
vats full of dye sent up foul fumes all
day long. In that vile overheated air
on long hot afternoons frail young
girls bent frantically over the whirring

looms and no matter how faint
or tired they were, no-ma-tter what
the temperature, they kept on work-
ing with the windows closed.

One girl who sat next to little
Helen Davis had a cough. And after
two years of work beside her Helen
Davis, too, had a cough, and soon the
cough had spread through the entire
Davis family even to the father, who
refused to go to Mont Alto and con-

tinues at his work, and to the three-year-o- ld

baby Richard, who was too
young to be taken along. The two
boys who worked, one down in the
Wne, the other on the coal breaker,
pdughed a little worse than the
others. One boy thought the cough
Was due to the damp air of the mine,
fhe other to the qoal dust from the
breaker.

Mrs. Davis, lying on her bed, told
me the story of her daughter's infec-
tion. It was repeated by Dr. Samuel

Dixon,' Pennsylvania s able com-ssion- er

of health, and Dr. Thomas
Johnson,- - the physician in charge
there.

Both of the physicians told me that
Davis was probably the source

of infection of her entire family and
Dr. Johnson added that lack of ven-
tilation and the foul smells in silk
mills and the. moist air of the mine,
were where the two of the Davis
boys were employed may have made
them specially liable to tubercular in-

fection.
As I sat by Mrs. Davis' bedside she

told me how she and her children
were stricken- - with consumption.

"I had noticed that everybody in
the family, from father to the baby,
was coughing," she began, "and
when the baby used to get chills and
say, 'Mamma baby so cold,' even
when I had him in my arms, I got
really worried. Then Martina she's
10 began to get a good deal worse
and I sent for the doctor.

"That doctor said Martina had
pleurisy. Helen, the oldest, had been
coughing for more than two years.
She'd come home from the mill, crawl
in the door and lie down on the sofa
or the bed.

"She cried terribly and said, 'Moth-
er, I don't know what's the matter
with me, but I just haven't any
strength any more. I can't even get
through my work in the mill.' And
then she'd fall to coughing again.

"Well, when Martina got so bad
and the medicine the doctor gave her
for pleurisy didn't do her any good I
was real scared and somebody said,
'Take her to the dispensary.'

"I took her and the doctor exam-
ined her and looked solemn and then
he asked me if I had any other chil-
dren with a cough and I said "' Yes
all of them.' And he told me to bring
them in.

"I brought them and when the ex-
amination was over he told me that
eight of 'them had tuberculosis, and
that I myself had it.

"That was on Christmas eve.'1
The state brought Mrs. Davis and

her children here and will do its best
to give them back their health an
impossibility in most of their cases.

CHILD SLAVERY IS BLOTCH ON
- OUR CIVILIZATION

Child slavery ought to be made a
high crime, punishable by severest
penalties. '

Those who engage in this unholy-traffi-

are not only doing a tremend-
ous injustice to the present genera-
tion, but they are committing a crime
against posterity. The barbarous
races display more mercy toward
their young than many of our ed

civilized and pious money
grabbers.

The favorite breeding, place of tu-
berculosis bacilli is the unsanitary,
dirty, shops and factories where chil-
dren work to grind out profits for
greedy, soulless capitalists, whose god
is the almighty dollar. May Wood
Simons, writer and lecturer on eco-- i


