
.HOW "THE RAGGED TROUSERED PHILANTHROPISTS" SAW PRINT
Miss Jessie Pope, Who Edited Book
Which Created Sensation, Tells How
Manuscript Came to Her Attention

--vSi; evening a few months
I 1 ago," said Miss Jesslo l'opc,' ".i frloud toll mo that her

children's nurso hud a niunu- -

fcr,i,l in ii tit) box written liy h'--

d.ail father, Socialist houso painter.
The f- rl would ' grateful to loam
! niiliitoii noo'id I look lit It? Tho
tfwin-c- t anything l"t alluring.

did not attract me, neither did)
the htu.iry output i un oui ai ciuows
kfltiit r besides my own truglc coil-In- s

ti for humor left mo
nnd pessimistic. Hut weak

minded i.t. 1 Hiild 'Yes'j told them to
unit in stuff HiRKPd that heavy tin
tn lo my den, lifted tho lid,
lHk'l up li.ipt'T 1, with u yawn that

a luif a groan, and found 1 hud
(iriick gold'

"A master hand drew tho curtain
.Id .U"l there wa 1 In tho big

Iwie, 111 company of tho
plumt'ir thi' plasterer, tho carpenter,
the I": ' r. watching thn hasty scampi-
ng ct work, listening to their din-

ner hmir t ilk, thn natural, unvarnished
cuncrni;i 'i nf n gang of workmen,
unfiiS'H-uMi- i "f "lp presence of un
fftVfMlriipP r. Thin wan the real thing!
This w.m llf rough and vivid and tho
pnM rin r.ghl throtiKh that unwieldy
bulk cf ni.iiuiMTlpt In Ktroaks certainly

but always there. 1 said: 'lt'u good.
I'll And a publisher.'

"Til- - HrM hesitated. Immensely Inter-
filed but warily doubtful. Tho matter
hung in the balance for a few weeks
the in.uni.--i rlt was Impossible as It
flood It w.tnted editing What a task!
Three hundred ihoiiKind words to be cut
dawn P half, and to be cut down with
thn " utpathetlo illsvrlnilnatlnn of an
ethn-is- t' Finally iin tin box camo
tuik J' I was tired iolnt blank at Mr.
0mm Italianls. lie didn't reel at tho
Mow In f.iet he hugged tho projectile
to Ins Ihihoiu and said: 'I'll publish
tliH '"K ' Tho recoil camo with tho

itt that I should bo tho editor.
1 quailed, lin coaxed, and weak minded
ever I Mid 'Ves.' It took mo two solid
montti I r.nl the thine through four
times tlr.-- i for a blrdseyo view, then
for the s then for the pen, and
last.y fir tho proofs,

"Th.it is the story of Itohert Trossall's
book, ns far as I am concerned."

The book was published In England
t few weeks ago under the title of "Tho
Ituwd Trousered I'hlhiutliroplsts" and
Immediately created a hensatlon. A
cory reached tho hands of a tlnn of
American publishers, Frederick A.
fc'tokrs Company, who at once secured
the American rights by cable. Thev
will Imiuo the t,ook next Friday, tho
22d hist. Some extracts from Mr. Trcs-all'- jj

work follow:

The house was named "The Cave."
It was a largo old fashioned threo

(torlcd bulldlntf, standing In about an
acre, of ground, a mile outsldo the town
of Mticsborougli. It had been unoccu-
pied for muny years, and was now be-in- ,;

altered and renovated for Its now
uwner by the llrm of Itushton & Co.,
builders and decorators.

Altogether about twenty-fiv- e men
wero working t litre carpenters, plumb-
ers, plasterers, bricklayers and painters,
besides fcuver.U unskilled laborers. They
were putting nw floors where tho old
mes were decayed, and making two
rooms Into ono by demolishing tho parti-ng wall and substituting an Iron Bir-
der. They were replacing window frames
hiu sashes, replastcring cracked celllnRS
and walls, cutting openings and tlttliiK
doors whero no doors had ever been be-
fore They were Inking down brokenUmney pots and llxlng new ones in
their places. They were washing tho

f old whitewash off tho ceilings and
craping tlm old paper off the walls. Tho
a!r was full of tho sounds of hammeri-ng and hawing, tho ringing of trowels,
the rattle of palls, the splashing of
water brushes and the scraping of tho
stripping knives. It was also heavily
laden with dust and disease germs, pow-
dered mortar, lime, plaster and the dirt
that had been accumulating within the
old house for years. In brlnf, those

