
single; tax one will find no objections.
The fact that land "can't run

away," but can be legally monopo-
lized, is the cause of exploitation.
The land cost no more than air, light
and water; how is it unjust claim as
a public fund the population value
attaching to its use? Other taxes
are added to costs and are not paid
by the rich. You cannot make the
rich pay them. Why try to? C. F.
Hunt

SIRFESSOR WILKESBARRE.
Within the last week or so I have
been reading' a number of letters by
individuals who have been attending
lectures delivered by Sirfessor

and what I have read has
impelled me to write these few lines.
One of the letters written by W. Kib-
bler leads me to believe that he holds
a deep resentment against the lectur-
er because he attacks socialism. An-
other, W. J. Shilling, although he
agrees with the lecturer, has sadly
misquoted him.

Under these circumstances, and
knowing The Day Book likes the
truth, first hand, I feel it my duty to
speak out and tell what I know.

I know and have known Sirfessor
Wilkesbarre for many years. He is a
very conspicuous figure in England,
especially in the north. He Is known
there as the "Laughing Philosopher
of Lanchshire."

He has met, to my knowledge, on
the public platform some of the finest
intellects in England. In debate he is
invincible, being the most pugnastic
and uncompromising debater I have
ever heard, and I have heard them all
worth while.

In my estimation he can wipe the
floor with any man in this country.
This is a broad assertion, I admit, but
I am saying this with full knowledge
of his ability.

His logic is sound and bis attitude
to the workers Beems hostile, but I
know long ago he gave up the idea
of appealing to them with reason,
and so with stinging, biting remarks 1
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he whips them into a realization of
their pitiful condition, shames them
into action, and his work has been
effective.

As one of the workers in Manches-
ter, England, a few years ago, when
the cause seemed lost and everything
seemed black, it was the "Laughing
Philosopher of Lancashire," Sirfessor
Wilkesbarre, who came along. With
bitter words and laughing scorn, he
whipped the dying spirits of us work-
ers into action, and we carried every-
thing before us, although others got
the credit.

I read with interest of the noble
stand of the Welsh miners a few
months ago and his, Wilkesbarre's,
sudden appearance in that country.
It there any relation between the two
I wonder.

Like Thomas Paine he rips the
mask of sham and pretense from the
hypocrites and fakers and will be ap-
preciated aboue 100 years after he
is dead. Our Bill.

A GENTLE FOOL GOES SLUM-
MING. I have so much liberty and
idle night hours that I seek for

for even a small mind. So I
tooK a notion to De a siummmg party

The middle becomes monot-
onous, so I wanted to take a glimpse
at the underworld.

I found my way to an ht cafe
on 31st st. near Indiana av. I re-

member the proprietor treated me
with exquisite courtesy.

Well, thus far I had what is termed
"a good time," yet my pleasure was
marred by one incident. When I first
entered I modestly occupied a lone-

some looking small table and ordered
black coffee with plenty of sugar and
cream (which I thoughfrnost appro-
priate at the hour of 2 a. m.)

A young, bewitching lady saw me
change my last $10 greenback. Soon,
with a courteous smile, she informed
me that I might sit at her table and
Bip my coffee to the accompaniment
of her sunny smiles. She seemed
only an innocent thing of 18 or 19,


