Girl” (Words and Music), which I hope will help
to line up the women workers in the OBU, and
I hope you will excuse me.

I see you made a big thing out of that “Tippe-
rary” song. (We had secured nearly 50 dollars by
selling it for 5 cents for the Joe Hill Defense.—
S.M.) In fact, a whole lot more than I ever ex-
pected, [ don’t suppose that it would sell very well
outside of Frisco, though by the way I got a letter
from Swasey in NY and he told me that “Casey
Jones” made quite a hit in London and “Casey
Jones,” he was an Angelino you know, and I never
expected that he would leave Los Angeles at all.

The other day we got ten bucks from a com-
pany of soldiers stationed on the Mexican line.
How is that old top? Maybe they are remember-
ing some of the cigars in glass bottles that they
smoked at the expense of the “Tierra e Libertad”
bunch.

Don’t know much about my case. The Sup.
Court will “sit on” it sometime in the sweet bye
and bye and that’s all I know about it.

Give my best to the bunch.—JoE HiLL.

v

County Jail, S. L. City, Mar. 22, 1915
Sam Murray, Napa, Cal.

Friend and Fellow Worker: Yours of March 13th
at hand. 1 note that you have gone “back to na-
ture” again and I must confess that it is making
me a little homesick when you mention that “little
cabin in the hills” stuff. You can talk about your
dances, picnics and blow outs, and it won't affect
me, but the “little cabin” stuff always gets my goat.
That’s the only life I know.

Yes, that “Tipperary” song is spreading like the
smallpox they say. Sec. 69 tells me that there is a
steady stream of silver from "Frisco on account
of it. The unemployed all over the country have
adopted it as a marching song in their parades,
and in New York City they changed it to some
extent, so as to fit the brand of soup dished out in
N. Y. They are doing great work in N. Y. this
year. The unemployed have been organized and
have big meetings every pight. Gurley Flynn, Geo.
Swasey (the human phonograph) and other live
ones are there, and Gurley F. tells me things are
locking favorable for the OBU. The hearing of
my case has been postponed they say, and they are
trying to make me believe that it is for my bene-
fit, but Tl tell you that it is damn hard for me
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to see where the benefit comes in at; damn hard.
Well, 1 have about a dozen letters to answer.
Yours as ever, JOE HILL.

\Y

S. L. Cy., June 6, 1015.
Friend and Fellow Worker: Your welcome letter
received, and am glad to note that you are still
sticking to your “little cabin in the hills.” I would
like to get a little of that close to nature stuff
myself for a couple of months in order to regain
a little vitality, and a little flesh on my rotting
bones. My case was argued on the 28th of May,
and according to Judge Hilton, the results were
satisfactory. He says he is sure of securing a re-
versal, and if so, there hardly will be another trial,
for the simple reason that there won’t be anything
to try, if I can get a lawyer that will defend me.
With best wishes to all the rebels, Yours for the
OBU, JOE HILL.

p.s. I've just found out that the Superior Court
judges are getting ready to go on their vacation
until next fall, so I guess there won't be anything
decided on my case for some time. But “every-
thing comes to him who waits” they say, and that’s
the only consolation I got now.—JoE.

VI

Utah State Prison, Aug. 12, 1915.
Friend and Fellow Worker: Yours of August sth
at hand, and as you see I have been moved to the
state prison. The appeal was denied and I was up
in court the other day and sentenced to be shot on
the first day of October. We were all very much
surprised at the decision, because we thought
that I would be granted a new trial anyway. But
as Judge Hilton says “the records of the lower
court are so rotten they had to be covered some-
how.” I guess you can draw your conclusions from
that statement. I wanted to drop the case right
there and then, but from reports received from
all parts of the country, I think that the case will
be carried to the U. S. Supreme Court. I didn’t
think I'd be worth any more money. You know
human life is kind of cheap this year anyway—
but I guess the organization thinks otherwise and
majority rule goes with me.

Well, I don’t know anything new and hoping
that you are successful in snaring the elusive
doughnut, I remain, Yours for the OBU,

JOE HILL.
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VII

Utah State Prison, Sept. g, 1915.
Sam Murray,
Frisco, California.

Friend and Fellow Worker: Yours received O. XK.
Glad to hear that things are picking up. I see that
you are employed at making bait for the German
“sharks.” Well, war certainly shows up the capi-
talist system in the right light. Millions of men
are employed at making ships and others are hired
to sink them. Scientific management, eh, wot?

As far as I can see, it doesn’t make much dif-
ference which side wins, but I hope that one side
will win, because a draw would only mean an-
other war in a year or two. All these silly priests
and old maid sewing circles that are moaning
about peace at this time should be locked up in the
crazy house as a menace to society. The war is the
finest training school for rebels in the world and
for anti-militarists as well, and I hope that all the
S. S. bills in the country will go over there.

Well, Sam, T don’t know anything about my
case. My attorneys told me to leave it all to them,
and that makes it pretty soft for me to have some-
one else do the worrying for me.

I believe your good work on the coast is being
felt at this end of the line, though.

With best wishes I am as ever yours,

JOE HILL.

VI

(When the following was written, Joe expected
to be shot within twenty-four hours, and all of us
had given up hope. H owever, he later received a
respite of something over a month, thus being
forced to go over the strain of the last day on earth
again.)

Utah State Prison, Sept. 30, 1915.
Sam Murray, 3345 17th St.,
Frisco, Calif. .
Friend and Fellow Worker: Well, Sam, I received
your letter, but you shouldn’t feel so sentimental
about it. This dying business is not quite so bad
as it is cracked up to be. I have always said “a new
trial or die trying,” and I'll show that I meant it.
I was moved to another cell last night and have
an armed guard in front of my cell. I was also
given a swell feed for the first time in God knows
how long, and that is one of the surest signs.
Well, Sam, you and me had a little pleasure at

one time that few rebels have had the privilege
of having, and I guess I've had my share of the
fun after all. Now, just forget me, and say good-
bye to the bunch.
Yours for the OBU,
JOE HILL.
».s. Sent a letter to Caroline.

This was the last letter I got direct from Joe Hill.
But we kept up the fight; telegraphed to the
unions of Sweden, the Swedish Minister at Wash-
ington, who sent President Wilson a letter; who
also wired the Governor of Utah, but to no avail,
and the night before the execution finally took
place we received together with some of the other
organizations throughout the country, his famous
farewell wire: “Goodbye, Forget me. Don’t mourn,
Organize,” which we immediately answered, but
which, as near as we could learn, he never re-
ceived.
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IN MEMORIAM: JOE HILL

This copy of the funeral program was taken from
an original program in the Joe Hill files in the
Labadie Collection.



JOE HILL
“The cause I stand for, that of a fair and honest
trial, is worth more than any human life—much
more than mine.”
JOE HILL.

West Side Auditorium, Chicago, Illinois
November 253, 1915

PROGRAM

Quartet—Workers of the World Awaken. Joe Hill
Song—The Rebel Girl Joe Hill
Jennie Wosczynska

Songs—“There Is Power,” “Stung Right,”
“Preacher and the Slave”
Sung by Fellow Workers
Song—John Chellman
Funeral Oration—Judge O. N. Hilton, of Denver
Song in Swedish
Address—James Larkin, of Dublin, Ireland
Address—William D. Haywood
Piano Selection—
Funeral March........... Rudolf von Liebich

AT GRACELAND CEMETERY

Short addresses in foreign tongues, as follows:

Swedish—W. Sodergrin
Russian—H. Martin
Hungarian—C. Rothfisher
Polish—B. Schraeger
Spanish—]. Santana
Italian—D. Mari
German—W. Penker
Yiddish—H. Rubinowitz
Lithuanian—]. Siemiaszko

Songs composed by Joe Hill

Music: Russian Mandolin Club
Rockford L. W.W. Band
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Ralph Chaplin’s description of Joe Hill's funeral
appeared in the International Socialist Review
(December 1915).
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JOE HILL’S FUNERAL

By Ravpu CHAPLIN

On Thanksgiving day the throngs began to gather
in the great auditorium hours before exercises
were to take place. By 10:30 the streets were
blocked for blocks in all directions; street cars
could not run and all traffic was suspended. Within
the hall one could almost hear the drop of a pin
at all times. The casket was placed on the flower-
laden, black and red draped stage, above which
was hanging a hand woven ILW.W. label (made
by fellow-worker Cline in prison). So lavish had
been the offerings of floral pieces from all over
the city and the land, that the stage could scarcely
contain them all. These were inscribed in a med-
ley of languages. They were from English and
foreign speaking locals of the LW.W., in and out
of town; from Socialist branches and local unions
of the A. F..of L., from independent organiza-
tions, from anarchist groups and from dozens of
individuals. Some of these wreaths and flower
pieces were elaborate and costly and others were
simple and plain, but all were full of the heart-
deep spirit of protest and regret.

The funeral exercises were opened with the
singing of Joe Hill's wonderful song, “Workers of
the World, Awaken”—members of the IL.W.W.
leading and the audience swelling out the chorus.
This was followed by Jennie Wosczynska’s singing
of the “Rebel Girl,” written and composed by Joe
Hill, after which came two beautiful tenor solos,
one in Swedish by John Chellman and one in
Ttalian by Ivan Rodems.

William D. Haywood introduced Judge Hilton
with a short but powerful appeal, the keynote of
which was, “Don’t mourn—organize.” In spite of
this brave admonition, however, fellow worker
Haywood’s clarion voice was strangely husky as
he stood beside the silent, flower-covered casket.
Judge Hilton’s lengthy and masterful presentation
of the legal facts in the case and the part taken
by the Mormon church in the perpetration of this
ghastly and uncalled for murder, was listened to
with absorbing interest by all present. And when
the oration was concluded the thousands in the
hall silently marched out to the strains of Chopin’s
Funeral March, played by Professor Rudolf von
Liebich.

The parade formation was as follows: First, a
committee to help clear the streets and to follow
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the prearranged line of march, then the pallbear-
ers with the casket, followed by the flower-bearers
and the band. Because of the congested condition
of the street, the committee and pallbearers had
some difficulty in opening a passage through the
crowd to the hearse, which was waiting a short
distance away. After the casket had been placed
in the machine the procession started its march to
the elevated station. In the main body came the
English-speaking branches with almost a hundred
members of Local 400 and about 75 members from
Rockford, then the foreign-speaking branches, fol-
lowed by a veritable throng of workingmen and
women over a mile in length. Had it been possible
to keep the crowd uniformly four abreast the pro-
cession would have been at least three times as
long. It was found necessary to go four blocks out
of the scheduled line of march in order to avoid
the crush around the Auditorium building.
Slowly and impressively the vast throng moved
through the west side streets. Windows flew open
at its approach and were filled with peering faces.
Porches and even roofs were blackened with peo-
ple, and some of the more daring were lined up
over signboards and on telephone and arc-light
poles. The flower-bearers, with their bright colored
floral pieces and wreaths tied with crimson rib-
bons, formed a walking garden almost a block in
length. Thousands in the procession wore LW.W,
pennants on their sleeves or red ribbons worded,
“Joe Hill, murdered by the authorities of the state
of Utah, November the 19th, 1915,” or, “Joe Hill,
LW.W. martyr to a great cause,” “Don’t mourn—
organize. Joe Hill,” and many others. The Rock-
ford bunch was conspicuous by reason of its great
crimson silk flag with the 1.W.W. label on either
side and the wooden shoe above the pole. Songs
were sung all along the way, chiefly Joe Hills, al-
though some of the foreign-speaking workers sang
revolutionary songs in their native tongues. As
soon as a song would die down in one place, the
same song or another would be taken up by other
voices along the line. The procession took com-
plete possession of the streets with the exception
of a few policemen, photographers and movie-
men until the elevated station at Van Buren and
Halsted streets was reached. Here the pallbear-
ers, lower-bearers, funeral, singing and speaking
committees were to board a special train of five
coaches, in order to be first at the cemetery and
prepare for the oncoming crowd. At this place,
however, the crush from behind was so great as to

almost upset all pre-arranged plans. Everyone
seemed determined to board the reserve train and
it took a great deal of hard work on the part of
the membership to see to it that things went
through according to the outlined plan that alone
would insure the success of the program. The sit-
uation was explained to the crowd, which was
soon pacified, and from this moment all elevated
and surface lines leading to Graceland cemetery
were crowded to capacity for over an hour. In
some cases Joe Hill's songs were sung the entire
distance.

Upon reaching the cemetery the funeral chapel
was discovered to be ridiculously inadequate for
the accommodation of the vast audience, and so
it was decided to hold the exercises in the open
air. And on the olive green slope of an evergreen-
crested hill they took place. Here the casket was
tenderly laid upon the earth and all the flowers
and wreaths and flags were placed about it. Above
—high above the casket were the evergreens and
above these, a couple of tall, bare elm trees raised
up into the sky their delicately etched trunks and
branches. Clutched in one lofty tremulous branch,
as in a hand, was one of the last summer’s empty
birdnests. The sky was somewhat heavy and of
a pearly grey tone with tiny dove-colored clouds
flitting across it hurriedly—somewhere. The air
was warm and somewhat humid so that the trees
were hung with a soft mist that caused the land-
scape to fade away into a distance that seemed
fairly enchanted. Here Joe Hill's songs were sung
and Fellow Workers Haywood and Jim Larkin
made short but stirring addresses in English, fol-
lowed by Fellow Workers W. Sodergrin in Swed-
ish, H. Martin in Russian, C. Rothfisher in Hun-
garian, B. Schraeger in Polish, J. Santana in Span-
ish, D. Mari in Italian, Wm. Penker in German,
Harry Rabinowitz in Yiddish and J. Siemiaszko
in Lithuanian. A few more songs were sung and
then the body was removed to the little oak
beamed high-roofed chapel, and placed on a
bronze stand overhung with live palms and ferns.
Here those assembled were given the last oppor-
tunity to view the remains of the murdered song-
writer with the pale smiling face and the bruised
hands folded above the four unseen purple bullet
holes in his breast.

A constant stream of people poured into and
out of the semi-obscurity of the tiny room, while
the great crowd gathered close around outside
joined in one swelling, mighty chorus of song.



Each one of Joe Hill's songs was sung over and
over again, and when the great crimson silk ban-
ner of the Rockford local appeared the song of
that name was struck up and sung as it was never
sung before. Three ringing cheers were then given
for the Social Revolution and the LW.W. and
then more songs. The singing and cheering was
something the old cemetery had never witnessed
before and the guards and officials were stricken
with undisguised amazement at the audacity of
it all. There were a couple of dozen “harness-
bulls” on the job and it was funny to see them
shy away from the sunburned harvest huskies of
Local 400 and the brawny Swedish fellow work-
ers from Rockford. The “bulls” were so outclassed
physically and were so insignificant looking in
comparison with the LW.W. boys that it must
have been painful to see them singing and cheer-
ing unmolested in an exclusive and sedate grave-
yard like Graceland. But the singing continued
until it was quite dark and the trees and buildings
blurred into gloom with only a few lights twin-
kling from out the shadows—and even then it con-
tinued. Finally small groups wearing carnations
and ribbons walked slowly towards the station
singing or humming or talking in low voices among
themselves.

As no cremating could be done on a holiday a
committee of five returned to the cemetery on the
next day (Friday), accompanied by numerous
members of the LW.W. and friends. It was learned
that the body had been stripped to the waist in
order to make photographs and to take the neces-
sary measurements and casts for a marble bust.

A few laurel and other wreaths were saved from
the floral offering, in order that they might be
sent to some of the local unions of the LW.W. in
different parts of the world. The IL.W.W. button
was removed and also the cuff-links and necktie.
These are to be preserved at headquarters and,
in due time, placed in a shadow-box frame with
an oil portrait of our song-writer. The casket han-
dles were also saved and will be melted up into
a plate on which can be engraved, “Don’t waste
time mourning for me—organize,” which plate is
to be used with the portrait mentioned above.

After some little delay, the casket was wheeled
through an underground passage to the crematory
room, where it was to be finally fed to the flames.
The interior of this crematory is finished entirely
in white. The walls are of white tile and even the
steel doors of the furnace are enameled white.
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The body was here identified for the last time and,
at a word from the committeeman in charge, it
was wheeled to the doors of the blast chamber,
which creaked open to receive it. Within was a
stone slab on a level with the doors and the casket.
The whole interior was already tinted a rosy red
with the fires that were soon to consume the body
of our murdered song-writer. The casket was sud-
denly pushed out onto the center of the slab. The
steel doors creaked together and the tiny room was
all white once more. Only the roar of the fire-blast
could be heard growing louder and louder. . . .

In order to do all that was incumbent upon
it, the committee was obliged to witness a small
part at flames. The interior of this cremation. A
small circular hole in the far end of the furnace
was reached after traversing a dark and narrow
passage-way around the side of the blast room.
Through this aperture the committeemen, one at
a time and each with feelings all his own, viewed
the flame-lashed casket containing the fine body
and placid features of Joe Hill, dreamer, poet,
artist, agitator, with four purple bullet holes in his
young chest as punishment for the crime of being
“true blue” to his class—and to himself.

The murdering of martyrs has never yet made
a tyrant’s place secure, and the death orgy held
by that heartless bunch of Mormon murderers on
the nineteenth of November, in spite of the pro-
tests of the President and many noted men and
women, and in spite of the protests of tens of
thousands of working people all over the land,
has done more to cement together the forces that
are about to overthrow the ghoulish Capitalist
system than anything that has happened in dec-
ades. The state of Utah has shot our song-writer
into everlasting immortality and has shot itself
into everlasting shame. Thank goodness, neither
Joe Hill nor the LW.W. will ever be found dead
within the boundaries of Utah!
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Ralph Chaplin’s tribute to Joe Hill was one of the
most frequently reprinted poems about Hill to
appear in the LW.W. press. Other poems to Hill's
memory were written by ILW.W. members Cash
Stevens, Richard Brazier, C.0.G., John Nordquist,
T-Bone Slim, and Covington Hall. As writer Barry
Nichols stated in a recent mimeographed LW.W.
publication, Wobbly (Berkeley, 1963): “The rich
ore of Joe Hill's life and legend has been mined
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by many writers and poets. Joe Hill is found in
books of fiction by Archie Binns; Elias Tomben-
kin; John Dos Passos; Margaret Graham; Alex-
ander Saxton; and a number of others. He is found
in plays by Upton Sinclair; Louis Lembert; and
Arturo Giovannitti. He is found in poems by Ken-
neth Paichen; Kenneth Rexroth; Carl Sandburg;
Alfred Hayes; and Carlos Cortez. Writers who
deal with Joe Hill in folklore include B. A. Bot-
kin; William Alderson; Wayland Hand; and Ray
McKinley Lawless. . . . Joe Hill appears in every
kind of book from cultural studies to regional his-
tory books to books on revolutions and national
history. . .

This version of Chaplin’s poem is from the ninth
edition of the LW.W. songbook.

JOE HILL*®

Murdered by the Authorities of the State of Utah,
November the 1gth, 1915

By Rarpa CHAPLIN

High head and back unbending—fearless and true,
Into the night unending; why was it you?

Heart that was quick with song, torn with their
lead; ’

Life that was young and strong, shattered and
dead.

Singer of manly songs, laughter and tears;
Singer of Labor’s wrongs, joys, hopes and fears.

Though you were one of us, what could we do?
Joe, there were none of us needed like you.

We gave, however small, what Life could give;
We would have given all that you might live.

Your death you held as naught, slander and shame;
We from the very thought shrank as from flame.

Each of us held his breath, tense with despair,
You, who were close to Death, seemed not to care.

White-handed loathsome power, knowing no
pause,
Sinking in labor’s flower, murderous claws;

Boastful, with leering eyes, blood-drippingjaws . ..
Accurst be the cowardice hidden in laws!

Utah has drained your blood; white hands are wet;
We of the “surging flood” never forget!

Our songster! have your laws now had their fill?
Know, ye, his songs and cause ye cannot kill.

High head and back unbending—“rebel true blue,”
Into the night unending; why was it you?
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In an undated letter sent by 1L.W.W. member
George Carey to Miss Agnes Inglis about 1951,
Carey describes how he finally disposed of a
packet of Joe Hill's ashes thirty-four years after
the May 1 ceremonies in every part of the world
during which Hill's ashes were “scattered to the
winds.” Carey,who had been active in the LW.W.
since the 1gog Spokane free speech fight, sent the
empty packet to Miss Inglis. She included this
letter, and the packet, in her correspondence files
in the Labadie Collection.

CIRCUMSTANCES RELATING TO
THE DISPOSAL OF A PORTION
OF THE ASHES OF JOE HILL

The tragedy of Joe Hill was destined to have a
profound influence on my own life. It was at a
mass meeting scheduled to raise funds for his de-
fense, held in the city of Toledo, that I first met
the girl whom I later married. She is still with
me, the mother of my two daughters and her hair
is now as white as my own.

It was at the first Convention of M.T.W. LU.
#200 held in Cleveland that I first participated
in a ceremony intended to carry out his last wishes.
I was Chairman of that first convention and as I
recall the bit of ashes were brought to the gather-
ing by F. W. Ben Klein. It was a memorable
scene, tarnished only by the fact that the meeting
was addressed by one Harold Lord Varney of
whom it is better to be charitable and say nothing,.

1 little imagined then that I was destined to re-
ceive and be custodian of another portion of his
ashes for many long years. Often during those
years I should have been more than glad to have
some group of the wobblies dispose of them as
Joe had willed, but I was disappointed. My pos-
session of them was no secret. I had found the
packet amid the ruins of the . W.W. Hall in To-



ledo after the place had been wrecked by hood-
lums after a so-called Palmer Raid. That must
have been in 1g1g or thereabouts. I was Secretary
of Local Toledo at the time but there was no ac-
tivity and nothing could be done at that time.
Many times down thru the ensuing years I brought
up the affair hoping that we could do as he de-
sired but for some reason or another the LW.W.
would have none of it. Communists and Socialists
both volunteered more than once to gain publicity
thru him but I could see none of that. An anarchist
woman pleaded with me to let her have them that
she might have them in a ring “to wear forever.”
My only retort was that she was unlikely to last
forever. ‘

It was on June 26, 1950, that T finally decided
to try and carry out Joe’s last wish to the best of
my ability and to make sure that no other group
or individual would make capital out of his body.
At that time I was living in a bungalow on the
bank of Hollow Brook near Peekskill. It was just
after the bitter clash of two hideous ideologies at
that very spot. The so-called “Robeson Riots”
had taken place within earshot of my home.

On this early June morning I awoke to one of
the most beautiful June days that I have ever
known anywhere. Nature seemed to have outdone
herself that day when I awoke to the realization
that I was grown old and that I had an obligation
to carry out. The thought came to me. 1 was all
alone. Why not do as he requested? Here was a
spot. The grass was green, there was a yard cov-
ered with flowers and trees. Birds were singing
all over the place. No place could be more fitting,.
I arose and walked out into the garden and with
no more ceremony that a murmured “Good Bye,
Joe,” I carefully scattered the contents of the little
envelope over the soil. I felt at ease. My pledge
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had been kept. Never now would I have to fear
that some individual or group not in sympathy
with the ideals of the LW.W. or of Joe himself
would sanctify his mortal remains or make capital
of his final disposal.

An enclosed letter from Bill Haywood requested
the ones who disposed of them to send in a report
of such proceedings to him for the Archives of the
LW.W. But Bill, also is gone these many years.
I am sending a copy of this to the General Head-
quarters of the LW.W. altho in my opinion they
have strayed far from the ideals for which Joe Hill
gave his life. The envelope and another copy of
this letter will be given to the Labadie Collection,
General Library, Ann Arbor, Michigan. (U of M)

GEORGE CAREY

Fellow Worker:

In compliance with the last will of Joe Hill, his
body was cremated at Graceland Cemetery, Chi-
cago, Illinois, Nov. 20, 1915.

It was his request, that his ashes be distributed.

This package has been confined to your care for
the fullfilment of this last will.

You will kindly address a letter to Wm. D. Hay-
wood, Room 307, 164 W. Washington St., Chi-
cago, IlL., telling the circumstances and where the
ashes were distributed.

WE NEVER FORGET

JOE HILL MEMORIAL COMMITTEE

(This message was printed on the empty envelope
which had contained a portion of Joe Hill's ashes.
It was sent to Miss Inglis by George Carey.)




Chapter 6

Bread and Roses:

It is the first strike I ever saw which sang. I shall
not soon forget the curious lift, the strange sudden
fire of the mingled nationalities at the strike meet-
ings when they broke into the universal language
of song. And not only at the meetings did they
sing, but in the soup houses and-in-the. streets.
1 saw one group of women strikers who were peel-
ing potatoes at a relief station suddenly break into
the swing of the “Internationale.” They have a
whole book of songs fitted to familiar tunes— The
Eight Hour Song,” “The Banner of Labor,” “Work-
ers, Shall the Masters Rule Us?” But the favorite
of all was the “Internationale.”
RAY STANNARD BAKER

in “The Revolutionary Strike,”
The American Magazine (May 1912), p. 24.

The 1912 Lawrence Textile Strike

Early in January 1912 L.W.W. activities focused
on a dramatic ten-week strike of 25,000 textile
workers in Lawrence, Massachusetts. It became
the most widely publicized IL.W.W. conflict, ac-
quainting the nation with the plight of the un-
skilled, foreign-born worker as well as with the
organization’s philosophy of radical unionism.
“Lawrence was not an ordinary strike,” wrote
Brissenden in 1919, “It was a social revolution in
parvo.”!

Lawrence in 1912 was a great textile center,
outranking all others in the production of woolen
and worsted goods. Its principal mills were those
of the American Woolen Company, a consolida-
tion of thirty-four factories in New England whose
yearly output was valued at $45,000,000. The
woolen and cotton mills employed over' 40,000
persons, about half of Lawrence’s population over
age fourteen. Most of them were unskilled work-
ers of many nationalities, who had come from Eu-
rope after 1goo, attracted by the promises of labor
contractors representing the expanding textile in-
dustry in Massachusetts.

But despite a heavy government tariff protec-
tion of the woolen industry, the wages and living
standards of textile operatives had declined stead-
ily since 1gos. The introduction of the two-loom
system in the woolen mills and a corresponding
speed-up in the cotton industry had resulted in
lay-offs, unemployment, and a drop in wages. A

report of the U. S. Commissioner of Labor, Charles
P. Neil, showed that for the week ending Novem-
ber 25, 1911, 22,000 textile employees, including
foremen, supervisors, and office workers, averaged
about $8.76 for a full week’s work.2

In addition, the cost of living was higher in
Lawrence than elsewhere in New England. Rents,
paid on a weekly basis, ranged from $1.00 to $6.00
a week for small tenement apartments in frame
buildings which the Neil Report found “extra
hazardous” in construction and potential fire-
traps. Congestion was worse in Lawrence than
in any other city in New England; mill families
in 58 percent of the homes visited by federal in-
vestigators found it necessary to take in boarders
to raise enough money for rent.3

Bread, molasses, and beans were the staple diet
of most mill workers. “When we eat meat it seems
like a holiday, especially for the children,” testi-
fied one weaver before the March 1912 congres-
sional investigation of the Lawrence strike.4

Of the 22,000 textile workers investigated by
Labor Commissioner Neil, well over half were
women and children who found it financially im-
perative to work in the mills. Half of all the work-
ers in the four Lawrence mills of the American
Woolen Company were girls between ages four-
teen and eighteen. Dr. Elizabeth Shapleigh, a
Lawrence physician, wrote: “A considerable num-
ber of the boys and girls die within the first two
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or three years after beginning work . . . thirty-six
out of every 100 of all the men and women who
work in the mill die before or by the time they
are twenty-five years of age.”5 Because of mal-
nutrition, work strain, and occupational diseases,
the average mill worker’s life in Lawrence was
over twenty-two years shorter than that of the
manufacturer, stated Dr. Shapleigh.

Responding in a small way to public pressure
over the working conditions of textile employees,
the Massachusetts state legislature passed a law,
effective January 1, 1912, which reduced the
weekly hours from fifty-six to fifty-four for work-
ing women and children. Workers feared that this
would mean a corresponding wage cut, and their
suspicions were sharpened when the mill corpora-
tions speeded up the machines and posted notices
that, following January 1, the fifty-four-hour work
week would be maximum for both men and women
operatives.

The LW.W. had been organizing among the
foreign born in Lawrence since 1907 and claimed
over a thousand members, but it had only about
300 paid up members on its rolls. About 2500
English-speaking skilled workers were organized
by craft into three local unions of the AF.L’s
United Textile Workers, but only about 208 of
these were in good standing in 1912. The small,
English-speaking branch of the LW.W. sent a
letter to President Wood of the American Woolen
Company asking how wages would be affected
under the new law. There was no reply. Resent-
ment grew as the textile workers realized that a
reduction of two-hours pay from their marginal
incomes would mean, as L W.W. publicity pointed
out, three loaves of bread less each week from
their meager diet.

Polish women weavers in the Everett Cotton
Mills were the first to notice a shortage of thirty-
two cents in their pay envelopes on January 11.
They stopped their looms and left the mill, shout-
ing “short pay, short pay!” Other such outbursts
took place throughout Lawrence. The next morn-
ing workers at the Washington and Wood mills
joined the walkout. For the first time in the city’s
history, the bells of the Lawrence city hall rang
the general riot alarm.

That afternoon a mass meeting was held at the
Franco-Belgian Hall, and a telegram was sent to
Joseph Ettor, an ILW.W. Executive Board mem-
ber, asking that he come from New York to assist
the strike. Twenty-seven-year-old Ettor had vis-

ited Lawrence in the past to preach L. W.W. union-
ism. He was well known in the Italian community
as a veteran L. W.W, organizer who had worked
in the shipyards of San Francisco, traveled through
West Coast mining and lumber camps, and led
the foreign-born workers of the Pressed Steel Car
Company in the 1gog McKees Rocks, Pennsylvania,
strike. Practical, pragmatic, and quick in decision-
making, Ettor could speak English, Italian, and
Polish fluently and could understand Hungarian
and Yiddish.

Under his aggressive leadership, a strike com-
mittee was immediately formed of two representa-
tives from each of the nationalities represented
among the mill workers. They were to meet each
morning and take complete charge of the strike.
The workers’ demands called for a 15 percent in-
crease in wages on a fifty-four-hour work week,
double time for overtime work, and no discrim-
ination against any workers for their strike par-
ticipation. In response to the circulation of strike
leaflets throughout the town, Lawrence Mayor
Scanlon ordered a company of local militia to
spend the night at the armory and patrol the
streets around the mills.

Mass picketing and arrests started the first week
of the strike. It was the first time there had ever
been mass picketing in any New England town.
When crowds of workers demonstrated in front of
the Atlantic and Pacific mills, they were drenched
by water from fire hoses on adjoining roofs. The
strikers retaliated by throwing chunks of ice.
Thirty-six were arrested and most of them sen-
tenced to a year in prison. As the judge stated,
“The only way we can teach them is to deal out
the severest sentences.”” The governor ordered
out the state militia and state police. One officer
remarked to a writer for Outlook Magazine: “Our
company of militia went down to Lawrence dur-
ing the first days of the strike. Most of them had
to leave Harvard to do it; but they rather enjoyed
going down there to have a fling at those peo-
ple.”8 Harry Emerson Fosdick quoted a Boston
lawyer: “The strike should have been stopped in
the first twenty-four hours. The militia should
have been instructed to shoot. That is the way
Napoleon did it.”?

A few days after the strike began, Arturo Gio-
vannitti, an Italian poet and orator, came to Law-
rence from New York City to take charge of strike
relief. He came in the interest of Il Proletario, the
newspaper which he edited for the Italian Social-
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ist Federation. Relief committees, a network of
soup kitchens, and food distribution stations were
set up by each nationality group. The Franco-
Belgian station alone took care of 1200 families
weekly. Volunteer doctors gave medical care.
Families received from $2.00 to $5.00 each week
from the funds raised throughout the country in
response to the strike committee’s appeal. “The
problem of relief was so efficiently handled,” wrote
labor historian Samuel Yellin, “that during the ten-
week strike there was no wavering whatsoever in
the strikers’ ranks.” 10

Lawrence was a new kind of strike, the first
time such large numbers of unskilled, unorgan-
ized foreign-born workers had followed the radical
leadership of the LW.W. John Golden, president
of the A.F.L. United Textile Workers denounced
it as “revolutionary” and “anarchistic’ and at-
tempted unsuccessfully to wrest the leadership of
the strike away from the LW.W. A.F.L. President
Samuel Gompers defined the strike as a “class-
conscious industrial revolution . . . a passing event
that is not intended to be an organization for the
protection of the immediate rights or promotion
of the near future interests of the workers.” How-
ever, Gompers defended the lawful rights of the
I W.W. members to, “express themselves as their
conscience dictates.” 1!

“It was the spirit of the workers that was dan-
gerous,” wrote labor reporter Mary Heaton Vorse.
“They are always marching and singing. The tired,
gray crowds ebbing and flowing perpetually into
the mills had waked and opened their mouths to
sing.”12 And in the American Magazine, Ray Stan-
nard Baker reported:

It is not short of amazing, the power of a great
idea to weld men together. . . . There was in it
a peculiar, intense, vital spirit, a religious spirit
if you will, that I have never felt before in any
strike. . . . At first everyone predicted that it
would be impossible to hold these divergent
people together, but aside from the skilled men,
some of whom belonged to craft unions, com-
paratively few went back to the mills. And as
a whole, the strike was conducted with little
violence.13

Less than a week after the strike started, the
police found dynamite in three different places in
Lawrence: in a tenement house, in an empty lot,
and in a shoemaker’s shop next door to the print
shop where Ettor received his mail. The press

and the police were quick to assign guilt to the
strikers. An editorial in the New York Times de-
clared: “The strikers display a fiendish lack of
humanity which ought to place them beyond the
comfort of religion until they have repented.”14
The ILW.W. claimed, however, that the Boston-
American, a Hearst paper, was off the press and
on sale in Lawrence with the details of the dyna-
mite discovery before the sticks of dynamite were
actually found. Soon after, John Breen, a local
undertaker and a member of the Lawrence school
board, was arrested and charged with planting
the explosives in a plot to discredit the workers.
He was fined $500 and released on bail. President
Wood of the American Woolen Company was im-
plicated, but cleared by the court although he
could not explain why he had recently made a
cash payment to Breen.

One of the largest demonstrations of the strike
took place on January 2g when Ettor addressed
a mass meeting on the Lawrence Common, urged
the strikers to be peaceful and orderly, and led
them on a march through the business district.
At one of the mills, a company of militiamen re-
fused to let them pass. Ettor averted a conflict
by waving the paraders up a side street. They fol-
lowed, and cheered him for his good sense.

That evening, independent of the earlier dem-
onstration, Anna LoPizzo, a woman striker, was
killed when police tried to break up a picket line.
The strikers said she was shot by a Lawrence po-
lice officer. Nevertheless, Ettor and Giovannitti,
who were three miles away talking to a meeting
of German workers, were arrested as “accessories
to the murder” and charged with inciting and pro-
voking the violence. They were refused bail and
imprisoned for eight months without trial. In
April, Joseph Caruso, an Italian striker, was ar-
rested and jailed in an attempt by Lawrence po-
lice to find the man who had fired the fatal shot.

Martial law was enforced following the arrest
of the two L.W.W. strike leaders. City officials de-
clared all public meetings illegal, and Lawrence
authorities called out twenty-two more militia
companies to patrol the streets. A militiaman’s
bayonet killed a fifteen-year old Syrian boy in
another clash between strikers and police.

The arrest of Ettor and Giovannitti was aimed
at disrupting the strike. However, the L.W.W. sent
Bill Haywood to Lawrence, and with him came
LW.W. organizers William Trautmann, Elizabeth
Gurley Flynn, and, later, Carlo Tresca, an Italian
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anarchist. More than 15,000 strikers met Haywood
at the railroad station and carried him down Essex
Street to the Lawrence Common, where he ad-
dressed a group of 25,000 strikers. Group by
group, they sang the “Internationale” for him in
their various tongues. Looking down from the
speaker’s stand and seeing the young strikers in
the crowd, Haywood roared in his foghorn voice:
“Those kids should be in school instead of slaving
in the mills.”15

Throughout the strike, Haywood urged strikers
to maintain an attitude of passive resistance. But
this took many forms. One innovation in strike
technique was an endless chain picket line of
thousands of strikers who marched through the
mill districts wearing white arm bands which
read, “Don’t be a scab.” Large groups locked arms
on the sidewalks and passed along the business
streets. When this tactic was disrupted by the
police, huge crowds of mill workers would move
in and out of stores, not buying anything. As the
acting head of the police later testified in Wash-
ington, “They had our shopkeepers in a state of
terror; it was a question whether or not they
would shut up their shops.”*6

By far the most dramatic episode of the strike
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involved sending the strikers’ children to sympa-
thetic families in other cities, a measure of strike
relief which had been used in Europe by French
and Italian workers. About 120 children left Law-
rence on February 10 and were met at the station
in New York City by 5000 members of the Italian
Socialist Federation and the Socialist Party sing-
ing the “Internationale” and “The Marseillaise.”
The youngsters were placed in homes which had
been selected by a women’s committee of New
York sympathizers. Margaret Sanger, later famous
for her work in birth control, was one of the nurses
who accompanied the children on the train to
New York City. She testified before a congres-
sional committee in March: “Out of the 119 chil-
dren, only four had underwear on . . . their out-
erwear was almost in rags . . . their coats were
simply torn to shreds . . . and it was the bitter-
est weather we have had this winter.” 17

A few weeks later, ninety-two more children
arrived in New York City and, before going to
their temporary foster homes, paraded with ban-
ners down Fifth Avenue. Alarmed at the pub-
licity this exodus was receiving, the Lawrence
authorities ordered that no more children could
leave the city. On February 24 when a group o'
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150 more children made ready to leave for Phila-
delphia, fifty policemen and two militia compa-
nies surrounded the Lawrence railroad station.
They tore children away from their parents, threw
women and children into a waiting patrol wagon,
and detained thirty of them in jail. A member of
the Philadelphia Womens Committee testified
under oath:

When the time came to depart, the children,
arranged in a long line, two by two in an orderly
procession with the parents near at hand, were
about to make their way to the train when the
police . . . closed in on us with their clubs,
beating right and left with no thought of the
children who then were in desperate danger of
being trampled to death. The mothers and the
children were thus hurled in a mass and bodily
dragged to a military truck and even then
clubbed, irrespective of the cries of the panic-
stricken mothers and children. We can scarcely
find words with which to describe this display
of brutality.18

This clash between the children and the police
was the turning point of the Lawrence strike. Pro-
tests from every part of the country reached Con-
gress as newspaper and magazine articles focused
national attention on the conflict. Congressman
Victor Berger, a Socialist from Milwaukee, and
Congressman William Wilson from Pennsylvania,
who became the first secretary of labor, called for
a congressional investigation of the Lawrence
situation.

In early March, the House Committee on Rules
heard testimony from a group of Lawrence strik-
ers including some teenagers under sixteen years
of age. “As soon as I came home I had to go to
sleep, I was so tired,” the congressmen were told
by a fifteen-year-old girl.1® The young workers
testified that the textile companies held back a
week of their wages, that they were often required
to do unpaid clean-up work on Saturdays, and
that in order to get decent drinking water in the
mills some of them had to pay five or ten cents a
week. So great was national indignation, the Pres-
ident’s wife attended the hearings, and President
Taft later ordered an investigation of industrial
conditions throughout the nation.

Concerned over the public reaction to the hear-
ings, and the possible threat to their own tariff
protection, the American Woolen Company ac-
ceded to all the strikers’ demands on March 12,

1912. By the end of March, the rest of the Law-
rence textile companies fell in line. Wages were
raised for textile workers throughout all of New
England. And on March 30 the children who had
been living in foster homes in New York City
were brought home.

Meanwhile, in the Lawrence prison, Ettor and
Giovannitti had turned their jail cells into studies.
They read through the warden’s library and then
the books—Taine, Carlyle, Shelley, Byron, Kant—
sent in by sympathizers. Ettor, interested in or-
ganization methods, requested Burke. Giovannitti
had what he called his “afternoon matinees,”
reading an annotated edition of Shakespeare
which had been sent to him by a Harvard student.

As the months dragged on without a trial, the
case of Giovannitti and Ettor became a cause
célebre. “Open the jail gates or we will close the
mill gates,” threatened Haywood. Protest parades,
demonstrations, and mass meetings in major cities
throughout the country helped raise $60,000
needed for legal defense. In New York’s Union
Square, 25,000 persons gathered to hear Haywood
appeal for funds, then march up Fifth Avenue
led by Elizabeth Gurley Flynn. In Boston a great
demonstration covered the Common. Massachu-
setts authorities indicted all the members of the
Ettor-Giovannitti Defense Committee, then re-
leased them on bail.

Agitation mounted. A general strike was advo-
cated by the LW.W. In August, a new develop-
ment in the dynamite plot made headlines. Ernest
Pitman, a Lawrence contractor who had built the
Wood mill of the American Woolen Company,
confessed to a district attorney that the dynamite
frame-up had been planned in the Boston offices
of Lawrence textile corporations. Pitman com-
mitted suicide shortly after he was served papers
ordering him to appear and testify before a grand
jury. William Wood, who was implicated, was
immediately exonerated in court.

Pitman’s confession created a surge of senti-
ment in favor of the liberation of Ettor, Giovan-
nitti, and Caruso. ITW.W. publicity contrasted the
case of the three men who had been detained for
months in prison, with the case of Breen, the
dynamite planter, who had been released without
jail sentence on a $500 fine. Fifteen thousand Law-
rence workers walked out again on September g0
for a twenty-four-hour demonstration strike. Tex-
tile workers in neighboring cities threatened simi-
lar strikes in support of the L W.W. leaders. Police,
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detectives, and the state militia were again called
out. Mayor Scanlon started a “God and Country”
campaign to drive the LW.W. out of Lawrence.
A parade was organized down the Lawrence main
street under a banner which read:

For God and Country!
The stars and stripes forever!
The red flag never!

Lawrence citizens were encouraged by the town
leaders to wear little American flags in their but-
ton holes as proof of their patriotic opposition to
the LW.W.

The trial of Ettor, Giovannitti, and Caruso be-
gan in Salem, Massachusetts, at the end of Sep-
tember; it lasted for two months. The defendants
were kept in metal cages in the courtroom while
the trial was in session. Crowds of workers waited
each day outside the courthouse to cheer them as
they entered and left the building. In Sweden
and France workers proposed a boycott of Amer-
ican woolen goods along with a strike against all
ships bound for American ports. Numerous tele-
grams were sent from Italy, where Giovannitti’s
family lobbied actively in his behalf. Italian sym-
pathizers demonstrated in front of the American
consulate in Rome, and three Italian districts
nominated Giovannitti for the Italian Chamber of
Deputies. Delegations visited President Taft at
his summer home in Beverly, Massachusetts, to
plead for the prisoners’ release.

The prosecution accused Ettor and Giovannitti
of inciting the strikers to violence and murder,
although witnesses proved that they were speak-
ing to a meeting of workers several miles from
the place where Anna LoPizzo was shot. Two
hired detectives from a strike-breaking agency
testified that Giovamnitti had urged strikers to
“sleep in the daytime and prow! around like wild
beasts at night.”20 But the detectives admitted that
the speech to which they referred was in Italian
and that they had no written notes of the meeting
from which to quote. Witnesses testified that Jo-
seph Caruso was home eating supper at the time
the woman striker was killed. Caruso said that he
was not an LW.W. member and had never heard
Ettor or Giovannitti speak before he was impris-
oned. He also said he planned to become a Wob-
bly as soon as he was released from jail.