) employed there might ho said to be llv- -
' Ing tn a TarlfT Iteform Paradise they

had Plenty of Work.
At 12 o'clock Hob Crass, the painter's

foreman, blow a prolonged blast upon a
whistlo and all hands assembled In the
kitchen, where Hert. tho apprentice, had
already prepared the tea in tho largi.
icalvanlzed Iron pail placed In the mid-
dle of tho ttoor. Hy the wide of tho
pill wc.ro a number of old Jam Jars,
mugs, dilapidated teacups, and ono or
two empty condensed milk tins. Each
man on tho "Job" paid Hert threepence

, wcok for tho tea and sugar they did
not hf.vo milk and although they had

i nmo as well as at dln-n- r,

tho lad was generally considered
to bo making a fortune.

Two pairs of uteps laid sideways In
front of tho fire at u distance of about
flsrht feot with a plank placed across,
jeveral upturned palls, ond the drawers
telonglnK to the dresser formed the scat-la- p

accommodation. The floor was cov-
ered with all manner of debris, dust,
dirt, fragments of old mortar and plas-
ter. A sack of cement was leaning
CTlnst one of the walls, and a bucket

containing some etalo whitewash stood
In ono corner.

As each man came in he filled his
eup, Jam Jar or condensed milk tin with
ea from tho steaming pall before slt-tln- if

down. Most of them brought their
fowl In little wicker baskets, which they
held on their laps or placed on tho floor
bejrfde them.

At first there was no attempt at con-
versation and nothing was heard but
the nounds of eating and drinking and
the frizzling of the bloater which
Easton, ono of the painters, wan toast-
ing on the end of a pointed stick at the
lire.

"I don't think much of this bloody
tea," suddenly romarltcd Bawklns, one
of the laborers.

"Well, it oughter be all right." retorted
ert "it's bin bllln' ever slnc 'art

Piwt IJ.'
Irt White was a frail looking, weedy,

pal faced boy IS years of age and about
four feet nine inches In height. His
trousers were part of a suit that he. hod
flncs worn for bt, but that waa bo long
uko that they had beenmo too small for

) I'hn, fitting rather tightly and scarcely
t JtttchlDg tho top of his patched and

JfVen hobnailed boots. Tho knees had
been patched with square pieces of cloth
'ver,ii rthadea darker thun tho original
fabric, und tlinhe patches were now all
n i.ik. His coat wus fcoveral sized too

largo for him and hung about him like
dirty rugged sack. Ho was a pitiable

peetnrlo of neglect Hnd wrotchedneHH
"f he sat there on an upturned pall,
("ting his breud and cheese with fingers

that, like hla clothing, were grimed withpaint und dirt.
"Well, then you can't ihave put enough

tea in or elso you'vo bin tisln up wot
wus left yesterday," continued Hawkins.

"Why tho bloody ell don't you lenvo
tho boy alono?" said Hurlow, anotherpainter. "If you don't llko tho tea you
needn't drink It. I'm sick of listening
to you about It every damn day."

"It's ull very well for you to say I
needn't drink It," nnswered Sawklns,
"but I've paid my sharo an' I've got aright to express an opinion. It's my
belief that 'nrf tho money wo glvo 'lm
Is spent In penny 'orlbles; 'o's always
got one In 'Is hand: nn' to make wot
tea 'o does buy last, 'c collects all tho
slops wot's left and biles It up day after
day."

"No, 1 don't!" says Hert, who was on
tho verge of tears. "It's not me wot
buys the things nt all. I gives all tho
money I gets to Crass, and 'c buys them
lmself, so there!"

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

"Vou'd better keep your bloody thrup-ponc- e

and make your own tea after this
week," ho said, nddrcsslng Hawkins, "and
then p'raps we'll 'nvo a llltlo peace at
meal times."

"An you needn't ask me to cook no
bloaters or bacon for you no more,"
added Hert tearfully, "'cos I won't do It."

Hawkins was not popular with any
of thn others. When about twelve
months previously he tlrst camo to work
for Itushton & Co. ho was a slniplo
laborer, but since then he had "picked
up" a slight knowledge of tho trade, und
having tinned himself with u putty knife,
and put on n whlto Jacket regarded him-
self as a fully qualMed painter. The
others perhaps did not object to him
trying to better his condition, but his
wages llvepenco nn hour wero two-
pence n hour less than tho standard
rate, and tho result was that In slack
turns a better workman was often
"stood off' when Sawklns was kept on.
Moreover ho was generally regarded as
a sneak who carried tales to the fore-
man and the "Moke." Every new hand
was usually warned by Ills mates "not
to lot that swine Sawklns sec any-
thing."

