had =aved nothing froam
| the wreck but a bag containing a theu-
t#and sovereigns and he had a tin of
| blecutts and a bottle of water.”

’ “Make it beer!" eried Harlow appeal-
Inely.

“Who would be the richer man, you
or Harlow?"

“But then, you
wrecked on no dissolute island at all,”
sneered Crase., “That's the worst of
| your arguments, You can't never get
very far without supposing some hlandy
ridiclus thing or other., Never mind
about supposing things wot nin't true;
let's ‘ave facts and common sense,"

“'Ear, 'ear,” sald old Linden, “that's
wot woe want—a little eommon sense."

“What do you mean by poverty,
then?" asked Easton

“What 1 call poverty is when peapla
ara not able to secure for themselves
all the benefits of clvilization--the nec-
essaries, comforis, pleasures and retine
ments of life: leisure, books, theatres,
pletures, musle, holidays, travel, good
and beautiful homes, good clothes, good
and pleasant food."”

Everybody lau,bhed. Tt was so ridicu-
lous. The iden of the likes of them
wanting or having such things! Any
doubts that any of them had entertained
as to Owen's sanlty disappeared,

“If n man 18 only able to provids
himself and his fumlily with the bare
noecessaries of existence, that man’'s
| family is living in poverty. Since he
!(-:mnut enjoy the advantages of elviliza-
tion he might just as well be a savage;
better, In fact, for a savage does not
know what he {8 deprived of, What we
call civilization—the accumulation of
knowledire which has come down to us
from our forefathers—is the fruit of
thousands of years of human thought
and toil. 1t Is not the result of the
labor of the ancestors of any separate
class of people who exist to-day, and
therefora it s by right tha common
{ herftage of all. IEvery little child that

see, wa aln't ship-

lls born into the world, no maltter
!\\'hf-llu-r he s clever or dull, whether
he is physically perfect or lame, or

ll-lin.i. no matter how much he may

excel or fall short of his fellows
in other mwesnects, In one thing ay least
he is their equal--he {8 one of the heira
of all the nges that have gone before

| Some of them began
| whether Owen was not sane
He certainly must be a clever sort of
chap to be able to talk like thia,
Il “Why I8 I, continued Owen,
we are not only deprived of ou
tance —wa are not only deprived of
nearly all the benefits of civilization,
but we and our children are also oftea
unable to obtain even the bare neces-
saries of existence?”

No one answered,

wonder
after all

“All these things,” Owen proceeded,
“are produced by those who work,. Wa
do our full share of the work: therefore,
we should have a full share of the
things that are made by work."”

The others continued sllent. Harlow
thought of the overpopulation theory,
but decided not to mention it, Crass,

whao could not have given an intelligent

tanswer to save his life, for once had
}tum-'.'-nr #ense to remain silent, o
jdid think of calling out the patent

“mml pumping machlne and bringing

died in their infancy, Slyme's reference | [he hose pipe to bear on the subject,
to drink had roused Philpot's l“‘“l:'ih"t abandoned the {dea; after all, he
nation; he felt that it was directed | thousht, what was the use of arguiug

| against himself. The muddled condi-
Itlun of his brain did not permit him
to tuke up the cudgels In his own he-
half, but he knew that, although Owen
| wWas a teetotaler himself, he disliked
| Blyme,

“There's no need for us to talk about
drink or luziness,” returned Owen, im-
| patiently, “because they have nothing
to do with the matter, The guestion is,
what I8 the caus: of the lifelong poverty
of the majority of those who are not
drunkards and who do work? Why, If,
by gome miracle, all the drunkards and
won't works and unskilled or inefficient
workers could be transformed into sober,
| Industrious, and skilled workers to-mor-
row, it would, under the present condl-
tions, be g0 much the worse for us, be- |
cause there isn't enough work for all
now, and those people, by increasing |
the competition for what work there is,
would inevitably cause a reduction of
wages and a greater scarcity of em-
ployment. The theories that drunken-
ness, laziness. or inefliciency are the
causes of poverty are so many devicea

fwith such a fool as Owen?

Sawkins pretended to be asleep.

Philpot, however, had suddenly grown
very serious,

“As things are now."” went on Owen,
“Instead of enjoying the advantages of
civillzation we are really worse off than
slaves, for If we were slaves our owners,
in thelr own interest, would see to It
that we always had food and—-"

“Oh, I don't ses that,” roughly Inter-
rupted old Linden, who had been listen-
ing with evident anger and {mpatience.
“You can speak for yourself, but 1 can
tell yer 1 don't put myself down as a
slave,"”

“Nor me nelther,” sald Crass aturdily,
“Let them call thelrselves slaves am
wants to.”

At th!s moment a footstep wwus heard

in the passage leading to tha kitchen.
Old Misery! or perhaps the Bloke
himself!

Crass hurriedly pulled out his watch,

Linden frantically eelzed hold of a
pair of steps and hegan wandering about
the room with them.

Bawkins scrambled hastily to hia feat

invented and fosiered by those who are
selfishly interested
present state of affairs, for the pur-
pose of preventing us from discovering
the real canses of our present oondi-

“Well, if we‘re all wrong,” sald Crass

with a s&neer, “p'raps you can tell us

whit the real cause js?
“An' p'raps you think you know how

I's to be altered,” remarked Harlow,
winking at the others,
“Yes, 1 do think I Know the cause,"

declured Owen, “and 1 do think 1 know
how it could be altered-—""

“It can't never be altered,” inter-
rupted old Linden, *“I don't see no
gense in all this 'ere talk, Thoo's al-
wiyd been rich and poor in the world
and there alwuys will be”

in maintaining the |

tien." J

“Wot I always say Is this ‘ere,” re-

and, snatching a pleca of sandpaper
from the pocket of his apron, started
furiously rubplng down the scullerv
door.

Easton threw down the copy of the
Gdscurer and scrambled hastily 9 misd
feer,

The boy erammed the “Chronicles of
Crime"” into his trousers pocket,

Crass rushed over to the bucket and
began stirring up the stale whitewarh
it contained, although the stench which
it gave forth was simply appalling,

Consternation relgned,

They looked liko a gang of malefac-
tors suddenly interrupted cam-

i the

wmlsslon of a crime
The doop apened It w nly Buanidy
returning from hils mission to  tha

bookle.
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