Before the end of the trial, Ettor and Giovan-
nitti asked permission to make closing statements.
Joe Ettor said in part:

Does the District Attorney believe . . . that the
gallows or guillotine ever settled an idea? If
an idea can live, it lives because history ad-
judges it right. I ask only for justice. . . . The
scaffold has never yet and never will destroy
an idea or a movement. . . . An idea consist-
ing of a social crime in one age becomes the
very religion of humanity in the next. . . . What-
ever my social views are, they are what they
are. They cannot be tried in this courtroom.2!

Giovannitti’s speech, the first he had ever made
publicly in English, moved even the reporters who
were covering the trial. On November 26, 1912,
the men were acquitted and released from jail.

Public opinion as expressed by the Eastern daily
newspapers was practically unanimous in support
of the acquittal of Ettor and Giovannitti. But the
threat of anarchy and class war raised the fear
that “a win in the Lawrence mills means a start
that will only end with the downfall of the wage
system.” An editorial in the liberal Survey mag-
azine questioned: ‘

Are we to expect that instead of playing the
game respectably . . . the laborers are to listen
to subtle anarchistic philosophy which chal-
lenges the fundamental idea of law and order? 22

Other publications around the country expressed
alarm at the strange doctrines of “direct action,”
“syndicalism,” “the general strike’—slogans of a
new kind of revolution.

In the LW.W. local in Lawrence, merhbership
swelled to 10,000 in the year following the strike
but dropped to 400 by 1914 as the depression of
the preceding year cut into employment in the
textile industry. In addition, textile employers ini-
tiated an espionage system in the mills to counter
any further radical influence. A 50 percent speed-
up of the textile machines after 1912 led to addi-
tional unemployment and offset the wage increase
gained by the strike settlement.

But the immediate effect of the Lawrence strike
was to hearten textile workers in other Eastern
areas and to prepare for the next large LW.W.
strike drama in the silk mills of Paterson within
the year. The strike also made a profound impres-
sion on the public and the rest of the labor move-
ment by dramatizing the living and working con-
ditions of unorganized, foreign-born workers in
crowded industrial areas, and communicating the
spirit of their rebellion.
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Following the Salem trial, literary critic Ken-
neth McGowan wrote in Forum Magazine:

Whatever its future, the LW.W. has accom-
plished one tremendously big thing, a thing that
sweeps away all twaddle over red flags and vio-
lence and sabotage, and that is the individual
awakening of “illiterates” and “scum” to an orig-
inal, personal conception of society and the re-
alization of the dignity and rights of their part
in it. They have learned more than class con-

sciousness; they have learned consciousness of
self. . . .28

This was a fitting interpretation of the spirit of
the striking mill girls who carried picket signs
which read:

WE WANT BREAD AND ROSES TOO.

1

Justus Ebert (1869-1946), the son of a former
mayor of Mannheim, Germany, was in charge of

Industrial Worker, August 15, 1912.
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THE GENERAL STRIKE IS THE KEY THAT FITS THE LOCK TO FREEDOM

publicity for the LW.W. Lawrence Defense Com-
mittee. Ebert had worked as a newsboy, glass-
blower, and lapidary assistant before starting a
writing and editing career at age seventeen, when
a series of his articles appeared in the New York
Courier. He was a Socialist Labor Party member
until 1908, and assistant editor of the Daily Peo-
ple, its newspaper. He resigned from the S.L.P. at
that time to join the LW.W.

The Trial of a New Society (Cleveland, 1913),
from which this selection is taken, was Ebert's
frst book. His other writings included the pam-
phlets, American Industrial Evolution from Fron-
tier to Factory, Trade Unions in the United States,
1842-1905, and the popular LW.W. pamphlet,
The I.W.W. in Theory and Practice. He was one
of the editors of the LW.W. magazine, the Indus-
trial Pioneer, and the LW.W. paper, Solidarity.

For the last twenty years of his life, Ebert ed-
ited the journal of the Lithographers Union. He
was active in the Socialist Party, the League for
Mutual Aid, and the Workers’ Defense League.
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THE INDUSTRIAL DEMOCRACY
ARRIVES

By Justus EBERT

On the morning of the 12th of January, 1912, the
riot call was sounded on the bells of the City Hall
at Lawrence, Mass. It was the first time in nine-
teen years that the call had been heard; and then
only as a test. The call required the presence of
every police officer in the city; regular, special
and reserved; plain-clothes men, nightmen, in fact,
all the guardians of peace and property.

The call came like a thunderbolt from a clear
sky. There had been no previous indication of any
need for the entire police resources of the com-
munity. Lawrence was, apparently, a peaceful
and prosperous city, too active to be riotous, and
too contented to be destructive. All its classes
were, to all appearances, living in mutual harmony
and accord. Why then this riot call? Why this
hurry and scurry, this rush from all directions,
this reporting at headquarters, of all its police,
armed and ready for every possible affray?

The answer is one typical of the times.

Lawrence is renowned as a textile center. It
outranks any other city in the nation in the pro-
duction of woolen and worsted goods. In addi-
tion, its cotton industry is important. Lawrence
is situated on the Merrimac River, whose immense
water power has made it a favorable location for
big mills.

In Lawrence, the hand loom of the early New
England farm and the small mill of the last cen-
tury with its tens of thousands of capital, have both
been replaced by the Woolen Trust, the Whit-
man-Morgan combination of cotton and woolen
interests, and other powerful organizations of cap-
ital, with their tens, nay, hundreds of millions of
financial backing. Lawrence is, accordingly, a city
dependent on corporate wealth. The mill corpora-
tions are its chief tax-payers and the chief em-
ployers of its inhabitants. Of the 85,000 popula-
tion of Lawrence, over 35,000 are enrolled in the
army of mill employees. They have no property
rights in the mills; and are, for the most part, mere
tenders of machines, without skill, and principally
of foreign birth, as were the Pilgrim fathers who
preceded them; and who murdered the native
Indians who opposed their coming. These armies
toil for the enrichment of stockholders who do
not live in Lawrence and who take no part in its
production of textile goods; who, in brief, are far

more foreign to Lawrence, than are the most re-
cent arrivals from abroad. Under the benign pro-
tection of Schedule K of the tariff laws of this
country, they exact exceptional dividends, with
more ferocity than Shylock exacted his pound of
flesh. In all of which, they do not differ from the
capitalist class in general, whose riches and fame
are primarily due to the surplus values, that is, the
wealth stolen from Labor in the form of profits,
interest and rent.!

Let us look at these mills, therefore, a little
closer; for, in looking at them, we are looking at
the real Lawrence. They are the basis of its pros-
perity, its heart and soul! Just as the shoe and
electric industries are the material basis and the
heart and soul of Lynn; or the industries of any
place and time are the basis of the material, legal
and moral institutions—the heart and soul—of that
place and time.

The principal mills in Lawrence are those of
the American Woolen Company. This company is
the largest single corporation in the textile indus-
try. It is a consolidation of 34 mills, located mostly
in New England. For these reasons it is known
as “the Woolen Trust.” The American Woolen
Company does about one-ninth of the woolen and
worsted manufacturing in the United States. Its
1911 output was valued at $45,000,000.

The Wood Mill of the American Woolen Co.,
located in Lawrence, is claimed by the company
to be “the largest worsted mill in the world.” It is
1,900 feet long, 300 feet wide and contains 1,300,-
ooo square feet of floor space. The output for 1911
is said to be valued at $g,000,000. The Washing-
ton and Ayer Mills adjoin the Wood Mill. They
supply the raw material to the other mills of the
company, located outside of Lawrence.

All three mills—Wood, Washington and Ayer—
are situated on the South side of the Merrimac.
They are modern brick structures, six stories high,
almost a half-mile long altogether; and sur-
mounted by an ornate clock-tower. A bridge at
Union Street connects them with Lawrence proper.
16,500 persons, or almost one-half of the mill
workers of Lawrence, are employed by the Ameri-
can Woolen Co. Its general offices are in Boston.

(1) For a more exhaustive study of textile evolution in
New England see chapter on “New England,” in Turner’s
“Rise of the New West,” American Nation Series; “The
Record of a City,” by Geo. F. Kenngott; and the Citizens
Committee’s Report on the Lawrence Strike, Boston Amer-
ican, March 18, 1912.
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The American Woolen Co. always pays 7 per
cent on its capitalization of $70,000,000. This is
said to be largély water. It is alleged in some
quarters that its entire plant can be replaced at a
cost ranging from $10,000,000 to $20,000,000. It
is a well-known fact that its leading officers and
stock-holders are conmnected with mill machine
and construction companies that batten on its re-
sources. William Wood, the president, owns two
palatial residences. When asked in court, “How
many automobiles have you?” he replied, “I don’t
know. I haven’t any time to count them.” Neces-
sity doesn’t require that he should take time to
count his wealth. He has so much of it, as to render
the performance superfluous.

Another noteworthy corporation on the South
side of the Merrimac is the Lawrence Dye Works.
This is the leading corporation in the consolida-
tion of four mills known as the United States Wor-
sted Co., whose properties it owns, besides its
own. This $2,500,000 corporation makes a special-
ity of dyeing and finishing worsted goods. From
1884 to 1900 over 100 per cent was paid from its
profits. Since then, the average yearly dividend
has been nearly 20 per cent. The stock-holders
of the Lawrence Dye Works now receive in five
years that for which they formerly had to wait
seven. The United States Worsted Co. itself pays
7.37 per cent annually. It manufactures fancy
worsted and woolen goods in a six-story modern
brick and concrete weaving mill overlooking the
power dam at Lawrence.

Next in rank to the Woolen Trust mills are the
Pacific Mills, located on the North side of the
Merrimac, in Lawrence proper. This company
manufactures cotton and worsted dress goods. Its
attorney, James R. Dunbar, is also attorney for the
Morgan railroad interests in New England. Men
conspicuous on the boards of directors of these
railroad interests are also conspicuous on the
board of directors of the Pacific Mills. The Pacific
Mills is erecting new mills at South Lawrence,
east of the Wood Mill, whose total capacity is
said to exceed that of the latter. Its employes
number 6,000.

The Pacific Mills has a capital stock of $3,000,-
000; and a surplus of $5,141,817. Its assets in two
years—19og-1911—increased from $11,015,281 to
$12,838,279, or a total of $1,822,998. This corpora-
tion paid dividends: 1907, $320; 1908, $120; 1g0g,
$160; 1910, $120; 1911, $120; this is on nontaxable
shares with a par value of $1,000. The total re-

turn to investors, in ten years, was 148 per cent.
This is an average yearly return of 15 per cent.
In other words, in ten years, the share-holders of
the Pacific Mills not only ate their cake more
abundantly than they made it, but they also have
it now more abundantly than ever before. This
is due to the kindness of the present system of
capitalism, which takes from labor all it produces;
giving in return therefrom wages, that is, enough
of labor’s product for labor to subsist on and
reproduce more labor.2

After the Pacific Mills, in importance, come the
Arlington Mills, owned by the Whitman interests,
so-called after William Whitman, its president
and principal stockholder, who is also a director
in six textile corporations, closely allied to the one
over which he presides. Whitman is credited on
inside circles with being the father of Schedule X;
also with having Morgan backing,

The Arlington Mills is capitalized at $8,000,000.
Its annual output reaches the total value of $15,-
000,000. Its dividends were six per cent from 1877

(2) See Special Weekly Circular, Sept. 7, 1912, Wagner,
Dickerson & Co., bankers and brokers, N. Y.; Special
Stock, Bank and Trust Company Circular, February, 1912,
Turner, Tucker & Co., Bankers, Boston, Mass.; and arti-
cles on “The Great Textile Interests,” Business Supple-
ment, New York Sun, April 28, 1g12, for statistics on divi-
dends, capital, floor space, etc., of Lawrence Mills herein
specified.

The Lumberjack, September 13, 1912.
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to 1903, eight per cent from 1go3 to 1g12. In
1gos, the Whitman Mills also declared a stock
dividend of thirty-three and one-half per cent.?

Its mills in Lawrence employ over 5,000 opera-
tives; and are continually expanding in size and
importance. Like many other New England mills,
the Arlington Mill is increasing its capacity out
of its earnings. Dividends grow and so does the
value of the property producing them; thanks to
the productivity of Labor.

In addition to the Pacific and the Arlington
Mills, there are in Lawrence proper, the Atlantic,
Pemberton, Everett, Kuhnhardt, Duck and 13
other mills, whose combined capital runs well up
above the Century mark. The brick buildings they
own are mostly of an older type than those of the
Woolen Trust, already described, and are built in
close succession to one another, making them look
as one. They are surmounted by belfries and
smoke stacks. Fences and walls surround them.
Entrance is through gates that are reached by
bridges, which cross a power canal running par-
allel with the mills and feeding them. This canal
cuts off the mills from the city, just as the moats
of a medieval castle cut it off from the surround-
ing country.

The mills are on a private street called, very ap-
propriately, Canal Street. A railroad runs right
alongside of them and pierces them in order to
get to a bridge crossing the river. All of which
helps along the isolation and fortification.

All the mills on the north side of the Merri-
mac, thus isolated and fortified, are good dividend
payers. The point is well illustrated in a story
gleaned from the press and told by William D.
Haywood, about Mr. Turner, Prest. of the Duck
Mill, as follows: “Mr. Turner is a man of many
wives and some wards. He married the last ward
after he got rid of his wives. She lived in Brook-
lyn. They took a honeymoon. It was to Chicago.
They had a palace train. Two Pullman cars were
reserved for the bride’s dogs. When those two
carloads of dogs arrived in Chicago with their
mistress, they were taken to a fashionable hotel,
registered, assigned to private rooms and were fed
on the choicest cuts of meat; porterhouse steak.”

(3) These figures and facts are furnished by a reliable
Wall Street Journalist.

(4) “Speech of Wm. D. Haywood on Case of Ettor and
Giovannitti, Cooper Union, N. Y.,” pamphlet published by
Ettor-Giovannitti Defense Committee, Lawrence, Mass.

p- 7.

None but the extremely wealthy, like the Woods,
Turner and the textile barons of Lawrence, can
indulge in such wasteful extravagancies. To even
the moderately wealthy middle class, it is not
given to have more automobiles than one can
count; or to provide Pullman cars, fashionable ho-
tel suites and porterhouse steaks for the dogs be-
longing to one’s latest of many brides similarly
indulged before. Such expenditures are only pos-
sible among those possessing multimillions, such
as come out of the mills of Lawrence.

Contrast now the wealth, expansion and lix-
ury of Lawrence’s corporation magnates with the
poverty, degradation and misery of Lawrence’s
wealth producers.

Despite consolidation, tariff, and perfected ma-
chinery, the wages and conditions of textile work-
ers show a steady decline. According to the United
States Census, from 18go to 1gos, textile wages
had decreased 22.0 to 19.5 per cent of the value of
the gross output. This is a difference of $53,686,-
035; a stupendous sum to these poorly-paid work-
ers, as will be shown further along.5

This decline is made possible by increasing the
number of looms to the worker, while at the same
time, reducing the pay, through the competition
of those thus displaced. In August, 1911, a call
was issued for a general organization of all the
textile workers along the Merrimac River, in order
to more effectively combat the tendency to reduce
wages and intensify labor at one and the same
time.

The appeal opens thus:

“One hundred cotton weavers are fighting
against the following conditions which the Atlan-
tic Mills are trying to impose upon them.

“Twelve looms instead of seven, at 49 cents per
cut, instead of 79 cents; those are in a few words,
the conditions against which the weavers are re-
volting.

“Seven looms producing two cuts a week at the
rate of 79 cents per cut leaves a salary of $11.06
per week; 12 looms producing two cuts each per
week at the rate of 49 cents per cut gives a salary
of $11.76.

“Admitting that each weaver can make 24 cuts
each on 12 looms, which is practically impossible,
he will necessarily have to operate five looms, and
produce 10 cuts more each week for the sum of
70 cents; so that it is really a theft of $7.20 per

(s) Statement of Congressman Victor Berger, p. 8, Report
of House Committee on Rules, Lawrence Strike.
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week which the corporation will make on each
and every weaver, and at the same time throw two
employees out of five on the streets.”®

This method of doing more work with less men
at less wages than formerly, was also introduced
into the Woolen Mills. Here also the employees
fought the two loom system, which meant a dou-
bling up of their toil and the cutting in half of
their numbers, with the inevitable reduction of
wages that the competition of the unemployed
made possible. Numerous strikes were inaugu-
rated to combat this tendency. But all of them
failed, because they were partial and sporadic;
fought by the craft directly involved alone, while
the other crafts remained at work and scabbed on
it, that is, assisted the corporations to victory.”
This tendency was further emphasized by the
speeding up, encouraged by the premium system,
which added to the nervous strain, while gradu-
ally lowering wages.

Accordingly, wages in the Lawrence mills have
become mere pittances. The $11.76 per week for
weavers, specified above, are exceptionally good
wages. The report of Commissioner of Labor,
Charles P. Neil, shows that, for the week ending
Nov. 25, 1911, 22,000 textile workers in Lawrence
averaged $8.76 in wages. This average is for a
good week only; and is inclusive of the wages paid
to all grades of labor. The commissioner reports
that almost one-third of the 22,000 earned less
than $7, while only 17.5 per cent earned $12 and
over for the select week in which the pay-roll was
averaged.8

It is pointed out in Lawrence that over 13,000
workers are not accounted for in the commission-
er’s investigation. These certainly are numerous
enough to be considered. It is also claimed that
during the pay week preceding Jan. 12, 1912, the
pay-roll for 25,000 employees amounted to $150,-
o0o or an average of $6 for the week. Thus the
commissioner’s figures are to be taken with quali-
fications when put forth as representing actual
conditions.

The actual wages paid in some of the mills
make startling reading. They recall the time in

(6) Appeal issued by Local 20, LW.W., Lawrence, Mass.
(7) Report General Organizer James P. Thomspon, 7th
Convention LW.W., Sept., 1912, Chicago, IIL.

(8) Report on strike of Textile Workers in Lawrence,

Mass., in 1912. P. 19. Charles P. Neil, Commissioner of
Labor, Washington, D. C.

the eighties when Henry Ward Beecher is alleged
to have said: “A dollar a day is enough pay for
any American laborer to live on"—a statement
that aroused furious opposition. In the American
Woolen Company’s spinning, winding and beam-
ing departments and dye houses, wages were
$5.10, $6.05, $6.55, $7.15, and $7.55 per week in
1911. This is for a full week only; often, when
work is slack, such wages as $2.30 and $2.70 a
week are the rule.? The writer met in Lawrence
weavers who informed him that they averaged
$5.00 a week following the panic of 1go7. And
these were men with wives and families.

Custom often reveals conditions where all else
may hide them. In Lawrence, it is the custom to
demand weekly rents for tenements occupied by
the working class. Where wages are small and
employment unsteady, it is realized that monthly
rents are difficult of accamulation and collection.
The rents vary from $1 to $6 per week. They are
higher on the average than in New York, Chicago,
Philadelphia, Boston, Cleveland, Buffalo and Mil-
waukee. In addition, Lawrence offers none of the
various social advantages of these larger cities.
Boarders or lodgers were found in 58 per cent of
the homes visited by Federal investigators. They
are necessary to the raising of rent.1?

Instalment houses also do a thriving business
in Lawrence. “Easy Payments” is the deceptive
means by which extortionate prices are made pos-
sible of payment by the workers who are already
badly fleeced in the mills.

Lawrence is also the scene of much experiment-
ing in co-operative enterprises, several of which
have been successful. Where wages are low, as
in Belgium and England, the economies and thrift
made possible by co-operative buying and selling,
becomes imperative. Especially is this true, in
view of the increasing cost of living. Lawrence is
by no means exempt from the latter. For instance,
anthracite coal was $10.50 a ton in Lawrence dur-
ing the winter of 1911-1912. The cost of living
is higher in Lawrence than elsewhere.

Congestion is worse in Lawrence than in any
other city in New England, Boston excepted.
Frame houses and rear houses are more numer-
ous than in the congested districts of Manchester,

(9) Report of House Committee on Rules, Lawrence
Strike, 1g12. pp. 139~-176.
(10) P. 25. Neil Report on Lawrence Strike.
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N.H., Lowell, Salem, Fall River and New Bed-
ford, Mass. A terrible conflagration is always pos-
sible; the construction being regarded as “extra-
hazardous.” !}

In addition, the rear houses are entered by alley-
ways and long narrow passages leading from them
which make deadly flues and fire traps. These
alleyways and passages are also dirty and dark,
mouldy and foul-smelling. They are the play-
grounds of the children who inhabit them. Juve-
nile offenders are numerous in Lawrence.l2 The
cause is evident.

“Our valuation did not increase with our popu-
lation,” said Commissioner of Public Safety, C. F.
Lynch, addressing the Berger Congressional in-
vestigation of the Lawrence strike; “and conse-
quently we were faced with a serious financial
problem.” As a reflex of Lawrence’s poverty and
squalor this needs no comment.

Malnutrition and premature death are common
in Lawrence. The textile industry is a “family in-
dustry.” Its subdivision makes possible the em-
ployment of all of the members of the family. It
also makes possible, consequently, the destruction
of the textile family.

Of the 22,000 textile workers investigated by
Commissioner Neil, 12,150 or 54 per cent are
males, and 9,772 or 44.6 per cent are females; 11.5
per cent of all of them, being under 18 years of
age. The mill workers claim that over 50 per cent
of Lawrence’s operatives are women and children.
As there are over 13,000 to be accounted for by
the commissioner, and as his figures verge very
closely on the claim made, the latter may be taken
for granted without discussion.

It is plain that, under the above circumstances,
family life outside of the mills must suffer. Women
who arise at 5:30 A.M. in order to be enabled to
do housework and labor in a dusty, noisy mill until
5:30 P.M., at starvation wages, are bound to bear
and rear offspring who are underfed and badly
cared for. Everyone of the 119 children sent to
New York in February, 1912 was found on physi-
cal examination to be suffering from malnutrition,
in some form. As Wm. D. Haywood most elo-
quently puts it, “Those children had been starving
from birth. They had been starved in their moth-

(11) Ibid. p. 24.
(12) A perusal of police court proceedings in Lawrence
press will convince the reader of this fact.

ers’ wombs. And their mothers had been starving
before the children were conceived.”13

Malnutrition brings about a disease called Ra-
chitis, or rickets. The writer has seen so many
children with crooked and distorted limbs and
bones in Lawrence as to be impressed with the
fact. Likewise, has he observed the anemic and
wizened expression, not only of infants, but also
of adults. Underfeeding is common in Lawrence.

The infant death rate in Lawrence is very high.
For every 1,000 births there are 172 deaths under
one year of age. This is greater than 28 other
cities with which Lawrence has been compared.
The same is practically true of Lawrence’s gen-
eral death rate, which is 17.7 per 1,000 population,
a rate which surpasses that of 26 other cities,!¢
and is above the average for the United States.

In the matter of longevity, according to Law-
rence’s mortuary records, its lawyers and clergy-
men lead, with an average length of life of 65.4
years. Manufacturers come next with 58.5 years;
farmers follow with 57 years. Mill operatives have
the shortest life span. From the mortality records
of 1,010 operatives, the average length of life was
found to be 39.6 years. The average longevity for
spinners is three and two-fifths years less, or 36
years. On an average, the spinner’s life is 2 years
less than that of the lawyer’s or clergyman’s and
22.5 years shorter than that of the manufacturer.15

Says Dr. Shapleigh, a Lawrence practitioner,
who made a special study of the subject: “36 out
of every 100 of all the men and women who work
in the mill die before, or by the time, they are 25
years of age. That means that out of the long line
which enters the mill you may strike out every
third person as dying before reaching maturity.
Every fourth person in the line is dying from
tuberculosis. And further, every second person,
that is one alternating with a healthy person, will
die of some form of respiratory trouble.” The
same authority states that “a considerable number
of the boys and girls die within the first two or
three years after beginning work.” 16 So poorly are
they nourished and developed, that they have not
the stamina to withstand the strain.

(13) Cooper Union Speech on Ettor-Giovannitti case. pp.
4-5.

(14) Neil Report. p. 27.

(15) Dr. Elizabeth Shapleigh, Occupational Diseases in
the Textile Industry. New York Call, Dec. 29, 1912.

(16) Ibid.
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Here then is the lot of the textile workers of
Lawrence—steadily declining and low wages, in-
tensified and unsteady employment, bad housing,
underfeeding, no real family life, and premature
death. The benefits of industrial evolution and
national legislation go not to them, but to the
Woods, Turners, et al., who live in wasteful ex-
travagance upon their merciless exploitation, re-
gardless of common decency and in defiance of
the social spirit of the times.

This was the condition of affairs in Lawrence,
Mass., on Jan. 12, 1912, when something extraor-
dinary happened in the big mills there. About
9 a.M. on that date, the employes in one of the
departments of the Everett Mill, swept through
its long floors, wildly excited, carrying an Ameri-
can flag which they waved amid shouts of “Strike!
Strikell Strike!!l All out; come on; all out. Strike!
Strikel!” From room to room they rushed, an
enraged, indignant mass. Arming themselves with
the picker sticks used in the mills, they went from
loom to loom, persuading and driving away opera-
tives; and stopping looms; tearing weaves, and
smashing machines, where repeated attempts
were made to run them despite their entreaties,
which seldom failed of instant response. As they
swept on, their numbers grew, and with them
grew the contagion, the uproar and the tumult.

Out of the Everett Mill they rushed, these hun-
dreds of peaceful workers, now aroused, passion-
ate and tense. On the street, outside of the mill
gates, they were met by excited crowds that were
congregated there. All of them coalesced into one
big mass, and, as such, moved over the Union
Street bridge on to the Wood, Washington and
Ayer Mills, where the same scenes were enacted
once more. Men, women and children—Italians,
Poles, Syrians—all races, all creeds, already aroused
to action before the coming of the crowd outside
(some of whom rushed the gates and entered),
ran through the thousands of feet of floor space,
shouting, “Strike! Strike!! Strike!!! All out! Strike!
Strikell Strike!ll” sweeping everything before
them, and rendering operation in many depart-
ments so impossible as to cause their complete
shut-down.

These thousands also poured out into the streets,
and, with their fellow workers, already assembled
there, choked up the highway, blocking cars and
suspending traffic generally; while at the same
time hooting and howling, raising speakers and
leaders on their shoulders, throwing ice and snow,

and bombarding the windows in the adjoining
Kuhnhardt and Duck Mills, smashing every pane
of glass there—a destructive, menacing mob.
Where peace had reigned before, disorder and
violence now seemed rampant.!?

The something extraordinary that had hap-
pened in Lawrence, Mass., on January 12, 1912,
was an industrial revolt. The mill workers had
risen. In their rising they sounded, not only a riot
call, but also the keynote to the revolution of all
the workers in industry—to the industrial democ-
racy. Peaceful Lawrence, like every American city,
had a submerged Lawrence, a working class Law-
rence—that had erupted and, in so doing, sprung
all the social layers above that held it down into
the air. So the riot call was sounded. And the
police tried to force the submerged down to where
they formerly had been. So did the militia! So
did the State! So did all the repressive agencies
of modern, that is, capitalist, society. But they
failed. A new force had arisen—the workers demo-
cratically and industrially organized. The work-
ers thus united are invincible. It is Labor alone
that defeats Labor.

But this is running ahead of the story; to return.

The cause of the Lawrence industrial revolt
was a common thing, to wit, a wage reduction. A
beneficent state law had been passed reducing
hours of labor for women and children from 56
to 54 per week. When this law went into effect
the mill corporations reduced wages proportion-
ately, without any previous notice whatever. At
the same time, they speeded up the machines and
so got in 54 hours at 54 hours’ pay, the same out-
put that had been secured in 56 hours at 56 hours’
pay.

The operatives’ only notice of the reduction
was the short pay in their envelopes. “Short pay!
Short pay!” was the cry that had preceded the
uprising. The more the workers reflected on that
short pay the most resentful and unrestrainable
they became. In many thousands of cases the re-
duction only amounted to 30 cents a week. Yet
this apparently insignificant amount—the price of
a good Havana cigar to a Wood or a Turner—
was enough to turn Lawrence topsy-turvy and to
alter the subsequent political history of the coun-

(17) In narrating events at Lawrence, the writer has
drawn on the Neil Report, the Berger Congressional In-
vestigation Report, testimony of witnesses at the Salem
trial, and personal conversations with participants. His
sources of information are thus both official and unofficial.
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try; for the Lawrence strike destroyed the presi-
dential prospects of Governor Foss and hastened
the formation of the Progressive Party, with its
program of industrial and social reform.

Though the wage reduction was small in
amount, the textile workers of Lawrence realized
from abundant experience that the wages they
would receive under the 54 hours” law would not
be sufficient to live on. Their position, as already
'shown, was near enough to absolute starvation as
to leave no doubt on that point. So rather than
suffer the further weekly loss of six loaves of bread,
so badly needed, a great part rose en masse in
spontaneous revolt. Blind, instinctive, but primal,
and, therefore, fundamental and far-reaching, was
the uprising of these miserable workers.

None had expected such a violent outbreak.
True, according to Commissioner Neil, a far-
sighted mill official in Boston, had warned against
the prospect of one. But his was a lone voice, cry-
ing out in the wilderness. On January 2nd, 1912,
some of the workers organized in the Industrial
Workers of the World, tried to confer on the 54
hour law with the mill-owners, but were snubbed
for their pains. The weaving department of the
Everett Mill and the spinning department of the
Arlington Mill had struck on the afternoon of
January 11th. A meeting of 1,000 Italians and
Poles, held in Ford’s Hall on the evening of Janu-
ary 10, decided to walk out. Other outbursts had
taken place.18

Notwithstanding all this, the mill corporations
went right on as if nothing of importance was
happening, or could happen. They were supreme
and able to crush out all discontent, as before.
They recked not of the terrible resentment—the
general rage, long smoldering and now irrepres-
sible—that filled the workers on beholding their
robbed envelopes—and lives. And they knew not
that where Labor is most suffering and most op-
pressed, there is it also most terrible when aroused.

Hence, the revolt was a complete surprise, that
caused unprecedented alarm, and for the first
time in a labor dispute in the history of Massachu-
setts, later on, necessitated the calling out of the
militia. The Lawrence textile revolt reverberated
throughout the industrial world. Large numbers
in distant parts instinctively realized at once that
something extraordinary had happened in New
England’s hotbeds of labor submission and exploi-

(18) The Neil Report. pp. 31-32.

tation, the textile mills. The textile wage-slaves
had openly and actually rebelled. Lawrence, with
its exploitation and luxury for the benefit of a few
capitalists on one side, and its slavery and starva-
tion for the many workers on the other, was now
enacting the world-wide drama of the class strug-
gle—of the irrepressible conflict between the inter-
ests of capital and labor.

It was this profound fact that sounded the riot
call, turned Lawrence topsy-turvy and enabled
the industrial democracy to arrive.

2

On July 15, 1795, “La Marseillaise” was made the
official national anthem of France. It had been
written by a young French army officer, Rouget
de Lisle, and dedicated to the French commander
of the Army of the Rhine at a time when France
had declared war on Prussia and Hungary. In
1830, it was sung by radical workers in the July
Revolution against the reactionary King Charles X.
Louis Philippe, Charles’s successor, granted De
Lisle a pension, and when he died in 1836 huge
crowds of workers marched in his funeral pro-
cession.

“The Marseillaise” became popular with revo-
lutionary movements throughout Europe and was
printed in many radical songbooks. It was in-
cluded in a book, Socialist Songs ( Chicago, 1901),
published by the Charles Kerr Publishing Com-
pany, and printed in the first edition of the LW.W.
songbook. It was especially popular in the LIW.W.
strikes in Lawrence, Massachusetts, and Paterson,
New Jersey.

THE MARSEILLAISE*

Ye sons of toil, awake to glory!
Hark, hark, what myriads bid you rise;
Your children, wives and grandsires hoary—
Behold their tears and hear their cries!
Behold their tears and hear their cries!
Shall hateful tyrants mischief breeding,
With hireling hosts, a ruffian band—
Affright and desolate the land,
While peace and liberty lie bleeding?

Chorus:
To arms! to arms! ye bravel
Th’ avenging sword unsheathe!

March on, march on, all hearts resolved
On Victory or Death.
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With luxury and Pride surrounded,
The vile, insatiate despots dare,
Their thirst for gold and power unbounded,
To mete and vend the light and air,
To mete and vend the light and air,
Like beasts of burden, would they load us,
Like gods would bid their slaves adore,
But Man to Man, and who is more?
Then shall they longer lash and goad us?

Chorus.

O, Liberty; can man resign thee?

Once having felt thy generous flame.

Can dungeons, bolts and bars confine thee?
Or whips, thy noble spirit tame?

Or whips, thy noble spirit tame?

Too long the world has wept bewailing
That Falsehood’s dagger tyrants wield,
But Freedom is our sword and shield;

And 2ll their arts are unavailing!

Chorus.

3

A Parisian transport worker, Eugene Pottier,
wrote the words to “The Internationale” in 1871,
and they were set to music composed by Pierre
Degeyter, a wood carver from Lille, in 1888. “The
Internationale” became the anthem for radical
movements throughout the world. It was the offi-
cial anthem of the Soviet Union until 1944, when
the U.S5.58.R. adopted a new national anthem, “The
Hymn of the Soviet Union.” It was translated into
English by Charles Kerr, head of a cooperative
socialist book publishing company in Chicago,
and included in a socialist songbook published in
1901. It was sung by delegates to the first LW.W.
convention in 1905, frequently reprinted in the
LW.W. press, and included in the first edition of
the LW.W. songbook.

THE INTERNATIONALE®

By EucenE PoTTIER

Translated by Charles H. Kerr

Arise, ye prisoners of starvation!
Arise, ye wretched of the earth,

For justice thunders condemnation,
A better world’s in birth.

No more tradition’s chains shall bind us,
Arise, ye slaves! no more in thralll

The earth shall rise on new foundations,
We have been naught, we shall be all.

Refrain

"Tis the final conflict,

Let each stand in his place,
The Industrial Union

Shall be the human race.

We want no condescending saviors,
To rule us from a judgment hall;

We workers ask not for their favors;
Let us consult for all.

To make the thief disgorge his booty
To free the spirit from its cell,

We must ourselves decide our duty,
‘We must decide and do it well.

Refrain

The law oppresses us and tricks us,
Wage systems drain our blood;

The rich are free from obligations,
The laws the poor delude.

Too long we've languished in subjection,
Equality has other laws;

“No rights,” says she, “without their duties,
No claims on equals without cause.”

Refrain

Behold them seated in their glory,
The kings of mine and rail and soil!
What have you read in all their story,
But how they plundered toil?
Fruits of the people’s work are buried
In the strong coffers of a few;
In working for their restitution
The men will only ask their due.

Refrain

Toilers from shops and fields united,
The union we of all who work;

The earth belongs to us, the people,
No room here for the shirk.

How many on our flesh have fattened!
But if the noisome birds of prey

Shall vanish from the sky some morning,
The blessed sunlight still will stay.

Refrain
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4

Fred Beal (1895P—), author of Proletarian
Journey (New York, 1937) from which this selec-
tion is taken, was a textile worker and textile
organizer. Convicted during the Gastonia (North
Carolina) textile strike, he jumped bail and, with
utopian expectations, fled to the Soviet Union,
where he lived for several years. Disillusioned
with his experiences, he broke with the Commu-
nist Party and returned to the United States. His
second book, The Red Fraud (New York, 1949),
was published by Tempo Publishers.

STRIKE!
By Frep E. BEaL

1

I suddenly discovered that I did not want to be
a textile worker. I was fifteen. . . . Mill work was
dreary. . . .

Strikers held back by soldiers, Lawrence, Massachusetts, 1g12.

. . . One day, at noon-time, [a] lecturer ad-
dressed the crowd in front of our mill gate. . . .
[He] urged us to organize into a union, to join
the Industrial Workers of the World, and to de-
mand from the bosses more wages and shorter
hours. He declared with emphasis that we, the
textile workers, were wage slaves and that all the
mill owners were slave drivers, as bad and as
brutal as Simon Legree of Uncle Tom’s Cabin.

This was news to me. I had always thought that
only coloured people could be slaves and that
they had been freed long ago by us Yankees who
fought in the Civil War. Yet there was something
convincing about his talk although I could not
quite understand just who were the bosses who,
according to the speaker, were enjoying the Flor-
ida sunshine while we slaved in the mills for their
profit. All the subordinate bosses I had ever known
were working in the mill, like “Slim Jim the Bur-
glar” and Paddy Parker.

The Irish workers did not like the speaker; the
Ttalians did. The Trish cupped their hands to their
mouths, made strange noises every time the Ital-

Brown Brothers photo.
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ians applauded, and yelled: “Ef ye don’t loike this
countr-r-ry, go back where ye come fr-r-rom!”

The speaker ignored these remarks and con-
tinued: “The working class and the employing
class have nothing in common. Between these two
classes a struggle must go on until the workers of
the world organize as a class, take possession of
the earth and the machinery of production, and
abolish the wage system.”

Then, rudely, as if by prearrangement, the ten-
minutes-to-one bells, high up in the mill's belfry,
began tolling their dismal warning to us workers
that it was time for us to get back to work. “The
slave bells are calling!” yelled the L W.W. speaker.
“The master wants you back at the bench and ma-
chine. Go, slaves! But remember, these very bells
will some day toll the death-knell of the slave-
drivers!”

The bells tolled on defiantly.

2

That afternoon, during the rest period, we doffers
talked about the I.W.W. speaker and the union he
was organizing. We had good reason to talk.
Things were about to happen. The State Legisla-
ture had just passed a law reducing the hours of
labour from 56 to 54 per week, and there was ru-
mour that our pay would be reduced accordingly.
Our next pay day was Friday, January 12, and
the grown-up workers were talking about going
on strike if wages were cut. We young people
thought it would be fun to strike and made plans
to go skating and sleigh-riding—all but Little Eva.
She and her mother were the breadwinners of the
family. Her father had lost an arm at Pingree’s
Box Shop two weeks after they came from Can-
ada. They sorely needed Little Eva’s weekly wage
of five dollars and four cents.

Old man Dwyer, the empty rovings’ collector,
bad worked in the Pacific Mills over thirty years.
There was a strike in the Pacific Mills in 1882, said
Dwyer, against a wage reduction. He took part in
that and lost.

“Thems that runs things gets the best of us
every time,” he shook his head dejectedly. “Let
well enough alone.” He was against going on
strike. “Tain’t right to be loafin’,” he would say.
“These dagoes, who come to this country and
takes the vittels right out of our mouths by workin’
for nothin’ only wants more money to send home
to Italy.”

While the discussion was on, two Italian spin-

ners came to me with a long white paper. They
wanted me to be among the first to sign a petition
against the threatened wage cut because, they
said, I was American. The idea was to present
Paddy Parker with a long list of those opposed to
any reduction. I read the words at the top of the

paper:
THE FOLLOWING PEOPLE WORKING IN THE SPINNING

ROOM WILL GO ON STRIKE FRIDAY, JANUARY 12,
IF WAGES ARE CUT—

Queenie read it over my shoulder. “Don’t sign
it, Lobster,” she cautioned. “These wopsll get you
in trouble. You'll be put on the blacklist if you
sign that paper!”

But I signed it. So did Gyp and Lefty Louie.

And January 12 was only two days away.

3

On this Friday morning the atmosphere at the
mill was tense with suppressed excitement. We
were not sure that the company would cut our
wages. We would know when the paymaster
came round at eleven o’clock. The shop was full
of rumours. One of these was that the big Wood
Mill of eight thousand workers had already gone
on strike. This almost started an immediate walk-
out in our spinning room. Dwyer had it on “good
authority” that we would get an increase if we
stayed at work. Queenie said the priest told her
not to strike.

“You goddam French-Canucks will go out if we
do,” snapped Gyp, “even if we have to pull you
out by the tongue.” Gyp was afraid his plans for
skating might fall amiss.

Paddy Parker, petition in hand, called me to
one side. “Young man,” he said blandly, “I see
your name heads this list. Did you put it there?”

“Yes, 1 did, because I don’t think we should
get a wage cut.”

“You shouldn’t have your name with these for-
eigners.”

“I work with them, don’t IP”

“Yes, but you want to get a better position soon,
don’t you? Stand by the company. I'll cross off
your name.”

“I'm going on strike if the others do,” I said
firmly.

“All right, young man, if you do, you will never
get work again in the Pacific Mills, and I will see
to it that you are blacklisted at other mills, and
every other name on this list.”
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The threat of not being able to get work again
in any of the mills made me feel miserable. Where
else could I get a job? All Lawrence to me was
mills, mills, mills. . . . Perhaps the best thing
would be to leave Lawrence and go West, to be a
cowboy like those in the movies. For the first
time in my life I felt fear tugging at my heart.
Hado’t I promised to help out the family? And
now, if I went out on strike, I would never get
another job in the mills of Lawrence and perhaps
Paddy Parker could stop me from getting a job
anywhere. I had to make a decision in thirty min-
utes before the paymaster came round.

It was my habit, in a crisis, to ask God the way
out—God and Jesus Christ, because I took my
Sunday-school teachings seriously. I always talked
with God in private. There was no thought of ir-
reverence in me when, sitting upon the toilet seat,
I asked God about going out on strike. There just
wasn't any other private place.

There was a sharp whistle. It was the call that
said: “Come and get your pay!”

Just like any other Friday, the paymaster, with
the usual armed guard, wheeled a truck contain-
ing hundreds of pay envelopes to the head of a
long line of anxiously waiting people. There was
much chattering in different languages, and much
gesticulation. I stood with Gyp halfway along the
line. When the great moment came, the first ones
nervously opened their envelopes and found that
the company had deducted two hours’ pay. They
looked silly, embarrassed and uncertain what to
do. Milling around, they waited for someone to
start something. They didn’t have long to wait,
for one lively young Italian had his mind thor-
oughly made up and swung into action without
even looking into his pay envelope.

“Strike! Strike!” he yelled. To lend strength to
his words, he threw his hands in the air like a
cheer-leader.

“Strike! Strike! Strikel”

He yelled these words as he ran, past our line,
then down the room between spinning frames.
The shop was alive with cries of “Strike” after the
paymaster left. A few French-Canadian spinners
went back to work. A tall Syrian worker pulled a
switch and the powerful speed belts that gave life
to the bobbins slackened to a stop.

There were cries: “All Out!”

And then hell broke loose in the spinning room.
The silent, mute frames became an object of in-
tense hatred, something against which to vent our

stored-up feelings. Gears were smashed and belts
cut. The Italians had long sharp knives and with
one zip the belts dangled helplessly on the pulleys.
Lefty Louie and I went from frame to frame,
breaking “ends,” while Tony smashed windows.
Queenie barricaded herself behind trucks and let
loose a barrage of bobbins on Gyp, who seemed
determined to get hold of her tongue. It was a
madhouse, a thrilling one, nevertheless.

More cries: “Strike! All Out! Strike!”

Old man Dwyer hugged his truck of rovings
and Paddy Parker was at the door when we stam-
peded for the street. How ineffectual he looked,
standing there with the petition. It was 11:4s.
The company wanted to keep us in until twelve,
when the bells in the belfry would again ring out
the noon hour, so the gates were closed. Three
workers grabbed the watchman and forced him
to open up. We wanted to get out before the bells
rang, and we did.

We piled out into Canal Street, singing and
shouting.

It was snowing.

5

Richard Brazier's verses on shorter hours appeared
in the third edition of the L W.W. songbook.

Although the eight-hour day was not legally
established in this country until 1938, with the
passage of the Wage-Hour Law, agitation for a
shorter work day had been carried on for over
fifty years by American workers. In the IW.W.,
E. S. Nelson, author of “Workingmen, Unite,”
spearheaded an eight-hour movement among lum-
ber and construction workers in the Northwest.
An Eight-Hour League was formed about 1912
among textile workers in Paterson, New Jersey,
where no reduction had been made in the work-
ing hours of the industry since 19o4. An earlier
eight-hour song to the tune “The British Gren-
adiers” originated among the miners and was
probably sung in the 1897 mine strike for a shorter
work day.