Tho unpleasant sllcnco which now en-
sued was ut length broken by one of
tho men. who told a dirty story, and In
tho laughter and npp'.ausc that followed,
the Incident of tho tea was forgotten.

"How did you get on yesterday?"
asked Crass, addressing Hunily, the
plasterer, who wus Intenly Mudylng the
sporting columns of the Daily Obscurer.

"No luck," replied Hundy gloomily.
"I had a bob each way on Htockwell in
tho tlrst rucr-- , but It was scratched be-
fore tho start."

This gavo rise to a conversation be-
tween Crass, Hundy. nnd ono or two
others concerning tho chances of nt

horses In the morrow's races. It
was Friday, nnd no ono had much
money, so at tho suggestion of Hundy
a syndicate was formed, cuch member
contributing threepence, for th pur
pose of backing "u dead certainty" given
by the renowned Capt KIddem of the
Obscurer. Ono of thoso who did not
Join the syndicate wus Frank Owen,
who as usual deemed absorbed in a
newspaper. He was generally regarded
as u bit of n crank, for It wus felt there
must be something wrong about a man
who took no Interest in ruclng or foot-
ball, und was always talking a lot of
rot about religion and politics. If It
hnd not been for the fact that ho wus
generally admitted to be an exception-
ally good workman they would have
had but little hesitation In thinking him
m.id. Owen was about 32 years of age
and of medium height, but so slightly
built that he appeared taller. His clean
shaven face showed a suggestion of re-
finement, his complexion wns ominously
clear, and nn unnatural color Hushed
the thin cheeks.

Thcro was a certain nmount of Justifi-
cation for the attitude of his fellow
workmen, for Owen held tho most un-

usual and unorthodox opinions, and It
was because he was In tho habit of
discussing them openly that his fellow
workmen camo to the conclusion that
thero was probably something wrong
with his mind.

When all tho members of t(ie syndl-cat- o

had handed over their contribu-
tions Hundy went out to arrange mat-
ters with tho bookie, and during his
absenco Easton annexed the copy of the
Obscurrr that Hundy had thrown away
and proceeded to work laboriously
through some carefully cooked statis-
tics relating to free trndo and pro
tection. Hert, his eyes starting out of
his head nnd his mouth wide open, was
devouring the contents of a paper called
the Chronicle of Crime. Ned Dawson

a poor devil who was paid fourpence
an hour for acting as mate or laborer
to Hundy or the bricklayer, or any ono
elso who wanted him lay down on tho
dirty floor In ft corner of the room and
with his coat rolled up as a Dlllow went
to sleep. Bawklns, with tho same In
tention, stretched himself at full length
on the dresser.

Most of the men lit their pipes and a
desultory conversation ensued.

"Is that gent what's bought tnts 'ouso
any relation to Sweater tho Draper?"
asked Payne, tho carpenter's foreman.

"It's tho same Moko," replied Cross.
"Didn't ho used to be on tho Town

Council or something?"
"E'b bin on tho Council for years,"

returned Crnus. '"E's on It now. 'E'h
Mayor this year. 'E's bin Mayor sev-
eral times before"

"Let's sec," said Payne reflectively,
'"E married old Grinder's sister, didn't
'e? You know who I mean, Grinder the
Green Grocer."

"Yes, I believe 'e did," said Crass.
"It wasn't Grinder's-ulster,- chimed In

old Jack Linden. "It was 'Is niece. 1

know, because I remember working In
their "ouse Just after they wero married,
about ten years ugo."

"Oh, yes, I remember now," said
Payne, "who used to manage one of
Grinder's branch shops."

"Yes," replied Linden. "I romeinhor
It vary well because thero was a lot nf
talk about It ut tho time. Hy all ac-

counts ole Bweater used to bo a regler
'ot un; no ono never thought as he'd
over git married at all; thero was some,
funny yarns about several young
women what used to work for him."

This Important matter being disposed
of there followed a brief nllonce, which
was presently broken by Harlow,

"Funny namo to call a 'ouse, nln't It?"
he said. " 'Tho Cave.' I wonder what
made 'em give It u namo llko that?"