THE EIGHT-HOUR SONG

By RicaARD BraZIER

(Tune: “Silver Threads Among the Gold”)

Workingmen, both young and old, why will you
wear your lives away,
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For the masters making gold, while you live from
day to day?

Hungry, ragged and forsaken, millions of you
roam the earth,

All you make is from you taken, slaves you are
right from your birth,

Chorus

Arise, then, throw your chains asunder, stand up
for the eight-hour day,
Then you workers who now hunger will have work
and get more pay.
Refrain
Workers do you hear us calling, 1912, the FIRST
OF MAY?

After that date, work no longer than eight hours a
day.

The Industrial Workers ask the workers young and
old,

To organize against the shirkers, and depose those
lords of gold,

Take from them what belongs to you, all the
product of your toil,

To your class be ever true, reduce the hours you
spin and toil.

Chorus

Unite in the Industrial Union for a shorter working
day,

That the unemployed workers may get a chance to
draw some pay.

Workers who are now a-tramping, seeking for a
chance to work,

In the jungles now are camping, whilst our
masters smile and smirk

O’er the sorrows of these workers, out of work,
hungry and cold,

They call them hoboes, bums and shirkers, the

breadline is their place, they’re told.

Chorus

But the call now resounding for a general eight-
hour day,

Will give the workers they are hounding a chance
for work and more pay.

6

Frank Brechler (dates unknown) may have been
a pseudonym for another LW.W. writer, possibly

Joe Hill. These verses signed by Brechler ap-
peared in the third edition of the LW.W. song-
book. An early edition of the songbook credits
“The Preacher and the Slave” to Brechler, al-
though it was later identified as a song by Joe Hill.

WORKERS, SHALL THE MASTERS
RULE US?

By FrRANK BRECHLER

( Tune: “Just Before the Battle, Mother”)

Workers, shall the masters rule us?
Shall we crouch beneath their hand;
Shall they own this earth and fool us
With that two-faced gospel band?
Shall these tyrants live in plenty
While we workers have to starve?
Yes, we slaves with stomachs empty,
Is there nothing we deserve?

Think of children working daily

In the sweat shops of this land,

While there’re strong men in this country
Without work, you understand.

Workers shall we change conditions

So that those things won't exist?

Show the grafters their positions;

Let them know they’ll not be missed.

Workers, we must stick together;
We must join in one great band,
That’s the way to fight the masters
So that they’ll not rule this land.
Join the rank and don’t be shirkers,
Come now, slaves, what do you say?
Join the Industrial Workers,

Let us know your name today.

7

The following songs (nos. 7 and 8) appeared in
Solidarity (June 29, 1912) under the headline,
“Songs Sung by the Workers on the Lawrence
Picket Line,” and are good examples of strike
songs created to fit the situation. “In the Good
Old Picket Line” is a parody of “In the Good Old
Summer Time.” The music to the other song was
from Irving Berlin’s “Everybody’s Doing It.”

“Mr. Lowe” was Arthur H. Lowe, manager of
the Lancaster Mills Corporation and one of its
large stockholders.
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FEW OF THEM ARE SCABBING IT
Lawrence, Mass., Strike Song

Few of them are scabbing it, scabbing it, scabbing
it,

Few of them are scabbing it, scabbing it, scabbing
it,

Few scab weavers sneaking through the line,

They're the ones Mr. Lowe will fine,

They sneak in and get their measly pay,

Let us pray, let us pray, let us pray—SAY—

Few of them are scabbing it, scabbing it, scabbing
it,

Few of them are scabbing it, scabbing it, scabbing
it,

Mr. Lowe says he will treat them well,

But after he’s used them, he'll let them go to hell,

While the strikers cheerfully yell,

Few of them are scabbing it now.

8
IN THE GOOD OLD PICKET LINE

Lawrence, Mass., Strike Song

In the good old picket line, in the good old picket
line,

The workers are from every place, from nearly
every clime,

The Greeks and Poles are out so strong, and the
Germans all the time,

But we want to see more Irish in the good old
picket line.

In the good old picket line, in the good old picket
line,

We'll put Mr. Lowe in overalls and swear off
drinking wine,

Then Gurley Flynn will be the boss,

Oh Gee, won't that be fine,

The strikers will wear diamonds in the good old
picket line.

9

Joe Hill's song, “John Golden and the Lawrence
Strike,” was a blast at the president of the A.F.L.
Textile Workers Union, who had incurred the
wrath of Wobblies by testifying against the
LW.W. in congressional hearings on the Law-
rence strike. It was printed in the fifth edition of
the LW.W. songbook.

JOHN GOLDEN AND THE
LAWRENCE STRIKE

By Joe HL
(Tune: “A Little Talk With Jesus”)

In Lawrence, when the starving masses struck for
more to eat

And wooden-headed Wood tried the strikers
to defeat,

To Sammy Gompers wrote and asked him what he
thought,

And this is the answer that the mailman brought:

Chorus:

A little talk—

A little talk with Golden
Makes it right, all right;

He'll settle any strike,

If there’s coin enough in sight;
Just take him up to dine

And everything is fine—

A little talk with Golden
Makes it right, all right.

The preachers, cops and money-kings were
working hand in hand,

The boys in blue, with stars and stripes were sent
by Uncle Sam;

Still things were looking blue, "cause every striker
knew

That weaving cloth with bayonets is hard to do.

John Golden had with Mr. Wood a private inter-
view,

He told him how to bust up the “I double double
U

He came out in a while and wore the Golden smile.

He said: “T've got all labor leaders skinned a mile.”

John Golden pulled a bogus strike with all his
“pinks and stools.”
He thought the rest would follow like a bunch of
crazy fools.
But to his great surprise the “foreigners” were wise
In one big solid union they were organized.

Chorus

That’s one time Golden did not
Make it right, all right;

In spite of all his schemes

The strikers won the fight.
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When all the workers stand
United hand in hand,

The world with all its wealth
Shall be at their command.

10

This testimony of a teenage textile worker is from
the Hearings on the Strike at Lawrence, Massachu-
setts, House Document No. 671, 62nd Congress,
Second Session. Miss Teoli was one of a group of
teenage textile workers who testified during the
congressional hearings, March 2-7, 1912.

STATEMENT OF CAMELLA TEOLI

THE cHAIRMAN. Camella, how old are you?

miss TeoLl. Fourteen years and eight months.

THE CHAIRMAN. Fourteen years and eight months?

MISS TEOLI. Yes.

THE cHAIRMAN. How many children are there in
your family?

Miss TEOLL Five.

tHE cHAIRMAN. Where do you work?

MiIss TEOLL In the woolen mill.

THE cHAIRMAN. For the American Woolen Co.?

MISS TEOLL Yes. :

THE CHAIRMAN. What sort of work do you do?

Miss TEOLL Twisting.

THE CHAIRMAN. You do twisting?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

THE cHAIRMAN. How much do you get a week?

MiIsS TEOLL $6.55.

THE CHAIRMAN. What is the smallest pay?

miss TEOLL $2.64.

THE CHAIRMAN. Do you have to pay anything for
water?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

THE CHAIRMAN. How much?

MISS TEOLI. 10 cents every two weeks.

THE cHAIRMAN. Do they hold back any of your
pay?

Miss TEOLL. No.

THE cHAIRMAN. Have they ever held back any?

miss TEOLL One week’s pay.

trE cualRMAN. They have held back one week’s
pay?

MISS TEOLIL. Yes.

THE CHAIRMAN, Does your father work, and
where?

miss TEOLL. My father works in the Washington.

THE cHAIRMAN. The Washington Woolen Mill?

MISS TEOLI. Yes, sir.

THE cHAIRMAN. How much pay does he get for a
week’s work?

MISS TEOLL $7.70.

THE CHAIRMAN. Does he always work a full week?

Miss TEOLL No.

THE cHAIRMAN. Well, how often does it happen
that he does not work a full week?

wiss TEoLr. He works in the winter a full week,
and usually he don’t in the summer.

THE CHAIRMAN. In the winter he works a full week,
and in the summer how much?

miss TEOLL ‘Two or three days a week.

THE CHAIRMAN. What sort of work does he do?

Miss TEOLL He is a comber.

1HE cHAIRMAN. Now, did you ever get hurt in the
mill?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

THE cHAIRMAN. Can you tell the committee about
that—how it happened and what it was?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

THE cHATRMAN. Tell us about it now, in your own
way.

miss TEoLL. Well, I used to go to school, and then
a man came up to my house and asked my fa-
ther why I didn’t go to work, so my father says
I don’t know whether she is 13 or 14 years old.
So, the man say you give me $4 and I will make
the papers come from the old country saying
you are 14. So, my father gave him the $4, and
in one month came the papers that 1 was 14.
1 went to work, and about two weeks got hurt
in my head.

tHE CHAIRMAN. Now, how did you get hurt, and
where were you hurt in the head; explain that
to the committee?

wiss TEOLL I got hurt in Washington.

THE CHAIRMAN. In the Washington Mill?

MISS TEOLIL Yes, sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. What part of your head?

wiss TeoLr. My head.

THE cHAIRMAN, Well, how were you hurt?

wiss Teont. The machine pulled the scalp off.

THE cHAIRMAN. The machine pulled your scalp
off?

MISS TEOLL Yes, Sir.

THE cHaIRMAN., How long ago was that?

MISs TEOLL A year ago, or about a year ago.

THE CHAIRMAN. Were you in the hospital after
that?

wiss TEOLL I was in the hospital seven months.

THE CHAIRMAN. Seven months?
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MISS TEOLL Yes.

THE CHAIRMAN. Did the company pay your bills
Whilg you were in the hospital?

MISS TEOLL Yes, sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. The'company took care of you?

miss TEOLL The company only paid my bills; they
didn’t give me anything else.

THE CHAIRMAN. They only paid your hospital bills;
they did not give you any pay?

MISS TEOLL. No, sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. But paid the doctors” bills and
hospital fees?

MISS TEOLIL Yes, sir.

MR. LENROOT. They did not pay your wages?

Miss TEOLL No, sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. Did they arrest your father for
having sent you to work for 14?

MISS TEOLI. Yes, sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. What did they do with him after
they arrested him?

miss TEOLL My father told this about the man he
gave 84 to, and then they put him on again.

THE CHATRMAN. Are you still being treated by the
doctors for the scalp wound?

MISS TEOLL Yes, Sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. How much longer do they tell

you you will have to be treated?

miss TEOLL They don’t know.

THE CHAIRMAN. They do not know?

MISS TEOLL No.

THE CHAIRMAN. Are you working now?

MISS TEOLIL Yes, sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. How much are you getting?

MISS TEOLL $6.55.

THE CHAIRMAN. Are you working in the same place
where you were before you were hurt?

MISS TEOLI. No.

THE CHAIRMAN. In another mill?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

THE CHAIRMAN. What mill?

Miss TEOLL The Wood Mill

THE CHAIRMAN. The what?

Miss TEOLL The Wood Mill.

THE CHAIRMAN. Were you down at the station on
Saturday, the 24th of February?

THE CHAIRMAN. I work in a town in Massachusetts,
and I don’t know nothing about that.

THE CHAIRMAN. You do not know anything about
that?

MIss TEOLI. No, sir.

THE CHATRMAN. How long did you go to school?

wmiss TEOLL [ left when I was in the sixth grade.

THE CHAIRMAN. You left when you were in the
sixth grade?

MISS TEOLL Yes, sir.

THE CHAIRMAN. And you have been working ever
since, except while you were in the hospital?

MISS TEOLIL Yes, sir,

MR. CAMPBELL. Do you know the man who came
to your father and offered to get a certificate
that you were 14 years of age?

Mi1ss TEOLL I know the man, but I have forgot him
now.

MR. CAMPBELL. You know him, but you do not re-
member his name now?

MIsS TEOLL Yes.

MR. CAMPBELL. Do you know what he did; what
his work was?

MIss TEOLL. No.

MR. CAMPBELL, Was he connected with any of the
mills?

Miss TEOLL 1 don’t know.

MR. CAMPBELL. Is he an Italian?

MISS TEOLI. Yes, sir.

MR. CAMBELL. He knew your father well?

MISS TEOLL Yes, sir.

MR. CAMPBELL. Was he a friend of your father?

MISs TEOLL No.

MR. campBELL. Did he ever come about your
house visiting there?

Miss TEOLL I don’t know.

MR. CAMPBELL. | mean before he asked about
your going to work in the mills?

MISS TEOLL Yes, sir.

MR, caMPBELL. He used to come to your house
and was a friend of the family?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

MR. CAMPBELL. You are sure he was not connected
or employed by some of the mills?

Miss TEOLL I don’t know, I don’t think so.

MR. CamPBELL. Do they go around in Lawrence
there and find little girls and boys in the schools
over 14 years of age and urge them to quit
school and go to work in the millsP

Miss TEOLL I don’t know.

MR. CAMPBELL. You don’t know anything about
that?

Miss TEOLL, No.

MR. CAMPBELL. Do you know of any little girls be-
sides yourself, who were asked to go to work
as soon as they were 14?

wmiss TEoLL. No, I don’t know; no.

MR. HARDWICK. Are you one of the strikers?

MISS TEOLL Yes, sir.
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Strikers’ children, Lawrence, Massachusetts, 1912.

Mr. HaRpwick. Did you agree to the strike be-
fore it was ordered; did they ask you anything
about striking before you quit?

wMiss TEoLL. No.

MR. HARDWICK. But you joined them after they
quit?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

MR. HARDWICK. Why did you do that?

miss TeoLL. Because I didn’t get enough to eat at
home.

Mr. HarDwick. You did not get enough to eat at
home?

Miss TEOLL No.

Mr. BarpwIck. Why didn’t you propose a strike
yourself, then?

wiss Teors. 1did.

mn. marowick. I thought you said you did not
know anything about the strike until after it
started. How about that? Did you know there
was going to be a strike before they did strike?

Miss TEOLL No.

Mmr. HaRpwick. They did not consult with you
about that?
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Miss TEOLL No.

MR, HaRDWICK. You did not agree to strikeP

Miss TEOLL. No.

ME. HARDWICK. You were not a party to it, to begin
with?

Miss TEOLL. No.

MR, HARDWICK. Was not the reason you went into
it because you were afraid to go on with your
work?

MISS TEOLL Yes.

MR. HARDWICK. You say that was the reason?

MISS TEOLY. Yes.

Mr. HarDWICK. Now, did you see any of the oc-
currences—any of the riots during this strike?

Miss TEOLL No.

MR, BARDWICK. You did not see any of the women
beaten, or anything like that?

wMiss TEOLL. No.

MR. HaRpwWICK. You did not see anybody hurt or
beaten or killed, or anything like that?

Miss TEOLL No.

MR, HARDWICK. Did you come down to the depot
with the children who were trying to go away?
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Mmi1ss TEOLL I am only in the town in Massachu-
setts, and I don’t come down to the city.

MR. HARDWICK. So you did not see any of that?

MIss TEOLL. No.

MR. HARDWICK. You do not know anything about
those things at all?

MiIss TEOLL. No.

MR. HARDWICK. You struck after the balance had
struck and were afraid to go on with your work?

Miss TEOLIL. Yes.

MR. LENROOT. There is a high school in Law-
rence, isn’t there?

MISS TEOLL. Yes, sir.

MR. LENROOT. And some of your friends—boys and
girls—go to the high school?

Mi1ss TEOLL. I don’t know.

MR. LENROOT. None that you know are going to
the high school?

Miss TEOLL No.

11

Arturo Giovannitti (1882-1959) was an Italian-
born writer and orator who came to Lawrence
early in the strike to take charge of strike relief.
A former coal miner, bookkeeper, and teacher, the
twenty-eight year old Giovannitti was a leader of
the Italian Socialist Federation of North America
and editor of 11 Proletario, a Socialist weekly.
During his nine months in the Salem, Massachu-
setts, jail he wrote about a dozen poems which
attracted immediate attention.

An article in Current Opinion (January 1913)
noted of Giovannitti: “He has the soul of a great
poet, the fervor of a prophet and, added to these,
the courage and power of initiative that mark the
man of action and the organizer of great crusades.
- « . Thisjail experience of Giovannitti’s has given
the world one of the greatest poems ever pro-
duced in the English language. It challenges com-
parison with the ‘Ballad of Reading Gaol' by
Wilde and is fully as vital and soul stirring as
anything Whitman ever produced. “The Walker’
is more than a poem. It is a great human docu-
ment.”

In Forum (October 14, 1913), critic Kenneth
McGowan wrote: “The significant thing is that
here we have a new sort of poet with a new sort
of song. . . . He and his song are products of
something that few Americans yet understand.
We do not comprehend the problem of the un-
skilled just as we do not comprehend the LW.W.

that has come out of it. A poet has arisen to ex-
plain. . . . In ‘The Walker’ he has painted the
prison as no man, not even Wilde, has done.”

At Giovannitti's death, an obituary appeared in
the New York Times (January 1, 1960). It said:
“Until the end of World War I1 when his health
failed, he wrote and spoke extensively in the strug-
gle to establish organized labor. At various times
he was a close associate of Max Eastman, Norman
Thomas, David Dubinsky, and many others. At
the fiery labor rallies of the Nineteen Twenties
and Thirties, Mr. Giovannitti was in great demand
as a speaker. A colorful figure, with a Van Dyke
beard, a Lord Byron collar and flowing tie, he
addressed Italian and English-speaking audiences
with an equally flowery fluency.”

“The Walker” was published in Ettor and Gio-
vannitti Before the Jury at Salem, Massachusetts,
a pamphlet issued by the LW.W. about 1913, and
frequently reprinted in the LW.W. and the na-
tional press. It is included in The Collected Poems
of Arturo Giovannitti, which has recently been
published (Chicago, 1962) with a foreword by
Norman Thomas.

THE WALKER
By Arturo GiovannrTTI

I uEAR footsteps over my head all night.

They come and they go. Again they come and
they go all night.

They come one eternity in four paces and they go
one eternity in four paces, and between the
coming and the going there is Silence and the
Night and the Infinite.

For infinite are the nine feet of a prison cell, and
endless is the march of him who walks between
the yellow brick wall and the red iron gate,
thinking things that cannot be chained and
cannot be locked, but that wander far away in
the sunlit world, each in a wild pilgrimage after
a destined goal.

L #* ™

Throughout the restless night I hear the footsteps
over my head.

Who walks? I know not. It is the phantom of
the jail, the sleepless brain, a man, the man, the
Walker.

One-two-three-four: four paces and the wall.

One-two-three-four: four paces and the iron gate.

He has measured his space, he has measured it
accurately, scrupulously, minutely, as the hang-
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man measures the rope and the grave-digger
the coffin—so many feet, so many inches, so
many fractions of an inch for each of the four
paces.

One-two-three-four. Each step sounds heavy and
hollow over my head, and the echo of each
step sounds hollow within my head as I count
them in suspense and in dread that once, per-
haps, in the endless walk, there may be five
steps instead of four between the yellow brick
wall and the red iron gate.

But he has measured the space so accurately, so
scrupulously, so minutely that nothing breaks
the grave rhythm of the slow, fantastic march.

£ &% *

When all are asleep (and who knows but I when
all sleep?) three things are still awake in the
night: the Walker, my heart and the old clock
which has the soul of a fiend—for never, since a
coarse hand with red hair on its fingers swung
for the first time the pendulum in the jail, hias
the old clock tick-tocked a full hour of joy.

Yet the old clock which marks everything, and
records everything, and to everything tolls the
death knell, the wise old clock that knows every-
thing, does not know the number of the foot-
steps of the Walker, nor the throbs of my heart.

For not for the Walker, nor for my heart is there
a second, a minute, an hour or anything that is
in the old clock—there is nothing but the night,
the sleepless night, the watchful, wistful night,
and footsteps that go, and footsteps that come
and the wild, tumultuous beatings that trail
after them forever.

* -] *

All the sounds of the living beings and inanimate
things, and all the voices and all the noises of
the night I have heard in my wistful vigil.

1 have heard the moans of him who bewails a
thing that is dead and the sighs of him who
tries to smother a thing that will not die;

I have heard the stifled sobs of the one who weeps
with his head under the coarse blanket, and the
whisperings of the one who prays with his fore-
head on the hard, cold stone of the floor;

1 have heard him who laughs the shrill, sinister
laugh of folly at the horror rampant on the yel-
low wall and at the red eyes of the nightmare
glaring through the iron bars;

I have heard in the sudden icy silence him who
coughs a dry, ringing cough, and wished madly
that his throat would not rattle so and that he

Arturo Giovannitti.
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would not spit on the floor, for no sound was
more atrocious than that of his sputum upon the
floor.

I have heard him who swears fearsome oaths
which I listen to in reverence and awe, for they
are holier than the virgin’s prayer;

And I have heard, most terrible of all, the silence
of two hundred brains all possessed by one sin-
gle, relentless, unforgiving, desperate thought.

All this have I heard in the watchful night,

And the murmur of the wind beyond the walls,
And the tolls of a distant bell,
And the woeful dirge of the rain,

And the remotest echoes of the sorrowful city

And the terrible beatings, wild beatings, mad
beatings of the One Heart which is nearest to
my heart.

All this have I heard in the still night;

But nothing is louder, harder, drearier, mightier,
more awful than the footsteps I hear over my
head all night.
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Yet fearsome and terrible are all the footsteps of
men upon the earth, for they either descend or
climb.

They descend from little mounds and high peaks
and lofty altitudes, through wide roads and nar-
row paths, down noble marble stairs and creaky
stairs of wood—and some go down to the cellar,
and some to the grave, and some down to the
pits of shame and infamy, and still some to the
glory of an unfathomable abyss where there is
nothing but the staring white, stony eyeballs of
Destiny.

And again other footsteps climb. They climb to
life and to love, to fame, to power, to vanity, to
truth, to glory and to the scaffold—to everything
but Freedom and the Ideal.

And they all climb the same roads and the same
stairs others go down; for never, since man be-
gan to think how to overcome and over-pass
man, have other roads and other stairs been
found.

They descend and they climb, the fearful foot-
steps of men, and some limp, some drag, some
speed, some trot, some run—they are quiet,
slow, noisy, brisk, quick, feverish, mad, and
most awful is their cadence to the ears of the
one who stands still.

But of all the footsteps of men that either descend
or climb, no footsteps are so fearsome and ter-
rible as those that go straight on the dead level
of a prison floor, from a yellow stone wall to a
red iron gate.

-3 5 £

All through the night he walks and he thinks. Is it
more frightful because he walks and his foot-
steps sound hollow over my head, or because
he thinks and speaks not his thoughts?

But does he think? Why should he think? Do I
think. T only hear the footsteps and count them.
Four steps and the wall. Four steps and the gate.
But beyond? Beyond? Where goes he beyond
the gate and the wall?

He goes not beyond. His thought breaks there on
the iron gate. Perhaps it breaks like a wave of
rage, perhaps like a sudden flow of hope, but it
always returns to beat the wall like a billow of
helplessness and despair.

He walks to and fro within the narrow whirlpit of
this ever storming and furious thought. Only
one thought—constant, fixed, immovable, sin-
ister, without power and without voice.

A thought of madness, frenzy, agony and despair, a

hell-brewed thought, for it is a natural thought.
All things natural are things impossible while
there are jails in the world—bread, work, hap-
piness, peace, love.

But he thinks not of this. As he walks he thinks of
the most superhuman, the most unattainable,
the most impossible thing in the world:

He thinks of a small brass key that turns just half
around and throws open the red iron gate.

% % &%

That is all the Walker thinks, as he walks through-
out the night.

And that is what two hundred minds drowned in
the darkness and the silence of the night think,
and that is also what I think.

Wonderful is the supreme wisdom of the jail that
makes all think the same thought. Marvelous
is the providence of the law that equalizes all,
even in mind and sentiment. Fallen is the last
barrier of privilege, the aristocracy of the intel-
lect. The democracy of reason has leveled all
the two hundred minds to the common surface
of the same thought.

I, who have never killed, think like the murderer!

I, who have never stolen, reason like the thief;

I think, reason, wish, hope, doubt, wait like the
hired assassin, the embezzler, the forger, the
counterfeiter, the incestuous, the raper, the
drunkard, the prostitute, the pimp, I, I who
used to think of love and life and flowers and
song and beauty and the ideal.

A little key, a little key as little as my little finger,
a little key of shining brass.

All my ideas, my thoughts, my dreams are con-
gealed in a little key of shiny brass.

Allmy brain, all my soul, all the suddenly surging
latent powers of my deepest life are in the
pocket of a white-haired man dressed in blue.

He is great, powerful, formidable, the man with
the white hair, for he has in his pocket the
mighty talisman which makes one man cry, and
one man pray, and one laugh, and one cough,
and one walk, and all keep awake and listen
and think the same maddening thought.

Greater than all men is the man with the white
hair and the small brass key, for no other man
in the world could compel two hundred men to
think for so long the same thought. Surely when
the light breaks I will write a hymn unto him
which shall hail him greater than Mohammed
and Arbues and Torquemada and Mesmer, and
all the other masters of other men’s thoughts.
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I shall call him Almighty, for he holds every-
thing of all and of me in a little brass key in
his pocket.

Everything of me he holds but the branding iron
of contempt and the claymore of hatred for the
monstrous cabala that can make the apostle and
the murderer, the poet and the procurer, think
of the same gate, the same key and the same exit
on the different sunlit highways of life.

» * E-3

My brother, do not walk any more.

It is wrong to walk on a grave. Itis a sacrilege
to walk four steps from the headstone to the foot
and four steps from the foot to the headstone.

If you stop walking, my brother, no longer will
this be a grave, for you will give me back my
mind that is chained to your feet and the right
to think my own thoughts.

I implore you, my brother, for I am weary of the
long vigil, weary of counting your steps, and
heavy with sleep.

Stop, rest, sleep, my brother, for the dawn is well
nigh and it is not the key alone that can throw
open the gate.

12

During the trial of Ettor and Giovannitti in Salem,
Massachusetts, Bill Haywood asked Giovannitti
to write a poem about “Sixteenth Century courts
trying to solve Twentieth Century problems.” Gio-
vannitti wrote “The Cage,” which was first pub-
lished in the Atlantic (January 1913).

An editorial comment in the Atlantic stated:
““The Cage’ will call out plenty of literary crit-
icism, plenty of expressions of social sympathy or
lack of it, but the simple point which needs em-
phasis is that whether the poem repels or attracts
the reader, he will find in it, if he cares to-look,
more of the heart and soul of the syndicalist move-
ment than all the papers of all the economists can
teach him. It is ever wise to listen to the serious
voices of mankind . . 7

THE CAGE
By Arturo M. GIOVANNITTI
Salem Jail, Sunday, October 20, 1912
1

In the middle of the great greenish room stood
the green iron cage.
All was old and cold and mournful, ancient with

the double antiquity of heart and brain in the
great greenish room.

0ld and hoary was the man who sat upon the fald-
stool, upon the fireless and godless altar.

0Old were the tomes that mouldered behind him
on the dusty shelves.

0ld was the painting of an old man that hung
above him.

0ld the man upon his left, who awoke with his
cracked voice the dead echoes of dead centu-
ries; old the man upon his right who wielded a
wand; and old all those who spoke to him and
listened to him before and around the green
iron cage.

Old were the words they spoke, and their faces
were drawn and white and lifeless, without ex-
pression or solemnity; like the ikons of old cathe-
drals.

For of naught they knew, but of what was written
in the old yellow books. And all the joys and
pains and loves and hatreds and furies and la-
bors and strifes of man, all the fierce and divine
passions that battle and rage in the heart of
man, never entered into the great greenish room
but to sit in the green iron cage.

Senility, dullness and dissolution were all around
the green iron cage, and nothing was new and
young and alive in the great room, except the
three men who were in the cage.

11

Throbbed and thundered and clamored and
roared outside of the great greenish room the
terrible whirl of life, and most pleasant was the
hymn of its mighty polyphony to the listening
ears of the gods.

Whirred the wheels of the puissant machines, rat-
tled and clanked the chains of the giant cranes,
crashed the falling rocks; the riveters crepitated;
and glad and sonorous was the rhythm of the
bouncing hammers upon the loud-throated
anvils.

Like the chests of wrathfully toiling Titans, heaved
and sniffed and panted the sweaty boilers, like
the hissing of dragons sibilated the white jets of
steam, and the sirens of the workshops shrieked
like angry hawks, flapping above the crags of
a dark and fathomless chasm.

The files screeched and the trains thundered, the
wires hummed, the dynamos buzzed, the fires
crackled; and like a thunderclap from the Cyclo-
pean forge roared the blasts of the mines.
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Wonderful and fierce was the mighty symphony
of the world, as the terrible voices of metal and
fire and water cried out into the listening ears
of the gods the furious song of human toil.

Out of the chaos of sound, welded in the unison
of one will to sing, rose clear and nimble the
divine accord of the hymn:—

Out of the cafions of the mountains,
Out of the whirlpools of the lakes,
Out of the entrails of the earth,
Out of the yawning gorges of hell,
From the land and the sea and the sky,
From wherever comes bread and wealth
and joy,

And from the peaceful abodes of men, rose ma-
jestic and fierce, louder than the roar of the
volcano and the bellow of the typhoon, the an-
them of human labor to the fatherly justice of
the Sun.

But in the great greenish room there was nothing
but the silence of dead centuries and of ears
that listen no more; and none heard the mighty
call of life that roared outside, save the three
men who were in the cage.

IIX

All the good smells, the wholesome smells, the
healthy smells of life and labor were outside the
great room.

The smell of rain upon the grass and of the flowers
consumed by their love for the stars.

The heavy smell of smoke that coiled out of myri-
ads of chimneys of ships and factories and
homes.

The dry smell of sawdust and the salty smell of
the iron filings.

The odor of magazines and granaries and ware-
houses, the kingly smell of argosies and the rich
scent of market-places, so dear to the women
of the race.

The smell of new cloth and new linen, the smell of
soap and water and the smell of newly printed
paper.

The smell of grains and hay and the smell of sta-
bles, the warm smell of cattle and sheep that
Virgil loved.

The smell of milk and wine and plants and metals,

And all the good odors of the earth and of the sea
and of the sky, and the fragrance of fresh bread,
sweetest aroma of the world, and the smell of
human sweat, most holy incense to the divine

nostrils of the gods, and all the olympian per-
fumes of the heart and the brain and the pas-
sions of men, were outside of the great greenish
room.

But within the old room there was nothing but
the smell of old books and the dust of things
decayed, and the suffocated exhalation of old
graves, and the ashen odor of dissolition and
death.

Yet all the sweetness of all the wholesome odors of
the world outside were redolent in the breath
of the three men in the cage.

v

Like crippled eagles fallen were the three men in
the cage, and like little children who look into
a well to behold the sky were the men that
looked down upon them.

No more would they rise to their lofty eyries, no
more would they soar above the snow-capped
mountains—yet, tho’ their pinions were broken,
nothing could dim the fierce glow of their eyes,
which knew all the altitudes of heaven.

Strange it was to behold the men in the cage while
life clamored outside, and strange it seemed to
them that they should be there because of what
dead men had written in old books.

So of naught did they think but of the old books
and the green cage.

Thought they: All things are born, grow, decay,
and die and are forgotten.

Surely all that is in this great room will pass away.
But what will endure the longer, the folly that
was written into the old books or the madness
that was beaten into the bands of this cage?

Which of these two powers has enthralled us, the
thought of dead men who wrote the old books,
or the labor of living men who have wrought
this cage?

Long and intently they thought, but they found
no answer.

v

But one of the three men in the cage, whose soul
was tormented by the fiercest fire of hell, which
is the yearning after the Supreme Truth, spoke
and said unto his comrades: —

‘Aye, brothers, all things die and pass away, yet
nothing is truly and forever dead until each
one of the living has thrown a regretless hand-
ful of soil into its grave.

‘Many a book has been written since these old
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books were written, and many a proverb of the
sage has become the jest of the fool, yet this
cage still stands as it stood for numberless ages.

“What is it then that made it of metal more endur-
ing than the printed word?

‘Which is its power to hold us here?

‘Brothers, it is the things we love that enslave us.

‘Brothers, it is the things we yearn for that subdue
us.

‘Brothers, it is not hatred for the things that are,
but love for the things that are to be, that makes
us slaves.

‘And what man is more apt to become a thrall,
brothers, and to be locked in a green iron cage,
than he who yearns the most for the Supreme
of the things that are to be—he who most craves
for Freedom?

‘And what subtle and malignant power save this
love of loves could be in the metal of this cage
that it is so mad to imprison us?

So spoke one of the men to the other two, and then
out of the silence of the zons spoke into his
tormented soul the metallic soul of the cage.

VI

‘Iron, the twin brother of fire, the first born out of
the matrix of the earth, the witness everlasting
to the glory of thy labor, am I, O Man!

“Not for this was I meant, O Man! Not to imprison
thee, but to set thee free and sustain thee in thy
strife and in thy toil.

‘L was to lift the pillars of thy Temple higher than
the mountains;

‘I was to lower the foundations of thy house
deeper than the abysmal sea;

‘I was to break down and bore through all the bar-
riers of the world to open the way to thy tri-
umphal chariot.

‘All the treasures and all the bounties of the earth
was I to give as an offering into thy hands, and
all its forces and powers to bring chained like
crouching dogs at thy feet.

‘Hadst thou not sinned against the nobility of my
nature and my destiny, hadst thou not humili-
ated me, an almighty warrior, to become the
lackey of gold, I would never have risen against
thee and enthralled thee, O Man!

‘While I was hoe and ploughshare and sword and
axe and scythe and hammer, I was the first arti-
ficer of thy happiness; but the day I was beaten
into the first lock and the first key, I became fet-
ters and chains to thy hands and thy feet, O Man!

‘My curse is thy curse, O Man! and even if thou
shouldst pass out of the wicket of this cage,
never shalt thou be free until thou returnest me
to the joy of labor.

‘0 Man! bring me back into the old smithy, purify
me again with the holy fire of the forge, lay me
again on the mother breast of the anvil, beat me
again with the old honest hammer—O Man! re-
mould me with thy wonderful hands into an
instrument of thy toil,

‘Remake of me the sword of thy justice,
Remake of me the tripod of thy worship,
Remake of me the sickle for thy grain,
Remake of me the oven for thy bread,
And the andirons for thy peaceful hearth,
O Man!
And the trestles for the bed of thy love,
O Man!
And the frame of thy joyous lyre, O Man!

VII

Thus spake to one of the three men, out of the
silence of centuries, the metallic soul of the cage.

And he listened unto its voice, and while it was still
ringing in his soul,—which was tormented with
the fiercest fire of hell, which is the yearning
after the Supreme Truth (Is it Death? Is it Love?),
_there arose one man in the silent assembly of
old men that were around the iron cage.

And that man was the most hoary of all, and
most bent and worn and crushed was he under
the heavy weight of the great burden he bore
without pride and without joy.

He arose, and addressing himself—1 know not
whether to the old man that sat on the black
throne, or to the old books that were moulder-
ing behind him, or to the picture that hung
above him--he said (and dreary as a wind that
moans through the crosses of an old graveyard
was his voice):~—

‘I will prove to you that these three men in the
cage are criminals and murderers and that they
ought to be put to death.

Love, it was then that I heard for the first time
the creak of the moth that was eating the old
painting and the old books, and the worm that
was gnawing the old bench, and it was then
that I saw that all the old men around the great
greenish room were dead.

They were dead like the old man in the old paint-
ing, save that they still read the old books he
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could read no more, and still spoke and heard
the old words he could speak and hear no more,
and still passed the judgment of the dead, which
he no more could pass, upon the mighty life of
the world outside that throbbed and thundered
and clamored and roared the wonderful anthem
of Labor to the fatherly justice of the Sun.

13

Joseph Ettor (1885-1948) was one of the LW.W s
most active and effective organizers. Born in
Brooklyn and raised in San Francisco, he worked
as a waterboy on a railroad, a saw filer in a lumber
mill, a shipbuilder’s assistant, and a stringer in a
cigar factory before joining the LW.W. in 1906.
He helped lead strikes of Portland lumber and
sawmill workers (1907), McKees Rocks, Pennsyl-
vania, steelworkers ( 19og), Brooklyn shoeworkers
(1910-11), New York City Western Union mes-
senger boys (1912), and Minnesota metal miners
(1916).

Professor Paul Brissenden quoted a New Eng-
land wool manufacturer who said of Ettor: “This
man . . . steeped in the literature of revolution-
ary socialism and anarchism, swayed the undis-
ciplined mob as completely as any general ever
controlled the disciplined troops . . . [and was
able] to organize these thousands of heterogene-
ous, heretofore unsympathetic and jealous nation-
dlities, into a militant body of class-conscious
workers. His followers firmly believed . . . that
success meant that they were about to enter a new
era of brotherhood, in which there would be no
more union of trades and no more departmental
distinctions, but all workers would become the
real bosses in the mills” (Paul F. Brissenden, The
ILWW.).

In 1915, Ettor was elected assistant secretary
and general organizer of the LW.W. He spent the
last years of his life operating a fruit orchard near
San Clemente, California.

This selection of his testimony is from Justus
Ebert’s Trial of a New Society.

JOSEPH ETTOR’S TESTIMONY
TO THE JURY IN THE
SALEM TRIAL

Gentlemen, since my views in my organization
have been brought into this argument, I want to
state this: that my organization has madeita prac-

tice to allow men in the Ppast to express their views
as they understood them. Now, what are my social
views? I have stated some of them. I do believe
—I may be wrong, but, gentlemen, only history
can pass judgment upon them. All wealth is the
product of labor, and all wealth being the prod-
uct of labor belongs to labor and to no one else.

I know the District Attorney is weary and wor-
ried about what is going to happen to the little
home or to the little savings of the working man
who has saved and scraped around and managed
somehow or another to put aside a few dollars.
He knows full well that my social ideas have little
or no relation to the working man who worked in
the shoe shop or to the working man who worked
on a building, or to the operative in a mill who
was able to put a hundred dollars aside and then
fifty dollars aside, and so on, and get a shanty in
some place. He knows that my social ideas are
bigger than the proposition to take away the home
of the operative who has saved fifty cents here
and a dollar there and seventy-five cents some-
where else.

He knows that my social views have no rela-
tion to the little property owner, but my social
views have a relation so far as society is con-
cerned. A railroad is operated by the workers. It
is made possible only because there are people
living in this country, and according to that argu-
ment we insist that the railroad should belong
to the people of this country and not to the rail-
road owners, who are mere coupon clippers.

And that principle applies to the textile indus-
try, to the shoe industry and to every industry.
It does not apply to the toothbrush or to the pipe
nor to the little shanty the working man is able to
erect by scraping and gouging somehow or other.

I want to state further, gentlemen, that what-
ever my social views are, as I stated before, they
are what they are. They cannot be tried in this
courtroom. With all respect to you, gentlemen,
and with all respect to everyone here, they can-
not be tried in this courtroom. It has been tried
before. Away back thousands of years the trick
was tried that man’s views could be brought into
a courtroom or brought before the king or brought
before somebody in authority and that judgment
could be passed. And in those days they said,
“The only way we can settle these new ideas is,
first, send them to the cross;” then, “Send them to
the gallows,” then to the guillotine, and to the rope.

And T want to know, does Mr. Attwill believe
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for a moment that, beginning with Spartacus,
whose men were crucified for miles along the
Appian Way, and following with Christ, who was
adjudged an enemy of the Roman social order,
and put on the cross—does he believe for a mo-
ment that the cross or the gallows or the guillotine,
the hangman’s noose, ever settled an idea? It
never did.

If the idea can live it lives, because history ad-
judges it right. And what has been considered an
idea constituting a social crime in one age, has in
the next age become the very religion of hu-
manity. The social criminals of one age have be-
come the saints of the next.

The District Attorney talks to you about Mas-
sachusetts. Sixty years ago, gentlemen—seventy
years ago—the respectable mob—not the mob in
the mills, but the respectable mob, the well-
dressed mob—dragged the propagandists and the
agents of a new social order and a new idea
through the streets of Boston, and the members
of that same respectable mob now—now that the
ideas of Wendell Phillips have been materialized
into something, now that the ideas of Garrison
and the rest have been proven of value, the off-
spring of that social mob rises up and says, “The
traditions of Massachusetts.”

Gentlemen, the traditions of Massachusetts
have been made by those who made it and not
those who speak of it. John Brown was hanged and
the cry went up, “A social criminal”—not even that
dignity to him—just a criminal. Within two years
the youngest and the noblest, the strongest that
this nation could offer, were marching through
the fields of this country singing:

“John Brown’s body lies mouldering in the grave,
But his soul goes marching on.”

My ideas are what they are, gentlemen. They
might be indicted and you might believe, as the
District Attorney has suggested, that you can pass
judgment and that you can choke them; but you
can’t. Ideas can’t be choked.

1 want to leave this matter to you with a few
words. I came to the city of Lawrence feeling
that I could be of some aid, that I could offer all
the aid that was possible in me to secure more
bread for twenty-five or thirty thousand textile
workers. 1 did what I could. I did what I could,
that is all.

If I didn’t do any more it was because I couldn’t
do any more. I did the best I could. If you believe

and you adopt the suggestion of Mr. Attwill 1
should not have come to Massachusetts, not be-
cause, as he intimated with regard to my com-
rade, Giovannitti, I am a foreigner, but because
T came from New York.

If for a moment, gentlemen, you believe that
I am responsible for the death of Anna Lo Pizzo,
you only can conjure it by the insinuations that
have been offered here by Mr. Attwill. But I want
to say this: Since I was a boy and I could lift my
voice for the cause that I thought right, T did. I
not only dared to raise my voice, but 1 knew full
well as I went along that raising my voice for my
class meant the baring of my breast against the
shafts of the opposition of the monopolists and
the capitalists of this country.

And as I have gone along I have raised my
voice on behalf of men, women and children who
work in the mines, who work in the mills and
who work in the factories of this country; who
daily offer their labor and their blood and even
their lives in order to make possible the prosperity
of this country.

I have carried the flag along. I have given cheer
and hope and sung the workers on to be brave and
go forward as men and women by demanding
their rights. It may be possible, gentlemen, that
because of the various outside things that have
been introduced here, my social views, and so
forth, you gentlemen believe that I am guilty of
murder. If you do, of course I will pay the pen-
alty. Don’t worry about that.

I say to you, gentlemen, if you believe that I
had any interest, that I had any desire, that I had
any motive or knowledge in this death, then I
offer no apology, I ask for no mercy, I offer no
extenuations to you gentlemen. I talk to you as
one man talks to twelve others. If you believe
that, then I hope that you won’t come back here
and say in words that will mean, “Mr. Ettor may
be responsible, but Mr. Ettor has done so many
things that are of worth and are noble and there-
fore we won’t let him go, but we will shut him up
so that it will be impossible for him to advance
his social views any more.”

Gentlemen, I know not what the instructions of
this Court will be on that point, but whatever your
feelings may be I plead with you—I have told you
my views; they are the same as my comrade, Gio-
vannitti, the same in general. We may disagree
on a word here and there, but both of us, we state
plainly, will give all that there is in us that this
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present society may be changed, that the present
rule of wage labor on one side, producing all
things and receiving only a part, and idle capi-
talists on the other, producing nothing and receiv-
ing most, may be abolished.

We say that in the past we have given the best
that was in us that the workers may rally to their
own standard and that they may organize and
through their solidarity, through their united ef-
forts, they may from time to time, step to step,
get close together and finally emancipate them-
selves through their own efforts that the mills and
workshops of America may become the property
of the workers of America and that the wealth
produced in those workshops may be for the
benefit of the workers of America.

Those have been our views. If we are set at
liberty those will still be our views and those will
be our actions. If you believe that we should not
go out with those views, then gentlemen, I ask
you only one favor, and that is this—that you will
place the responsibility full on us and say to the
world that Joseph J. Ettor and Arturo Giovannitti,
because of their social ideas, became murderers
and murdered one of their own sister strikers, and
you will by your verdict say plainly that we should
die for it.

As I stated before, 1 have carried the flag. 1
carry it here today, gentlemen,; the flag of liberty
is here. T am willing to carry it just as long as it is
necessary. But if you believe and if the District
Attorney has been able to insinuate and argue
you into the frame of mind that I killed Anna Lo
Pizzo or that I wanted anybody to kill Anna Lo
Pizzo, or that I turned a finger that Anna Lo Pizzo
or any other human being should be killed, then
I will stand up with head erect, gentlemen, no
apology to offer, no excuse to ask, I will accept
your verdict and expect that you will say, “You
have done what you did and now we have spoken.”

I expect that if I have carried the flag along,
if T have raised my voice, if I have bared my
breast against the opposition, that I have done it
long enough, and I want to plead with you that
if T am guilty I want to pay the full price—full
price; no half-way measure; the full price.

If twelve men in Essex County, chosen among
the prominent citizens, among the ones who are
available and can be enrolled on the list as jurors
—if twelve men believe that I am guilty of murder
and Comrade Giovannitti is guilty of murder,
speaking for myself, I say to you that I would

stand erect—and my comrade here just whispered
to me, “Say it for both"—we will stand here and
accept whatever your verdict may be.

I hope that whatever your views are you will
decide clean cut one way or the other. If I am
guilty—I tell you I am not a sentimentalist on
those points; I believe in the death chair. Very
well; if I am guilty I and my comrade Giovannitti
will go there, with heads erect and the same song
that we have lisped to our fellow workers in the
field we will sing with cheer and gladness on our
lips, and the flag that we have carried along and
are carrying along if we have to drop it in the
ditch we will drop it.

Gentlemen, I make no threat, but on the mo-
ment that we drop the flag because we have been
loyal to our calls, hundreds of thousands of wage
workers will pick up the flag of labor and carry
it forward and cheer it on and sing its song until
the flag of the working class shall wave freely
and unfurled to the wind over the workshops of
the world where free men and women will work
and enjoy fully and without trammel the full prod-
ucts of their labor.

Gentlemen, those are my views, those are my
feelings. If it is the last words I shall ever speak
in life, I believe that I have been true. Only his-
tory can decide as to whether they are right or
wrong. I consider that I could not go out and
stand with head erect and have people say to me,
“Joe, Mr. Attwill attacked the principle that you
hold dear and you did not defend it.”

If these are the last words that I shall ever
speak and I shall go—if you say death—with the
happy thought that on the eve of it I did willingly
announce to the world that my life is dedicated
to my ideals and that the ideals that I have ex-
pressed to you on the stand do not mean danger
to human life or the world’s happiness. I shall go
out, whichever way it comes—whether it is a case
of death or a case of liberty—I shall go forward
with that one thought in my mind and one satis-
faction in my heart, that at the last moment I did
pronounce to the world my views, and that I did
announce that my idea is to work for the prin-
ciples that I hold dear, and if I am allowed to
work for them I will, and you gentlemen will be
thankful.

If not—no idea was ever choked, it cant be
choked, and this idea will not be choked. On the
day that I go to my death there will be more men
and women who will know and ask questions.
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Millions of men and women will know and they
will have a right to argue that my social ideals
had as much the effect of determining your ver-
dict as the facts, and more so in this case.

Gentlemen, as I stated before, 1 neither offer
apology nor excuse. I ask for no favors. 1 ask for
nothing but justice in this matter. That is all, noth-
ing else. I ask for justice. And I believe that in
asking I am not asking anything against what the
District Attorney has called the ideals and the
traditions of Massachusetts.

Massachusetts refused to give the apostles of
abolition to the rule and to the lust of the cotton
kings of the South. It refused to allow their blood
to act as so much balm to the cuts and to the
wounds of the cotton planters of the South. And
I ask you now, are twelve men in this county in
Massachusetts going to offer blood now in order
that the wounds, in order that the cuts and the
smarts that the mill owners of Lawrence suffered
because of the strike may be assuaged in balm?

Gentlemen, it is up to you, and as I stated be-
fore, 1 have no fear of the result. 1 ask for no
favor. I ask only for justice, and that is all my
comrade Giovannitti asks, and that is all my com-
rade Caruso asks.

1 thank you.

14

Ettor and Giovannitti’s testimonies in the Salem
trial were issued as a pamphlet about 1913 by the
LW.W. An article in Current Opinion (January
1913) stated: “Near the close of his trial [Giovan-
nitti] made before the court the first speech he
has ever made in the English language. It held all
hearers spellbound. ‘In twenty years of reporting,
said a veteran reporter afterward, ‘I have never
heard the equal of that speech.’” This excerpt
from Giovannitti’s statement is from the IW.W.
pamphlet, Ettor and Giovannitti Before the Jury
at Salem, Massachusetts (Chicago, nd.).

ADDRESS OF THE DEFENDANT
GIOVANNITTI TO THE JURY

Mr. Foreman and Gentlemen of the Jury:

It is the first time in my life that I speak publicly
in your wonderful language, and it is the most
solemn moment in my life. I know not if I will go
to the end of my remarks. The District Attorney
and the other gentlemen here who are used to

measure all human emotions with the yardstick
may not understand the tumult that is going on in
my soul in this moment. . . .

There has been brought only one side of this
great industrial question, only the method and
only the tactics. But what about, I say, the ethical
part of this question? What about the human and
humane part of our ideas? What about the grand
condition of tomorrow as we see it, and as we
foretell it now to the workers at large, here in
this same cage where the felon has sat, in this
same cage where the drunkard, where the prosti-
tute, where the hired assassin has been?

What about the ethical side of that? What
about the better and nobler humanity where there
shall be no more slaves, where no man will ever
be obliged to go on strike in order to obtain
fifty cents a week more, where children will not
have to starve any more, where women no more
will have to go and prostitute themselves—let me
say, even if there are women in this courtroom
here, because the truth must out at the end—
where at last there will not be any more slaves,
any more masters, but just one great family of
friends and brothers.

It may be, gentlemen of the jury, that you do
not believe in that. It may be that we are dream-
ers. It may be that we are fanatics, Mr. District
Attorney. We are fanatics. But yet so was Socrates
a fanatic, who instead of acknowledging the phi-
losophy of the aristocrats of Athens, preferred to
drink the poison. And so was Jesus Christ a fa-
natic, who instead of acknowledging that Pilate,
or that Tiberius was emperor of Rome, and in-
stead of acknowledging his submission to all the
rulers of the time and all the priesteraft of the
time, preferred the cross between two thieves.

And so were all the philosophers and all the
dreamers and all the scholars of the Middle Ages,
who preferred to be burned alive by one of these
very same churches concerning which you re-
proach me now of having said that no one of our
membership should belong to them. Yes, gentle-
men of the jury, you are judges. You must deal
with facts. You must not deal with ideas. . . .

When I came to this country it was because I
thought that really I was coming to a better and
a freer land than my own. It was not exactly
hunger that drove me out of my house. My father
had enough money saved and he had enough en-
ergy saved to go and give an education to my
brothers. He could have done the same with me
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and I could now be a professional man down
there.

But I thought I could visit the world and I de-
sired coming here for that purpose. 1 have no
grudge against this country. I have no grudge
against the American flag. T have no grudge
against your patriotism. . . .

I ask the District Attorney, who speaks about
the New England tradition, what he means by
that—if he means the New England traditions of
this same town where they used to burn the
witches at the stake, or if he means the New Eng-
land traditions of those men who refused to be
any longer under the iron heel of the British aris-
tocracy and dumped the tea into Boston Harbor
and fired the first musket that was announcing to
the world for the first time that a new era had
been established—that from then on no more king-
craft, no more monarchy, no more kingship would
be allowed; but a new people, a new theory, a new
principle, a new brotherhood would arise out of
the ruin and the wreckage of the past. . . .

He is not the one who is going to strangle this
new Hercules of the world of industrial workers,
or rather, the Industrial Workers of the World, in
its cradle. It is not your verdict that will stem, it
is not your verdict that will put a dam before this
mighty onrush of waves that go forward. It is not
the little insignificant, cheap life of Arturo Gio-
vannitti offered in holocaust to warm the hearts
of the millionaire manufacturers of this town that
is going to stop Socialism from being the next
dominator of the earth. No. No.

If there was any violence in Lawrence it was
not Joe Ettor’s fault. It was not my fault. If you
must go back to the origin of all the trouble, gen-
tlemen of the jury, you will find that the origin
and reason was the wage system. It was the in-
famous rule of domination of one man by another
man. It was the same reason that forty years ago
impelled your great martyred President, Abraham
Lincoln, by an illegal act, to issue the Proclama-
tion of Emancipation—a thing which was beyond
his powers as the Constitution of the United States
expressed before that time.

I say it is the same principle now, the principle
that made a man at that time a chattel slave, a
soulless human being, a thing that could be bought
and bartered and sold, and which now, having
changed the term, makes the same man—but a
white man—the slave of the machine.

They say you are free in this great and wonder-
ful country. I say that politically you are, and my
best compliments and congratulations for it. But
I say you cannot be half free and half slave, and
economically all the working class in the United
States are as much slaves now as the negroes were
forty and fifty years ago; because the man that
owns the tool wherewith another man works, the
man that owns the house where this man lives,
the man that owns the factory where this man
wants to go to work—that man owns and controls
the bread that that man eats and therefore owns
and controls his mind, his body, his heart and
his soul. . . .

But I say and I repeat, that we have been work-
ing in something that is dearer to us than our Lives
and our liberty. We have been working in what are
our ideas, our ideals, our aspirations, our hopes—
youmay say our religion, gentlemen of the jury. . ..

But I say, whether you want it or not, we are
now the heralds of a new civilization. We have
come here to proclaim a new truth. We are the
apostles of a new evangel, of a new gospel, which
is now at this very same moment being proclaimed
and heralded from one side of the earth to the
other.

Comrades of our same faith, while I am speak-
ing in this case, are addressing a different crowd,
a different forum, a different audience in other
parts of the world, in every known tongue, in
every civilized language, in every dialect, in Rus-
sia as in Italy, in England as in France, in China
as in South Africa—everywhere this message of
socialism, this message of brotherhood, this mes-
sage of love, is being proclaimed in this.same man-
ner, gentlemen of the jury, and it is in the name
of that that I want to speak and for nothing else.

After having heard what my comrade said and
what I have said, do you believe for one single
moment that we ever preached violence, that a
man like me as I stand with my naked heart be-
fore you—and you know there is no lie in me at
this moment, there is no deception in me at this
moment—could kill a human being?

You know that I know not what I say, because
it is only the onrush of what flows to my lips that
I'say. Gentlemen of the jury, you know that I am
not a trained man in speaking to you, because it
is the first time I speak in your language. Gentle-
men, if you think that there has ever been a spark
of malice in my heart, that I ever said others
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should break heads and prowl around and look
for blood, if you believe that 1 ever could have
said such a thing, not only on the 2gth of January,
but since the first day I began to realize that I
was living and conscious of my intellectual and
moral powers, then send me to the chair, because
it is right and it is just. Then send my comrade to
the chair because it is right and it is just. . . .
Gentlemen of the jury, I have finished. After
this comes your verdict. I do not ask you to acquit
us. It is not in my power to do so after my attorney
has so nobly and ably pleaded for me. 1 say,
though, that there are two ways open. If we are
responsible, we are responsible in full. If what
the District Attorney has said about us is true,
then we ought to pay the extreme penalty, for if

it is true it was a premeditated crime. If what he

said is true, it means that we went to Lawrence
specifically for that purpose and that for years
and years we had been studying and maturing our
thoughts along that line; then we expect from you
a verdict of guilty.

But we do not expect you to soothe your con-
science and at the same time to give a helping
hand to the other side—simply to go and reason
and say, “Well, something has happened there
and somebody is responsible; let us balance the
scales and do half and half.” No, gentlemen. We
are young. I am twenty-nine years old—not quite,
yet; I will be so two months from now. I have a
woman that loves me and that I love. I have a
mother and father that are waiting for me. I have
an ideal that is dearer to me than can be expressed
or understood. And life has so many allurements
and it is so nice and so bright and so wonderful
that I feel the passion of living in my heart and
I do want to live.

I don’t want to pose to you as a hero. I don’t
want to pose as a martyr. No, life is dearer. to me
than it is probably to a good many others. But I
say this, that there is something dearer and nobler
and holier and grander, something I could never
come to terms with, and that is my conscience and
that is my loyalty to my class and to my comrades
who have come here in this room, and to the work-
ing class of the world, who have contributed with
a splendid hand penny by penny to my defense
and who have all over the world seen that no
injustice and no wrong was done to me.

Therefore, I say, weigh both sides and then
judge. And if it be, gentlemen of the jury, that

your judgment shall be such that this gate will be
opened and we shall pass out of it and go back
into the sunlit world, then let me assure you what
you are doing. Let me tell you that the first strike
that breaks again in this Commonwealth or any
other place in America where the work and the
help and the intelligence of Joseph ]. Ettor and
Arturo Giovannitti will be needed and necessary,
there we shall go again regardless of any fear and
of any threat.

We shall return again to our humble efforts,
obscure, humble, unknown, misunderstood—sol-
diers of this mighty army of the working class of
the world, which out of the shadows and the dark-
ness of the past is striving towards the destined
goal which is the emancipation of human kind,
which is the establishment of love and brother-
hood and justice for every man and every woman
in this earth.

On the other hand, if your verdict shall be the
contrary, if-it be that we who are so worthless as
to deserve neither the infamy nor the glory of the
gallows—if it be that these hearts of ours must be
stilled on the same death chair and by the same
current of fire that has destroyed the life of the
wife murderer and the parricide, then I say, gen-
tlemen of the jury, that tomorrow we shall pass
into a greater judgment, that tomorrow we shall
go from your presence into a presence where
history shall give its last word to us.

Whichever way you judge, gentlemen of the
jury, I thank you.

15

James Oppenheim’s poem, “Bread and Roses,” was
inspired by one of the 1912 Lawrence strike pa-
rades in which the young mill girls carried a ban-
ner, “We want bread and roses t00.” Although it
may have been published elsewhere earlier, it was
printed in the LW.W. newspaper Industrial Soli-
darity (April 27, 1946). Oppenheim (1882-1932),
a poet and novelist, was editor of the little maga-
zine The Seven Arts. His poems appeared fre-
quently in the Industrial Pioneer and the One Big
Union Monthly. His poem, “Bread and Roses,”
was set to music by Caroline Kohlsaat. Arturo
Giovannitti wrote an Italian song with the same
title, “Pan e Rose,” which was popular with the
Italian Dressmakers Local 89 of the International
Ladies’ Garment Workers Union.
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BREAD AND ROSES

By James OppeNmEIM

As we come marching, marching in the beauty of
the day,

A million darkened kitchens, a thousand mill lofts
gray,

Are touched with all the radiance that a sudden
sun discloses,

For the people hear us singing: “Bread and roses!
Bread and roses!”

As we come marching, marching, we battle too for
men,

For they are women’s children, and we mother
them again.

Our lives shall not be sweated from birth until life
closes;

Hearts starve as well as bodies; give us bread, but
give us roses!

As we come marching, marching, unnumbered
women dead

Go crying through our singing their ancient cry for
bread.

Small art and love and beauty their drudging
spirits knew.

Yes, it is bread we fight for—but we fight for roses,
too!

As we come marching, marching, we bring the
greater days.

The rising of the women means the rising of the
race.

No more the drudge and idler—ten that toil where
one reposes,

But a sharing of life’s glories: Bread and roses!
Bread and roses!
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Chapter 7

Paterson: 1913

Less than a year after the Lawrence strike, Bill

- Haywood was describing the industrial conditions
of an ideal society to an audience of striking silk
workers in Paterson, New Jersey, the “Silk City”
of America.

It will be utopian. There will be a wonderful
dining room where you will enjoy the best food
that can be purchased; your digestion will be
aided by sweet music which will be wafted to
your ears by an unexcelled orchestra. There will
be a gymnasium and a great swimming pool and
private bathrooms of marble. One floor of this
plant will be devoted to masterpieces of art and
you will have a collection even superior to that
displayed in the Metropolitan Museum in New
York. A first-class library will occupy another
floor . . . the workrooms will be superior to
any ever conceived. Your work chairs will be
morris chairs, so that when you become fatigued
you may relax in comfort.!

Haywood’s audience included recently arrived
Italian, Jewish, and Polish immigrants who worked
at unskilled or semiskilled jobs in the Paterson
silk mills. Paterson, a grimy industrial city on the
banks of the Passaic River, had a population of
124,000 in 1913; more than one-third of its 73,000
workers held jobs in the silk industry. The glow-
ing picture of a future industrial society had
meaning for the workers who spent ten hours a
day in the silk mills, often wearing their overcoats
at work in winter in the unheated buildings or
suffocating in summer in workrooms where arti-

“We believe the most violent thing the workers
can do is when they quit work.”

Adolph Lessig, a Paterson silk worker testifying
to the Senate Commission on Industrial Rela-
tions ( Washington, 1916), I1I, p. 2458.

ficial humidifiers were used to provide the neces-
sary degree of dampness for silk weaving. The dye
houses were so choked with steam and acid fumes
that the dyers often could not see people near
them. Early deaths from tuberculosis and other
respiratory diseases were frequent.

High-speed automatic looms which were sim-
ple to run had been introduced into the factories
about the turn of the century. Some of these could
be operated by women. Silk manufacturers moved
their plants to Pennsylvania, where even lower
wages were paid to the wives and daughters of
coal miners, who worked to eke out a family
living.

In 1911 Paterson manufacturers decided to en-
ter the field of cheap silk production by expand-
ing the number of looms in the plants. Where the
operators had previously run just two looms, now
they were required to operate three and four
simultaneously. Paterson workers claimed that the
new system would cause unemployment and force
wages down from about $11.80 to the Pennsyl-
vania average of $6.56 a week. “It is,” wrote one
writer in Survey magazine, “as if a vineyard were
giving way to a hay farm.”2

In addition to the four-loom system, Paterson
workers protested an oppressive “docking system”
for female apprentices, kickbacks in wages to fore-
men, abuses in measuring the yardage of the fin-
ished product, and the existence of several wage
scales in the same shop. They also agitated for an
eight-hour day, since there had been no reduction
in the number of working hours since 1904.
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The first mill that introduced the four-loom
system in 1911 was one in which some of the work-
ers were organized into the A.F.L. United Textile
Workers. A group of protesting workers went out
on strike, but returned to work when John Golden,
United Textile Workers' president, proposed arbi-
tration to settle the dispute. The four-loom system
continued, however, and the strikers claimed that
Golden had delayed the settlement because he
really felt that the four-loom system was a tech-
nological advance in the silk industry.

Repudiation of the U.T.W. by the anti-A.F.L.
strikers enabled a local of De Leon’s Detroit fac-
tion of the 1. W.W. to take over the strike. Several
more sporadic walkouts protesting the four-loom
system led to some wage increases by employers.
But shortly after all the silk workers had returned
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to their jobs, the mill owners refused to abide by
the new wage schedules. In addition, some of the
active union men were arrested and jailed for
starting the strikes.

On January 27, 1913, 8oo employees of the
Doherty Silk Mill quit work when four members
of a workers’ committee were fired for trying to
talk to the company’s management about elim-
inating the four-loom system. The strike became
industry-wide on February 25 when several thou-
sand workers left their looms and held a mass
meeting, addressed by IL.W.W. organizers Eliza-
beth Gurley Flynn, Carlo Tresca, and Patrick
Quinlan. Within the week, 25,000 workers were
on strike, virtually all the silk workers in Paterson.
Close to 300 silk mills in Paterson shut down.

“Had John Golden of the UT.W. . .. come to



Paterson on February 25th, undoubtedly he could
have organized the workers in his union,” wrote
John Fitch in the June 7, 1913, issue of Survey
magazine. “Instead came Haywood, Elizabeth
Flynn, Quinlan, Tresca—empty-handed, with nei-
ther money nor credit nor with the prestige of a
2,000,000 membership, but willing to work and go
to jail. They have put into the 25,000 strikers a
spirit that has made them stand together with a
united determination for a period that must have
tried the souls of the strongest.”3

The 1.W.W. leaders who had been invited by
the Paterson workers to address the February 23
meeting were well known for their work in Law-
rence, Little Falls, and in a recent hotel workers’
strike in New York City. Elizabeth Gurley Flynn
had joined the LW.W. in 1go6 at the age of six-
teen and had been active in the Missoula and
Spokane free speech fights, the Joe Hill defense
campaign, and the Lawrence textile strike. Carlo
Tresca, who came to the United States in 1904,
had been a leader of the Federation of Railroad
Workers in Italy. In America he headed the Ital-
ian Socialist Federation and had helped organize
miners’ strikes in Pennsylvania, and textile strikes
in Lawrence and Little Falls. Patrick Quinlan
from Limerick, Ireland, had worked as a coal
miner, steel worker, longshoreman, sailor, and
union lecturer. A Socialist Party organizer, he
joined the LW.W. in 1g12.

Tresca, Quinlan, and Elizabeth Flynn were ar-
rested at the February 25 meeting. “We have
no objection to our own people conducting a
strike,” said Paterson Police Chief Bimson, “but
the day of the out-of-town agitator carrying on
his profession is past.”4 After spending the night
in jail, the three L.W.W. leaders were told to leave
town or be responsible for their actions. They
chose the latter course. Paterson’s Mayor Andrew
McBride declared that it was “the ancient right of
cities to rid themselves of undesirables.”3

A few days later, Bill Haywood arrived in Pater-
son froin a rubber strike in Akron, Ohio. After a
conference with Police Chief Bimson, he advised
the strikers to fold their arms or put their hands
in their pockets and let the manufacturers do the
worrying.

“There’s a red card in the home of every silk
striker,” said Haywood.® His claim, according to
an article in Outlook magazine, was but little ex-
aggerated. Although T.W.W. silk worker Adolph
Lessig testified to the Commission on Industrial

PATERSON: 1913 199

Relations that there were only gooo paid-up
1.W.W. members in Paterson, “so hard is the grip
of poverty on the workers,” reported writer Greg-
ory Mason in Outlook, “that many have remained
outside the organization that is conducting their
fight simply to save the dues of thirty cents a
month.”7

The Paterson strikers, however, included not
only the LW.W. followers, but Socialists, anar-
chists, De Leonites, and A.F.L. members as well.
Most of the ribbon weavers were English-speak-
ing American citizens; most of the dyers were
recent arrivals from Italy. The broad silk weavers
were usually non-English speaking Italian and
Jewish immigrants. Wives and children of work-
ers from every part of Europe and the Middle East
handled most of the unskilled jobs. The IW.W.
leaders welded these diverse groups together.

A spirit of solidarity was kept at a high pitch
during the strike by mass meetings held in the
strikers” halls each morning, and shop committee
conferences planned for each afternoon. In addi-
tion, special meetings were scheduled for women
and children.

‘When the Paterson school teachers spoke against
the strike, the strikers’ children picketed the
schools. Haywood met with the youngsters. He
described a future society in which adults would
not continually deny their wishes. He called this
place, “Kids’ Town.” One little boy called out from
the audience, “No homework, Bill. Put that in!”8
The children organized their own strike commit-
tee, appointed speakers, elected 2 treasurer, and
collected money to be used for needy members.
Many of them walked with their parents on the
picket lines in front of the mills.

At one of the women’s meetings, Carlo Tresca
illustrated his talk on the need for an eight-hour
day by saying that couples would have more time
to spend together if there were fewer working
hours. “More babies,” he said jokingly. The audi-
ence of tired working wives did not cheer this
suggestion. “No, Carlo,” interrupted Haywood
who was at the meeting, “We believe in birth
control. . . . Fewer babies, well cared for.” The
women started to laugh and applaud.®

Strikers set up a finance committee and a relief
board to collect and distribute funds raised by
speeches and entertainments in neighboring cities
and by advertisements in sympathetic journals.
Two relief stations supplied food to families. A
restaurant fed the single men. A grocery and a
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drugstore were opened and run by the workers.
Arrangements were made with a sympathetic doc-
tor and dentist to aid ailing workers at no cost.
Most of the landlords in Paterson did not press
for rent, and the Sons of Italy, a benevolent asso-
ciation, paid benefits to needy Italian workers.

Police records showed that close to 3000 pickets
were arrested during the course of the strike. Ar-
rests of strikers averaged about 100 a day through-
out May and June. Most of them received a ten-
day sentence in the overcrowded Paterson or
Passaic County jails.

As the strike continued, the Paterson afternoon
newspaper printed front-page editorials urging
the formation of a vigilance committee to stop the
picketing and drive out the agitators, “Los An-
geles, Akron, Denver, Ottowa, and other cities
kicked the LW.W. out of town in short order,”
stated one editorial. “What is Paterson doing to
discourage this revolutionary horde?”10

Another editorial about Bill Haywood, ap-
pealed, “Akron, Ohio, could not find a law to ban-
ish this dangerous revolutionist and his cohorts,
but a citizens’ committee of 1000 men did the trick
in short order. Can Akron, Ohio, accomplish some-
thing that Paterson, N. J., cannot duplicate? The
Paterson Press dislikes to believe it, but time will
tell.”11

When mass rallies within the Paterson city lim-
its were forbidden by city officials, the strikers
walked to Haledon, a neighboring town with a
friendly Socialist mayor. The strikers used a silk-
worker’s two-story house which had a second floor
porch, a convenient platform overlooking the
street. Every Sunday throughout the spring, the
strikers and their families gathered in Haledon to
listen to long speeches. Often they were joined by
delegations of students, workers, or journalists
who commuted from New York City, some twenty
miles away. As Elizabeth Gurley Flynn wrote
about the Haledon meetings:

Our original reason for going to Haledon . . .
goes deep into the psychology of a strike. Be-
cause Sunday is the day before Monday. Mon-
day is the day that a break comes in every strike,
if it is to come at all during the week. If you
can bring the people safely over Monday they
usually go along for the rest of the week. If on
Sunday, however, you let those people stay at
home, sit around the stove without any fire in
it, sit down at the table where there isnt much

food, see the feet of the children with shoes get-
ting thin and the bodies of children where the
clothes are getting ragged, they begin to think
in terms of “myself” and lose the spirit of the
mass and the realization that all are suffering
as they are suffering. . . . And so our original
reason for going to Haledon was to give them
novelty, to give them variety, to take them en
masse out of the city of Paterson some place else
to a sort of picnic over Sunday that would stim-
ulate them for the rest of the week.12

Haywood, who shuttled back and forth between
Paterson and an 1. W.W.-led strike of rubber work-
ers in Akron, was arrested as he walked at the
head of a long line of strikers going to Haledon
for one of these Sunday meetings in March. He
was released on that occasion, but arrests of strik-
ers and organizers continued as the community
made a concerted effort to break the strike and jail
its leadership on charges of inciting to riot, unlaw-
ful assembly, and disturbing the peace. Under a
New Jersey law, anything said from a strike plat-
form amounted to “inciting a riot” or “preaching
anarchy,” and made the speaker liable to arrest
for having committed a criminal offense. Con-
victed on these charges L.W.W. organizer Pat
Quinlan was jailed from 1913 to 1g15.

In the May 29, 1913, issue of The Independent
magazine, a Paterson rabbi paid tribute to the
ILW.W. strike leaders. He wrote:

They have held in check and directed an army
of 25000 men and women. Had they been
preaching anarchism and violence, there would
have been anarchism and viclence. But the rec-
ord of this strike is a remarkable one. Between
1200 and 1300 strikers have been arrested and
jailed. Not one had a weapon.13

Helping the Paterson police was an army of
private detectives hired by the mill owners. They
were responsible for killing two workers during the
strike, one on the picket line and another as he sat
with his child on the steps of his house across the
street from one of the dye works. Three company
detectives were arrested for this crime, but were
never brought to trial. Fifteen thousand workers
turned out for the funeral and marched in a ten-
block-long procession that was watched by half of
Paterson’s population. Strikers piled red carnations
on top of the casket and Haywood, Gurley Flynn,
and Tresca made stirring speeches at the grave.



Attempting to play on the patriotic feelings of
the foreign-born workers, many who had recently
become naturalized, the mill owners urged the
strikers that it was their patriotic duty to return
to work. They declared March 17 “Flag Day,” and
draped flags over every mill gate with signs call-
ing on the strikers to return to work. The LW.W.
strike leaders pointed out that many of the flags
were weatherbeaten and torn, and that the em-
ployers.should at least use new ﬂggs, since flag
silk was woven in Paterson. The stfikers stretched
a huge American flag across Main Street under
which a slogan read:

We wove the flag; we dyed the flag.
We live under the flag; but we won't scab
under the flag.14

Strikers pinned little flags to their lapels and car-
ried signs on the picket lines bearing this message.

May Day, 1913, was celebrated by sending a
group of strikers’ children to live temporarily with
sympathetic families in New York City where they
would be better fed and cared for than in the
strife-torn Paterson.

A special feature of the Paterson strike was a
pageant presented at the old Madison Square Gar-
den. John Reed, fresh out of Harvard, learned
about Paterson from Bill Haywood, whom he met
at a soiree of artists and writers in Greenwich Vil-
lage. Paterson was close enough to the Village for
the New Intellectuals, attracted by the direct-
action anarchists, to venture out to hear the fiery
speeches of Gurley Flynn, Tresca, and Big Bill.

John Reed went to Paterson on a rainy April
morning. He was arrested as he stood talking to
some strikers on the porch of a worker’s house and
thrown into a four by seven foot cell that held
eight pickets who had been without food and
water for twenty-four hours. His experience made
picturesque copy. A New York newspaper fea-
tured the story of the Harvard boy jailed with the
striking immigrants. “You gotta be careful they
dor’t get in your spoon,” the prisoners had warned
Reed about dead insects in the watery soup.
The New York papers made more fuss about one
reporter, said the Paterson police chief, than about
the hundreds of workers he had jailed. Reed was
released on bail after four days.

“We were frightened when we went in, but we
were singing when we went out,” a young girl
striker had told Reed about the first day of the
walk-out.18 Emotionally involved with the Pater-
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son strikers, Reed dragged his friends Walter
Lippmann, Hutchins Hapgood, Edmund Hunt,
and Mabel Dodge to the Sunday meetings in Hale-
don. He conceived the idea of a gigantic pageant
to publicize and raise money for the strikers’ de-
fense. Reed corralled a group of people who met
frequently in the Fifth Avenue home of Mabel
Dodge, a wealthy divorcee who was interested in
modern art, radicalism, and Reed. He lined up
financial support from Mrs. Dodge and some of
her New York contacts, but it was only enough to
rent Madison Square Garden for one night. Rob-
ert Edmund Jones, a nonradical Harvard friend,
was drafted to stage the production. Bobby Jones
also designed the poster of a crouching workman
which was to appear year after year on LW.W.
publications. John Sloan painted the scenery, a
great backdrop representing a tremendous silk
mill with smaller mills on either side.

In three weeks, Reed trained over 1000 textile
workers to reenact scenes from their strike. He
led them in rehearsing songs from the little red
songbook. Mrs. Dodge, swept up in the project
through Reed’s enthusiasm, remembered, “One of
the gayest touches, I think, was teaching them to
sing one of their lawless songs to ‘Harvard, Old
Harvard.” 717

On the afternoon of June 7, several thousand
strikers from Paterson arrived in Hoboken by a
fourteen-car train. Reaching New York City by
ferries, they marched from Christopher Street up
Fifth Avenue with red banpers flying and an
LW.W. band playing “The Marseillaise” and the
“Internationale.” Margaret Sanger, a member of
the pageant committee, and a police escort led
the way.

That night, the letters, LW.W., ten feet high in
bright red electric lights, blazed from each side
of the Madison Square tower and could be seen
from miles away. Fifteen thousand persons, many
who had walked from their homes, crowded the
streets on every side of the block-square building.
When the cheaper seats were sold out, the com-
mittee hurriedly decided to let the crowd in at
a quarter apiece. The floor seats, advertised at
$1.50, were sold at the last minute for whatever
they could bring, and hundreds of IL.W.W. mem-
bers were let in free when they showed their red
membership cards. The performance was delayed
an hour while the thousands found their seats.

“Just let anybody say one word of disrespect to
the flag and I will stop the show so quickly it will
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take their breath away,” warned New York’s sher-
iff Julius Harburger who had previously spoken
out against the “sedition, treasonable utterance,
un-American doctrines, advocating sabotage, ful-
mination of paranoical ebullitions, inflammatory,
hysterical, unsound doctrines.”!8 Sheriff Har-
burger took a box seat near the stage to oversee
and monitor the production.

Since he arrived early, Harburger must have
had time to read the program which stated, “The
pageant represents a battle between the working
class and the capitalist class conducted by the In-
dustrial Workers of the World. . . . Itis a conflict
between two social forces.”!? The program an-
nounced that the pageant would be in six scenes,
starting with the mills at six o.M. on a chill Feb-
ruary morning.

One newspaperman described the production
this way:

Fifteen thousand spectators applauded with
shouts and tears the great Paterson Strike Pag-
eant at Madison Square Garden. The big mill
aglow with light in the dark hours of early win-
ter morning, the shrieking whistles, the din of
machinery—dying away to give place to the
“Marseillaise” sung by surging crowd of 1,200
operatives, the fierce battle with the police,
the somber funeral of the victim, the impas-
sioned speech of the agitator, the sending away
of the children, the great meeting of desperate,
hollow-eyed strikers—these scenes unrolled with
a poignant realism that no man who saw them
will ever forget.20

At the enactment of Valentino Modestino’s fu-
neral, pallbearers carried a coffin down the center
aisle of the Garden through the audience. Over
1000 strikers followed, singing “The Funeral
March of the Workers.” Sitting in a box seat, Mrs.
Modestino became hysterical when the funeral
procession reached the stage. The cast of strikers
heaped red carnations and evergreen boughs on
the bier and Haywood, Tresca, and Gurley Flynn
repeated the speeches they had made at Modes-
tino’s graveside. Many in the audience wept.

Mrs. Dodge remembered:

... for a few electric moments there was a

terrible unity between all those people. They

were one: the workers who had come to show
their comrades what was happening across the
river and the workers who had come to see it.

I have never felt such a high pulsing vibration
in any gathering before or since.2!

Almost everyone was deeply moved by the
earnestness and emotion of the strikers. At the end,
the audience rose to sing the “Internationale” with
the cast. Reviews in the next day’s newspapers
spoke of the pageant as a great production and a
new form of art. “Self-expression in industry and
art among the masses may become a rich reality,
spreading a human glow over the whole of hu-
manity . . . from which we shall all be gainers—
in real life, in justice, in art, in love,” enthused
Hutchins Hapgood, a liberal writer who was one
of the frequenters of Mrs. Dodge’s salon.22 News-
paper editorials pointed out, however, that the
pageant was produced, as one paper stated, “un-
der the direction of a destructive organization
opposed in spirit and antagonistic in action to all
the forces which have upbuilded this republic.”23

The pageant failed financially. This was a crush-
ing blow to the Paterson strikers, who anticipated
huge profits based on the overflow audience in
Madison Square Garden. The expenses of a one-
night performance were too high, and the audi-
ence had been too poor to make the hoped-for
contributions. The hostile press accused the pag-
eant committee of raising a large sum and “lining
their pockets.” Jealousies, dissensions, and suspi-
cions marked the last days of a losing strike. Reed
left for Venice with Mrs. Dodge and Bobby Jones.
Bill Haywood, who had lost eighty pounds during
the strike from an ulcerated stomach, was taken
to Europe by a friend.

As the strike dragged on into July, the amount
of funds sent by sympathizers began to dwindle.
The pressures of hunger and a stepped up cam-
paign of arresting pickets were hard to overcome.
Faced with the loss of millions of dollars of busi-
ness, the companies offered to deal with the strik-
ers by shops, and on July 18, the ribbon weavers
withdrew from the strike committee, announcing
that they would negotiate with employers on a
shop basis. Their defection broke the LW.W.
hopes of an industry-wide settlement. Split up into
300 separate shop units, the strikers were unable
to win their demands and were forced to return
to work under very much the same conditions
they had left five months before.

Like so many other textile strikes, the 1913 Pat-
erson strike failed. It was one more episode in the
long history of textile workers’ struggles against
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low wages, long hours, speed-up, company-dom-
inated mill towns, chronic unemployment, and
instability. In the words of the concluding verse
of a song written at the beginning of this century
by South Carolina cotton mill workers:

Ain’t it enough to break your heart?
Hafta work all day and at night it’s dark.
It’s hard times in the mill, my love,
Hard times in the mill.

1

This anecdote about Big Bill and the rabbi which
was first printed in Solidarity (April 19, 1913) was
reprinted several times in the LW.W. press. It is
representative of similar anecdotes on the theme,
“We're all leaders.” On the fly leaf of his book,
New Men of Power (New York, 1948), C. Wright
Mills told the following story which he had heard
from an unknown worker in Nevada in June,
1947:

When the boatload of Wobblies came

Up to Loerett, the sheriff says

Don’t you come no further

Who the hell’s yer leader anyhow?

Who's yer leader?

And them Wobblies yelled right back—

We don’t got no leader

We're all leaders

And they kept right on comin’.

WHO IS THE LEADER?

“Oh, Mr. Haywood, I am so glad to meet you. I've
been wanting to meet the leader of the strike for
some time.”

“You've made a mistake,” replied Bill, “I'm not
the leader.”

“What! You're not? Well, who is he?”

“There ain’t any He.”

“Perhaps 1 should have said ‘they,” persisted
the prophet of the Chosen people, “Who are
they?”

“This strike has no leaders,” answered Bill.

“It hasn’t! Well, who is in charge of it?”

“The strikers.”

“But can’t I meet some responsible parties else-
where? You know I represent the other churches
of the city, the Catholic Fathers and the Method-
ist ministers are awaiting my report. I would like
to find out all I can and then maybe we could
come to some agreement with the mill owners.”

“The mill owners already know what the strik-
ers want,” said Bill.

“They do! Why some of the leading citizens
don’t know yet!”

“That’s funny,” smiled Bill, “T just got off a
train from Akron a couple of hours ago and 1
know.”

“Will you please tell me?”

“It’s very simple,” answered Bill, “They want
an eight hour day, abolition of the three and four
Ioom system in broad silks, abolition of the two
loom system in ribbons, and the dyers want a
minimum wage of $12 a week.”

“Well, well!” mused the other stroking his rab-
binical beard, “I must say it's strange we had not
heard all this!”

“There’s an awful lot of things you never heard
of, parson,” said Bill.

“Do they have a strike committee, and where
do they meet?” continued the rabbi.

“Right in this hall, every morning at 8 o’clock.”

“Who are they?”

“I don’t know; and if I did I wouldnt tell,”
laughed Bill.

“How many are there?”

“One hundred and twenty-seven.”

“One hundred and twenty-seven! MY GOD!
What can we do with a strike committee of one
hundred and twenty-seven that meets in a public
hall before all the rest of the strikers?”

“I don’t reckon that you can do much except
the heavy looking on, parson,” said Bill. “There
ain’t much left in the world for fellows like you
to do except that, and besides this is an LW.W.
strike. In an LW.W. strike there isn’t room for
anybody except the working class and the bosses;
everybody else is excess baggage.”

2

This article by Bill Haywood appeared in the
International Socialist Review (May 1913). In his
autobiography Bill Haywood wrote: “While this
strike was on, 1 learned something of the methods
of producing silk. After the cocoons were un-
wound and the silk was whipped into skeins, it
was dyed with the glorious colors seen in this
costly fabric. All of it went through a process
called ‘dynamiting’ where it was loaded with met-
als of different kinds—lead, tin, and zinc. From a
fourth to a third of the weight of the silk was of
these adulterants, which shortened the life and



durability, though temporarily adding to the gloss
and weight of the finished goods.” Haywood later
used this information in testifying before the In-
dustrial Relations Commission on employer use
of “sabotage” in industry. The exposé of this proc-
ess caused embarrassment to the silk industry.

THE RIP IN THE SILK INDUSTRY

By WiLLiam D. Haywoop

When the broad silk weavers in Henry Doherty’s
mill in Paterson, N. J., left their machines last
February they inaugurated what has proved to
be the closest approach to a general strike that
has yet taken place in an American industry.

They revolted against the 3 and 4 loom system
which until recently has been confined to the state
of Pennsylvania. This system is restricted to the
lower grades of silk, messaline and taffeta.

There are almost 300 silk mills in Paterson.
Doherty was the first manufacturer to introduce
this system there and later it was carried into 26
other mills. The silk workers soon realized that
unless this scheme for exploiting them still fur-
ther was checked, it would in time pervade the
entire industry in the Jersey city.

The silk workers of Paterson are the most skilled
in the United States and the employers thought
that if there was anywhere in the country where
this system could be successfully adopted it was
in Paterson. They thought that their workers
would stand for it. The workers themselves were
not consulted, as the manufacturers afterward
realized to their sorrow, when a general strike was
called embracing the industry in all its branches
and extending to all states where silk is manu-
factured.

At present no less than 50,000 silk workers are
on strike in New Jersey, Pennsylvania, New York
and Connecticut, including those in the prepara-
tory processes, the “throwster” mills, dye houses,
broad silk making in all grades, as well as in
nearly all the ribbon mills.

In many respects this strike is hardly less sig-
nificant than that at Lawrence. It involves nearly
as many workers and the conditions are just as
bad. But the Paterson revolt has attracted less
public attention than did the woolen fight. This
is due to several reasons.

In the first place, the manufacturers, through
their control of outside newspapers, were able to
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bring about a general conspiracy of silence. The
New York papers, for example, after the first few
days in which they gave prominence to the strike,
were warned through subtle sources that unless
there was less publicity they would be made to
suffer through loss of support and advertising.
Then the Paterson strikers were fortunate in hav-
ing among them several trained veterans in the
labor movement, such as Adolph Lessig, Ewald
Koettgen, and Louis Magnet, who had been mem-
bers of the LW.W. since 1906, and knew what to
do towards putting the strike on an organized
basis. For a time they were able to take care of
themselves without relying much on outside help.
Besides, the authorities kept their hands off for a
time, after their first fright in which they threw
Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, Carlo Tresca and later
Patrick Quinlan and Alex Scott, the Socialist edi-
tor, into jail. These organizers got on the job in-
stantly and have done excellent work.

The Lyons of America

Paterson is the Lyons of America. It practically
has a monopoly in the making of the finer grades
of silk in this country. It has 25,400 people en-
gaged in the silk industry and in the manufacture
of silk machinery and supplies. Therefore, when
practically all these workers came out, the indus-
try was tied up tight.

Fifty-six per cent of the Paterson silk workers
are women and children and they have been
among the most devoted and enthusiastic strikers.

As this is written, the strike has entered upon
its seventh week and the demands of the workers
have crystallized around a determination to have
the eight-hour day. This will apply to all the
workers involved, except the broad silk weavers
whose principal demand, as stated, is the abolition
of the grinding 3 and 4 loom system.

So greatly have wages been reduced in recent
years that the weavers are now demanding the
restoration of the 1894 price list which was im-
posed on them at the time. With the improve-
ments in machinery that have been made, this
would be a great advantage to the ribbon weav-
ers. The dye house workers are holding out for a
minimum wage of $12 a week. In other branches
there is a general demand for a 25 per cent in-
crease in wages.