"Thoy calls 'em nil sorts ot outlandish
names nowadays," said old Jack Linden.

"There's generally eorae sort of mean- -
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Ing to It, though," observed Payne.
"For Instance, If a bloko backed a win-
ner nnd made u pile, e' might call 'Is
'ouso 'Epsom Lodge' or 'Newmarket
Villa." "

"Or sometimes there's a honk treo or
a cherry tree In tho gnrdlng," said er

man. "then they calls It 'Hoak
Lodge' or 'Cherry Cottnge.' "

"Well, there's a cave up at the end of
this Burden," mid Harlow with u grin,
"you know, tho cesspool, whnt tho
drains of tho 'ouse runs Into; prapb
they called It after that."

"Talking about the drains," said ol?
Jack Linden, when tho laughter pro-
duced by this elegant Joke had ceased;
"talking about tho drains, I wonder
what they're going to do about them?"

"There's going to bo a new set nt
drains altogether," replied Crass, "car-
ried right out to the road and conncctol
with tho main."

CruBH really knew no more about
what wan going to bo done In this mat-
ter than did Linden, but ho felt certain
thnt this course would bo adopted. Ho
never missed nn opportunity of enhanc-
ing his own prestlgo with the men bj
Insinuating that ho was in tho conll- -'

denco of the firm.
"That's goln to cost a good bit," said

Linden.
"Yes, I suppose It will," replied Crass,

"but money nln't no object to old
Sweater. 'E' got tons of It; you know
'e's got a largo wholesale business In
London nnd shops nil over thn bloody
country, besides tho one 'o's got 'ere,"

Easton wns still reading tho Oftscnrrr.
Ho was not able to understand exactly
what the compiler of, tho figures was
driving nt probably tho latter never
Intended that any ono should under-
stand but ho was conscious of a grow-
ing feeling of Indignation nnd hatred
agalnHt foreigners of every description,
who were ruining this country, nnd he
began to think that it wns nbout time
wo did something to protect ourselves.
Still It was a very dltllcult question; to
tell tho truth ho himself could not make
head or tall of It. At length ho snld
aloud, addressing himself to Crass:

"Wot do you think of this 'ere flsslcal
policy, Hob?"

"Ain't thought muoh about It," replied
Crass. "I don't never worry my 'ed
about politics."

"Much better left alone," chimed In
old Jack Linden sagely, ' 'argyfyln'
nbout politics generally ends up with n
bloody row un' does no good to nobody."

At this thero was a murmur of ap-

proval from several of the others. Most
of them wero uverso to arguing or
disputing about politics.

Easton began to regret that ho had
brouched so objectionable a subject
when, looking up from his paper, Owen
said:

"Docs tho fact that you never trouble
your heads about politics provent you
from voting nt election times?"

No ono answered, and there ensued a
brief silence, Easton, however, In spite
ot tho snub ho had received could not
refrain from talking.

"Well, I don't go In for politics much
cither, but If what's In this 'ere paper
Is truo It seems to mu as wo oughter
take noine Interest In it when tho coun-
try Is being ruined by foreigners."

"If you're goln' to bcllevo ull that's In

' Mr. Robert Tressall and daughter.

the bloody rng you'll want somo salt,"
said Harlow.

Tho Olxcurer was a Tory rnper and
Harlow was a member of tho local
Liberal Club.

Harlow's remark rouse'd Crass.
"Wot's tho uso of tulkln llko that?"

ho said. "You know very well that
the country Is being ruined by foreigners.
Just go to n shop to buy somothlng;
look 'round the place an' you'll sen that
more than 'arf tho damn stuff comes
from abroad. They'ro able to sell their
goods 'ere lecuuso they don't 'nve to
puy no dooty: but they takes euro to
put 'envy dootles on our goods to keep
'em out of their countries nnd I pay
It's nbout tlmo It was stopped."

" 'Ear, 'earl" said Linden, .who always
agreed with Crass, because tho latter,
being In charge of tho Job, had It In his
power to put in a good or bad word
for a man to tho boss. "'Ear, 'ear!
Now that's wot I call common senRe."

Scvcrnl other men, for tho sarao rea-

son as Linden, echoed CrnsR's senti-
ments, but Owen laughed contemptu-
ously,

"Ves, It's quite truo that we gets a.lot
of stuff from foreign countries," said
Harlow, "but (hey buys moro from us
than wo do from them."