Present wages, according to the manufacturers’
figures, average $9.60 a week. A general call at one
of the mass meetings for pay envelopes brought
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out hundreds which showed the average wage is
much lower than this and as all wages are deter-
mined by working periods, the actual yearly wage
would bring average “earnings” down to $6 or $7
a week.

Paterson manufacturers have an absolute mo-
nopoly on the finer grades of silk, like brocades,
that are made on the Jacquard loom, and it would
be easy for them to raise prices to meet wage
increases, but because of the cut-throat competi-
tion among them, silk is cheaper, on the whole,
than it was 15 years ago. This reduction in price,
needless to say, has been taken out of the flesh
and blood of the workers.

Untrustified Industry

The big capitalists have never tried to enter the
silk trade, because it deals with a luxury. They are
too busy securing their grip on the necessities of
life, like food, clothing, steel, transportation, etc.

The Paterson workers, then, have not had to
fight a concentrated trust, such as existed at Law-
rence, but a gang of scattered employers, all jeal-
ous and fearful of each other. The strike undoubt-

Left to right: LW.W. strike leaders, Adolph Lessig, Bill Haywood, and Carlo Tresca. Brown Brothers photo.

edly would have ended much sooner had it not
been for the desire of the richer manufacturers to
see the smaller makers starved out and driven into
bankruptcy, which already has occurred to a num-
ber of them.

The manufacturers as a whole have used as an
excuse for not raising wages the plea that they
cannot afford it on account of Pennsylvania’s com-
petition. But this is untrue, because the Pennsyl-
vania mills are controlled largely by the same
interests that center in Paterson.

The Pennsylvania silk mills are situated gen-
erally in mining camps and industrial centers
where the wages of the men have been so reduced
that women and children have been compelled to
seek employment in the mills. Ninety-one per cent
of the workers in the Pennsylvania silk mills are
women and children.

Wages in the Pennsylvania silk mills average
much less than in New Jersey and it is a peculiar
fact that the men get less than the women. The
men get $6.06 a week while the women are mak-
ing $7.01.

There are six prominent processes in the mak-



ing of silk and they are usually done in differ-
ent establishements. “Throwing” is largely done in
Pennsylvania—reeling the raw silk as it comes from
the cocoon, etc. The dyeing is done in separate
factories.

The “Dynamiting” Process

It is at this point that the silk is “dynamited”—
that is, loaded with adulterants to be later foisted
on the gullible purchaser as extra fine goods. In
the dye houses one pound of silk is often treated
so that its weight is increased to 56 ounces! This
is done by dipping the skein into a solution of
which sugar, tannic acid, tin, lead, and iron are
often components.

This adulteration, amounting to a direct steal,
enhances the weight of the fabric but at the same
time weakens the texture and destroys the life of
the cloth. Silk so treated will cramble away while
it stands in the wardrobe before it has been sub-
jected to use.

One of the most alarming features of the strike
to the manufacturers, was the publicity given this
system of “dynamiting” or loading silk. In conse-
quence there is a growing demand for a govern-
ment stannp which will denote pure fabric similar
to that which is supposed to guarantee pure food.

The work of the dyers is the most unhealthful
and disagreeable in the industry and is almost the
worst paid. The strike came as a welcome relief
to them from day after day of filthy and monot-
onous toil. They work 13 hours on the night shift
and 11 on the day side. They are compelled to
stand in wet and soggy places, their hands are
always submerged in chemicals which discolor
and burn their flesh and sometimes eat off the
nails of their fingers.

The Red Badge of Toil

In this connection it is worth while to relate an
incident—one of the most dramatic of the strike.
The Paterson bosses lost no time in injecting the
“patriotic” issue, after the fashion of Lawrence,
Little Falls and Akron. The red flag, they howled,
stood for blood, murder and anarchy—the Star
Spangled Banner must be upheld, etc., etc. Eliza-
beth Guiley Flynn was on the platform at a big
strike meeting one day explaining the significance
of the red flag when a striking dyer sprang up
from the middle of the audience crying:

“I know! Here is the red flag!” )

And aloft he held his right hand—stained a per-
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manent bloody crimson, gnarled from years of
toil, and corroded by the scarlet dye which it was
his business to put into the fabrics worn by the
dainty lady of the capitalist class as well as by
the fawning prostitute.

For an instant there was silence and then the
hall was rent by cries from the husky throats as
all realized this humble dyer indeed knew the
meaning of the red badge of his class.

Ribbon weaving is largely done by men and
women. In this department the bosses have de-
veloped a speeding up system with reductions in
pay, overlooking no opportunity to introduce im-
proved machinery. Thus they increase production,
at the same time they lowered the pay, until the
workers are now demanding a scale which 19
years ago was imposed upon them! That is, the
weavers now ask a wage that prevailed two dec-
ades ago.

The significance of this demand makes it plain
that in the evolution of industry and the intro-
duction of new machinery the workers have ob-
tained no benefit, while the bosses have reaped
ever increasing profits.

Many children are employes in the silk indus-
try, most of them being between the ages of 14
and 16. However, there are few violations of the
child labor law, not because the manufacturers
care anything about either the law or the children,
but because the making of high grade silk requires
the careful and efficient work that only adults can
give. However, the Paterson capitalists have be-
gun to set up plants in the southern states as well
as in the mining regions of Pennsylvania, installing
there new style looms which can be operated by
girls and children.

Meeting for Children

One of the best and most enthusiastic meetings
held during the strike was that for the benefit of
the children of the mills. They packed Turner Hall
and listened eagerly and with appreciation as
speakers outlined to them the development in the
manufacture of silk from the cocoon to the com-
pleted fabric lying on the shelves of the rich de-
partment store.

The strike has been viciously fought from the
very beginning. The usual combination of press,
pulpit and police has labored both openly and
secretly to weaken it and break it, but without
avail. For seven weeks the Paterson newspapers
have delivered screams of rage and fury day after
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day. They have not hesitated to urge any measure
that might break the strike, from tar-and-feathers
to murder, Day after day in big, black headlines
in their front pages they have demanded that the
“LW.W. blatherskites” be driven out of town.
They have constantly incited the police to vio-
lence and urged the authorities to take “drastic
measures.” All in vain. On the day this is written
the leading organ of the manufacturers admits that
the police, the administration and the courts have
been helpless and it now begs the workers them-
selves to “drive the LW.W. out of town,” promis-
ing that if they will organize into “a decent, dig-
nified, American union,” the whole city will de-
mand that the bosses give them the conditions for
which they ask.

Little Violence

Despite this, another paper admits in its editorial
columns that Paterson after all ought to be thank-
ful. “Though 25,000 people have been on strike
here for seven weeks,” it says, “there has been
remarkably little violence.”

As was the case in Lawrence, nearly every na-
tionality on earth is represented in the strike. The
Italians and Germans are the most numerous, with
thousands of Russians, Poles, Hungarians and
Armenians besides. Shoulder to shoulder they
have stood, with a spirit and loyalty that nothing
could break or weaken. For seven long weeks
they have held out and in place of food many of
them have simply taken up another link in their
belts and drunk a glass of water. Some relief
money has come in but not enough to help any
except the most needy cases.

Incidents without number could be given to
show the spirit of self sacrifice and devotion among
the Paterson workers. The jail has had no terrors
for them, since accommodations there are hardly
worse than in the “homes” they are compelled to
live in. On occasions when the police have started
wholesale arrests they have vied with each other
in placing themselves in the hands of the “bulls.”
One day when the police gathered in more than
200 of them, they refused to walk to jail but de-
manded the patrol wagon. When the police
pleaded that the patrol wagon would hold only a
few at a time, they said they would wait! And the
patrol wagon the police were compelled to get,
making trip after trip to the jail while the arrested
strikers stood in a group and laughed and sang.

The meetings we have held have been wonders.

Day after day strikers have crowded into Turner
and Helvetia Halls with enthusiasm just as ram-
pant as on the first day of the strike and on the
Sundays when the Socialist city of Haledon is
visited, at the invitation of Socialist Mayor Wil-
liam Brueckmann, for open air meetings, it has
seemed as if the whole population of the northern
part of New Jersey was present. To speak at such
meetings is worth a whole lifetime of agitation.

3

Carlo Tresca (1879-1943), an Italian-born anar-
chist and writer, came to the United States in 1904
after being active in the left-wing Italian Railroad
Workers' Federation. He was elected secretary of
the Italian Socialist Federation of North America,
took part in strikes of Pennsylvania coal miners,
of textile workers in Lawrence, Little Falls, and
Paterson, and of metal miners in Michigan and
Minnesota. In Italy he edited the journal 1l
Germe, a socialist weekly. In the United States
he edited 1’ Avvenire until it was suppressed under
the federal Espionage Law, and then, for more
than twenty years, edited and published 11 Mar-
tello (“The Hammer”), an anti-Fascist newspa-
per. A leader of the Anti-Fascist Alliance, Tresca
was mysteriously assassinated in New York City in
1943. His memories of Bill Haywood in the 1913
Paterson strike were posthumously printed in 11
Martello (January 14, 1944).

WITH BIG BILL HAYWOOD ON
THE BATTLEFIELDS OF LABOR

By Carro Tresca

I admired Bill greatly during those crucial weeks.
I realized his influence over the masses, but
wherein lay his real strength I recognized only a
year later, when we were working together in the
Paterson strike. At the beginning there were only
Elizabeth Flynn and myself in the field. We were
doing our best, but day in and day out we were
confronted with the insistent question: “Where is
Bill?” “When is he coming?” “Why is he not here?”
It was upon the insistence of the strikers that we
were compelled to invite him.

Those were days of epic struggles. We had sev-
eral halls in Paterson proper: the Turnhalle, where
the crowd was mostly Italian; the Helvetia Hall,
with an overwhelming German attendance; we
had many other halls; but our great gathering



place was Haledon, New Jersey, which at that
time had a socialist mayor. On Sundays, when due
to the blue laws, no meetings could be held in the
rest of New Jersey, we addressed between 30 and
40,000 workers from the roof of the Haledon city
hall. It was into that crowd that Haywood threw
himself with all the power of his unique indi-
viduality.

The number of persons involved in the strike,
including strikers’ families, was no less than 125,-
000. All the strike relief collected for six months
amounted to $72,000. The strike lasted from Feb-
ruary to July, 1913. How could the strikers hold
out? Through the spiritual power invoked in the
masses by this huge, towering figure. He was not
elegant. He had not much culture. He was just
one of the mass. But he knew a few ideas per-
fectly—“class struggle,” “power of solidarity,” and
he had an unusually clear vision of the goal of
the labor movement. He was immediately con-
vinced of the righteousness of his cause; he had
a deep religious feeling regarding the LW.W. la-
bor movement, and his place among the workers.

He was a simple man with a simple purpose, but

he compressed into it all the gigantic powers of
his soul. He never harangued a crowd. He “ex-
plained” things in the simplest, most beautiful, and
still somehow imaginative words. It was remark-
able that people like the Italians, who had a scant
knowledge of English, understood his speeches.
He had the unusual ability of reducing issues to
their simplest realities, but these realities he knew
how to present in a magically compelling way.
Many speakers had talked to the workers about the
necessity of holding together. Bill, however, would
do this. He would lift over the crowd his huge,
powerful hand. He would spread the fingers as
far apart from each other as possible. He would
seize one finger after the other with his other
hand, saying to his audience: “Do you see that?
Do you see that? Every finger by itself has no
force. Now look.” He would then bring the fingers
together, close them into a bulky, powerful fist,
lift that fist in the face of the crowd, saying: “See
that? That's I.W.W.” The mass would go wild.
Not the least factor in his successes was his physi-
cal vigor, the unusual amount of vitality that
throbbed in every one of his gestures. One cer-
tainly could not repeat Bill's demonstration with
a puny fist.

I can still see him standing on that platform,—
before him a sea of children’s heads. The platform
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is crowded with children, some clinging to his
huge legs, some hanging on to his coat, all of them
looking up at him with adoration. All faces are lit
up with ecstatic joy. Bill had no difficulty in speak-
ing to children. He spoke to them with the very
same simplicity with which he addressed adults.
There was something of the child in his own make-
up. He told the crowd a simple story of how he
worked in his own childhood, and what he went
through; he explained the meaning of the LW.W.
He held every child’s heart throbbing in his big
hands. The following day the picket line was
crowded with children who proved to be the most
faithful fighters. Subsequently Mr. Bimpton, the
Paterson Chief of Police, asked me whether 1
could not withdraw the kids from the picket line.
“For God’s sake,” he said, “remove those kids from
the field. My men can’t fight children.” Later we
began to place the strikers’ children in the homes
of workers’ families in surrounding cities. This too
was Big Bill’s idea.

He lived like one of the people. During the six
months of the strike his salary was eighteen dol-
lars a week. He was not only what you call 2
leader. He actually loved to spend time with the
workers, to talk with their women and children.
He went to supper with the strikers nearly every
night.

Few knew that this hulking figure of a notorious
fighter was kindness itself. His great craving was
to possess a family, to be surrounded by little tots.
He hated to stay alone of the evening. He begged
me to take him somewhere, anywhere. He would
sleep in the houses of Italians, Syrians, Irish, Poles,
Letts. People were all brothers to him. Still, how
he enjoyed those little Italian families full of gen-
uine fondness, crowded with children, with nu-
merous other possessions that give zest to life!
How he would fondle the little ones rocking them
on his huge knees!

After six months in Paterson his health was com-
pletely shattered. Even Bill, with his powerful
constitution, could not stand the strain. He had a
trying stomach ailment which made him feel mis-
erable. As soon as the strike was over, friends took
him to Europe. It was not before a year that he
completely recovered.

Bill Haywood was not only a picturesque figure.

‘He was the type of a practical idealist who never

lost sight of the realities of life, while keeping a
firm hold on the ultimate goal of the movement.
He will live in the memory of the working class.
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This program of the Paterson Pageant was taken
from the booklet The Pageant of the Paterson
Strike, edited by Frederick Boyd (New York,

1913).

THE PAGEANT OF THE PATERSON
STRIKE

PROGRAM
OF THE
PATERSON STRIKE PAGEANT

Scene: Paterson, N. J. Time: A.D. 1913.

The Pageant represents a battle between the work-
ing class and the capitalist class conducted by
the Industrial Workers of the World (L.W.W.),
making use of the General Strike as the chief
weapon. It is a conflict between two social forces—
the force of labor and the force of capital.

While the workers are clubbed and shot by de-
tectives and policemen, the mills remain dead.
While the workers are sent to jail by hundreds,
the mills remain dead. While organizers are per-
secuted, the strike continues, and still the mills
are dead. While the pulpit thunders denunciation
and the press screams lies, the mills remain dead.
No violence can make the mills alive—no legal
process can resurrect them from the dead. Bayo-
nets and clubs, injunctions and court orders are
equally futile.

Only the return of the workers to the mills can
give the dead things life. The mills remain dead
throughout the enactment of the following epi-
sodes.

EPISODE ONE

1. The Mills Alive—The Workers Dead
2. The Workers Begin to Think

Six o’clock on a February morning. The mill win-
dows all aglow. The mill whistle sounds the signal
to begin work. Men and women, old and young,
come to work in the bitter cold of the dawn. The
sound of looms. The beginning of the great silk
strike. The striking workers sing the Marseillaise,
the entire audience being invited to join in the
song of revolt.

EPISODE TWO
The Mills Dead—The Workers Alive

Mass picketing. Every worker alert. The police
interfere with peaceful picketing and treat the
strikers with great brutality. The workers are pro-
voked to anger. Fights between police and strikers
ensue. Many strikers are clubbed and arrested.
Shots are fired by detectives hired by the manu-
facturers, and Valentino Modestino, who was not
a striker or a silk mill worker, is hit by a bullet
and killed as he stands on the porch of his house
with one of his children in his arms.

EPISODE THREE
The Funeral of Modestino

The coffin containing the body of Modestino is
followed by the strikers in funeral procession to
the strains of the Dead March. The strikers pass-
ing drop red carnations and ribbons upon the
coffin until it is buried beneath the crimson sym-
bol of the workers” blood.

EPISODE FOUR

Mass M eeting at Haledon

Great mass meeting of 20,000 strikers. L.W.W.
organizers speak. Songs by the strike composers
are sung by the strikers. They also sing the Inter-
national, the Marseillaise and the Red Flag, in
which the audience is invited to join.

EPISODE FIVE

1. May Day
2. Sending Away the Children

The May Day Parade. The workers of Paterson,
with bands playing, flags flying, and women and
children dressed in red, celebrate the international
revolutionary labor day.

The strikers give their children to the “strike
mothers” from other cities. The strike mothers re-
ceive them to be cared for during the war in the
silk industry. Elizabeth Gurley Flynn speaks to
the strikers and the children, dwelling upon the
solidarity of labor shown in this vividly human
episode, and is followed by William D. Haywood.

EPISODE SIX
Strike Meeting in Turner Hall

The strikers, men and women, legislate for them-
selves. They pass a law for the eight-hour day. No
court can declare the law thus made unconstitu-
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tional. Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, Carlo Tresca and
William D. Haywood make typical strike speeches.

5

The Paterson Pageant focused the attention of
newspaper reporters and drama reviewers on the
story of the striking Paterson textile workers. Here
are two reviews of the Pageant, taken from Cur-
rent Opinion and Survey (June 1913).

THE PAGEANT AS A FORM OF
PROPAGANDA

In the revival of one of the earliest forms of drama,
the pageant, has been found one of the most “pic-
turesquely vivid means of teaching a lesson or
winning devotion to some particular cause.” So
says Katharine Lord, writing on “The Pageant of
the Idea” in the New York Evening Post. Altho
this form of drama, Miss Lord points out, is sup-
posed to be nothing but a vivid record of history,
the tendency in America has been toward its use
for propaganda purposes. The suffrage pageant,
recently given in the Metropolitan Opera, was a
symbolic pantomime rather than a pageant. The
pantomime was weak, says Miss Lord, “in that it
is too exclusively symbolic, and has no substruc-
ture or human action to carry the idea.” On the
other hand, she continues, “it is suggestive of a
strong, dramatic, forceful and vivid pageant,
which would bave the inculcation of an idea or
the advancing of a cause for its distinct purpose.”

A pageant of this type was produced shortly
after these words were written. So successful in
depicting the cause of the striking silk workers of
Paterson, N. J., was the “Pageant of the Paterson
Strike,” presented in Madison Square Garden on
the night of June 7, by one thousand of the strik-
ers and their leaders, that the New York Times
found in the performance a veritable menace to
existing society. It says:

“Under the direction of a destructive organiza-
tion opposed in spirit and antagonistic in action
to all the forces which have upbuilded this repub-
lic, a series of pictures in action were shown with
the design of stimulating mad passion against law
and order and promulgating a gospel of discon-
tent. The sordid and cruel incidents of an indus-
trial strike were depicted by many of the poor

strikers themselves, but with dominating and vo-
ciferous assistance from members of the LW.W.,
who have at heart no more sympathy with labor-
ers than they have with Judges and Government
officers. Their aim is not to upbuild industry but
to destroy the law.". . . The motive was to in-
spire hatred, to induce violence which may lead
to the tearing down of the civil state and the
institution of anarchy.”

On the other hand, the New York World found
in the strike pageant something more poetic and
less menacing. Speaking editorially it said: “It was
not a drama, and hardly a pageant as the word is
understood. It was little more than a repetition of
a single scene. But need can speak without elocu-
tionists, and unison of thought in a great mass of
highly wrought-up people may swell emotion to
the point of tears. Probably few witnessed the
exhibition without sympathy with the sacrifices
that made it possible and satisfaction in its ma-
terial success.”

“It would have pleased any dramatic critic be-
cause of the sincerity with which the simple plot
was carried out,” says the World, adding further:
“As viewed by a spectator unbiased either from

- the labor or capital standpoint, their pageant was

rather in the nature of a tragedy than anything
else.” The New York Tribune partially described
the strike pageant in this way:

“There was a startling touch of ultra modernity
—or rather of futurism—in the Paterson strike pag-
eant in Madison Square Garden. Certainly noth-
ing like it had been known before in the history
of labor agitation. The . W.W. has not been highly
regarded hereabouts as an organization endowed
with brains or imagination. Yet the very effective
appeal to public interest made by the spectacle
at the Garden stamps the LW.W. leaders as agi-
tators of large resources and original talent. Lesser
geniuses might have hired a hall and exhibited
moving pictures of the Paterson strike. Saturday
night’s pageant transported the strike itself bodily
to New York. . . .

“The first episode of the pageant, entitled ‘The
Mills Alive—the Workers Dead, represented 6
o'clock one February morning. A great painted
drop, two hundred feet wide, stretching across
the hippodrome-like stage built for the show, rep-
resented a Paterson silk mill, the windows aglow
with the artificial light in which the workers be-



zan their daily tasks. Then came the operatives,
nen, women and children; some mere tots, other
decrepit old people, 1,200 of them, trooping sadly
and reluctantly to the work the ‘oppression’” of
the bosses had made them hate. Their mutterings
of discontent were soon merged in the whir of the
looms as the whistles blew and the day’s work
was on.

“But that day’s work did not last long, for the
smouldering spirit of revolt suddenly burst into
the flame of the strike, and the operatives rushed
pellmell out of the mills, shouting and dancing
with the intoxication of freedom. The whir of the
mills died down, and then rose the surging tones
of the ‘Marseillaise’ as the strikers marched defi-
antly up and down before the silent mill. ‘The
Mills Dead—the Workers Alive’'—that was the
name of the second episode, best described, per-
haps, in the words of the scenario of the pageant—
‘Mass picketing. Every worker alert. The police
interfere with peaceful picketing and treat the
strikers with great brutality. The workers are pro-
voked to anger. Fights between the police and
strikers ensue. Many strikers are clubbed and ar-
rested. Shots are fired by detectives hired by the
manufacturers, and Valentine Modestino, who
was not a striker or a silk-mill worker, is hit by a
bullet and killed as he stands on the porch of his
house with one of his children in his arms.’

“Episode three represented the funeral of Mo-
destino, a scene that, with all the accessories of
sombre realism, worked the actors themselves and
their thousands of sympathizers in the audience
up to a high pitch of emotion, punctuated with
moans and groans and sobs. A coffin, supposed to
contain Modestino’s body, was borne across the
stage, followed by the strikers in funeral proces-
sion to the heavy tones of the ‘Dead March.” As
they passed, the mourners dropped red carnations
and ribbons upon the coffin, until it was buried ‘be-
neath the crimson symbol of the workers” blood.’

“The next episode depicted a mass meeting of
the strikers, with all the regulation incidents of
fiery LW.W. speeches, the singing of revolution-
ary songs, the waving of red flags, and the pledg-
ing of the workers never to go back to work until
their boss knuckled under. Then came episode
five, with its May Day parade through the streets
of Paterson, and its big climax of sending away
the children to be cared for in other cities, that
their parents might go on and fight and starve and
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struggle unhampered by their little ones. With
all the details of farewell embraces and tears, and
finally shouts of enthusiasm breaking through the
sadness of parting, the tots were handed over to
the ‘strike mothers” from other cities, and taken
away, while Elizabeth Gurley Flynn made a con-
soling speech to the weeping mothers, and roused
their spirits once more to the blind determination
to fight on.”

Judged from the artistic standards and ideals
defined by Miss Lord in her article in the Evening
Post, the “Pageant of the Paterson Strike” seems
to be truly an artistic achievement, even tho it
may be, as the Times has pointed out, a dangerous
weapon for subversive propaganda. Here is what
“the pageant of the idea” must accomplish, ac-
cording to Miss Lord:

“The pageant of the idea, like any other, must
be judged from the viewpoint of beauty and of
dramatic values; and, more than that, it must be
judged by its effect upon the performers as well
as its effect upon the audience. Has any other art
form so complicated a criterion? At first thought
it is as confusing as if the palette or the brushes, or
the clay, should turn upon the critic and demand
consideration, demand that the effect upon them-
selves individually should be placed before the
effect on those who look upon the result. . . .

Considered as an art form the pageant of the
idea must meet the same tests as any other form
of drama. Has it continuity, has it sustained inter-
est, has it climax? Do its pictures appeal to the
eye in forms of well-ordered beauty? And is that
beauty instinct with meaning that justifies its be-
ing? The pageant of the idea carries the added
task of developing a graphically presented sym-
bolism. How to represent ideas as basic facts in
terms of picture and action, with idealism, and yet
without undue strain upon the imagination or
over-subtlety of characterization, is a problem not
easy of solution, but fascinating in the extreme,
and, when successfully solved, most grateful to
all concerned.”

PAGEANT OF THE PATERSON
STRIKE

. . . The average man who went to Jook [at the
Paterson strike pageant] and the social observer
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familiar with labor struggles left Madison Square
Garden with a vivid new sense of the reality of the
silk strike and of industrial conflict in general for
that matter.

The pageant, in which a thousand strikers par-
ticipated, went the “human document” one better;
it gave a real acquaintance with the spirit, point
of view and earnestness of those who live what a
“human document” tells; it conveyed what speech
and pamphlet, picture and cartoon, fiction and
drama fall short of telling. The simple movements
of this mass of silk workers were inarticulate elo-
quence. And the words of “Big Bill” Haywood, or
Elizabeth Flynn or Carlo Tresca or Pat Quinlan,
in their efforts to give typical strike speeches,
added nothing to the effect which the workers
themselves spontaneously gave. Even the speak-
ers seemed to feel this, for what they said seemed
calm in substance and delivery compared with
the whole-hearted simple vigor and earnestness
of the thousand.

Yet it was an earnestness that had little of the
vindictive. Grimness was not the dominant note
in this characterization of industrial warfare—
even when the workers surrounded the coffin of
Modestino, the non-silk worker who was killed on
the porch of his home when the detectives fired
on the strikers. There was almost a note of gayety
when an Italian striker sang, to the music of one
of his native folk songs, some words concerning
the strike, and the refrain was taken up with
much gusto by the group around him. When the
strike was called, and the throng rushed from the
door of the mill to the front of the stage and down
the center aisle, there was dash and enthusiasm.

Perhaps the thing that struck the observer most
forcibly was the sort of people the strikers seemed
to be and the absence of race prejudice. A large
proportion were substantial, wholesome appear-
ing German-Americans who seemed utterly tolack
the hot-headed emotionalism which most people
think characterizes . W.W. adherents. One Ger-
man striker, when asked how those of his nation-
ality got along with the Italians, said, “We're all
brothers and sisters”—and it certainly seemed so,
for the Italian singer was reinforced by a hearty
chorus of German women.

The pageant was without staginess or apparent
striving for theatrical effect. In fact, the offer of
theatrical producers to help in “putting it on” was
declined by those who wanted the workers’ own

simple action to impress the crowd. There was no
complicated detail. The “episodes”—all with the
same scenery, a great painted canvas mill building
—showed: the workers dully going to work, enter-
ing the mill, and then rushing out a little later
when the strike was called; picketing and police
clubbing in front of the mill; the funeral of Mo-
destino; the strikers giving their children for tem-
porary keeping to “strike mothers” from other
cities; and a typical strike meeting addressed by
L.W.W. leaders.

The hall was decorated with great signs to en-
list sympathy for the strikers and stimulate the
reading of IL.W.W. literature. This was sold almost
by the ton. Every seat was occupied at prices
ranging from ten cents to $2. This alone made it
a financial help to the strikers” cause, but a large
collection was taken also. That the whole occasion
was most inspiriting to the strikers was very evi-
dent, surely, to any one who heard the mighty
volume of .sound when the audience joined in
thundering out the Marseillaise.

6

On January 31, 1914, Elizabeth Gurley Flynn an-
alyzed the Paterson strike in a speech before the
New York Civic Club Forum. The manuscript of
her talk is in the Labadie Collection. Born in
189o in New Hampshire, Gurley Flynn joined the
LW.W. in 1906 at the age of sixteen and for the
next ten years was a leading organizer, soapboxer,
and lecturer for the organization. She was arrested
in the Missoula and Spokane free speech fights in
1908 and 1909, was a strike leader in the Law-
rence and Paterson textile strikes and the 1912
strike of New York City hotel workers, and was
active in the defense of Joe Hill, Ettor, and Gio-
vannitti, and the LW.W. prisoners arrested under
the wartime Espionage Law. After leaving the
LW.W. about 1916, she helped launch the Work-
ers’ Liberty Defense League, was active in the
Sacco-Vanzeiti Defense Committee, and, from
1927-30, was chaiman of the International Labor
Defense. In 1937, she joined the Communist Party
and in 1961 became chairman of the Communist
Party of the U.S.A. Her autobiography, 1 Speak
My Own Piece (New York, 1955), contains a great
deal of interesting material on the early organiz-
ing and free speech activities of the LW.W.



THE TRUTH ABOUT THE PATERSON
STRIKE

By ErrzaperH GURLEY FLYNN

Comrades and Friends:

The reason why I undertake to give this talk at
this moment, one year after the Paterson strike
was called, is that the flood of criticism about the
strike is unabated, becoming more vicious all the
time, drifting continually from the actual facts,
and involving as a matter of course the policies
and strike tactics of the LW.W. To insure future
success in the city of Paterson it is necessary for
the past failure to be understood, and not to be
clouded over by a mass of outside criticism. It is
rather dificult for me to separate myself from my
feelings about the Paterson strike, to speak dis-
passionately. I feel that many of our critics are
people who stayed at home in bed while we were
doing the hard work of the strike. Many of our
critics are people who never went to Paterson, or
who went on a holiday; who did not study the
strike as a day-by-day process. Therefore it’s rather
hard for me to overcome my impatience with
them and speak purely theoretically.

What is a labor victory? I maintain that it is a
twofold thing. Workers must gain economic ad-
vantage, but they must also gain revolutionary
spirit, in order to achieve a complete victory. For
workers to gain a few cents more a day, a few
minutes less a-day, and go back to work with the
same psychology, the same attitude toward soci-
ety is to have achieved a temporary gain and not
a lasting victory. For workers to go back with a
class-conscious spirit, with an organized and a de-
termined attitude toward society means that even
if they have made no economic gain they have the
possibility of gaining in the future. In other words,
a labor victory must be economic and it must be
revolutionizing. Otherwise it is not complete. The
difference between a strike like Lawrence and a
garment workers’ strike in New York is that both
of them gained certain material advantages, but
in Lawrence there has been born such a spirit that
even when 10,000 workers were out of employ-
ment, the employers did not dare reduce the
wages of a single man still in the mills. When the
hours were reduced by law in New Hampshire
and Connecticut in the midst of the industrial
panic prevailing throughout the textile industry it
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was impossible for those manufacturers to reduce
the wages at the same time, knowing full well that
to do so would create a spontaneous war. Among
the garment workers in New York there has un-
fortunately been developed an instrument known
as the protocol, whereby this spirit is completely
crushed, is completely diverted from its main ob-
ject against the employers. This spirit has now to
assert itself against the protocol.

So a labor victory must be twofold, but if it can
only be one it is better to gain in spirit than to
gain economic advantage. The LW.W. attitude in
conducting a strike, one might say, is pragmatic.
We have certain general principles; their applica-
tion differs as the people, the industry, the time
and the place indicate. It is impossible to conduct
a strike among English-speaking people in the
same way that you conduct a strike among for-
eigners, it is impossible to conduct a strike in the
steel industry in the same manner you conduct a
strike among the textile workers where women
and children are involved in large numbers. So we
have no ironclad rules. We realize that we are
dealing with human beings and not with chemi-
cals. And we realize that our fundamental princi-
ples of solidarity and class revolt must be applied
in as flexible 2 manner as the science of pedagogy.
The teacher may have as her ultimate ideal to
make the child a proficient master of English, but
he begins with the alphabet. So in an LW.W.
strike many times we have to begin with the alpha-
bet, where our own ideal would be the mastery
of the whole.

The Paterson strike divides itself into two peri-
ods. From the 25th of February, when the strike
started, to the 7th of June, the date of the pageant
in New York City, marks the first period. The sec-
ond period is from the pageant to the 2gth of July,
when every man and woman was back at work.
But the preparation for the strike had its roots in
the past, the development of a four-loom system
in a union mill organized by the American Fed-
eration of Labor. This four-loom irritated the
workers and precipitated many small outbreaks.
At any rate they sent to Mr. John Golden, the pres-
ident of the United Textile Workers of America,
for relief, and his reply was substantially, “The
four-loom system is in progress. You have no right
to rebel against it.” They sought some other chan-
nel of expressing their revolt, and a year before
the historic strike the Lawrence strike occurred.
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It stimulated their spirit and it focused their at-
tention on the LW.W. But unfortunately there
came into the city a little group of Socialist Labor
Party people who conducted a strike ending in
disaster under what they were pleased to call the
auspices of the “Detroit LW.W.” That put back
the entire movement for a year.

But in the beginning of last year, 1913, there
was a strike in the Doherty mill against the four-
loom system. There had been agitation for three
months by the Eight-Hour League of the LW.W.
for the eight-hour day, and it had stimulated a
general response from the disheartened workers.
So we held a series of mass meetings calling for a
general strike, and that strike broke on the 25th
of February, 1913. It was responded to mostly by
the unorganized workers. We had three elements
to deal with in the Paterson strike; the broad silk
weavers and the dyers, who were unorganized
and who were as you might say, almost virgin
material, easily brought forth and easily stimu-
lated to aggressive activity. But on the other hand
we had the ribbon weavers, the English-speaking
conservative people, who had behind them craft
antecedents, individual craft unions that they had
worked through for thirty years. These people re-
sponded only after three weeks, and then they
formed the complicating element in the strike,
continually pulling back on the mass through their
influence as the English-speaking and their atti-
tude as conservatives. The police action precipi-
tated the strike of many workers. They came out
because of the brutal persecution of the strike
leaders and not because they themselves were so
full of the strike feeling that they could not stay
in any longer. This was the calling of the strike.

The administering of the strike was in the hands
of a strike committee formed of two delegates
from each shop. If the strike committee had been
full-force there would have been 600 members.
The majority of them were not . W.W.; were non-
union strikers. The ILW.W. arranged the meet-
ings, conducted the agitation work. But the poli-
cies of the strike were determined by that strike
committee of the strikers themselves. And with the
strike committee dictating all the policies of the
strike, placing the speakers in a purely advisory
capacity, there was a continual danger of a break
between the conservative element who were in
the strike committee and the mass who were be-
ing stimulated by the speakers. The socialist ele-
ment in the strike committee largely represented

the ribbon weavers, this conservative element
making another complication in the strike. I want
if possible to make that clear before leaving it,
that the preparation and declaration as well as
the stimulation of the strike was all done by the
LW.W.,, by the militant minority among the silk
workers; the administering of the strike was done
democratically by the silk workers themselves.
We were in the position of generals on a battle-
field who had to organize their forces, who had to
organize their commissary department while they
were in battle but who were being financed and
directed by people in the capital. Our plan of
battle was very often nullified by the democratic
administration of the strike committee.

The industrial outlook in Paterson presented its
difficulties and its advantages. No one realized
them quicker than we did. There was the diffi-
culty of 300 mills, no trustification, no company
that had the balance of power upon whom we
could concentrate our attack. In Lawrence we had
the American Woolen Company. Once having
forced the American Woolen Company to settle, it
was an easy matter to gather in the threads of the
other mills. No such situation existed in Paterson.
300 manufacturers, but many of them having an-
nexes in Pennsylvania, meant that they had a
means whereby they could fill a large percentage
of their orders unless we were able to strike Penn-
sylvania simultaneously. And those mills em-
ployed women and children, wives and children
of union weavers, who didn’t need actually to
work for a living wage, but worked simply to add
to the family income. We had the difficulty that
silk is not an actual necessity. In the strike among
coal miners you reached the point eventually
where you had the public by the throat, and
through the public you were able to bring pres-
sure on the employers. Not so in the silk industry.
Silk is a luxury. We had the condition in Paterson,
however, that this was the first silk year in about
thirty years. In 1913 fortunately silk was stylish.
Every woman wanted a silk gown, and the more
flimsy it was the more she wanted it. Silk being
stylish meant that the employers were mighty
anxious to take advantage of this exceptional op-
portunity. And the fact that there were over 300 of
them gave us on the other hand the advantage that
some of them were very small, they had great lia-
bilities and not very much reserve capital. There-
fore we were sort of playing a game between how
much they could get done in Pennsylvania bal-
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anced off with how great the demand for silk was
and how close they were to bankruptcy. We had no
means of telling that, except by guesswork. They
could always tell when our side was weakening.

The first period of the strike meant for us per-
secution and propaganda, those two things. Our
work was to educate and stimulate. Education is
not a conversion, it is a process. One speech toa
body of workers does not overcome their preju-
dices of a lifetime. We had prejudices on the na-
tional issues, prejudices between crafts, prejudices
between competing men and women,—all these to
overcome. We had the influence of the minister
on the one side, and the respect that they had for
government on the other side. We had to stimu-
Jate them. Stimulation, in a strike, means to make
that strike and through it the class struggle their
religion; to make them forget all about the fact
that it’s for a few cents or a few hours, but to make
them feel it is a “religious duty” for them to win
that strike. Those two things constituted our work,
to create in them a feeling of solidarity and a
feeling of class-consciousness,—a rather old term,
very threadbare among certain elements in the
city of New York, but meaning a great deal in a
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strike. It means, to illustrate, this: the first day of
the strike a photographer came on the stage to
take a picture, and all over the hall there was a
quiver of excitement: “No, no, no. Don’t let him
take a picture.” “Why not?” “Why, our faces might
show in the picture. The boss might see it.” “Well,”
1said, “doesn’t he know you are here? If he doesn’t
know now, he will know tomorrow.”

From that day, when the strikers were afraid to
have their pictures taken for fear they might be
spotted, to the day when a thousand of them came
to New York to take part in a pageant, with a
friendly rivalry among themselves as to which one
would get their picture in the paper, was a long
process of stimulation, a long process of creating
in them class spirit, class respect, class conscious-
ness. That was the work of the agitator. Around
this propaganda our critics center their volleys:
the kind of propaganda we gave the strikers, the
kind of stimulation and education we gave them.
Many of our critics presume that the strikers were
perfect and the leaders only were human; that
we didn’t have to deal with their imperfections as
well as with our own. And the first big criticism
that has been made—(of course they all criticize:
for the socialists we were too radical, for the
anarchists we were too conservative, for every-
body else we were impossible) is that we didn’t
advocate violence. Strange as it may seem, this is
the criticism that has come from more sources
than any other.

1 contend that there was no use for violence in
the Paterson strike; that only where violence is
necessary should violence be used. This is not a
moral or legal objection but a utilitarian one. I
don’t say that violence should not be used, but
where there is no call for it, there is no reason why
we should resort to it. In the Paterson strike, for
the first four months there wasn’t a single scab in
the mills. The mills were shut down as tight as a
vacuum. They were like empty junk boats along
the banks of the river. Now, where any violence
could be used against non-existent scabs, passes
my understanding. Mass action is far more up-to-
date than personal or physical violence. Mass ac-
tion means that the workers withdraw their labor
power, and paralyze the wealth production of
the city, cut off the means of life, the breath of
life of the employers. Violence may mean just
weakness on the part of those workers. Violence
occurs in almost every American Federation of
Labor strike, because the workers are desperate,
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because they are losing their strike. In the street
car strikes, for instance, every one of them is
marked with violence, because the men in the
power-house are at work, the power is going
through the rails and the scabs are able to run the
cars. The men and women in desperation, seeing
that the work is being done, turn the cars off the
track, cut the wires, throw stones, and so on. But
the L W.W. believes that it is far more up to date
to call the men in the power house out on strike.
Then there won’t be any cars running, any scabs
to throw stones at or any wires that are worth
cutting. Physical violence is dramatic. It's espe-
cially dramatic when you talk about it and don’t
resort to it. But actual violence is an old-fashioned
method of conducting a strike. And mass action,
paralyzing all industry, is a new-fashioned and a
much more feared method of conducting a strike.
That does not mean that violence shouldn’t be
used in self-defense. Everybody believes in vio-
lence for self-defense. Strikers don’t need to be
told that. But the actual fact is that in spite of
our theory that the way to win a strike is to put
your hands in your pocket and refuse to work, it
was only in the Paterson strike of all the strikes
in 1913 that a strike leader said what Haywood
said: “If the police do not let up in the use of
violence against the strikers the strikers are going
to arm themselves and fight back.” That has, how-
ever, not been advertised as extensively as was
the “hands in your pockets” theory. Nor has it
been advertised by either our enemies or our
friends: that in the Paterson strike police persecu-
tion did drop off considerably after the open dec-
laration of self-defense was made by the strikers.
In that contingency violence is of course a neces-
sity and one would be stupid to say that in either
Michigan or West Virginia or Colorado the miners
have not a right to take tl‘leir guns and defend
their wives and their babies and themselves.

The statement has been made by Mis. Sanger
in the “Revolutionary Almanac” that we should
have stimulated the strikers to do something that
would bring the militia in, and the presence of
the militia would have forced a settlement of the
strike. That is not necessarily true. It was not the
presence of the militia that forced a settlement of
the Lawrence strike. And today there is militia
in Colorado, they have been there for months.
There is the militia in Michigan, they have been
there for a long period. There was the militia in
West Virginia, but that did not bring a successful

termination of the strike, because coal was being
produced,—and copper was being produced,—in
other parts of the world, and the market was not
completely cut off from its product. The presence
of the militia may play a part in stimulating the
strikers or in discouraging the strikers, but it does
not affect the industrial outcome of the strike, and
I believe to say so is to give entirely too much
significance to political or military power. I don’t
believe that the presence of the militia is going to
affect an industrial struggle to any appreciable
extent, providing the workers are economically in
an advantageous position.

Betore I finish with this question of violence I
want to ask you men and women here if you re-
alize that there is a certain responsibility about
advocating violence. It’s very easy to say, “We will
give up our own lives in behalf of the workers,”
but it’s another question to ask them to give up
their lives; and men and women who go out as
strike agitators should only advocate violence
when they are absolutely certain that it is going
to do some good other than to spill the blood of
the innocent workers on the streets of the cities.
I know of one man in particular who wrote an
article in the “Social War” about how “the blood
of the workers should dye the streets in the city
of Paterson in protest” but he didn’t come to Pat-
erson to let his blood dye the streets, as the bap-
tism of violence. In fact we never saw him in the
city of Paterson from the first day of the strike to
the last. This responsibility rests heavily upon
every man and woman who lives with and works
with and loves the people for whom the strike is
being conducted.

The second criticism is “Why did we go to
Haledon? Why didn’t we fight out the free speech
fight in Paterson?” One of the humorous features
of it is that if Haledon had been a Democratic city
instead of a Socialist city, that criticism would
probably not have been made at all. It was not
that we went to Haledon, it was that we went to
a Socialist city, that irritates our critics. I want to
point out to you something that you possibly
never realized before, and that is that we had the
“right” to speak in Paterson. There was no con-
ventional free speech fight in Paterson. A conven-
tional free speech fight is where you are not per-
mitted to speak at all, where you are immedi-
ately arrested and thrown into jail and not given
the right to open your mouth. That is not the
kind of free speech fight that existed in Paterson.



We had the right to speak in the halls of Paterson,
and we would have had that right to the last day
of the strike if it had not been for the position of
the hallkeepers. It was not the police that closed
the halls, it was the hallkeepers, and for the rea-
son that they could not afford to lose their licenses.
And a hallkeeper is usually a saloon-keeper first
and a renter of halls afterwards. If there had been
any hall in Paterson where a saloon was not at-
tached we would probably have been able to se-
cure that hall with but very little trouble. Some
of the hallkeepers in fact, if I may speak from per-
sonal experience, were very glad to get rid of us,
because we were not paying any rent and we were
making a lot of work around their places. We had
the right to speak on Lafayette Oval. We hired a
piece of land on Water Street and used it during
the entire time of the strike. The only time meet-
ings were interfered with was on Sunday, and that
involved not a free speech issue but a Sunday is-
sue, the blue law of the State of New Jersey. When
you are fighting a strike with 25,000 people and
you are focussing your attention on trying to keep
those people lined up to win that strike, it is a
mighty dangerous procedure to go off at a tangent
and dissipate your energies on something that is
not important, even though you may have a right
to do it. We had a right to speak on Sundays, but
it meant to divide our energies and possibly to
spend our money in ways that did not seem abso-
lutely advisable at the time. The free speech fight
that we have in Paterson is something far more
intricate than just having a policeman put his
hand over your mouth and tell you you can’t
speak. They let you talk. Oh yes. If I had invited
all of you to come to Paterson and speak they
would have let you talk, and the police and the
detectives would have stood off at one side and
listened to you. Then you have been indicted by
the grand jury for what you said, arrested and put
under bonds and a long legal process started to
convict you for what you said.

Therefore to call in the free speech fighters of
the country would have been an absurdity, since
every one of them would have been permitted to
say their say and afterward would have been in-
dicted for the language they used. There was quite
a different situation from Lawrence. In Lawrence
the halls were never interfered with. In Paterson
we had this peculiar technicality, that while you
had the right to speak they said, “We hold you re-
sponsible for what you say, we arrest you for what
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you say, what you meant, what you didn’t say,
what we thought you ought to have said, and all
the rest of it.” Our original reason for going to
Haledon, however, was not on account of the Sun-
day law only, but goes deep into the psychology
of a strike. Because Sunday is the day before
Monday! Monday is the day that a break comes
in every strike, if it is to come at all during the
week. If you can bring the people safely over
Monday they usually go along for the rest of the
week. If on Sunday, however, you let those peo-
ple stay at home, sit around the stove without any
fire in it, sit down at the table where there isn’t
very much food, see the feet of the children with
shoes getting thin, and the bodies of the children
where the clothes are getting ragged, they begin
to think in terms of “myself” and lose that spirit
of the mass and the realization that all are suffer-
ing as they are suffering. You have got to keep
them busy every day in the week, and particularly
on Sunday, in order to keep that spirit from going
down to zero. 1 believe that’s one reason why
ministers have sermons on Sunday, so that people
don’t get a chance to think how bad their condi-
tions are the rest of the week. Anyhow, it’s a very
necessary thing in a strike. And so our original
reason for going to Haledon—I remember we
discussed it very thoroughly—was to give them
novelty, to give them variety, to take them en
masse out of the city of Paterson some place else,
to a sort of picnic over Sunday that would stimu-
late them for the rest of the week. In fact thatis a
necessary process in every strike, to keep the peo-
ple busy all the time, to keep them active, work-
ing, fighting soldiers in the ranks. And this is the
agitator’'s work,—to plan and suggest activity, di-
verse, but concentrated on the strike. That’s the
reason why the 1. W.W. has these great mass meet-
ings, women’s meetings, children’s meetings; why
we have mass picketing and mass funerals. And
out of all this continuous mass activity we are
able to create that feeling on the part of the work-
ers, “One for all and all for one.” We are able
to make them realize that an injury to one is an
injury to all, we are able to bring them to the
point where they will have relief and not strike
benefits, to the point where they will go to jail and
refuse fines, and go hundreds of them together.
This method of conducting strikes has proved
so successful and so remarkable with the LW.W,
that the United Mine Workers have taken it up,
and in Michigan they are holding women’s meet-
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ings, children’s meetings, mass picketings and
mass parades, such as never characterized an
American Federation of Labor strike before.

This is the agitator’s work, this continual actiy-
ity. And we lay awake many nights trying to think
of something more we could give them to do. I
remember one night in Lawrence none of us slept.
The strike spirit was in danger of waning for lack
of action. And I remember Bill Haywood said
finally, “Let’s get a picket line out in Essex street.
Get every striker to put a little red ribbon on and
. walk up and down and show that the strike is not
broken.” A few days later the suggestion was car-
ried out, and when they got out of their homes
and saw this great body that they were, they had
renewed strength and renewed energy which car-
ried them along for many weeks more in the strike.
That was the original object in going to Haledon.

It has been asked “Why didn’t we advocate
short strikes, intermittent strikes? Why didn’t we
practice sabotage? Why didn’t we do everything
we didn’t do? It reminds me of the story Tom
Mann told. A very pretty young lady, you know
how many of them there are around New York of
this type, fluttering sentimentalists, came up to
him with a sweet smile and said, “Can you tell me,
Mr. Mann, why the women and the miners and
the railroad people and all these people don't get
together in England,” and he said, “Can you tell
me why you didn’t cut your dress on the other
side instead of this sideP” People are not material,
you can’t lay them down on the table and cut them
according to a pattern. You may have the best
principles, but you can’t always fit the people to
the best principles. And for us to have gone into
Paterson for the first three months of the strike and
to have advocated a short strike would have said
“Aba, they got theirs, didn’t they? That's what
happens in every strike. They are very revolu-
tionary until the boss gives them theirs, and then
they say ‘Boys, go back to work.”” In other words,
we would simply have duplicated what every
grafting, corrupt labor leader has done in Pater-
son and the United States: to tell them “Go back
to work, your strike is lost.” And so it was neces-
sary for us first to gain the confidence of the peo-
ple and to make them feel that we were willing
to fight just as long as they were; that we were
not the first ones to call quits. And why should
weP We were not the ones that were making the
sacrifices, we were not the ones that were paying
the price. It was the strikers that were doing that.

But for us to advocate a short strike, on the other
hand, would have been directly contrary to our
own feelings. We felt that the strike was going to
be won. And it may seem to you a very foolish
piece of optimism when I say that I believed the
Paterson strike was going to be won up to the Sun-
day before the Paterson strike was lost. We didn’t
tell the people to stay out on a long strike know-
ing in our hearts that they were losing. We couldn’t
have talked to them if we had felt that way. But
every one of us was confident they were going to
win that strike. And you all were. Throughout
the United States the people were. To successfully
advocate an intermittent strike or to go back to
work and use sabotage was impossible for the
simple reason that the people wanted a long strike,
and unti] they themselves found out by experi-
ence that a long strike was a waste of energy it
was no use for us to try to dictate to them.

People learn to do by doing. We haven’t a mili-
tary body in a strike, a body to which you can say
“Do this” and “Do that” and “Do the other thing”
and they obey unfailingly. Democracy means mis-
takes, lots of them, mistake after mistake. But it
also means experience and that there will be no
repetition of those mistakes.

Now, we can talk short strike in Paterson, we
can talk intermittent strike, we can talk sabotage,
because the people know we are not afraid of a
long strike, that we are not cowards, that we
haven’t sold them out, that we went through the
long strike with them and that we all learned to-
gether that the long strike was not a success. In
other words, by that six months they have gained
the experience that will mean it never needs to
be repeated.

Sabotage was objected to by the Socialists. In
fact they pursued a rather intolerant attitude. It
was the Socialist organizer and the Socialist sec-
retary who called the attention of the public to
the fact that Frederic Sumner Boyd made a sabo-
tage speech. Why “intolerant™ Because nobody
ever objected to anything that the Socialists said.
We tried to produce among those strikers this feel-
ing: “Listen to anything, listen to everybody. Min-
isters come, priests come, lawyers, doctors, politi-
cians, Socialists, anarchists, A. F. of L., LW.W,,—
listen to them all and then take what you think
is good for yourselves and reject what is bad. If
you are not able to do that then no censorship over
your meetings is going to do you any good.” And
so the strikers had a far more tolerant attitude than



had the Socialists. The strikers had the attitude:
“Listen to everything.” The Socialists had the at-
titude: “You must listen to us but you must not
listen to the things we don’t agree with, you must
not listen to sabotage because we don’t agree with
sabotage.” We had a discussion in the executive
committee about it, and one after the other of the
members of the executive committee admitted
that they used sabotage, why shouldn’t they talk
about it? It existed in the mills, they said. There-
fore there was no reason why it should not be
recognized on the platform. It was not the ad-
vocacy of sabotage that hurt some of our com-
rades but denial of their right to dictate the policy
of the Paterson strike.

What the workers had to contend with in the
first period of this strike was this police persecu-
tion that arrested hundreds of strikers, fined hun-
dreds, sentenced men to three years in state’s
prison for talking; persecutions that meant beat-
ing and clubbing and continual opposition every
minute they were on the picket line, speakers ar-
rested, Quinlan arrested, Scott convicted and sen-
tenced to 15 years and $1500 fine. On the other
side, what? No money. If all these critics all over
the United States had only put their interest in
the form of finances the Paterson strike might have
been another story. We were out on strike five
months. We had $60,000 and 25,000 strikers. That
meant $60,000 for five months, $12,000 a month
for 25,000 strikers; it meant an average of less
than 50 cents a month. And yet they stayed out
on strike for six months. In Ireland today there
is a wonderful strike going on and they are stand-
ing it beautifully. Why? Because they have had
half a million dollars since the thirty-first of Au-
gust (five months) given into the relief fund, and
_every man that goes on the picket line has food in
his stomach and some kind of decent clothes on
his back.

(N. B.: Unfortunately future history shows that
their pounds were not an adequate substitute for
solidarity, which we had and they lacked.)

I saw men go out in Paterson without shoes, in
the middle of winter and with bags on their feet.
1 went into a family to have a picture taken of a
mother with eight children who didn’t have a
crust of bread, didn’t have a bow! of milk for the
baby in the house,—but the father was out on the
picket line. Others were just as bad off. Thousands
of them that we never heard of at all. This was the
difficulty that the workers had to contend with in
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Paterson: hunger; hunger gnawing at their vitals;
hunger tearing them down; and still they had the
courage to fight it out for six months.

Then came the pageant. What I say about the
pageant tonight may strike you as rather strange,
but I consider that the pageant marked the climax
in the Paterson strike and started the decline in
the Paterson strike, just for the reason that the
pageant promised money for the Paterson strikers
and it didn’t give them a cent. Yes, it was a beau-
tiful example of realistic art, I admit that. It was
splendid propaganda for the workers in New York.
1 don’t minimize its value but am dealing with it
here solely as a factor in the strike, with what
happened in Paterson before, during and after the
pageant. In preparation for the pageant the work-
ers were distracted for weeks, turning to the stage
of the hall, away from the field of life. They were
playing pickets on the stage. They were neglect-
ing the picketing around the mill And the first
scabs got into the Paterson mills while the work-
ers were training for the pageant, because the
best ones, the most active, the most energetic, the
best, the strongest ones of them went into the
pageant and they were the ones that were the best
pickets around the mills. Distraction from their
real work was the first danger in Paterson. And
how many times we had to counteract that and
work against it!

And then came jealousy. There were only a
thousand that came to New York. I wonder if you
ever realized that you left 24,000 disappointed

* people behind? The women cried and said “Why

did she go? Why couldn’t T go?” The men told
about how many times they had been in jail, and
asked why couldn’t they go as well as somebody
else. Between jealousy, unnecessary but very hu-
man, and their desire to do something, much dis-
cord was created in the ranks.

But whatever credit is due for such a gigantic
undertaking comes to the New York silk workers,
not the dilettante element who figured so promi-
nently, but who would have abandoned it at the
last moment had not the silk workers advanced
$600 to pull it through.

And then comes the grand finale—no money.
Nothing. This thing that had been heralded as the
salvation of the strike, this thing that was going
to bring thousands of dollars to the strike,—$150
came to Paterson, and all kinds of explanations.
I don’t mean to say that I blame the people who
ran the pageant. I know they were amateurs and
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they gave their time and their energy and their
money. They did the best they could and I appre-
ciate their effort. But that doesn’t minimize the
result that came in Paterson. It did not in any
way placate the workers of Paterson, to tell them
that people in New York had made sacrifices, in
view of the long time that they had been making
sacrifices. And so with the pageant as a climax,
with the papers clamoring that tens of thousands
of dollars had been made, and with the commit-
tee explaining what was very simple, that nothing
could have been made with one performance on
such a gigantic scale, there came trouble, dissatis-
faction, in the Paterson strike.

Bread was the need of the hour, and bread was
not forthcoming even from the most beautiful
and realistic example of art that has been put on
the stage in the last half century.

What was the employers status during all this
time? We saw signs of weakness every day. There
was a minister's committee appointed to settle
the strike. There was a businessmen’s committee
appointed to settle the strike. The governor’s in-
tervention, the President’s intervention was sought
by the manufacturers. Every element was brought
to bear to settle the strike. Even the American
Federation of Labor; nobody believes that they
came in there uninvited and no one can believe
that the armory was given to them for a meeting
place unless for a purpose. What was this pur-
pose but to settle the strike? The newspapers were
clamoring that the strike could and must be set-
tled. And we looked upon all this,~the newspa-
pers that were owned by the mill owners, the min-
isters and the business men who were stimulated
by the mill owners,—we looked upon all this as a

Paterson strikers marching up Fifth Ave. to Madison Square Garden, June 5, 1913.

United Press International, Inc., photo.




sign that the manufacturers were weakening. Even
the socialists admitted it. In the New York Call
of July g we read this: “The workers of Paterson
should stay with them another round or two after
a confession of this kind. What the press had to
say about the strike looks very much like a con-
fession of defeat.” This was on the gth of July.
Every sign of weakness on the part of the manu-
facturers was evident.

But there came one of the most peculiar phe-
nomena that I have ever seen in a strike; that the
bosses weakened simultaneously with the work-
ers. Both elements weakened together. The work-
ers did not have a chance to see the weaknesses
of the employers as clearly, possibly, as we who
had witnessed it before, did, which gave us our
abiding faith in the workers’ chances of success,
but the employers had every chance to see the
workers weaken. The employers have a full view
of your army. You have no view of their army and
can only guess at their condition. So a tentative
proposition came from the employers of a shop-
by-shop settlement. This was the trying-out of the
bait, the bait that should have been refused by
the strikers without qualification. Absolute sur-
render, all or nothing, was the necessary slogan.
By this we did not mean that 100 per cent of the
manufacturers must settle, or that gg per-cent of
the workers must stay out till 1 per cent won
everything. The LW.W. advice to the strikers was
—an overwhelming majority of the strikers must
receive the concession before a strike is won. This
was clearly understood in Paterson, though mis-
represented there and elsewhere. Instead, the
committee swallowed the bait and said, “We will
take a vote on the shop-by-shop proposition, a vote
of the committee.” The minute they did that, they
admitted their own weakness. And the employers
immediately reacted to a position of strength.
There was no referendum vote proposed by this
committee, they were willing to take their own
vote to see what they themselves thought of it, and
to settle the strike on their own decision alone.

Then it was that the IL.W.W. speakers and Ex-
ecutive Committee had to inject themselves in
contradistinction to the strike committee. And the
odd part of it was that the conservatives on the
committee utilized our own position against us.
We had always said, “The silk workers must gain
their own strike.” And so they said, “We are the
silk workers. You are simply outside agitators.
You can’t talk to this strike committee even.” I re-
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member one day the door was virtually slammed
in my face, until the Italian and Jewish workers
made such an uproar, threatening to throw the
others out of a three-story building window, that
the floor was granted. It was only when we threat-
ened to go to the masses and to get this referen-
dum vote in spite of them that they took the ref-
erendum vote. But all this came out in the local
press and it all showed that the committee was
conservative and the L.W.W. was radical, more
correctly the LW.W. and the masses were radical.
And so this vote was taken by the strikers. It re-
sulted in a defeat of the entire proposition. 5,000
dyers in one meeting voted it down unanimously.
They said, “We never said we would settle shop
by shop. We are going to stick it out together
until we win together or until we lose together.”
But the very fact that they had been willing to
discuss it made the manufacturers assume an ag-
gressive position. And then they said, “We never
said we would settle shop-by-shop. We never of-
fered you any such proposition. We won't take
you back now unless you come under the old
conditions.”

One of the peculiar things about this whole sit-
uation was the attitude of the socialists on that
committee. I want to make myself clearly under-
stood. I don’t hold the socialist party officially re-
sponsible, only insofar as they have not repudi-
ated these particular individuals. The socialist ele-
ment in the committee represented the ribbon
weavers, the most conservative, the ones who were
in favor of the shop-by-shop settlement. They
were led by a man named Magnet, conservative,
Irish, Catholic, Socialist. His desire was to wipe
the strike off the slate in order to leave the stage
free for a political campaign. He had aspirations
to be the mayoralty candidate, which did not
however come to fruition. This man and the ele-
ment that were behind him, the socialist element,
were willing to sacrifice, to betray a strike in order
to make an argument, the argument given out in
the “Weekly Issue” a few days before election:
“Industrial action has failed. Now try political ac-
tion.” It was very much like the man who made
a prophecy that he was going to die on a certain
date, and then he committed suicide. He died, all
right. Industrial action failed, all right. But they
forgot to say that they contributed more than any
other element in the strike committee to the failure
of the strike. They were the conservatives, they
were the ones who wanted to get rid of the strike
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as quickly as possible. And through these ribbon
weavers the break came.

On the 18th of July the ribbon weavers notified
the strike committee, “We have drawn out of your
committee. We are going to settle our strike to suit
ourselves. We are going to settle it shop by shop.
That's the way they have settled it in New York
at Smith and Kauffmann.” But a visit had been
made by interested parties to the Smith and Kauff-
mann boys prior to their settlement, at which they
were informed that the Paterson strike was prac-
tically lost: “These outside agitators don’t know
anything about it, because they are fooled in this
matter. You had better go back to work.” When
they went back to work on the nine-hour day and
the shop-by-shop settlement, then it was used by
the same people who had told them that, as an
argument to settle in the same way in Paterson.
And the ribbon weavers stayed out till the very
last. Oh yes. They have all the glory throughout
the United States of being the last ones to return
to work, but the fact is that they were the first
ones that broke the strike, because they broke the
solidarity, they precipitated a position that was
virtually a stampede. The strike committee de-
cided, “Well, with the ribbon weavers drawing
out, what are we going to do? We might as well
accept;” and the shop-by-shop proposition was
put through by the strike committee without a
referendum vote, stampeded by the action of the
English-speaking, conservative ribbon weavers.

So that was the tragedy of the Paterson strike,
the tragedy of a stampede, the tragedy of an army,
a solid phalanx being cut up into 3oo pieces, each
shop-piece trying to settle as best for themselves.
It was absolutely in violation of the LW.W. prin-
ciples and the LW.W. advice to the strikers. No
strike should ever be settled without a referendum
vote, and no shop settlement should ever have
been suggested in the city of Paterson, because
that was the very thing that had broken the strike
the year before. So this stampede came, and the
weaker ones went back to work and the stronger
ones were left outside, to be made the target of
the enemy, blacklisted for weeks and weeks after
the strike was over, many of them on the blacklist
yet. It produced discord among the officers in the
strike. I remember one day at Haledon, the chair-
man said to Tresca and myself, “If you are going
to talk about the eight-hour day and about a gen-
eral strike, then you had better not talk at all.”
And we had to go out and ask the people, “Are

we expected here today and can we say what we
think, or have we got to say what the strike com-
mittee has decided?” We were unanimously wel-
comed. But it was too late. Just as soon as the peo-
ple saw that there was a break between the agi-
tators and the strike committee, that the ribbon
weavers wanted this and others wanted that, the
stampede had started and no human being could
have held it back.

It was the stampede of hungry people, people
who could no longer think clearly. The bosses
made beautiful promises to the ribbon weavers
and to everybody else, but practically every prom-
ise made before the settlement of the Paterson
strike was violated, and the better conditions have
only been won through the organized strikes since
the big strike. Not one promise that was made by
the employers previous to breakup on account of
the shop-by-shop settlement was ever lived up to.
Other places were stranded. New York, Hoboken,
College Point were left stranded by this action.
And on the 28th of July everybody was back at
work, back to work in spite of the fact that the
general conviction had been that we were on the
eve of victory. I believe that if the strikers had
been able to hold out a little longer by any means,
by money if possible, which was refused to us,
we could have won the Paterson strike. We could
have won it because the bosses had lost their
spring orders, they had lost their summer orders,
they had lost their fall orders and they were in
danger of losing their winter orders, one year’s
work; and the mills in Pennsylvania, while they
could give the bosses endurance for a period,
could not fill all the orders and could not keep up
their business for the year round. )

I say we were refused money. I wish to tell you
that is the absolute truth. The New York Call was
approached by fellow-worker Haywood, when
we were desperate for money, when the kitchens
were closed and the people were going out on the
picket line on bread and water, and asked to pub-
lish a full page advertisement begging for money,
pleading for money. They refused to accept the
advertisement. They said, “We can’t take your
money.” “Well, can you give us the spacer” “Oh,
no, we can’t afford to give you the space. We
couldn’t take money from strikers, but we couldn’t
give space either.” And so in the end there was no
appeal, either paid for or not, but a little bit of a
piece that did not amount to a candle of light, lost
in the space of the newspaper. However, on the



26th of July, while the ribbon weavers and some
of the broad silk weavers were still out, the Call
had published a criticism by Mr. Jacob Panken of
the Paterson strike. Lots of space for criticism,
but no space to ask bread for hungry men and
women. And this was true not only of the Call, but
of the other socialist papers. So, between these
two forces, we were helpless. And then we had to
meet our critics. First came the socialist critic who
said, “But the LW.W. didn’t do enough for the
socialist party. Look at all the money we gave
you. And you don’t say anything about it.” Dr.
Korshet had a long article in the New York Call.
Anyone may read it who likes to refresh his mem-
ory. Just this: “We gave you money and you didn’t
thank us.” Well, I would like to know why we
should thank them. Aren’t the socialists supposed
to be workingmen, members of the working class,
just the same as we are? And if they do something

A sample of the foreign language pamphlets

issued at various times by the LW.W.
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for their own class we have got to thank them
the next ten years for it. They are like the charity
organization that gives the poor working woman
a little charity and then expects her to write rec-
ommendations to the end of the end of the earth.
We felt that there was no need to thank the social-
ist party for what they had done, because they had
only done their duty and they had done very little

in comparison with what they have done in A. F.

of L. strikes, in the McNamara cases.

They make the criticism that we didn't give
them any credit. How about the 5,000 votes that
the L.W.W. membership gave the party in Pater-
son for a candidate who was a member of the
A. F. of L. and who did not get a single vote from
his own union? All his votes came from the LW.W.
If they wanted to invest money, the money that
they invested for each vote in Paterson was well
spent, on a purely business basis.




226  REBEL VOICES

And then Mr. Panken’s criticism was that we
should have settled the strike shop by shop. A
humorous criticism, a cynical, sarcastic criticism,
when you consider that’s exactly what was done,
and that’s exactly why we lost the Paterson strike.
But a few days before the strike was over, before
this collapse came, we received a little piece of
paper through the delegates to the New York-
Paterson Relief Committee, and on this little piece
of paper it said, “The following gentlemen are
willing to bring about a settlement of the Paterson
strike if the strike committee will send them a let-
ter requesting them to do it.” And on this piece of
paper were the names of Jacob Panken, Meyer
London, Abe Cahan, Charles Edward Russell, and
two others. In other words, a few days before the
Paterson strike collapsed there were a committee
of six socialists in New York who had such faith
that the strike was going to be won, including the
man who criticized us for not settling shop by
shop, that they were willing to settle it for us on
this condition that they incidentally take all the
glory of the settlement if we asked them to do it.
We didn't ask them. We said, “If there is anybody
that thinks he can settle the Paterson strike and
he calls himself a socialist or a friend of labor he
will do it without being asked to do it in an official
manner.” They did not do it. They criticized.

Our position to the strikers was “If the L.W.W.
conception had been followed out you would have
won all together, or you would have lost all to-
gether, but you would still have had your army a
continuing whole.” Every general knows it is far
better for an army to retreat en masse than it is to
scatter and be shot to pieces. And so it is better
to lose all together than to have some win at the
expense of the rest, because losing all together you
have the chance within a few months of recovering
and going back to the battle again, your army still
centralized, and winning in the second attempt.

What lessons has the Paterson strike given to
the LW.W. and to the strikers? One of the lessons
it has given to me is that when the LIW.W. as-
sumes the responsibility of a strike the IL.W.W.
should control the strike absolutely through a
union strike committee; that there should be no
outside interference, no outside non-union dom-
ination accepted or permitted, no Magnet per-
mitted to pose as “representing the non-union
element.” That direct action and solidarity are the
only keys to a worker’s success or the workers’

success. That the spirit throughout this long weary
propaganda has remained unbroken, and I will
give you just three brief examples.

The 5,000 votes for the socialist party was be-
cause the workers had this in mind: “Maybe we
will strike again, and the next time we strike we
want all this political machinery on our side.”
They would not have done that if their spirit had
been crushed and they had no hope for another
strike. The free speech fight for Emma Goldman
that was recently successfully waged in Paterson
was made because the strikers have an unbroken
spirit still. Many of them did not know Emma
Goldman. T say this with no disrespect to her.
Many of them are foreigners and did not know
anything about her speeches and lectures. But
they knew somebody wanted to speak there and
their constitutional enemies, the police, were try-
ing to prevent it, and so they turned out en masse
and free speech was maintained in Paterson. And
just around-Christmas time there was an agitation
for a strike, and then instead of stimulation we
had to give them a sort of sedative, to keep them
quiet. Why, they were so anxious to go out on
strike that they had great mass meetings: “now is
the time, eight-hour day, nine-hour day, anything
at all; but—we want to strike again!” Every time I
go to Paterson some people get around and say,
“Say, Miss Flynn, when is there going to be an-
other strike?” They have that certain feeling that
the strike has been postponed, but they are going
to take it up again and fight it out again. That spirit
is the result of the LW.W. agitation in Paterson.

And so, I feel that we have been vindicated in
spite of our defeat. We have won further tolera-
tion for the workers. We have given them a class
feeling, a trust in themselves and a distrust for
everybody else. They are not giving any more
faith to the ministers, even though we didn’t carry
any “No God, no master” banners floating through
the streets of Paterson. You know, you may put a
thing on a banner and it makes no impression at
all; but you let a minister show himself up, let all
the ministers show themselves against the work-
ers and that makes more impression than all the
“No God, no master” banners from Maine to Cali-
fornia. That is the difference between education
and sensationalism.

And they have no more use for the state. To
them the statue of liberty is personified by the
policeman and his club.



Chapter 8

“Yaas,” said the farmer reflectively, “all the LW.W.
fellers I've met scemed to be pretty decent lads,
but them ‘alleged L.W.W.’s’ must be holy frights.”

LW.W. Songbook, fifteenth edition
(1919), p. 19.

Organizing the Harvest Stiffs

In early August 1913, some 2800 men, women
and children were camped on an unshaded hill
near Marysville, California, on the hop ranch of
E. B. Durst, the largest single employer of migra-
tory labor in the state. They came in answer to
Durst’s newspaper advertisements for 2700 hop
pickers. Many walked from nearby towns and
cities. They arrived to find that Durst had delib-
erately advertised for twice as many pickers as
he needed and that living conditions were totally
inadequate even for half their number. Some of
the people slept on piles of straw rented from
Durst at seventy-five cents a week. Others slept in
the fields. Nine outdoor toilets provided the only
sanitary facilities for the entire group. Irrigation
ditches became garbage disposals and the stench in
the camps was nauseating. Dysentery spread.

The resulting episode, known as the Wheatland
Hop Riot, has been called, “one of the most sig-
nificant incidents in the long history of labor trou-
bles in California.”! It was the first such outburst
of migratory farm labor in this century which re-
sulted in national publicity. It affected the fu-
ture of the LW.W. in California profoundly and
aroused some interest in the living and working
conditions of agricultural workers in that state.

In addition to the intolerable living conditions,
Durst offered ninety cents a hundred weight to
the crowd of unskilled laborers he had attracted
to the ranch. The going rate that season was $1.00.
He held back a ten-cent “bonus” to be paid if the
worker stayed through the harvest. He also re-

quired “extra clean” picking which further re-
duced the workers’ earnings.

The men, women, and children started work at
four a.M. and often picked crops in 105 degree
heat during the day. They went without drinking
water since no water was brought into the fields.
Durst’s cousin sold lunch wagon lemonade, which
could be bought for five cents a glass. Because the
stores in surrounding towns were forbidden to
send delivery trucks into the camp, the hop pick-
ers were forced to buy their food and supplies ata
concession store on the ranch.

Only about one hundred of the workers had at
any time been LW.W. members. About thirty of
them immediately formed an LW.W. local on the
ranch to protest the living and working conditions.
“It is suggestive,” the official investigation report
later stated, “that these thirty men through a spas-
modic action, and with the aid of deplorable camp
conditions, dominated a heterogeneous mass of
2,800 unskilled laborers in three days.”2

A mass meeting of the workers held three days
after their arrival at the ranch, chose a committee
to demand drinking water in the fields twice a
day, separate toilets for men and women, better
sanitary conditions, and an increase in piece-rate
wages. Two of the committee, Blackie Ford and
Herman Suhr, had been in the LW.W. free speech
campaigns in Fresno and San Diego. Ranch-
owner Durst argued with the committee members
and slapped Ford across the face with his gloves.

The following day, August 3, the Wobblies
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called a mass meeting on a public spot they had
rented for the occasion. Blackie Ford took a sick
baby from its mother’s arms, and holding it before
the crowd of some 2000 workers, he said, “It’s for
the kids that we are doing this.”® The meeting
ended with the singing of Joe Hill's parody, “Mr.
Block.” While the singing was going on, two car-
loads of deputy sheriffs drove up with the district
attorney from Marysville to arrest Ford. One of
the deputies fired a shot over the heads of the
crowd to “sober the mob.”¢ As he fired, fighting
broke out. The district attorney, a deputy sheriff,
and two workers were killed. Many were injured,
and, as the deputies left, another posse of armed
citizens hurried to the ranch.

In the following panic and hysteria, the roads
around the ranch were jammed with fleeing work-
ers. Governor Hiram Johnson dispatched five com-
panies of the National Guard to Wheatland “to
overawe any labor demonstration and protect pri-
vate property.”® Burns detectives rounded up hun-
dreds of suspected LW.W. members throughout
California and neighboring states. Some of them
were severely beaten and tortured and kept in-
communicado for weeks. One IL.W.W. prisoner
committed suicide in prison and another went in-
sane from police brutality. A Burns detective was
later convicted of assault on an I.W.W. prisoner,
fined $1000, and jailed for a year.

At a tria] beginning eight months later, Ford
and Suhr were charged with leading the strike
which led to the shooting and convicted of second-
degree murder. They were sentenced to life im-
prisonment and jailed for over ten years.

In his testimony before the Industrial Relations
Commission in San Francisco in 1914, Austin
Lewis, the Socialist lawyer who defended Ford
and Suhr at the Marysville trial, drew the parallel
between conditions in agriculture and those in
factory work. He called the Wheatland Riot “a
purely spontaneous uprising . . . a psychological
protest against factory conditions of hop picking

.. and the emotional result of the nervous im-
pact of exceedingly irritating and intolerable con-
ditions under which those people worked at the
time.”8 LW.W. agitation about the Wheatland
episode led to an investigation by the newly cre-
ated Commission on Immigration and Housing in
California which made subsequent annual reports
on the living and working conditions of migrants.
Professor Carleton H. Parker was appointed to
make a report on the hop riot and investigate
abuses in labor camps.

After Wheatland, the California pressdenounced
both the LW.W. and the exploiters of farm labor.
The conservative Sacramento Bee on February g,
1914, editorialized:

The LW.W. must be suppressed. It is a crim-
inal organization, dedicated to riot, to sabotage,
to destruction of property, and to hell in gen-
eral. But it will not be suppressed until first are
throttled those conditions on which it feeds.
Great employers like Durst who shriek the loud-
est against the L W.W. are the very ones whose
absolute disregard of the rights of others, and
whose oppressions and inhumanities are more
potent crusaders to swell the ranks of the
LW.W. than its most violent propagandists.”

In the year following Wheatland, forty new
ILW.W. locals started in California. Five national
organizers and over one hundred volunteer soap-
boxers agitated throughout the state. The LW.W.
blanketed California with stickers and circulars
urging a boycott of the hop fields until Ford and
Suhr were released, and living and working con-
ditions improved. Members were urged to or-
ganize on the job and slow down if their demands
were not met. Employers charged that the LW.W.
members burned haystacks, drove copper spikes
into fruit trees, and practiced other acts of ma-
licious sabotage during this campaign. Although
much of the LW.W. propaganda included a
hunched black cat showing its claws, an emblem
of sabotage, the stickers condemned such prac-
tices. LW.W. opponents claimed that the propa-
ganda ironically advocated the very acts advised
against.

“It is no use appealing to the master’s sense of
justice for he has not got any, the only thing left
is action on the pocketbook . . .”8 read an LW.W.
statement of this time. By the end of 1914, the
LW.W. Hop Pickers’ Defense Committee claimed
that action on the pocketbook had left the hop
crop 24,000 bales short. Three years later, the
LW.W. estimated that their boycott of the hop
fields had cost California farmers $10,000,000 a
year, while the farmers themselves charged that
their total losses were between $15-20,000,000
since 1914.°

Ranch owners like Durst financed their own
private police force of gunmen and detectives to
eliminate the LW.W. It cost them an estimated
average of $10,000 each a year.0 In addition, a
Farmers’ Protective League, organized to see that
strikes and riots would never threaten the har-
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vesting of a ripened crop, turned its attention to
lobbying with the federal government for federal
prosecution of the LW.W.

In October 1g1s, the governors of California,
Oregon, Washington, and Utah urged President
Wilson to investigate the LW.W. immediately.
They stated:

California, Oregon, Washington, and Utah are
experiencing abnormal disorder and incendi-
arism. These experiences are coincident with
threats made by L.W.W. leaders in their talks
and publications, and are in harmony with doc-
trines preached in their publications. Local or
state apprehension of ring leaders is impracti-
cable, as their field of activity is interstate. . . .
Through federal machinery covering the whole
territory involved, the national government
might get at the bottom of this movement. . . .
Exigencies of the situation demand absolute
secrecy.}}

A Department of Justice agent was sent from
Washington to look into these charges, but found

L.W.W. Songbook, Third Edition.

that the LW.W. numbered some four thousand
members in California and Washington, and that
it was composed “chiefly of panhandlers, without
homes, mostly foreigners, the discontented and
unemployed, who are not anxious to work.”1% The
Farmers Protective League found this a disap-
pointing report.

LW.W. activity was moving out of the cities
onto the farms. Hundreds of thousands of indus-
trial workers left jobless by the 1914 financial de-
pression hopped freights in hope of finding work
in the harvest fields. Professor Paul S. Taylor de-
scribed the situation this way:

In the second decade of the twentieth century,
American radicalism in the form of the LW.W.
spread rapidly among these men. It became un-
safe to ride the freights unless one carried a
“red card.” Farmers learned the meaning of
strikes for better wages and working conditions,
and responded with vigilante mobs, driving
agitators and workers from towns at points of
guns. Class warfare broke out in the most
“American” sections of rural America.}3
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Based on over a decade of experience, there
developed within the LW.W. a growing demand
to build an organization with a more permanent
membership. More than 300,000 Wobbly member-
ship cards had been issued since 1go5—but work-
ers often passed through the LW.W. and did not
stay. Usually, LW.W. branches were “mixed lo-
cals” of members from many industries which at
times were dominated by the transient workers
and at times by the homeguards, the more perma-
nently employed.

In September 1914 the national LW.W. con-
vention passed a resolution endorsing a conference
of representatives from IL.W.W. agricultural work-
ers’ locals. This meeting, held in Kansas City in
April 1915, organized the Agricultural Workers’
Organization, with headquarters in Kansas City.
The A.W.O. was called No. 400 in reference to
Mrs. Astor’s ballroom, to indicate that, “the new
union was being formed by the elite of the work-
ing class.” 14

The A.W.O. was set up initially to improve
working conditions in the 1915 harvest season.
But it proved so effective that it continued as a
branch of the LW.W. for several years. It was the
first union to organize and negotiate successfully
higher wage scales for harvest workers. It was one
of the most dramatic union efforts ever to appear
on the American scene.

Practical policies met the problems of organiz-
ing the wheat industry, in which thousands of
farmers over a vast region hired seasonal workers.
The most novel innovation was that of the “job
delegate system,” a mobile set of organizers who
worked on the jobs, starting at the Mexican bor-
der in the early spring and winding up in the late
fall in the Canadian provinces. Each local could
nominate job delegates who reported regularly to
the A.W.O. general secretary. It was the job dele-
gate system of volunteer organizers who “carried
the entire office in their hip pocket’—application
cards, dues books, stamps, and Wobbly literature
—that enabled the organization to spread so rap-
idly in the wheat fields. One of the job delegates
described the opening drive for A.W.O. members
in 1915:

With pockets lined with supplies and literature
we left Kansas City on every available freight
train, some going into the fruit belts of Missouri
and Arkansas, while others spread themselves
over the states of Kansas and Oklahoma, and

everywhere they went, with every slave they
met on the job, in the jungles, or on freight
trains, they talked LW.W.,, distributed their lit-
erature, and pointed out the advantage of being
organized into a real labor union. Day in and
day out the topic of conversation was the L W.W.
and the new Agricultural Union No. 400. . . .
Small town marshals became a little more re-
spectful in their bearing toward any group who
carried the little red card, and the bullying and
bo-ditching shack had a wonderful change of
heart after coming in contact with No. 400 boys
once or twice. As for the hijacks and the boot-
leggers, one or two examples of “direct action”
from an organized bunch of harvest workers
served to show them that the good old days, at
least for them, were now over, and that there
was a vast difference between a helpless and
unorganized harvest stiff and an organized har-
vest worker. But best of all, the farmer, after
one or two salutary examples of solidarity, in-
variably gave in to the modest request of the
organized workers, with the result that the
wages were raised, grub was improved, and
hours shortened.15

The Kansas City Conference decided to aban-
don street agitation and soapboxing in harvest
towns in favor of conserving energy for on-the-
job organizing. An agriculture workers’ handbook
stated this new policy:

Waiting in town or in the “jungles” while hold-
ing out for higher wages is a poor policy. This
tends to help the organized men “on the ‘bum’”
while the unorganized do nothing to improve
conditions. The place to take action is on the job
and it is the only way to get results. Other tac-
tics that are harmful are soapboxing by ignorant
or inexperienced members . . . and throwing
unorganized workers off freight trains. . . . We
are out for 100 percent organization, but we
must keep the issues of the big struggle con-
stantly in mind and use judgment and foresight.
Tactics that have proved successful are: take
out organizers credentials . . . line up as many
of the crew as possible and then make demands
if conditions are not what they should be. The
slowing-down process will be found of great
help where employers are obstinate.!6

“Get on the Job!” and “Never Mind the Empty
Street-corners: The Means of Life Are Not Made
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There!” became the new slogans of the campaign.

The A.W.O. pressed for a uniform wage in-
crease of fifty cents to raise wages to a daily rate of
$3.50 in the 1915 wheat harvest. In many areas it
was successful. It won its demands through spo-
radic strikes on the job which became a character-
istic form of LW.W. direct action. Members were
instructed to bring other Wobbly crews onto the
struck job to strike again if necessary, or effect a
slow-down until their wage demands were granted.

Membership expanded to a peak of 70,000 in
1917 as A.W.O. organizers followed the harvest
crews into lumber and mining areas to sign up
off-season workers. Wherever harvest stiffs met
in the Midwest, they sang Wobbly songs. When-
ever farm workers had a grievance, the A.W.O.
job delegates would be their spokesmen. In some
areas cooperative train crews honored the little
red membership card as a train ticket and allowed
LW.W. members to move freely from one harvest
town to another. The Wobbly card often protected
its holder from hijackers and hold-up men who
were afraid of molesting an IL.W.W. member for
fear of incurring the wrath of the organization.
Thus the A.W.O. became entrenched in the wheat
fields and was regarded as the LW.W. in the
Midwest.

Using the A.W.O. as a model, the 1916 LW.W.
convention set up other industrial branches which
absorbed some of the nonagricultural members of
the A W.O. In March 1917, No. 400 was rechar-
tered as Agricultural Workers” Industrial Union
No. 110, and restricted solely to organizing agri-
cultural workers. Its members became known as
the “one-ten cats.” Despite its depleted member-
ship, the A.W.0O. remained the financial backbone
of the LW.W. until about 1g2s.

From the start of the A.W.0., LW.W. attempts
to recruit farm labor met with organized hostility
in some rural communities. Vigilante committees,
known as “pick-handle brigades,” sprang up to
take care of the “Wobbly menace.” In one small
community in South Dakota, for example, the
newspaper advised “every member of the vigi-
lante committee over twenty-one to supply him-
self with a reliable firearm and have it where he
can secure it at a moment’s notice.”17 As the na-
tion entered the war, newspaper stories fanned
the hysteria of local village and farm groups by
repeated exposés of “LW.W. plots” of widespread
sabotage and destruction of property.

In March 1918, Thorstein Veblen drafted a
memorandum to the U.S. Food Administration
based on an investigation he had made of the
availability of farm-labor to harvest wartime crops.
He wrote:

These members of the LW.W.,, together with
many of the workmen who are not formally
identified with that organization, set up the
following schedule of terms on which they will
do full work through the coming harvest season:
(a) freedom from illegal restraint; (b) proper
board and lodgings; (c) a ten-hour day; (d) a
standard wage of $4.00 for the harvest season;
and (e) tentatively, free transportation in an-
swering any call from a considerable distance.

These are the terms insisted on as a standard
requirement; and if these terms are met, the
men propose a readiness to give the best work
of which they are capable, without reservation.
On the other hand, if these terms are not met
in any essential particular, these men will not
refuse to. work, but quite unmistakably, they
are resolved in that case to fall short of full and
efficient work by at least as much as they fall
short of getting these terms on which they have
agreed among themselves as good and sufficient.
It should be added that there is no proposed in-
tention among these men to resort to violence
of any kind in case these standard requirements
are not complied with. Here, as elsewhere, the
proposed and officially sanctioned tactics of the
LW.W. are exclusively the tactics of nonresist-
ance, which does not prevent occasional or spo-
radic recourse to violence by members of the
LW.W. although the policy of nonresistance
appears, on the whole, to be lived up to with a
fair degree of consistency. The tactics habitu-
ally in use are what may be called a nonresistant
sabotage, or in their own phrasing, “deliberate
withdrawal of efficiency,” in other words, slack-
ing and malingering. . . .

They will, it is believed, do good and efficient
work on the terms which they have agreed to
among themselves. They are, it is also believed,
deliberately hindered from moving about and
finding work on the terms on which they seek it.
The obstruction to their movement and negotia-
tions for work comes from the commercial clubs
of the country towns and the state and munici-
pal authorities who are politically affiliated with



the commercial clubs. On the whole, there ap-
pears to be virtually no antagonism between
employing farmers and these members of the
LW.W., and there is a well-founded belief that
what antagonism comes in evidence is chiefly
of a fictitious character, being in good part due
to mischief-making agitation from outside.18

The fear that I.W.W. strikes in mining and lum-
ber during the war years would spread to agricul-
ture, led to stepped-up legal and extra-legal sup-
pression. The federal government banned strikes
in those industries which were “vital to national
defense”’—including mining, lumber, and agricul-
ture. In July 1917, sixty LW.W. organizers were
arrested in Ellensburg, Washington, and charged
with “interfering with crop harvesting and logging
in violation of Federal statutes.”'® In the same
month, army officers in South Dakota announced
that they knew of a state-wide plot to destroy
South Dakota’s crops and that Wobbly organizers
were ready to set fire to the fields when a certain
signal was given. Vigilante violence and a wave
of arrests greeted this announcement. Headlines
in the Morning Republican in Mitchell, South Da-
kota, read: “Shotguns Will Greet Any Attempts
of T Won't Workers To Destroy Ripened Grain
Crops.”20 The newspaper story stated, “Any of
them who attempt to carry out the threat of whole-
sale crop destruction will be roughly handled and
will be lucky if they escape with their lives.”2!