"Now you think you know a 'ell of a
lot," H.ild Crass; "'ow much more did
they buy from us last yenr than wo
did from them?"

Harlow looked foolish. As n mutter
of fact, his knowledge of tho subject
wns not much wider than Crnss's. Ho
mumbled something nbout having no
'ed for llgures and offered to bring full
particulars next day.

"You're wot I call a bloody windbag,"
continued Crass. "You'vo got a 'ell of
a lot to say, but w'en It comes to the
point you don't know nothtn',"

"Why, oven 'era in Mugsborough,"
chimed In S.iwklns, who though still
lying on tho dresser had been nwakened
by tho shouting, "we're overrun with
'em! Nearly ull tho waiters and tho
cook nt tho Grand Hotel, whero wo was1
working lust month, Is foreigners."

"Ves," said old Joe Phllpot tragically,
"nnd then there's nil them llltiillan
horgnn grinders, un' tho blokes wot
sells chestnuts; un! w'en I wos goln'
omo last night I see a lot of them
Frenchles bellln' bunions, un a Uttlo
w'llo afterwards r met two more of 'em
comln' up tho Street with u bear."

Notwithstanding tho illsiiietlng na-
ture of this Intelligence Owen again
laughed, much to the inillgutlon of tho
others, who thought It wus a very

stato of alTuIrs und said It was a
damn shnmo that these pcoplu were al-
lowed to tako the bread out ot English
people's mouths they ought to bo driven
into tho bloody sea.

And so tho talk continued, principally
carried on by Crass nnd thoso who agreed
with him. Nono of them really under-
stood tho subject not ono of them had
over devoted fifteen consecutive minutes
to the earnest Investigation of It

When tho storm hod In somo degree'
subsided Owen said snecrtngly:

".Somo of you seem to think that It
was a greut mistake on Clod's part to
make nn muny foreigners. Vou ought
to hold u muss meeting about It und
pass a resolution something llko this:

This meeting of Hritlsh Chilstl.iiis here-
by indignantly protests against tho ac-
tion of tho Supremo Hclng In having
created so many foreigners, nnd calls
upon Him to rain down (Ire, brimstone
and mighty rocks forthwith upon the
heads of all thoso Philistines, so that
they may bo utterly exterminated from
the faco of tho earth, which rightly

to tho 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
nbout what you cull politics nnd somo
of the rest agreed with you that to do
so Is not worth while. Well. lncn you
never 'worry' yourself about theso
things. It follows that you know noth-
ing nbout them; yet you do not hesltnto
to express the most decided opinions
concerning matters ot which you ad-
mittedly know nothing. Presently, when
there Is nn election, you will go und
vote In favor of n policy of which you
know nothing. I say that, since you
never tnke the trouble to llnd out which
side Is right or wrong, you hnve no right
to express any opinion. You nre not (It
to vote. You should not bo nllowed to
vote."

Crass was by this tlmo very angry.
"I pays my rates and taxes," he

fhouted, "nn' I've got ns much right to
express nn opinion us you 'uve. I votes
for who tho bloody 'ell I likes. I shn'n't
urst your leave nor nobody else's! Wot
tho 'ell's It got to do with you who I
votes for?"

"It has a great ilea! to do with me.
If you vote for protection you will bo
helping to bring It about, and If you
succeed, and If protection Is the evil
thnt somo people say It Is, I shall bo ono
of thoso who will suffer. I say you hnvo
no right to vote for a policy which may
bring suffering upon bther people, with,
out tuklng the trouble to tlml nut
whether you nro helping to mako things
better or worse."

Owen flail risen from his seat nnd was
walking up and down tho room empha-
sizing his words with excited gestures.

"X never said frco trade brought hnp-plnch-

or prosperity," Kild Owen,
"Well, p'raps you didn't say exactly

them ,,ords, but that's wot It amounts
to."

"I never said anything of tho kind.
We've hud free trado for the lust llfty
years and y moral people uro living
In u condition of more or less nbject
poverty and thousands arc literally
starving. When wn had protection
things were worse still. Other countries
havo protection und yet many ot their
peep"! are glad to come hero and work
for sturvntlon wages. The only differ-
ence between free Undo nnd protection
Is that under certain circumstances ono
might bo u llltlu worso than tho other,
but us remedies for poverty neither of
them Is of uny real uso whatever for
tho slniplo reason thnt they do not deal
with thu real causes of poverty,"

"Tho greatest cause of poverty Is
hover population," remarked Harlow.