In many towns, LW.W. members were arrested
for loitering, for riding trains without having tick-
ets, and on various other charges. Troops and vigi-
lante groups raided I.W.W. headquarters, burned
records, and smashed and destroyed furniture and
other property.

In addition to mass arrests and vigilante activ-
ity, the local authorities attempted to suppress
I.W.W. activities by recruiting less militant types
of labor for farm work. Women and young boys
were enlisted to work in the harvest fields through-
out 1917 in anticipation of a labor shortage. Mexi-
cans and Indians from the reservations were used
in California. Chambers of commerce, working
with the employment service set up by the U. S.
Department of Labor, recruited and screened farm
laborers. “County Councils for Defense,” organ-
ized by county agricultural agents and farmers to
handle harvest workers, were started during 1917.
“Work or fight” orders were sent to men in the
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fields who, for one reason or another, balked at
living or working conditions.

In California, where the LW.W. had conducted
a successful strike among vineyard workers near
Fresno in early 1917, a roundup of L.W.W. mem-
bers and leaders was launched in the fall of that
year. Based on a story in the Fresno morning pa-
per describing charges of LW.W. sabotage on lo-
cal growers, the LW.W. hall in Fresno was raided.
Over one hundred men were seized, and nineteen
were arrested. Later raids and arrests were car-
ried out in Stockton, Hanford, and elsewhere in
the state. The round-up continued throughout the
rest of the year. Farmers having labor trouble
were directed to get help ata U. S. Department
of Justice office in Fresno.

Finally, the Agricultural Workers’ Industrial
Union was completely disorganized when the fed-
eral government cracked down on the LW.W. in
the fall of 1917 and arrested more than one hun-
dred Wobblies around the country on charges of
violating the federal Espionage Act.

Legal suppression of the 1.W.W. continued dur-
ing the postwar period. Throughout the country,
L.W.W. organizers and members were arrested
and jailed under the terms of state syndicalism
laws passed as postwar emergency measures.
Postwar demobilization and unemployment cre-
ated a surplus labor supply which further weak-
ened the union organization.

However, meeting in September 1920, the “one-
ten cats” resolved to launch another organizing
drive in the Midwest wheat fields. They had spotty
success. In Colby, Kansas, for example, Wobbly
harvesters controlled the town’s labor supply for a
week when they collectively refused to work at the
going wage rates. In some areas the harvest drive
was quite successful through the mid-twenties.
Elsewhere, however, mechanized harvesters were
replacing mobile harvest hands. The combine, de-
veloped as a labor-saving device during the war,
cut and threshed grain in a single operation. Five
men did the work of 320. As Paul Taylor wrote:

As the use of the combine spread, migratory la-
bor declined, and with it labor radicalism and
the sacial problems caused by a great male mi-
gration disappeared from the harvest fields.
When radicalism came again to the Middle
West it was the farmers who agitated and or-
ganized, not the laborers.22
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These verses were printed in the third edition of
the L.W.W. songbook. Little is known about Wal-
quist except that he was the author of a popular
LW.W. pamphlet, The Eight Hour Work Day:
What It Will Mean and How to Get It.

I WENT TO THE COUNTRY
By Aucust WALQUIST

(Tune: “My Wife Went to the Country”)

It was on a sunny morning in the middle of July,

1 left in a side-car Pullman that dear old town
called Chi.

I got the harvest fever, I was going to make a stake,

But when I worked hard for a week I found out my
mistake.

Chorus

I went to the country, Oh! why? Oh! why?

I thought it best, you know; the result nearly
makes me cry,

For sixteen hours daily, Ohl say; Oh! say;

John Farmer worked me very hard, so I'm going
away.

When I left that old farmer he cussed me black
and blue;

He says, “You gol durned hoboes, there’s nothing
will suit you,”

So back to town I'm going, and there I'm going to
stay.

You won’t catch me out on a farm; no more you'll
hear me say:

Chorus

1 went to the country, Ob! why? Oh! why?

1 thought it best you know; the result nearly makes
me cry.

For sixteen hours daily, Oh! say; Ohl! say;

John Farmer worked me very hard; so I am going
away.

Now the Industrial Workers, they have put me
wise;

They tell me I won't need a boss if the slaves will
organize.

They're all a bunch of fighters; theyll show you
where they’re right.

So workingmen, come join their ranks and help
them win this fight.
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Chorus

Then we’ll own the country, Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll set the working millions free from slavery;

We'll get all that we produce, you bet! you bet!

So, workingmen, come organize along with the
rest!

2

These verses by Ed Jorda appeared in the Indus-
trial Worker (October 3, 1912).

CLASS COMMUNION
By Ep Jorpa
(Tune: “Yankee Doodle”)

A farmer boy once worked in town,
He thought to make a fortune;
The bosses cut his wages down
By capitalist extortion.

Chorus

The L.W.W. waked him up

By preaching class communion,
Said fire the bosses all corrupt

By forming One Big Union.

He thought to get another job
And so regain his losses,

But found it was the same old rob
And by the same old bosses.

He then returned unto the farm,
Perhaps you think it funny;
The farmer boy did all the work—
The boss got all the money.

This farmer boy then came to see
The need of class communion.

Went like 2 man and paid the fee
And joined the One Big Union.

He joined in with a mighty throng;
1 know you think it funny.

He only worked just half as long
But got just twice the money.

So they in winning full control
Depend on class communion.
Demand the earth from pole to pole,
All bound in One Big Union.
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3

Mortimer Downing (1862— P ) a former editor
of the Industrial Worker, was a member of the
LW.W. Construction Workers’ Industrial Union
No. 310. He was a chemist and assayer by trade.
Convicted in the 1918 federal trial of LW.W.
members in Sacramento, California, Downing was
one of the leaders of the “silent defenders,” the
group of LW.W. prisoners who refused to testify
before the court. After his release from prison, he
took an active part in writing publicity to obtain
the release of 1LW.W. members who had been
arrested in California under the state criminal syn-
dicalism law. Downing’s account of the Wheat-
land Hop Riot appeared in Solidarity (January 3,
1914).

BLOODY WHEATLAND
By MorriMER DowNinG

Bloody Wheatland is glorious in this, that it united
the American Federation of Labor, the Socialist
Party and the LW.W. in one solid army of work-
ers to fight for the right to strike.

Against the workers are lined up the attorney
general of the state of California, the Burns
Agency, the Hop Growers” Association, the ranch-
owners of California, big and little business and
the district attorney of Yuba County, Edward B.
Stanwood. For the army of Burns men, engaged
in this effort to hang some of the workers, some-
body must have paid as much as $100,000. The
workers have not yet gathered $2,000 to defend
their right to strike.

Follow this little story and reason for yourself,
workers, if your very right to strike is not here
involved.

By widespread lying advertisements Durst
Brothers assembled twenty-three hundred men,
women and children to pick their hops last sum-
mer. A picnic was promised the workers.

They got:

Hovels worse than pig sties to sleep in for which
they were charged seventy-five cents per week, or
between $2,700 and $3,000 for the season.

Eight toilets were all that was provided in the
way of sanitary arrangements.

Water was prohibited in the hop fields, where
the thermometer was taken by the State Health
Inspector and found to be more than 120 degrees.
Water was not allowed because Durst Brothers

had farmed out the lemonade privilege to their
cousin, Jim Durst, who offered the thirsting pick-
ers acetic acid and water at five cents a glass.

Durst Brothers had a store on the camp, and
would not permit other dealers to bring anything
into the camp.

Wages averaged scarcely over $1 per day.

Rebellion occurred against these conditions.
Men bave been tortured, women harassed, im-
prisoned and threats of death have been the por-
tion of those who protésted.

When the protest was brewing, mark this: Ralph
Durst asked the workers to assemble and form
their demands. He appointed a meeting place with
the workers. They took him at his word. Peace-
ably and orderly they decided upon their de-
mands. Durst filled their camp with spies. Durst
went through the town of Wheatland and the sur-
rounding country gathering every rifle, shot gun
and pistol. Was he conspiring against the workers?
The attorney general and the other law officers
say he was only taking natural precautions.

When the committee which Ralph Durst had
personally invited to come to him with the de-
mands of the workers arrived, Durst struck the
chairman, Dick Ford, in the face. He then ordered
Dick Ford off his ground. Dick Ford had already
paid $2.75 as rental for his shack. Durst claims
this discharge of Ford broke the strike.

This was on Bloody Sunday, August 3, 1913,
about two o’clock in the afternoon.

Ford begged his fellow committeemen to say
nothing about Durst’s striking him.

At 5:30 that Sunday afternoon the workers were
assembled in meeting on ground rented from
Durst. Dick Ford, speaking as the chairman of
the meeting reached down and took from a mother
an infant, saying, “It is not so much for ourselves
we are fighting as that this little baby may never
see the conditions which now exist on this ranch.”
He put the baby back into its mother’s arms as he
saw eleven armed men, in two automobiles, tear-
ing down toward the meeting place. The workers
then began a song. Into this meeting, where the
grandsire, the husband, the youth and the babies
were gathered in an effort to gain something like
living conditions these armed men charged. Sher-
iff George Voss has sworn, “When I arrived that
meeting was orderly and peaceful” The crowd
opened to let him and his followers enter. Then
one of his deputies, Lee Anderson, struck Dick
Ford with a club, knocking him from his stand.



Anderson also fired a shot. Another deputy, Henry
Dakin, fired a shot gun. Remember, this crowd
was a dense mass of men, women and children,
some of them babies at the breast. Panic struck
the mass. Dakin began to volley with his auto-
matic shot gun. There was a surge around the
speaker’s stand. Voss went down. From his tent
charged an unidentified Puerto Rican. He thrust
himself into the mass, clubbed some of the officers,
got a gun, cleared a space for himself and fell
dead before a load of buckshot from Henry
Dakin’s gun. .

Thirty seconds or so the firing lasted. When the
smoke cleared, Dakin and Durst and others of
these bullies had fled like jack rabbits. Four men
lay dead upon the ground. Among them, District
Attorney Edward T. Manwell, a deputy named
Eugene Reardon, the Puerto Rican and an uniden-
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tified English lad. About a score were wounded,
among them women.

Charges of murder, indiscriminative, have been
placed for the killing of Manwell and Reardon.
This Puerto Rican and the English boy sleep in
their bloody graves and the law takes no account
—they were only workers.

Such are the facts of Wheatland’s bloody Sun-
day. Now comes the district attorney of Yuba
County, the attorney general of the state of Cali-
fornia and all the legal machinery and cry that
these workers, assembled in meeting with their
women and children, had entered into a conspir-
acy to murder Manwell and Reardon. They say
had no strike occurred there would have been no
killing. They say had Dick Ford, when assaulted
and discharged by Durst, “quietly left the ranch,
the strike would have been broken.” What matters
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to these the horrors of thirst, the indecent and im-
modest conditions? The workers are guilty. They
struck and it became necessary to disperse them.
Therefore; although they, the workers were un-
armed and hampered with their women and chil-
dren, because a set of drunken deputies, who even
had whisky in their pockets on the field, fired upon
them, the workers must pay a dole to the gallows.

To vindicate and establish this theory an army
of Burns men have been turned loose. They took
one Swedish lad, Alfred Nelson, carried him
around the country through six jails, finally beat
him brutally in a public hotel in the city of Marti-
nez. One of these Burns thugs is now under a sen-
tence of a year in jail and $1,000 fine for this act.

These same Burns men arrested Herman D.
Suhr in Prescott, Arizona. He was confined like a
beast in the refrigerator of a box fruit car. These
Burns men poked him with clubs and bars to keep
him awake. He was taken to Los Angeles and tor-
tured in that jail. Thence they carried him to
Fresno for further torture. Thence to San Fran-
cisco, thence to Oakland. Here for four days three
shifts of Burns men tortured him by keeping him
awake. In order that no marks should show on his
person, they rolled long spills of paper and thrust
the sharp points into his eyes and ears and nose
every time his tired head dropped. He was placed
in a three-foot latticed cell so that these animals
could easily torture him without danger from his
fists. He went crazy, signed a “confession,” and the
judges of Yuba and Sutter counties and the dis-
trict attorneys thereof have tried to make it im-
possible for him to even swear out a warrant for
his torturers.

Mrs. Suhr’s wifehood was questioned when she
first visited her husband.

Edward B. Stanwood, the present district attor-
ney of Yuba County, has had more than a score of
men arrested. He has kept them for months in
jails at widely separated points. Burns men have
been permitted to enter their cells and use every
effort to frighten them into confessions. Men say
they have been brought before Stanwood, him-
self, and when they told the truth about their ac-
tions these Burns men have called them “God
dammed liars.” Stanwood has sat by. Again and
again Stanwood has refused to take any action
concerning Durst’s gathering of arms, concerning
the actions of the Burns men. He has refused to
put charges against these men until compelled to
do so by writs of habeas corpus.

Here were a band of men, all of them armed,
many of them drunken, who charged a peaceful
meeting endangering the lives of women and
children. Stanwood says it was because of a con-
spiracy among the workers that anybody was
killed. None of the workers had arms. All the dep-
uties had pistols and rifles.

In the city of Marysville, where the trials will
take place the newspapers constantly allude to
the men in jail as fiends. The judge is the life-long
friend of the dead Manwell, every juror possible
knew the sheriff and the other deputies. They
publicly allow them to be called fiends. The acts
of the Burns men are excused as necessary. To
cinch the whole thing the courts have refused a
change of venue. The whole community fears that
this case should be tried by a jury not involved
directly in the facts.

Under the same law the next strike can be
broken in the same way. Let a drunken Burns man
or a deputy or strike breaker fire upon strikers,
kill some of them and the same method will be
used. If only these two workers had been killed
the six men now held would be charged with mur-
der. It is only handy and incidental to the move-
ment of the bosses that two of their own were
involved, whose deaths enrage their friends. The
case is plain, workers. Unite to free these six men
or it will be your turn next.

4

These unsigned verses about the Wheatland Hop
Riot appeared in Solidarity (August 1, 1914).

OVERALLS AND SNUFF
(Tune: “Wearing of the Green”)

One day as I was walking along the railroad track,

Imet a man in Wheatland with his blankets on his
back,

He was an old-time hop picker, I'd seen his face
before,

I knew he was a wobbly, by the button that he
wore.

By the button that he wore, by the button that he
wore

I knew he was a wobbly, by the button that he
wore.

He took his blankets off his back and sat down on
the rail
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And told us some sad stories ‘bout the workers
down in jail.

He said the way they treat them there, he never
saw the like,

For they’re putting men in prison just for going out

on strike.

Just for going out on strike, just for going out on
strike,

They're putting men in prison, just for going out on
strike.

They have sentenced Ford and Suhr, and they've
got them in the pen,

If they catch a wobbly in their burg, they vag him
there and then.

There is one thing I can tell you, and it makes the
bosses sore,

Solidarity, September 30, 1916.

As fast as they can pinch us, we can always get
some more.

We can always get some more, we can always get
some more,

As fast as they can pinch us, we can always get
some more.

Oh, Horst and Durst are mad as hell, they don’t
know what to do.

And the rest of those hop barons are all feeling
mighty blue.

Oh, we've tied up all their hop fields, and the scabs
refuse to come,

And we’re going to keep on striking till we put
them on the bum.

Till we put them on the bum, till we put them on
the bum,
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We're going to keep on striking till we put them
on the bum.

Now we've got to stick together, boys, and strive
with all our might,

We must free Ford and Suhr, boys, we've got to
win this fight.

From these scissorbill hop barons we are taking no
more bluff,

We'll pick no more damned hops for them, for
overalls and snuff.

For our overalls and snuff, for our overalls and
snuff

We'll pick no more damned hops for them, for
overalls and snuff.

5

Richard Brazier's song, “When You Wear That
Button,” was printed in the fourteenth edition of
the LW.W. songbook. Brazier, who was a delegate
to the founding conference of the LW.W. Agricul-
tural Workers' Organization, wrote these verses
during the 1915 harvest drive.

WHEN YOU WEAR THAT BUTTON

By Ricuarp Brazier

(Tune: “When You Wore a Tulip”)

I met him in Dakota when the harvesting was o'er,

A “Wob” he was, I saw by the button that he wore.

He was talking to a bunch of slaves in the jungles
near the tracks;

He said “You guys whose homes are on your backs;

Why don’t you stick together with the “Wobblies”
in one band

And fight to change conditions for the workers in
this land.”

Chorus

When you wear that button, the “Wobblies” red
button

And carry their red, red card,

No need to hike, boys, along these old pikes, boys,

Every “Wobbly” will be your pard.

The boss will be leery, the “stiffs” will be cheery

When we hit John Farmer hard,

They'll all be affrighted, when we stand united

And carry that red, red card.

The stiffs all seemed delighted, when they heard
him talk that way.

They said, “We need more pay, and a shorter
working day.”

The “Wobbly” said, “You'll get these things
without the slightest doubt

If you'll organize to knock the bosses out.

If you'll join the One Big Union, and wear their
badge of liberty

You'll strike that blow all slaves must strike if they
would be free.”

6

Pat Brennan (1878-1916) also wrote the fre-
quently reprinted poem “Down in the Mines”
(Chapter X). “Harvest War Song” was one of the
most popular of the LW.W. agricultural workers’
songs. The line, “We are Coming Home, John
Farmer,” was used as the caption for several
IW.W. cartoons. The “Harvest War Song” was
submitted by the prosecution in federal and state
trials of LW.W. members, as evidence of the Wob-
blies’ intent to destroy the crops if their demands
were not met. It was printed in the seventeenth
edition of the little red songbook. An earlier
shorter version appeared in Solidarity (April 3,
1915).

HARVEST WAR SONG*

By Pat BrReENNAN

(Tune: “Tipperary”)

We are coming home, John Farmer; We are
coming back to stay.

For nigh on fifty years or more, we've gathered up
your hay.

We have slept out in your hayfields, we have heard
your morning shout;

We've heard you wondering where in hell’s them
pesky go-abouts?

Chorus:

It’s a long way, now understand me; it’s a long way
to town;

It’s a long way across the prairie, and to hell with
Farmer John.

Here goes for better wages, and the hours must
come down;

For we're out for a winter’s stake this summer, and
we want no scabs around.



You've paid the going wages, that’s what kept us
on the bum.

You say you've done your duty, you chin-
whiskered son of a gun.

We have sent your kids to college, but still you
rave and shout.

And call us tramps and hoboes, and pesky go-
abouts.

But now the long wintry breezes are a-shaking our
poor frames,

And the long drawn days of hunger try to drive us
boes insane.

It is driving us to action—we are organized today;

Us pesky tramps and hoboes are coming back to
stay.

7

Elmer Rumbaugh, whom Ralph Chaplin credited
with authoring the song “Paint 'Er Red,” was the
author of these verses that appeared in Solidarity
(June 2, 1917).

PESKY KRITTERS
By ELMER RuMBAUGH
( Tune: “Arrah Wannah™)

To the North Dakota harvest came the wobbly
band,
Singing songs of revolution and One Big Union
grand,
Old Farmer John sat and cussed ’em—called ’em
pesky tramps
Just because they would not work by the light
of carbide lamps.

Chorus:

‘We want more coin; that’s why we join
The One Big Union Grand—
The pork chops for to land.
And Farmer John may cuss and rare
And loudly rave and tear his hair;
But one thing understand:
For shorter hours and better wages
We all united stand.

Now fellow workers all together—Let us organize
Into One Big Fighting Union! When will you
get wise?
Can’t you see the bosses rob you of your daily
bread?
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They half starve you, pay bum wages, with a
haystack for your bed.

8

Joe Foley wrote these verses to the tune, “Down
in Bom Bom Bay.” They were printed in Soli-
darity (June g, 1917).

DOWN IN HARVEST LAND
By Jor Forey

If you're tired of coffee an’
Beef stew, hash and liver an’

Come, be 2 man

Join the union grand;

Come organize with us in harvest land—
Down in harvest land.

Chorus

Down in harvest land
United we will stand,
With the A W.O.
We're out for the dough
Out for to make old Farmer John come through
Down in harvest land,
The one big union grand
If Farmer John don’t please us
His machine will visit Jesus,
Down in harvest land.

If you're sick of bumming lumps,
Bread lines and religious dumps;

When you're broke

You're a joke

They tell you Jesus is your only hope,
Down in harvest land.

When the winter comes around
You are driven out of town

You've got to go,

In the hail and snow

Cause you wouldn'’t line up with us, Bo,
Down in harvest land.

9

These verses by George G. Allen, who wrote the
popular “One Big Industrial Union,” were taken
from the file of LW.W. songs and poems in the
Labadie Collection. The source is not known.
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ALONG THE INDUSTRIAL ROAD
TO FREEDOM

By G. G. ALLEN
(Tune: “Along the Rocky Road to Dublin”)

One day a western passenger train in the northern
belt of wheat

In the burning summer heat, just stopped in time
to meet

A little band of “400” men who were standing by
to wait,

For a faster train upon the main and surer than a
freight.

Oh scenery, Bo! Oh scenery, Bo! Think while I
relate:

Chorus

Along the Industrial Road to Freedom,
They were rolling along, singing a song
Though they fight the shacks they need ’em,
On the transportation lines.

And when the crew came round to collect
They never seemed to care

To try to put the dead head off

Who wouldn’t pay his fare.

For a little direct action

It sure never fails at showing the rails

The spirit of that solidarity that has for its call
An injury to one concerns us all,

Along the Industrial Road to Freedom.

Now For the Eastern Invasion!

Solidarity, October 14, 1916.

PRC72 35




By and by, a hard boiled guy, who was hungry for
a lunch,

Confided to the bunch that he’d follow up a hunch;

He led the way to the front of the train and all sat
down in seats,

In the dining car where the good things are and
ordered all the eats.

Oh jungle, ‘Bo! Oh, jungle, Bo! Think of all the
sweets.

10

E. F. Doree who wrote this article for the Inter-
national Socialist Review (June 1915) was a leader
in the Agricultural Workers’ Organization and
was later sentenced to Leavenworth Penitentiary
after the LW.W. Chicago trial.

GATHERING THE GRAIN
By E. F. DoreE

The great, rich wheat belt runs from Northern
Texas, through the states of Oklahoma, Kansas,
Nebraska, South and North Dakotas, into Canada,
and not a few will point with pride to the fact that
last year WE (?) had the largest wheat crop in
the history of this country. But few are the people
who know the conditions under which they work
who gather in these gigantic crops. It is the object
of this article to bring out some of these vital facts.

About the middle of June the real harvest com-
mences in Northern Oklahoma and Southern Kan-
sas. This section is known as the “headed wheat
country,” that is to say, just the heads of grain are
cut off and the straw is left standing in the fields,
while in the “bundle country” the grain is cut close
to the ground and bound into sheaves or bundles.

In the headed grain country the average wage
paid is $2.50 and board per day, but in the very
end of the season $3 is sometimes paid, the in-
crease due to the drift northward of the harvest
workers, who leave the farmers without sufficient
help. This is not a chronic condition, as there are
usually from two to five men to every job.

The board is average, although fresh meat is
very scarce, salt meat being more popular with the
farmer because it is cheaper. Most of the men
sleep in barns, but it is not uncommon to have
workers entering the sacred portals of the house.
Bedding of some kind is furnished, although it is
often nothing more than a buggy robe.
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The exceedingly long work day is the worst fea-
ture of the harvesting so far as the worker is con-
cerned. The men are expected to be in the fields
at half past five or six o’clock in the morning until
seven or half past seven o'clock at night, with
from an hour to an hour and a half for dinner. It
is a common slang expression of the workers that
they have an “eight-hour work day”—eight in the
morning and eight in the afternoon.

Most of the foreign-born farmers serve a light
lunch in the felds about nine o’clock in the morn-
ing and four o'clock in the afternoon, but the
American farmers who do are indeed rare.

In this section the workers are sometimes paid
so much per hundred bushels, and the more they
thresh the more they get. On this basis they gen-
erally make more than “goin’ wages,”* but they
work themselves almost to death doing it. No
worker, no matter how strong, can stand the pace
long; the extremely hot weather in Kansas proves
unendurable. Twenty-five men died from the heat
in one day last year in a single county in Kansas.

The workers threshing “by the hundred” must
pay their board while the machine is idle, due to
breakdown, rain, etc.

About the time that the headed grain is reaped
the bundle grain in Central and Northern Kansas
and Southern Nebraska is ready for the floating
army of harvesters.

Here the wages range from $2 to $2.50 and
board per day. They have never gone over the
$2.50 mark. Small wages are paid and accepted
because thousands of workers are then drifting up
from the headed wheat country and because of
the general influx of men from all over the United
States, who come to make their “winter’s stake.”
This is about the poorest section of th¢ entire har-
vest season for the worker. The following little
story is told of the farmers of Central Nebraska:

“What the farmers raise they sell. What they
can’t sell they feed to the cattle. What the cattle
won't eat they feed to the hogs. What the hogs
won't eat they eat themselves, and what they can’t
eat they feed to the hired hands.”

In Nebraska proper the farms are smaller, as a
rule, than elsewhere in the harvest country and
grow more diversified crops. Almost every farmer
has one or more “hired men,” and for that reason
does not need so many extra men in the harvest,

®“Goin’ wages” is an expression used by the farmer in
answer to the question, “What do you pay?” 1t really
means the smallest wages paid in the country.
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| NEED A HAND BUT
| DONT WANT NONE
OF THEM PESKY

LW.W/S

WHY DID YER QUIT
YER LAST JOB?

MAYBE YOU BE
ONE OF THEM
AGERTATORS?

A MONTH AGO AN
OLD PIG DIED AND
WE HAD PORK TO
EAT FOR A WEEK
AND—

THEN AN OLD
COW DIED AND
WE NAD BEEF
TO EAT. BUT~

LAST WEEK THE
OLD LADY DIED
AND | QUIT—-

YOU OLD '
SCISSORBILL.
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YOU CAN NEVER TELL; STRANGE THINGS HAPPEN IN THE LAND OF JOHN
FARMER

Industrial Pioneer, July 1924.



but in spite of this, the whole floating army
marches up to get stung annually. Most of the
“Army From Nowhere” cannot get jobs and have
a pretty hungry time waiting for the harvest far-
ther north to be ready.

The farmers in South Dakota do not believe in
“burning daylight,” so they start the worker to his
task a little before daybreak and keep him at it
till a little after dark. If the farmer in South Da-
kota had the power of Joshua, he would inaugu-
rate the twenty-four-hour workday.

The wages here range from $2.25 to $2.50 and
board per day, while in isolated districts better
wages are sometimes paid. A small part of the
workers are permitted to spend the night in the
houses, but most of them sleep in the barns. Some-
times they have only the canopy of the heavens
for a blanket.

As soon as the harvest strikes North Dakota
wages rise to $2.75 or $3.50 and board per day,
the length of the workday being determined by
the amount of daylight. '

The improved wages are due to the fact that
thousands of harvesters begin leaving the country
because of the cold weather, and the fact that the
farmers insist on the workers furnishing their own
bedding. At the extreme end of the season wages
often go up to as high as $4.00 and board, per day.

The board in North Dakota is the best in the
harvest country, which is not saying much.

In North and South Dakota no worker is sure of
drawing his wages, even after earning them. Some
farmers do not figure on paying their “help” at all
and work the same game year after year. The new
threshing machine outfits are the worst on this
score, as the bosses very seldom own the machines
themselves and, at the end of the season, often
leave the country without paying either worker
or machine owner.

This, however, is not the only method used by
the farmers to beat the tenderfoot. In some cases
the worker is told that he can make more money
by taking a steady job at about $35.00 a month
and staying three or four months, the farmer al-
ways assuring him that the work will last. The
average tenderfoot eagerly grabs this proposition,
only to find that thirty days later, or as soon as the
heavy work is done, the farmer “can no longer
use him.” There have been many instances where
the worker has kicked at the procedure and been
paid off by the farmer with a pickhandle.

The best paying occupation in the harvest coun-
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try is “the harvesting of the harvester,” which is
heavily indulged in by train crews, railroad
“bulls,” gamblers and hold-up men.

Gamblers are in evidence everywhere. No one
has to gamble, yet it is almost needless to say that
the card sharks make a good haul. Quite different
is it, though, with the hold-up man, for before him
the worker has to dig up and no argument goes.
This “stick-up” game is not a small one, and hun-
dreds of workers lose their “stake” annually at the
point of a gun.

As is the rule with a migratory army, the har-
vesters move almost entirely by “freight,” and
here is where the train crews get theirs. With them
it is simply a matter of “shell up a dollar or hit the
dirt.” Quite often union cards are recognized and
no dollar charged, and the worker is permitted to
ride unmolested.

It is safe to say that nine workers out of every
ten leave the harvest fields as poor as when they
entered them. Few, indeed, are those who clear
$50.00 or more in the entire season.

These are, briefly, the conditions that have ex-
isted for many years, up to and including 1914,
but the 1915 harvest is likely to be more interest-
ing if the present indications materialize.

The last six months has seen the birth of two
new organizations that will operate during the
coming summer. The National Farm Labor Ex-
change, a subsidiary movement to the “jobless
man to the manless job” movement, and the Agri-
cultural Workers’ Organization of the Industrial
Workers of the World.

The ostensible purpose of the National Farm
Labor Exchange is to handle the men necessary
for the harvest systematically, but its real purpose
is to flood the country with unnecessary men, thus
making it possible to reduce the wages, which the
farmer really believes are too high. If the Ex-
change can have its way, there will be thousands
of men brought into the harvest belt from the east,
and particularly from the southeast. It is needless
to say that these workers will be offered at least
twice as much in wages as they will actually draw.

News has come in to the effect that the farmers
are already organizing their “vigilance commit-
tees,” which are composed of farmers, business-
men, small town bums, college students and Y. M.
C.A. scabs. The duty of the vigilance committee
is to stop free speech, eliminate union agitation,
and to drive out of the country all workers who
demand more than “goin’ wages.”
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Arrayed against the organized farmers is the Ag-
ricultural Workers’ Organization, which is made
up of members of the LW.W. who work in the
harvest fields. It is the object of this organization
to systematically organize the workers into One
Big Union, making it possible to secure the much
needed shorter workday and more wages, as well
as to mutually protect the men from the wiles of
those who harvest the harvester.

The Agricultural Workers” Organization expects
to place a large number of delegates and organiz-
ers in the fields, all of whom will work directly
under a field secretary. It is hoped this will accom-
plish what has never been done before, the sys-
tematization of organization and the strike dur-
ing the harvest, as well as the work of general
agitation.

Both of these organizations intend to function
so that the workers in the fields will have to choose
quickly between the two. If the farmers win the
men to their cause, smaller wages will be paid
and the general working conditions will become
poorer; if the workers swing into the LW.W. and
stand together, then more wages will be paid for
fewer hours of labor. Both sides can’t win. Moral:
Join the LW.W. and fight for better conditions.

Mr. Worker, don’t do this year what you did
last, harvest the wheat in the summer and starve
in breadlines in the winter.

Let us close with a few “Don’ts.”

Don’t scab.

Don’t accept piece work.

Don’t work by the month during harvest.

Don'’t travel a long distance to take in the har-
vest; it is not worth it.

Don'’t believe everything that you read in the
papers, because it is usually only the Durham.

Don’t fail to join the LW.W. and help win this
battle.

11

This poem may have been written by T-Bone Slim.
In some editions of the LW.W. songbook it is
signed “T-Bone and H ” in others, “T. D. and H.”
1t first appeared in the seventeenth edition of the
LW.W. songbook.

HARVEST LAND
By T-D anp H.

(Air: “Beulah Land”)
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The harvest drive is on again,

John Farmer needs a lot of men;

To work beneath the Kansas heat

And shock and stack and thresh his wheat.

Chorus

Oh Farmer John—Poor Farmer John,
Our faith in you is over-drawn.

—Old Fossil of the Feudal Age,

Your only creed is Going Wage—

“Bull Durum” will not buy our Brawn—
You're out of luck—poor Farmer John.

You advertise, in Omaha,

“Come leave the Valley of the Kaw.”
Nebraska Calls “Don’t be mis-led.
Well furnish you a feather bed!”

Then South Dakota lets a roar,

“We need ten thousand men—or more;
Our grain is turning—prices drop!

For God’s Sake save our bumper crop.”

In North Dakota—(T'll be darn)

The “wise guy” sleeps in “hoosiers” barn
—Then hoosier breaks into his snore
And yells, “It’s quarter after four.”

Chorus

Oh Harvest Land—Sweet Burning Sand!
—As on the sun-kissed field 1 stand

1 look away across the plain

And wonder if it’s going to rain—

I vow, by all the Brands of Cain,

That I will not be here again.

12

Signed “E. H. H.,” this short story appeared in the
Industrial Pioneer (October 1921). The “Palouse,”
a French-Canadian word, refers to the grassy hill
lands north of the Snake River.

AN ILL WIND IN THE PALOUSE
By E. H. H.

The Palouse Harvest being in its full twelve hour
swing, “Rhode Island Red” and I, “Plymouth Rock
Whitey,” decided to give the struggling farmers a
lift and help them “gather in the sheaves.”

Now, for some reason or other, Red was not as
enthusiastic over the harvest work as he should be.
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He claimed that even if he harvested all the wheat
in the country, chances were he would be in the
soup line in the winter time.

Whatever becomes of the wheat, he says, is a
deep mystery to him, except that he knows Wall
Street stores a lot of it up where the stiffs can’t get
at it.

Anyhow, we landed in the town of Colfax with
Red growling over conditions, bum grub and high
prices of the local restaurants. After eating some
of their “coffee and at two bits a throw,” we saun-
tered out on the main street to look for a farmer
who wanted a couple of enterprising harvesters.

We were approached by a long, thin individual
with close set eyes of the codfish order. He was
wearing a disguise of spinach on his chin and in-
quired in a high pitched voice, “Were ye boys
looking fer work?” To which I says: “Yes, we cer-
tainly are that!” Red busts in then and asks him
how much he pays and how many hours he works.

This seemed to be a leading question, altogether
irrelevant and immaterial to the farmer’s point of
view. He looks Red over and says, “Guess you
boys ain’t looking for work, be you?” With that
parting shot he walks away and leaves us standing
there like a couple of lost dogs.

Now Red has no diplomacy whatever so I told
him to keep his remarks to himself, and the next
time I would do the talking.

Then we removed ourselves to another corner
as our chin-whiskered friend was pointing at us
from across the street and waving his hands in the
air. He seemed to be delivering an oration to some
of his fellow farmers.

Red says they ain’t really honest to God farmers
in this section but are illegal descendants of horse
thieves and train robbers and we would be better
off if we got the hell out of the Palouse district
and into the United States again.

But his brain storm was cut short by another
“son of the soil” planting himself in front of us and
asking in an oily tone of voice, “Gentlemen, are
your services open to negotiations? I need a cou-
ple of scientific side hill shockers and thought that
you probably would consider a proposition of
taking on a little labor.”

I was about to accept his offer of work but Red
“horns in” again about the hours and wages and
our friend left us with the remark that he thought
we were gentlemen when he first sized us up but
now he knew different.

He even went as far as to remark that he thought

we might be connected up with that infamous or-
ganization known as the LW.W. and ought to be
in the county jail and that we better be a lookin’
out or he would get a bunch together with a rope
and a bucket of tar and a few flags and show us
if we could fool around with a real 102 per cent
American and his wheat crop. By Heck! Consarn
yel

I then took Red up an alley and had a short talk
with him about keeping out of these arguments
and letting me get a word in now and then.

Red agreed to keep quiet next time, but I had
very little confidence in Red’s being able to hang
onto himself so I steered him into a pool hall and
went out on the street by myself.

While walking down the street a bright idea
permeated into my “ivory dome” as Red calls it.

You are all aware that when a farmer buys a
horse he sizes its muscles up and inquires about
the price of it. He don’t ask the horse how many
hours he will work a day. That, I surmised, was
probably the reason the farmer gets hostile when
you ask him how many hours you are supposed
to work per day. It is contrary to his purchasing
habits.

Putting myself on the same basis as the farm
horse T accordingly went into an alley and took
off my shirt, rolled back my undersleeves and
wrapped a couple of old gunny sacks around each
arm.

When I put the shirt on over that rig T had a
regular set of arms on that would make the world’s
champion strong man turn green with envy. “Now
watch me captivate the old farmer,” thought I as
1 burst into view again on the main stem.

A half dozen farmers were lolling and milling
around on the opposite corner admiring each oth-
er’s twelve cylinder cars and spitting tobacco juice
on the sidewalk.

But they forgot all about the late war and the
price Wall Street was going to give them for their
wheat when they laid eyes on my muscular arms.

A wild scramble ensued in my direction. One
farmer tripped his fellow farmer up and “blood
flew freely.” They surrounded me like a bunch of
wild Indians with loud howls for me, Plymouth
Rock Whitey, 100% to go to work! It kind of re-
minded me of the old times of work or fight in
1919.

gB?xt who was it said that “the best laid plans of
mice and men will sometimes land you in the
pen”? The sons of Colfax got hold of my shirt in
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their wild excitement, and tore it off, exposing my
gunny sack camouflage.

Now just to show you the inconsistency of man-
kind, these Palousers got angry. In fact they got
violent and if 1 had not been a good sprinter I
fear I would have never lived to tell about this.
I left, going strong and decided then and there
that a pleasant position circulating among the best
people would be preferable to a life of unconven-
tional freedom amongst toilers of the soil.

As for Red, he stuck to his cruder and more
common methods of selling himself and eventually
found a master. That the results of the bargain
were mutually satisfactory cannot be stated unre-
servedly. However, Red gained some accomplish-
ments that in due season will probably come in
handy.

For instance he is now quite as able to see in
the dark as in the day. He claims that he owes the
accomplishment to his labor in the Palouse coun-
try, as they seemed to have no clear conception
down there as to just when day stopped and night
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commenced. At any rate Red has a distinct taste for
poultry which, so he says, was highly exacerbated
by the sight of fat pullets and the absence of any
such from the festive board. Being able to see at
night he informs me is one of the first require-
ments for a poultry dinner.

*Tis an ill wind that never stirs a chicken feather.

13

Folklorist Archie Green collected the song, “The
Big Combine” from Glenn Ohrlin, a working cow-
boy and traditional musician now living in Moun-
tain View, Arkansas. Ohrlin told Green that he
had learned the song in an Oregon bar and that it
was written about 1919 by Jock Coleman, a Scotch
cowboy and harvest hand around Pendleton, Ore-
gon, who was known as the “Poet Lariat” of that
region.

The 1.W.W. was frequently mislabeled the In-
dependent Workers of the World, and “The Big
Combine” might have been an LW.W. song. “The
Big Combine,” sung by Glenn Ohvrlin, is included
on a recent LP record, “The Hell-Bound Train,”
issued by The University of Illinois Campus Folk-
song Club. In the notes to that recording, Pro-
fessor Green states, “To my knowledge, ‘The Big
Combine’ has never been collected or published
as a folksong. Hence, Glenn’s version is significant
as: (1) a traditional document of a by-gone agri-
cultural practice; (2) an addition to the corpus of
Wobbly songs collected from a nontrade union
oriented singer; (3) a new branch in the already
abundant ‘Casey Jones' family tree.”

“The Big Combing” is set to the tune “Casey
Jones” In this song, as in Joe Hill's parody, the
train engineer is portrayed as anti-union.

THE BIG COMBINE

Well, come all you rounders that want to hear

The story of a bunch of stiffs a-harvesting here,

The greatest bunch of boys ever come down the
line,

Is the harvesting crew on the big combine.

There’s traveling men from Sweden in this grand
old crew,

Canada and Oregon and Scotland, too.

T’ve listened to their twaddle for a month or more,

I never saw a bunch of stiffs like this before.
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Oh, you ought to see this bunch of harvest
Ppippins,

You ought to see, they're really something fine,

You ought to see this bunch of harvest pippins,

The bunch of harvest pippins on the big
combine.

Well, there’s Oscar just from Sweden, he’s as stout
as a mule,

He can jig and dance and peddle the bull,

He’s an Independent Worker of the World as well,

Says he loves the independence but the work is
hell.

Well, he hates millionaires and he wants to see

Them blow up all the grafters in the land of
liberty,

Says he’s going to leave this world of politics and
strife

And stay down in the jungle with his stew can all
his life. 4

Oh, Casey Jones, he knew Oscar Nelson,
Casey Jones, he knew Oscar fine,

Oh, Casey Jones, he knew Oscar Nelson,

He kicked him off the boxcars on the SP line.

Well, the next one I'm to mention, well, the next in
line
Is the lad a-punching horses on the big combine,
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He’s the lad that tells the horses what to do,
But the things he tells the horses I can’t tell you.

It's Limp and Dude and Dolly, you get out of the
grain,

And get over there, Buster, you're over the chain,

Oh, Pete and Pat and Polly, you get in and pull,

And get over there, Barney, you durned old fool.

You ought to see, you ought to see our skinner,
You ought to see, hes really something fine,

You ought to see, you ought to see our skinner,
You ought to see the skinner on the big combine.

Well, I'm the head puncher, you can bet that’s me,
1 do more work than all the other three,
A-working my hands and my legs and my feet,
Picking up the barley and the golden wheat.

I got to pull the lever and turn on the wheel,

I got to watch the sickle and the draper and the
reel,.

And if T hit a badger hill and pull up a rock,

Well, they say he’s done it, the durn fool Jock.

I'm that lad, I'm the head puncher,

I'm that lad, though it isn’t in my line,

I'm that lad, I'm the head puncher,

I'm the head puncher on the big combine.
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. one who has seen the glow of the great Wob-
bly dream light the faces of the lumberjacks has
seen the unforgettable, the imperishable . . . they
plan a new order they will never know . . . they
can dream and dreaming, be happy.

Rexrorp G. TUGWELL
“The Casual of the Woods,”
Survey (July 3, 1920), p. 472.

Lumberjacks: North and South

“Before the strike of two years ago,” an LW.W.
lumberjack told writer Floyd Dell in 1919, “a lum-
berjack wasn’t a man. He was a lousy animal.
Everywhere he went he carried his lousy blanket
on his back and everywhere he went he wore his
‘tin pants’ and his ‘corks’—shoes with spikes in the
soles to give him a footing on a slippery log. And
when he went in town, he saw signs in store win-
dows ‘no corks allowed in here” And the only
thing he could do in town was get drunk and be
robbed of six-months’ wages and go back with his
filthy blanket on his back to slave ten hours a day
for six months more.”!

Faced with the intractable attitudes of the lum-
ber operators toward unionism, living a remote
group life when working, and “on the rods” be-
tween jobs, the concept of the One Big Union
made sense to the lumberjack. Often the LW.W.
hall in the lumber region trading town or city was
his only home. “He has one tie to bind him to his
fellow man,” wrote Rexford Tugwell, “the red
card of the Wobbly.”2

The I.W.W. started organizing in the lumber
industry in February 1go7 in a strike of 2000 saw-
mill workers in Portland. It was the organization’s
first major West coast activity, and it launched the
reputation of the LW.W. throughout the North-
west when a small wage increase was won in the
industry.

The South was the second largest lumber pro-
ducing area, and when some Wobblies who had
worked in the Northwest made their way to the

Gulf states, they helped catalyze the resentments
and rebellion of the southern sawmill and lumber-
camp workers. Unlike the lumberjack of the
Northwest, the southern lumberworker was usu-
ally a “homeguard” or “sodbuster”—a local farmer
who worked seasonally in a sawmill or lumber
camp to eke out a living. About half the labor force
were Negroes who, like the white farmers, lived
in company-owned housing in lumber camps or
mill villages. In many places where the semi-
monthly payday was ignored, workers in need of
money borrowed it from their employers at usuri-
ous rates of interest. When they were paid, it was
frequently in scrip, redeemable only at high-
priced company stores.