"Yes," said old Joe PhlllMit, "if ti boss
wants two men, twenty goes after tho
Job; (hero's too many peoplo nnd not
enough work."

"Overpopulation!" cried Owen, "when

Quaint Bits of Philosophy From the
Pen of Robert Tressall, an Unlettered

London Laborer
there's thousand of acres of unculti-
vated land In England without a houso
or human being to be seen! Isovcrpopiv
lntlon the cuiisot poverty In FnuiSstr Is
overpopulation tho cnuso of lnjvcrty In
Ireland? Within tho last fifty years the!
population of Ireland bus been reduced
by moro than half. Four millions of
peoplo have been exterminated by fam-
ine or got rid of by emigration, but
thoy haven't got rid ot the poverty.
Perhaps you think that half tho peo-
plo In this country ought to bo exter-
minated us well. That's the sort of
opinion thnt philanthropist llko you,
who spend your lives In slavery for
other people, might bo expected to hold."

Hero Owen wns prized with u violent
fit of coughing nnd resumed his scut.
When the cough had ceased ho sat will-
ing his mouth with his handkerchief
nnd listening to the talk that ensued.

"Drink Is tho cnuso of most of tho
poverty," said Hlyme,

This young man hnd been through
some utrnngo process which ho called
"conversion." He hnd had a "change
of 'nrt" and looked down with pious
pity upon those he called "worldly" peo-
ple. He was not "worldly," ho did not
smoko or drink, nnd never vent to
tho theatre. Ho had nn extraordinary
notion that total abstinence was ono of
the fundamental principles of tho Chris-
tian religion. It never occurred to
what he called his mind that this doc-
trine Is nn Insult to the Founder of
Christianity.

"Yes," said Crass, agreeing with
Plyme, "an" there's plenty of 'em wot's
too lazy to work when they can get It.
Porno of tho swine who go nbout plead-
ing poverty 'ave never dono a fair day's
work In nil their bloody lives'. Then
there's all this new tangled machinery,"
continued Crnss, "that's wot's rulnln
everything. Even In our trndo them's
them machines for trlmmln' wall paper,
an' now they'vo brought out n pnlntln'
machine. There's a pump nn' a' 'oso
pipe, nn' they reckon two men can do
ns much with this 'ere machine us
twenty could without it."

"Another thing Is women." said Har.
low; "there's thousands of 'cm nowadays
tionr worn wot oughter bo dono by
men."

"In my opinion there's too much of
tins 'ere eddlcutlon, nowadays," re-
marked old Linden: "wot tho 'ell's tho
good of cddlcntlon to the likes of us?"

"Nono whatever," said Crass. "It Justputs foolish Ideas Into people's 'eds nnd
makes 'cm too lazy to work."

Owen was listening to this pitiable
farrngo with feelings of contempt nnd
wonder. Were they ull hopelessly stu-
pid? Had their Intelligence never de-
veloped beyond tho wtuge of childhood?
Or was ho mod himself?

"Early marriages Is another thing."
paid Slyme. "No man oughtn't to bo
allowed to get married unless he's In a
position to Keep a family."

"How can marrlago bo n causo ofpoverty?" said Owen, contemptuously.
"A man who Is not married Is living nn
unnatural life. Why don't you continue
yoiir nrgument a littlo further nn.i
that tho practico of entlng and drinking

niu niuwi oi poverty, or Hint If ''opowero to go barefoot and naked" therowould bo no poverty? Tho man whois so poor that ho cannot marry Is Ina condition of poverty already."
"Wot I mean." said Slyme, "Is thntno man oughtn't to marry till he'ssaved up enough so ns to 'ave somomoney In tho bank: nn' another thing,

I reckon a man oughtn't to get mnrrledtill 'e's got a 'ouso of Ms own. It'seasy enough to buy ono In n building
society if you're In reg'hir work."

At this thero was a general laugh.
"Why. you bloody Tool," said Harlow

scornfully, "most of us Is wnlkln about'
'nrf our time. It's nil very well for you
to talk; you've got almost n constant
Job on this Arm. If they'ro doln' nny-thln- g

ut nil you're ono of tho few wotgets a show In. And another thing."
ho added, with a sneer, "we don't ull
go to the mine chapel n.i old Misery."

"Old Misery" wns Itushton and Com-
pany's manager or wnlklng foreman.
"Misery" wus only ono of tho nlck-nnm-

bestowed upon Mm by tho hands;
ho was also known as "Nlmrod" nnd
"Pontius Pilate."

"And wot nbout drink?" demanded
old Joo Phllpot suddenly.

'"Ear, 'ear," cried Harlow. "That's
tho bleedln' talk. I wouldn't mind
'avln' 'arf n pint now if somebody elso
will pay for It."

Joo Phllpot or. as he was usually
called. "Old Joo" wns In tho habit of
Indulging rather freely In the cup that
Inebriates. Ho was not very old, be-
ing only n littlo over CO, but he looked
much older. He hud lost his wlfo somo
live years ngo and was now ulono In
tho world, for his three children had
died In their Infancy. Hlyme's reference
to drink had roused Phllpot's Indig-
nation; ho felt that It was directed
against himself. Tho muddled condi-
tion of his bruin did not permit him
to take up tho cudgels in his own be-

half, but ho knew that, although Owen
was a teetotaler himself, ho disliked
Slyme.

"There's no need for us to talk about
drink or laziness," returned Owen. Im-

patiently, "because they hnvo nothing
to do with tho matter. The question Is,
what Is tho causj of tho lifelong poverty
of tho majority of thoso who nre not
drunkards and who do work? Why, If,
by i pome miracle, ull tho drunkards nnd
won't works nnd unskilled or Inelllclent
workers could 1ki transformed into sober,
Industrious, nnd skilled workers

It would, under tho present condi-
tions, bo ho much tho worse for us,

there Isn't enough work for all
now, and those people, by Increasing
tho competition for what work thero Is,
would Inevitably causo a reduction of
wages und a greater scarcity of em-
ployment. Tho theories thnt drunken-
ness, laziness, or lnelllclency ure tho
causes of poverty nro so many devices
Invented nnd fostered by thoso who uro
Hellishly Interested in maintaining tho
present state of affairs, for tho pur-
pose of preventing us from discovering
th real causes of our present oondl-tlv.'!- ."

"Well, If we're all wrong," said Cmsa
with n micer, "p'raps you can tell us'
what the real causo Is?"

"An' p'raps you think you know how
It's to bo altered," remarked Harlow,
winking nt tho others.

"Ves, I do think I Hnow the cause,"
declared Owen, "und I do think I know
how It could bo altered "

"It cun't nover bo altered," Inter-
rupted old Linden, "I don't seo no
senso tn ull this Vro talk. There's

been rich und poor In tho world
and there ulwayH will bo."

"Wot I always say Is this 'cro," re

marked Phllpot, whoe principal char-
acteristic apart ron thlrot wad a
desire to seo every on comfortable tuuS
who hated rows of any kind, "thore
nln't no use In tho likes of tw trtibblln'
our 'eda or quarrelling about politics.
It don't mnkn a damn bit of difference
who you votes for or who gets In.
They'ro halt tho sumo; iorkln' tho
horlclo for their own benefit. You can
tulk till you'ro Wack in tho face, but
you won't never bo able to alter It. It's
no uso worrying. Tho sensible thing Is
to try nnd mako tho best of things ns
wo find 'cm: enjoy ourselves nnd do tho
best wo can for ench other. Life's too
short to u.uarrcl and wo'U hall soon bo
dtud!"

At the end of this lengthy speech thi
philosophic Phllpot abstractedly grasped
n Jam Jar nnd raised It to his lips, but
suddenly remembering that It contained
stewed tea and not beer, set It down
again without drinking.

"Let us begin at tho beginning," con-
tinued Owen, taking no notlco of tnoso
Interruptions. "First of nil, whnt do
you mean hy poverty?"

"Why, If you'vo got no money of
course," said Crass Impatiently.

The others laughed disdainfully. It
seemed to them such n foolish uuestlnn.

"Well, that's truo enough as far as It
goes," returned Owen, "that Is, as things
nre arranged In the world nt present.
Hut money In Itself Is not wealth: It's
of no uso whatever." .

At this thero was another outburst
of Jeering laughter.

"Supposing, for exnmple, thnt you and
Harlow wero shipwrecked on a desolate
Island nnd you had saved nothing from
thn wreck but u bag containing a thou-
sand Hoverelgns nnd ho had a tin ot
biscuits nnd a bottle of water."

"Mako It beer!" cried Harlow appeal-lngl- y.

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

"Hut then, you see, wo ain't ship-
wrecked on no dissolute Island ut nil,"
sneered Crass. "That's tho worst of
your arguments. You can't never get
very fur without supposing some bloody
rldlclus thing or other. Never mind
nbout supposing things wot nln't true;
let's 'nve facts nnd common senso."

"'Ear, 'ear," said old Linden, "that's
wot wo want a littlo common Kense,"

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

"Whnt I call poverty Is when people
aro not able to secure for themselves
all tho benellts of civilization the nec-
essaries, comforts, pleasures nnd rellnn-mcnt- a

of life: leisure, books, theatres,
pictures, music, holidays, travel, good
and beautiful homes, good clothes, good
nnd pleasant food."

Everybody lau;,hed. It was so ridicu-
lous. Tho Idea ot tho likes of them
wanting or having such things! Any
doubts that any of them had entertained
ns to Owen's sanity disappeared.

"if n man Is only able to provide
hlmsolf and his family with tho bare
necessaries of existence, that man's
family Is living In poverty. Slnco h
cannot enjoy tho advuntuges of civiliza-
tion he might Just as well bo a s ivage;
hotter, In fact, for a savago does not
know what ho la deprived of. What wo
call civilization tho accumulation ot
knowledge which has come down to us
from our forefathers Is tho fruit of
thousands of years of human thought
nnd toll. It Is not tho result of tho
labor of the ancestors of uny .separate
class of peoplo who exist and
therefotii It Is by right tho common
heritage of all. Every littlo child that
Is born Into the world, no nutter
whether ho Is clever or dull, whether
ho Is physically perfect or lame, or
blind, no matter how much ho may
excel or full short of his fellows
lit other trcspects, In one thing nt leaM
ho Is their equal -- he Is ono of tho helrn
of all tho ages that have gono before."

Somo of them began to wonder
whether Owen was not sano after nil.
Ho certainly must be .1 clever eort of
chap to be ublo to talk llko this.

"Why Is It," continued Owen, "that
wo uro not only deprived of our Inheri-
tance we nro not only deprived ot
nearly all tho benellts of civilization,
but we nnd our children nre nlso often
nimble to obtain even tho bare neces-
saries ot existence?"

No ono answered.
"All these thing," Owen proceeded,

"are produced by those who work. Wo
do our full share of thn work; therefore,
wo should have a full sharo of tho
things that are made hy work,"

Tho others continued silent. Harlow
thought of tho overpopulation theory,
but decided not to mention It. Crnss,
who could not have given nn Intelligent
answer to save his life, for onco had
eulllclent sense to remain silent, lie
did think of culling out the patent
paint pumping machine nnd bringing
tho hoso pipe to bear on tho subject,
but abandoned tho Idea; nftcr all, h
thought, what was tho uso of argultig
with isuch a fool as Owen?

Pawklns pretended to bo asleep.
Phllpot, however, had suddenly grown

very serious.
"As things nro now," went on Owen.

"Instead of enjoying tho ndvantnges of
civilization wo nro really worso elf than
slaves, for If wo wero slaves our owners.
In their own Interest, would seo to It
thnt wo always had food nnd "

"Oh, I don't seo that," roughly Inter-
rupted old Linden, who hnd been listen-
ing with ovldent anger nnd Impatience.
"You can speak for yourself, but I can
tell ycr I don't put myself down as a
slave."

"Nor me neither," said Crass sturdily.
"Let them call thclrselves slaves as
wants to."

At this moment a footstep was heard
In tho passage leading to tho kitchen.

Old Misery! or perhaps tho Bloko
himself!

Crass hurriedly pulled out hli watch.
Linden frantically seized hold of a

pair of steps and began wandering about
tho room with them.

Sawklns scrambled hastily to his feet
and, snatching a pleco of sandpaper
from tho pocket of his apron, started
furiously rubbing down tho scullerv
door.

Easton throw down tho copy of th
OSscurcr and scrambled hastlU to ni
feet.

Tho boy crammed the "Chronicles nf
Crime" Into his trousers pocket.

Crass rushed over to tho bucket and
began stirring up tho stale whitewash
It contained, ulthough tho Mcwli which
It gavo forth wus simply appalling.

Consternation reigned.
They looked llko a gang of malefac-

tors suddenly Interrupted In the com-

mission of n crime.
Tho, door opened. It whs oiil Hundy

returning from his mlatloa to tin
bookl.