In 1910 the Brotherhood of Timber Workers
was organized as an independent union in Louisi-
ana. The Southern Lumber Operators’ Association,
which was started in 1go7 to combat lumber un-
ionism, met to “declare war” on the organization.
It opposed the Brotherhood with a seven-month
lockout, blacklisting 7000 of the most active union
members. For its part, the Brotherhood demanded
$2.00 a day wages, a ten-hour work day, bi-
monthly payment in lawful United States cur-
rency, freedom to trade in independent stores,
reduced rents and commissary prices, and the
right to meet together on union business.

The Brotherhood was one of the first southern
unions to admit Negro members. In May 1912
Bill Haywood was invited to address the union’s
convention in Alexandria, Louisiana. Haywood
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was surprised to find no Negroes at the meeting,
and when he was told that it was illegal to hold
interracial meetings in Louisiana, he replied:

You work in the same mills together. Sometimes
a black man and a white man chop down the
same tree together. You are meeting in conven-
tion now to discuss the conditions under which
you labor. This can’t be done intelligently by
passing resolutions here and then sending them
to another room for the black men to act upon.
Why not be sensible about this and call the
Negroes into the Convention? If it is against the

law, this is one time when the law should be
broken.?

The Negroes were invited into the convention ses-
sions which voted three to one to affiliate with the
LW.W. National Industrial Union of Forest and
Lumber Workers. Negro as well as white dele-
gates were elected to attend the 1912 LW.W.
convention.

The Brotherhood had a short, tragic existence.
Company lockouts were intensified following the
official IL.W.W. affiliation, as lumber companies
decided to “fight the question to a finish.”4

At Grabow, Louisiana, a company town which
was enclosed like a stockade behind a high wooden
fence, company guards shot and killed three strik-
ers who were taking part in a union meeting on a
public road near the town. The coroner’s jury
charged officers of the company with murder, but
the grand jury indicted fifty-eight union men and
no company officials. The union members were
lodged for three months in the prison known as
the “Black Hole of Calcasieu” in Lake Charles,
Louisiana, before the start of a dramatic four
weeks’ trial. The jury took only one hour to acquit
the L.W.W. members after state’s witnesses testi-
fied that company officers had distributed guns to
the guards and encouraged them to get drunk be-
fore the union meeting. The testimony also re-
vealed that the councils of the Brotherhood were
honeycombed with company detectives, including
one who had stolen the union’s records and mem-
bership lists.

Following the Lake Charles trial, a prolonged
strike at Merryville, Louisiana, protested com-
pany blacklisting of the trial’s defense witnesses.
A campaign of terrorism from a vigilante brigade,
known as the Good Citizens’ League, coupled with
continuing discrimination against union members,
wrecked the union, and by 1913 its blacklisted

leaders and active members moved west to agi-
tate for industrial unionism in the oil fields of
Oklahoma.

In the Northwest, living conditions in lumber
camps were notoriously bad and constituted a
major grievance for lumberjacks. Going from job
to job, the men were forced to carry rolled up
blankets on their backs, since the companies pro-
vided no bedding. As late as September 1917, an
article in the New Republic described typical
housing for lumberjacks this way:

Forty loggers occupied a bunk house that should
not have accommodated more than a dozen—
the men sleeping two in a bunk with two more
in a bunk on top; a stove at either end, sending
the steam rising from lines of clothes strung the
length of the room; beds made in many cases by
dumping hay into a wooden bunk; food that
was unsavory; the crudest kind of provisions
for cleanliness and sanitation.5

A month after it was organized in F ebruary
1912, the LW.W. Forest and Lumber Workers’
Industrial Union struck all the sawmills of Aber-
deen, Hoquiam, and Raymond, Washington,
against the ten-hour day and low wages. Several
thousand loggers in western Washington walked
out in sympathy. Many strikers were jailed on
trumped up charges; others were dragged from
their beds at night, marched into the swamps, and
beaten. At Hoquiam, a vigilante committee loaded
150 strikers into boxcars for deportation, but the
railroad workers refused to move them. In nearby
Raymond, 100 Greek and Finnish workers were
shipped out of town. The strike lasted five weeks
and was partly successful. A citizens’ committee
recommended a slight increase in wages, exclusion
of LW.W. members, and a preference for Amer-
ican-born workers. Membership in the ILW.W.
lumber locals dropped off; only a few scattered
branches remained, and the National Union of
Forest and Lumber Workers fell apart.

Spurred by success in the drive to organize har-
vest workers, the LW.W. made plans in 1917 to
renew efforts in the lumber camps. Lumber Work-
ers’ Industrial Union No. 500 was formed at the
LW.W. 1917 convention, and a strike was planned
for the Spokane short-log region.

The demands of the LW.W. lumberjacks in
1917 indicate major grievances. They called for
an eight-hour day, no Sunday or holiday work,
higher wages, satisfactory food served in porce-
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lain dishes with no overcrowding at the dinner
tables, and sanitary kitchens.

They also pressed for sleeping quarters with a
maximum of twelve people in each bunkhouse,
single spring beds and shower baths, adequate
lighting in the bunkhouses, free hospital service,
and semimonthly pay by bank check. They called
for the end of child labor in the sawmills and
of discrimination against LW.W. members in the
camps.

The 1.W.W. lumber strike of 1917 was the most
spectacular controversy that had taken place in
the industry up to that time. In many areas, close
to go percent of the men became IL.W.W. mem-
bers. By August 1917, the strike which started on
July 1, had paralyzed more than 8o percent of the
Jumber industry in western Washington, threaten-
ing the manufacture of airplanes for the war and
the supply of lumber for cantonments and for
crating shipments.

Newspaper articles in the Northwest charged
that the LW.W. lumber strike was financed with
German gold and organized by the ‘Wobblies to
oppose the war effort. The governor of ‘Washing-
ton proposed a state-wide vigilante committee;
police frisked men on streets and on trains for red
cards or other signs of L.W.W. membership.
L'W.W. members were detained in stockades built
in many communities in northern Washington, and
LW.W. halls were raided and wrecked through-
out the Northwest. Local lawyers refused to de-
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fend Wobblies who were imprisoned, and, in Con-
gress, some of the senators from Utah, Montana,
and Washington urged the use of military force to
drive the Wobblies out of the lumber camps.

As the strike progressed, Secretary of War Baker
asked lumber employers to concede an eight-hour
day. An editorial in the American Lumberman
answered this appeal. It said:

It is really pitiable to see the government . . .
truckling to a lot of trezsonable, anarchistic
agitators . . . playing into the hands of our en-
emy and doing tremendously more harm to our
allied cause than the German army is doing.
... With a little irmness . . . this situation
could be relieved.®

Employers refused mediation by federal or state
officials and linked their stand to the national de-
fense efforts. Members of the Lumberman’s Pro-
tective Association raised a half million dollar
“fighting fund” to break the strike. Any member
who gave into demands for the eight-hour day
would be fined $500.

Wobblies met the challenge. Alarmed at dwin-
dling strike funds, arrests of strike leaders, and
use of scab crews in the camps, Wobblies went
back to work in the forests. But, instead of doing
a full day’s work, they would “hoosier up,” that
is, act like “greenhorns” who had never seen the
woods before. A lumberjack described the tactics
this way:

We went out together and we came back to-
gether, that’s what the lumber bosses couldn’t
fight. And then, of course, we learned some new
tricks about striking. Ever hear of the “intermit-
tent strike”? Well, we tried that. Our funds were-
getting low, so we decided to strike on the job.
A bunch of us would go back to work. The
bosses were glad to see us—thought we'd given
up. And then—well, the rules and regulations
aren’t usually observed very well when youre
at work. We observed “em. It certainly did slow
things up! Everything went wrong. And then,
to finish, somebody would institute the eight-
hour day by pulling the whistle two hours before
quitting time. Naturally, everybody stopped
work. The bosses had a fit and fired us. So we
moved on to the next camp, and wired head-
quarters to send another bunch to the last place.
It certainly worked. I never saw a more peace-
ful strike in my life than that one, and I've seen
some strikes.”
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There was also evidence that some members,
acting as individuals, drove spikes into logs to
break saws, wasted materials through planned
carelessness, and engaged in other acts of “con-
scientious withdrawal of efficiency.” But attempts
to prove acts of criminal sabotage on the part of
the LW.W. proved fruitless.

The Northwest lumber industry panicked at the
disorganization and confusion. As Senator Borah
remarked:

. . . you cannot destroy the organization. . . .
It is something you cannot get at. You cannot
reach it. You do not know where it is. It is not
in writing. It is not in anything else. It is a
simple understanding between men, and they
act upon it without any evidence of existence
whatever.8

President Wilson sent a Mediation Commission
to investigate and, if possible, settle the crisis. The
commission reported that the lumber operators
took advantage of the wartime hysteria to fight
not only the LW.W. but all unions. It said:

The LW.W. is filling a vacuum created by the
operators. . . . The hold of the LW.W. is riv-
eted instead of weakened by unimaginative op-
position on the part of the employers to the
correction of real grievances. . . . The greatest
difficulty in the industry is the tenacity of old
habits of individualism.®

The commission condemned the opposition of the
lumber owners to the eight-hour day, since lum-
ber was the only major industry on the West coast
in which it did not prevail.

As the unmet need for lumber for the war effort
continued, the War Department detailed Colonel
Brice P. Disque of the U. S. Army Signal Corps to
organize a “Loyal Legion of Loggers and Lum-
bermen” to establish harmony between employers
and employees. The “4 L’s” became known as
Colonel Disque’s “weapon to bomb pro-Hunism
out of the Northwest Woods.”1® The LW.W.
claimed that the 4 L’s was a company union which
included employers, and charged that “the police,
the press, and cleverly manipulated mob violence
all were used as a club to enforce membership.” 11
Colonel Disque advised unionists to suspend un-
jon activities and organizing until the end of the
war.

In March 1918 Colonel Disque took matters in
hand and announced that from then on the lum-
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ber industry in the Northwest would go on an
eight-hour day. The LW.W. lumberjacks took
credit for this victory. They celebrated May Day
1918 by burning their old bedding rolls so that the
companies were forced to provide bedding or have
no workers.

One lumberjack said after the 1917 strike:

Now the lumberjack is a man. He has burned
his lousy blankets and made the company fur-
nish him a decent place to sleep. Why in some
camps, the men even have sheets to their beds
as if they were regular human beings! And
when he goes to town he puts on ordinary hu-
man clothes and leaves his corks behind. And
he feels like a man, for he has time after an
eight-hour day to do some thinking.12

After the Armistice was signed the 4 L’s lost its
government support, although the West Coast
Lumbermen’s Association urged that it continue.
Colonel Disque was elected president of the 4 L’s
and promised again to stamp out anarchy and
sabotage. Although the organization existed until
the 1930’s, membership dropped off as both the
AY¥.L. and LW.W. recruited lumber workers after
the war, and the organization proved ineffective
against company-wide wage cuts during the next
decade.

The antiradical hysteria which had gathered
momentum in the Northwest during the war was
climaxed in the lumber town of Centralia, Wash-
ington, in November 191g. Centralia had a history
of anti-Wobbly activity. The LW.W. hall had been
wrecked during a Red Cross parade on Memorial
Day, 1918, its American flag torn from the wall,
the victrola auctioned in the street, and the desk
confiscated by a Centralia banker. The newsstand
of a blind Wobbly sympathizer, Tom Lassiter,
was demolished in June 1919 because Lassiter
sold the I.W.W. Industrial Worker. Lassiter was
kidnapped, driven out of town, dumped into a
ditch, and told never to come back at the risk of
his life.

When the I.W.W. opened a new hall in Cen-
tralia, the Centralia Protective Association, a lo-
cal businessmen’s group, issued regular bulletins
warning of the I.W.W. menace. A secret commit-
tee was appointed,to work out details. of driving
the LW.W. from the town. Word leaked out that
there was a conspiracy to raid the LW.W. head-
quarters during an Armistice Day parade in No-
vember. Elmer Smith, the TLW.W. lawyer in Cen-
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tralia, went to see the governor to try to get
protection for the organization. The owner of the
building which the 1.W.W. rented appealed to the
police for help. Centralia Wobblies circulated a
leaflet door to door asking townspeople for aid in
meeting threats against them.

On November 11 Centralians jammed the streets
to celebrate Armistice Day and watch a parade of
returned veterans. The postmaster and former
mayor carried coils of rope. When the marching
legionnaires reached the 1.W.W. hall, they were
halted by the commanding officer. There were
conflicting statements as to what happened. Dr.
Frank Bickford, a Centralia merchant who had
been in the parade, testified that someone sug-
gested a raid on the hall. He said:

I spoke up and said I would lead if enough
would follow but before I could take the lead
there were many ahead of me. Someone next
to me put his foot against the door and forced
it open, after which a shower of bullets poured
through the opening about us.!3

Dr. Herbert Bell, also a marcher, testified that he
heard a shout from the ranks ahead while the
marchers were standing in front of the hall. He
saw the ranks in front of him break and move
toward the building.

It seemed to me that it was at the same time
that I heard shots. The shooting and movement
of men were as nearly simultaneous as any
human acts could be.14

The legionnaires rushed to the hall. Shots were
fired from the hall, from a hotel room across the
street, and from a nearby hillside where several
LW.W. members were stationed. Three legion-
naires were killed, including the Legion com-
mander who was at the head of the invaders.

As the paraders broke into the hall, five LW.W.
members hid themselves in an unused icebox in a
back room where they stayed until they were
arrested. Wesley Everest, a war veteran L.W.W.
member, ran out of the back door chased by the
legionnaires. Surrounded by a mob on the banks
of the Skookumchuck River, he offered to give
himself up to any police official in the crowd. As
the men rushed to get him, he shot and killed one
of the legionnaires.

Everest was knocked unconscious and dragged
back to the jail by a strap around his neck. That
night the town lights were turned off while a

crowd entered the jail, seized Everest, and drove
him to the outskirts of town where he was cas-
trated, according to Ralph Chaplin who investi-
gated the tragedy, and lynched. His body was
hung to a railroad trestle above the Chehalis
River, and as word spread through the town, auto-
mobile parties drove out during the night to see
the hanging corpse by automobile lights. His body
was taken to the jailhouse the following day where
it was laid in the corridor to be viewed by the
eleven other L W.W. prisoners. Four of the Wob-
blies, under guard, were forced to bury it in an
unknown grave in a potter’s field so that no pic-
tures would be taken of the body.

Centralia was in a state of hysteria and panic.
The American Legion controlled the town, or-
ganized armed posses to hunt for Wobblies, and
threatened to remove the chief of police for not
showing more interest in jailing the Wobblies they
rounded up. Arrests of suspected LW.W. mem-
bers numbered over 1000. “The city commission-
ers were deprived of their police power,” wrote a
University of Washington professor who had come
to investigate the case. “This power has been as-
sumed by the American Legion.”15

The Lewis County Bar Association warned its
members that they would be disbarred for defend-
ing an LW.W. member. “Even to sympathize with
the perpetrators of the tragedy is proof evident
that the sympathizer is a traitor to his country,”
the Centralia Chronicle editorialized.!16 In nearby
Elma, the newspaper declared: “Hanging is none
too good for them.”1” The Montesano Videite
called 1.W.W. members “copperheads and rep-
tiles” and reported that a movement had been
started to make punishment for LW.W. member-
ship life imprisonment or death.® Washington’s
governor authorized the suppression of all sedi-
tious literature and wrote to police chiefs and
sheriffs encouraging them to arrest all radicals in
their towns. Local officers of the Department of
Justice closed down the newspaper offices of the
A.F L. Seattle Union Record and arrested its edi-
torial board for having called on its readers to hear
both sides of the story before judging the case.

Seven of the I.W.W. prisoners were declared
guilty of second-degree murder in the trial which
took place in Montesano, Washington. Two of the
prisoners, including the ILW.W. lawyer Smith,
were acquitted, and a third was declared insane.
Ignoring the jury’s recommendation of leniency
for the defendants, the judge sentenced them to



maximum jail terms of twenty-five to forty years
in Walla Walla Penitentiary. Several years after
the trial, six of the jury members gave affidavits to
lawyer Elmer Smith, who worked on the case until
his death in the early 1930’s. They stated that they
would have voted to acquit all the defendants if
they had known the full story of the legionnaires’
raid on the L W.W. hall. One juror wrote:

I cannot get it out of my mind these many years;
maybe I go back to Sweden . . . no one will
say “there goes Pete Johnson; he helped send
innocent men to prison.” 19

One of the L.W.W. prisoners died in Walla
Walla of tuberculosis. Following the work of am-
nesty and church groups, five of the prisoners
were paroled in 1933. One who insisted on a full
pardon rather than a parole, was finally released
in 1940 when the court commuted his sentence to
the eighteen years which he had served. The Cen-
tralia American Legion built a monument to the
Legion captain, Walter Grimms, killed in front of
the 1.W.W. hall on Armistice Day, and the story of
ex-soldier Wesley Everest has been preserved in
prose and poetry by Wobbly writers and sym-
pathizers.

The Centralia tragedy climaxed the career of
the LW.W. lumberworkers’ organization in the
Northwest. Wobbly lumberjacks threw their ef-
forts into fighting the “gyppo,” or piecework, sys-
tem, which employers initiated after the 1917
strike, and kept up their agitation to secure em-
ployer-provided bedding in camps where bindle
stiffs were still forced to carry their own blanket
rolls. Numerically, however, the union never re-
covered from the postwar, antiradical campaign.

LW.W. efforts in the lumber industry were
marked by tough campaigning and tragic climaxes
against employers determined to destroy union
efforts in lumber camps and sawmills. The tactics
developed by the ‘Wobblies to meet the rigors of
the industry, their reaction to the patriotic appeals
used against them, the victory of the 1917 strike,
and the tragedies of Grabow and Centralia cre-
ated a rich Wobbly literature flavored with humor
and pathos.

1

This unsigned article, an early account of living
and working conditions in lumber camps, ap-
peared in the Industrial Worker (July 2, 1910).
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WHO SAID A LOGGER LIVES?

The question has often been asked: “What con-
stitutes living?” If it is the mere fact that we have
life in our bodies and are plodding along in search
of a job with our blankets on our back, then we
are all living.

If “living” means to have all the good things of
life, all the comforts of a home, and a life guaran-
tee that such comforts shall continue as long as
we are willing to do our share of the work, then we
are not living, but simply saving funeral expenses.

It is estimated that there are 50,000 loggers
along the Pacific coast, and it is a conservative
statement to make that not one percent of them
can say that their home consists of anything better
than a dirty bunk furnished by the boss and a roll
of blankets that they are compelled to tote about
from pillar to post, many times only to make room
for another toiler who has left $2 for the job in
the tender care of a fat Employment Hog, who
will divvy up with the foreman or superintendent.
This is incentive enough to soon discharge him,
so that a new recruit can be divorced from his $2,
and so this endless chain of men tramping to and
from the employment shark and the job.

Do They Drink?

Sure they drink. That is, the most of them do.
Saloon keepers have waxed fat from the scanty
earnings of the lumberjack. The saloonman knows
when every pay day is in every camp in his neigh-
borhood. He also knows that the lumberjack will
bring his blankets into the saloon for safe keeping
until he has a look about the burg and buys an-
other job. The saloon is the only home he has, and
there are to be generally found his friends from
other camps, who are, of course, always glad to
see him. Then the check has to be cashed, which
is considered a favor, and the lumberjack recipro-
cates by buying a drink “for the house,” which
means 2ll hands, if the gang is not too large. The
saloonman is also glad to meet the new arrival
with the check, and he too does the honors by
“setting them up.” Sometimes the checks do not
admit of a large “blow-in,” as the two-by-four
(time check) was administered before a “stake”
was made. In parts of Montana this employment
ticket graft is “worked to a frazzle.” There are
camps that are known to have three crews of men.
One crew coming to the camps with the “tickets
forajob”; another with a two-by-four going away,
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and the other crew at work in the woods produc-
ing 20 times more for the boss than the wages
could buy back at night. When men are plentiful
and the labor market is well stocked, then the em-
ployment shark reaps the harvest. If men are
scarce and times are good (which means lots of
hard slavery) the boss generally tries to “hang
onto” his crew after he has selected a good, sound,
husky bunch. He can’t afford to monkey with the
“divvy on the employment ticket” then, as there is
much more money to be made in keeping a full
crew.

Checks for 5 Cents

Pay checks have been issued to first-class lumber-
jacks in Montana by no smaller a corporation than
Jim Hill's railway, for amounts ranging from 5
cents and up; scores of them for amounts less than
$1. The reader will doubt this statement and im-
mediately say that it would be almost impossible
to figure a man’s time down so fine. Not so. This
check may represent all the cash a worker will re-
ceive after working four or five days and perhaps
longer. The employment fees in these particular
cases are deducted from the wages earned, as in
hard times the men have not the money to put up

Industrial Worker, December 26, 1912.

to the “HoG” in advance. Then there is the dollar
for the doctor and hospital. (There is generally no
hospital and the doctor could not pare a corn.)
Poll tax must be paid, which is generally about $4,
if it has not been paid at some other camp, and
if the worker loses his receipt, he pays again.
Spring mattresses are on sale generally, and as
they are fixtures to the bunk, they have to be paid
for. The next fellow buys them over again. Boots,
rubbers, socks, tobacco, etc., are for sale by the
benevolent company at double their town value,
and, of course, the woodsmen must have clothes
and tobacco. It is now easy to understand how a
man could be paid off with a nickle, 15 cents, 31
cents, etc. After all the grafts are worked and
deducted from the wages due, the bank check
represents the balance due.

Every employer of labor in the camps does not
work the graft for all it is worth, but the employ-
ment shark graft is quite general, as is also the
doctor.

The Food

The food is generally of the coarsest kind. Al-
though not the fault of the cook, as many of the
camp cooks are of the best in the land. Good but-
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ter is a rare article in a logging camp. Some of it
is as white as wax, and as rotten as a putrid car-
cass, if smell goes for anything. This brand of
“Ole,” as the men call it, is very cheap, but strong.
Strength is what the boss wants.

A lumberjack in Montana put some butter on
the railroad track (so the story goes) and the
train was derailed.

The “main squirt,” or superintendent, occasion-
ally visits the camp and eats with mis MeN. He
pronounces the food fine, especially the butter,
and shows how tough he is by plastering it good
and thick on the bread. He generally takes to
the timber or the automobile immediately after

supper.
Environment

The environment in which the lumberjack as log-
ger lives is anything but a pleasant one. It consists
of working long hours, eating poor food, sleeping
in overcrowded bunk-houses, which are alive with
vermin (lice and fleas), being robbed by Employ-
ment Hogs, packing the blankets, and having to
leave them in the saloon in town, where many
call home. From the toil of these men a few have
made millions and live in the palatial mansions in
the cities. The streets are named after them, and
they are generally the leading citizens. They have
their automobiles and their yachts, and to say the
least, they revel in luxury. When the logger has
produced more logs than can be sold or consumed,
be is immediately laid off until a demand is cre-
ated. The boss calls this “CURTAILING PRODUCTION,”
and the lumberjack calls it H—L. If a machine can
be procured that will get out twice as many logs
as men and donkey engines, with the same sized
crew, in it goes. The “flying machine” does this
very thing and it was only this year that thousands
of men were laid off for a month at a stretch on
Hoquiam Harbor to satisfy the great productivity
of the “flying machine.” The boss got rich, as the
“flying machine” drew no wages, and did not need
feeding when standing idle. The workers got poor,
because the boss did not want them to work. They
had by long hours of labor, together with some
working man’s invention, worked themselves out
on the street.

The boss logger is organized to control the price
of logs and lumber. Whether times be good or
times be hard he has a cinch on the situation.

The slave logger is not organized to control that
which he has to sell to the boss—HIS LABOR POWER.
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No effort has been made to shorten the hours of
labor. No organized effort has been made to rid
themselves of the “empLoYMENT HOG.” Thousands
of loggers are buffetted about on the sea of capi-
talism with their blankets on their back, having
no other purpose in life than to be “looking for
jobs,” and thus satisfying the greedy man or a
few parasites who have by hook or crook gotten
control of one of the natural resources of the earth,
which was provided by Nature for the common
use of mankind.

If we are agreed that the forests were intended
for mankind and not for the enrichment of a few
gluttons, then it is up to the loggers and all work-
ers employed in the lumbering industry to wake
up and organize right, so that they may at least
live.

Let us begin by getting an eight-hour work day
and tying a can to the employment shark. It is up
to the workers to do the curtailing by doing less
work each day. There is only one union that is
really worthy of the name of a “labor organiza-
tion” in America. It is founded on the truth—THE
crLass STRUGGLE. The irrepressible conflict between
the toilers and the parasites; between those who
own the tools and do not use them, and those who
use them and do not own them. Between master
and slave. Join your union today and take an in-
terest in the work of getting all together. It’s your
duty. Do it. If there is not 2 local of your industry
in your nearest town, then start one. If you don’t
know how to start one just ask the “INDUSTRIAL
woRKER,” or the first LW.W. secretary you can
Jocate. A LOGGER

2

Covington Hall (1871-ca. 1951), who often wrote
under the pen name Covington Ami or Covami,
was one of the most prolific of the LW.W. writers.
He was born in Mississippi, the son of a Presby-
terian minister and a wealthy southern belle. For
more than fifty years, he was active as a writer,
speaker, and publicity agent in farmer-labor strug-
gles. He began as a follower of William Jennings
Bryan, took an active part in many strenuous po-
litical campaigns, and for several years was one
of the Farmers’ Non-Partisan League’s publicity
chiefs.

Covington Hall edited The Lumberjack (Alex-
andria, Louisiana), published by the National In-
dustrial Union of Forest and Lumber Workers,
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Southern District. The Lumberjack was later pub-
lished in Portland, Oregon, as the Voice of the
People. Hall also edited Rebellion, a little monthly
magazine of radical essays and poetry. “Us the
Hoboes and the Dreamers,” which Covington said
was written during the strike of the Brotherhood
of Timber Workers in Louisiana, Arkansas, and
Texas in 1911-12, appeared in Rebellion (June
1916). It was one of his most popular and fre-
quently reprinted poems.

US THE HOBOES AND DREAMERS

By Covincron HarL

Written when we Lumberjacks, Sodbusters, Ho-
boes and Dreamers were fighting the Lumber
Barons of Louisiana and Texas, with our backs to
the wall, back in 1910-14.

We shall laugh to scorn your power that now holds
the South in awe,

We shall trample on your customs and shall spit
upon your law;

We shall come up from our shanties to your
burdened banquet hall,—

We shall turn your wine to wormwood, your honey
into gall.

We shall go where wail the children, where, from
your Race-killing mills,

Flows a bloody stream of profits to your curst,
insatiate tills;

We shall tear them from your drivers, in our
shamed and angered pride,

In the fierce and frenzied fury of a fatherhood
denied.

We shall set our sisters on you, those you trapt into
your hells

Where the mother instinct’s stifled and no earthly
beauty dwells;

We shall call them from the living death, the death
of life you gave,

To sing our class’s triumph o’er your cruel system’s
grave.

We shall hunt around the fences where your
oxmen sweat and gape,

Till they stampede down your stockades in their
panic to escape;

We shall steal up thru the darkness, we shall prowl
the wood and town,

Till they waken to their power and arise and ride
you down.

We shall send the message to them, on a whisper
down the night,

And shall cheer as warrior women drive your
helots to the fight;

We shall use your guile against you, all the
cunning you have taught,

All the wisdom of the serpent to attain the ending
sought.

We shall come as comes the cyclone,—in the
stillness we shall form—

From the calm your terror fashioned we shall hurl’
on you the storm;

We shall strike when least expected, when you
deem Toil’s route complete,

And crush you and your gunmen "neath our
brogan-shodded feet.

We shall laugh to scorn your power that now holds
the South in awe,

We shall trample on your customs, we shall spit
upon your law;

We shall outrage all your temples, we shall
blaspheme all your gods,—

We shall turn your Slavepen over as the plowman
turns the clods!

3

In 1912, Bill Haywood toured several of the lum-
ber camps in Louisiana, Arkansas, and Texas as
part of a trip south which included speaking at
the 1912 convention of the Brotherhood of Timber
Workers in Alexandria, Louisiana. This account
of his observations appeared in the International
Socialist Review (August 1912).

TIMBER WORKERS AND
TIMBER WOLVES

By WiLriam D. Haywoop

A. L. Emerson, President of the Brotherhood of
Timber Workers, is in jail at Lake Charles, La.
He was arrested following the shooting at Gra-
bow, La., where three union men and one com-
pany hireling were killed outright and nearly two
score of men were more or less seriously wounded.

The shooting is the outcome of the bitter war
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waged against the members of the Brotherhood of
Timber Workers by the Lumber Trust for the
last eighteen months. The scene of the tragedy
that occurred on Sunday, July seventh, is a typical
Southern lumber camp. The mill at this place is
operated by the Galloway Lumber Company. In
common with all others, it is surrounded by the
miserable houses where the workers find habita-
tion, the commissary store of the Company being
the largest place of business in the town. A strike
has been on at this place since the middle of last
May. The single demand on the part of the union
men was for a bi-weekly pay day. Heretofore the
pay days have been at long intervals—usually a
month apart.

During the intervening weeks, when the men
were in need of money to meet the necessities of
life, they could secure advances on their pay but
not in real money. They were compelled to accept
Company Scrip payable only in merchandise and
exchangeable only at the company commissary.
If accepted elsewhere it is uniformly discounted
from 10 to 25 per cent on the dollar.

In the commissary stores where the cash prices
are always from 20 to 50 per cent higher than at
the independent stores, the company has estab-
lished another means of graft by making two
prices—the coupon or scrip price being much
higher than that exacted for real cash.

The conditions at Grabow can be used as an
illustration of nearly all of the other lumber camps
of the South.

The commissary store is not the only iniquity
imposed upon the Timber Workers. For miserable
shacks they are compelled to pay exorbitant rents;
sewerage there is none; there is no pretense at
sanitation; the outhouses are open vaults. For
these accommodations families pay from $5 to $20
a month. In one camp worn-out box cars are
rented by R. A. Long, the Kansas City philanthro-
pist, for $4 a month. Insurance fees are arbitrarily
collected from every worker, for which he receives
practically nothing in return, but whether his
time be long or short—one day or a month—with
the company, the fee is deducted. The same is true
of the doctor fee and the hospital fee, which, in
all places, is an imaginary institution. The nearest
thing to a hospital that the writer saw was an un-
completed foundation at De Ridder, the place
visited a few days prior to the Grabow tragedy.
The gunmen and deputy sheriffs are an expensive
innovation in the manufacture of lumber. These

miserable tools are to be found everywhere and
are used to browbeat and coerce the workers.

The lumber crews are hired without regard to
color or nationality. In building up the Brother-
hood of Timber Workers the officials of that or-
ganization have followed the lines laid down by
the bosses and have brought into the ranks such
persons as the bosses have employed. With wis-
dom and forethought they have refused to allow a
discordant note to cause dissension in their ranks.
This spirit of class consciousness aroused the ire
of the lumber company to such an extent that no
member of the Brotherhood of Timber Workers
or the Industrial Workers of the World is given
employment.

The spirit of the organization was plainly shown
in its recent convention held at Alexandria where
an effort was made on the part of the authorities
to prevent a joint convention of white and black
members. The Democratic officials of the county
threatened to have an injunction issued or some
other process of law invoked to prevent the body
from coming together. As there is no law in Louisi-
ana that prohibits the mixing of the races on the
job, the B. of T. W. could not understand why
they should not confer and council with each other
in convention about their daily work, it being the
purpose of the organization to improve the con-
ditions under which its members labor.

After the Alexandria Convention adjourned,
the first effort of the Timber Workers was to estab-
lish the semimonthly pay day at Grabow. The
demand was made of the company that pay day
should come every two weeks. The demand was
flatly refused and the strike followed and has con-
tinued since. The Galloway Lumber Company,
the concern affected, tried to operate their mill in
the meantime with non-union men who had been
induced to fill some of the places of the striking
timber workers. It was for the purpose of bringing
these men into the organization that President
Emerson, accompanied by a hundred or more
members and sympathizers from De Ridder, went
to Grabow.

While Emerson was addressing the crowd that
had assembled a shot was fired from the direction
of the lumber company’s office, which struck a
young man standing by his side. This shot seemed
to be the signal for a fusilade, coming not only
from the office but from barricades of lumber and
from the houses occupied by company thugs, one
of whom stepped to the door and fired a shot
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Arlington, Washington, branch of the Lumberworkers’ Industrial Union No. 500, December 1917.
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which lodged in the abdomen of Bud Hickman,
a farmer, who with his wife in his buggy, was
trying to get away from the conflict.

Roy Martin and Gates Hall, two union men,
were- killed outright and A. W. Vincent, a com-
pany man, was also killed.

That the company was prepared and looking
for an opportunity to make just such a murderous
assault is evidenced by the fact that the office had
been converted into an arsenal.

The first news received at New Orleans, which
later reports seem to verify, was that managers,
superintendents and gun-men from other lumber
companies were ambushed in the Galloway Lum-
ber Company office and that a wholesale slaughter
of union men had been deliberately planned. That
the murder of Emerson was intended is clearly
shown by the fact that the man standing closest
to him was the first shot down. Emerson was the
desired victim. He had long been a target for the
lumber barons” hatred and venom.

Emerson is in jail, being held without bail at
the time of this writing to await the action of the
Grand Jury, that is to convene on the 15th of
August. He is charged with murder on two counts.
It will be proven in the course of time that his
only crime is that of trying to lessen the burden
and lengthen the lives of his fellow workers.

Before the campaign of organization now in-
augurated by the Industrial Workers of the World
is closed the lumber barons of Dixieland will have
learned that it is impossible to fell trees with rifles
and saw lumber with six shooters.

It should be mentioned here that of the nine
men arrested four are non-union men, two of
them, John and Paul Galloway, being owners of
the Lumber Company. All are charged with mur-
der. This, perhaps, indicates that the Trust has
not entirely corralled the officialdom of Louisiana.
It is certain that they are in bad repute with the
business element in nearly all of the towns as their
commissaries have been the means of controlling
nearly the entire earnings of their employees, who
are compelled to trade with the companies or lose
the only means they have of making a living.

To maintain their absolute control of the camps
the lumber companies, with the aid of their thugs,
patrolled the towns; in some places inclosures
were built around the mills and shacks. Notices
were posted warning away union men, peddlers
and Socialists.

Only a few days ago, H. G. Creel, one of the

Rip-Saw editors on a lecture tour, was roughly
handled at Oakdale and De Ridder, La. He was
compelled to leave the first-named place, being
threatened and intimidated by gun-men.

The small merchant realizes that if the workers
are allowed to trade where they choose some of
their money would pass over their counters and
they know if wages are increased there would be
a corresponding increase in their day’s receipts.
This will account for the fact that the small busi-
nessman and farmer have given their sympathy
and a measure of support to the growing union of
timber workers.

Arthur L. Emerson and Jay Smith, both south-
ern born, are the men around whom interest cen-
ters. They are the men who organized the Brother-
hood of Timber Workers. Emerson had made two
trips to the West—one to the Lumber District to
the Southwest and the other to the Northwest.
It was during the time that he worked with the
lumberjacks of the Pacific Coast that he learned
the need of organization. This thought was espe-
cially developed when he came in contact with
the Lumber Workers’ Union of St. Regis and other
points in the Bitter Root Range of Mountains.
Being a practical lumberjack and sawmill hand
and mill-wright himself, he saw at once the dis-
crepancy in wages between the Pacific Coast and
the Gulf States and upon his return to Dixieland
he immediately took up the burden of organizing
the workers as the only possible means of bring-
ing up their wages and conditions to the level of
the already too-low Western scale.

His first attempt was at Fullerton, Louisiana,
where, after securing employment in the mill, by
energetic work, he had in a few days secured a
list of eighty-five of the one hundred and twenty-
five employes who signified their willingness to
join ah organization such as he, in his earnestness,
explained to them, outlining the benefits to be de-
rived if all would stand together in one union.

Emerson traveled from place to place securing
a few days” employment in the different lumber
camps, carrying his message of unionism to the
slaves of the pine forests and cypress swamps of
the southern states.

In this work of organization, he soon enlisted
Jay Smith, his colleague in office, the present Sec-
retary of the organization, and thousands of other
stalwart men of the woods and sawmills, never
hesitating at the color line or the nature of a man’s
work.



The framework of the Brotherhood of Timber
Workers was as solid as the heart of the mighty
oak that they converted into lumber. It was se-
curely rooted. With headquarters at Alexandria,
La., it branched out into the surrounding states.
Its membership rapidly increased until thirty thou-
sand of the wage slaves of the Lumber Trust
were enrolled in its ranks.

Through the system of espionage which the
Trust has established throughout its domain, the
managers of the companies kept themselves in-
formed of the work of the organization and its
rapid growth. They realized that with this kind of
an organization to contend with, their despotic
methods would be at an end and they determined
to destroy it root and branch.

To this end the Southern Lumber Operators’
Ass'n. applied the most drastic action, closing
down without notice forty-six mills. The thousands
of workers who were employed in the lumber in-
dustry were thus deprived of their means of liveli-
hood and left to shift for themselves. This arbitrary
shut-down was continued for a period of nearly
six months, and it is only now that the operators
are endeavoring to run their mills as the demand
for lumber has become so great and as the prices
are higher than at any period in the history of the
lumber industry the most vigorous efforts are be-
ing made to man the mills with nonunion labor.

Being unsuccessful a few of the largest com-
panies have withdrawn from the Association; have
granted the demands of the Timber Workers and
are now running their mills night and day to fill
accumulated orders.

The more obstreperous members of the Asso-
ciation are still trying to maintain their black list
through the agency of their labor clearing house
which has recently been established at Branch
Headquarters located at Alexandria.

Their black-listing system is the most complete
in operation anywhere. A man is compelled to
give his name, birthplace, his color is recorded,
the name and residence of his relatives, his former
place of employment, the reason of his discharge
or leaving his last place of work and particularly
is he compelled to abjure all connection with the
Brotherhood of Timber Workers or the Industrial
Workers of the World. No later than the Fourth
of July, celebrated as Independence Day in this
country, John Henry Kirby, one of the wealthiest
timber barons of the South, in a spread eagle ora-
tion, declared:
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“That we do ask a man when he applies to us
for work whether he is a member of the B.T.W.
or LW.W. If he is, we have nothing that he
can do.”

Thus a free-born American citizen, or one who
has adopted this “Freeland” as his country, is de-
nied the right to live and at the same time belong
to this organization. The two having now merged,
Mr. Kirby will have to refer to them as one in the
future.

At the last convention of the Brotherhood of
Timber Workers, attended by the writer, which
was held last May, by an almost unanimous vote,
application was made to the Industrial Workers
of the World for a charter. The action of the con-
vention was submitted to a referendum of the
rank and file and has been sustained without a
single opposing vote.

In September the Timber Workers of the South
will meet in Convention representatives of timber
workers from all other districts.

This meeting will be held in Chicago at about
the time of the general convention of the Indus-
trial Workers of the World. Then a National In-
dustrial Union of Timber and Lumber Workers
will be formed. This will include all of the work-
ers employed in the United States, Canada and
Mexico, in this industry, which in this country,
is the third largest in importance and employs,
perhaps, more men than any other.

Until the American Labor Union, which later
merged with the LW.W. began organizing the
Lumber Workers, these millions of men were with-
out a union of any kind. The organization which
has now such a splendid foothold, will not limit
its jurisdiction to any craft, section or division
of the industry, but will include every man em-
ployed in the woods, the mills and the co-related
industries.

The fight will be a long one and a bitter one.
The struggle will be intense. Members and their
families will suffer keen heart pangs, as the lum-
ber barons will not loosen the stranglehold on
their ill-gotten profits until they have exhausted
every weapon that Capitalism has armed them
with. But now that the workers of the Southland
have joined hands with their fellow workers of
the North, there can be but one result as the out-
come of their united efforts. It can be recorded in
one word—vicrory! And the first step has been
taken in the onward march toward Industrial
Freedom!




Industrial Worker, August 25, 1917.
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This unsigned poem appeared in Solidarity (Au-
gust 4, 1917) during a major LW.W. strike in
the Northwest lumber camps for better living and
working conditions. A second version of the poem,
collected by folklorist William Alderson, appeared
in the California Folklore Quarterly (Vol. I, 1942).

FIFTY THOUSAND LUMBER JACKS*
(Tune: “Portland County Jail”)

Fifty thousand lumberjacks, fifty thousand packs,

Fifty thousand dirty rolls of blankets on their
backs.

Fifty thousand minds made up to strike and strike
like men;

For fifty years they've “packed” a bed, but never
will again.

Chorus:

“Such a lot of devils,”—that’s what the papers say—

“They’ve gone on strike for shorter hours and some
increase in pay.

They left the camps, the lazy tramps, they all
walked out as one;

They say they'Il win the strike or put the bosses on
the bum.”

Fifty thousand wooden bunks full of things that
crawl;

Fifty thousand restless men have left them once
for all.

One by one they dared not say, “Fat, the hours are
long.”

If they did they'd hike—but now they’re fifty
thousand strong.

Fatty Rich, we know your game, know your pride
is pricked.

Say—but why not be a man, and own when you are
licked?

They've joined the One Big Union—gee—for
goodness sake, get wise!

The more you try to buck them now, the more they
organize.

Take a tip and start right in—plan some cozy
rooms

Six or eight spring beds in each, with towels, sheets
and brooms;
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Shower baths for men who work keep them well
and fit;

A laundry, too, and drying room, would help a
little bit.

Get some dishes, white and clean; good pure food
to eat;

See that cook has help enough to keep the table
neat.

Tap the bell for eight hours’ work; treat the boys
like men,

And fifty thousand lumberjacks may come to
work again.

Men who work should be well paid—“A man’s a
man for a’ that.”

Many a man has a home to keep same as yourself,
Old Fat.

Mothers, sisters, sweethearts, wives, children, too,
galore

Stand behind the men to win this bread and butter
war.

5

William Alderson wrote in the California Folklore
Quarterly (Vol. I, 1942, p. 376): “In the Spring of
1942, Dr. Harold Barto of Ellensburg, Washing-
ton, gave me this LW.W. song which he learned
in the logging camps of northern Idaho in 1917.
. . . It is sung to the tune of ‘A Son of a Gam-
boleer' . . . Professor Arthur G. Brodeur has
pointed out to me a general similarity in metrical
pattern and even in phrase—‘twenty-thousand
Cornish men'—between “Trelawny’ and this song.”

FIFTY THOUSAND LUMBERJACKS

1. Fifty thousand lumberjacks
Goin’ out to work,
Fifty thousand honest men
That never loaf or shirk
Fifty thousand lumberjacks
They sweat and swear and strain,
Get nothin’ but a cussin’
From the pushes and the brains.

2. Fifty thousand lumberjacks
Goin’ in to eat
Fifty thousand plates of slum
Made from tainted meat,
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Fifty thousand lumberjacks
All settin’ up a yell

To kill the bellyrobbers
An’ damn their souls to hell.

3. Fifty thousand lumberjacks
Sleepin’ in pole bunks
Fifty thousand odors
From dirty socks to skunks,
Fifty thousand lumberjacks
Who snore and moan and groan
While fifty million graybacks
Are pickin’ at their bones.

4. Fifty thousand lumberjacks

Fifty thousand packs

Fifty thousand dirty rolls
Upon their dirty backs

Fifty thousand lumberjacks
Strike and strike like men;

For fifty years we packed our rolls,
But never will again.

6

For a “Bindleless Day” on the First of May,
All the workers will agitate.

7

T-Bone Slim wrote this very popular statement
which was printed on small colored cards and sold
to raise money for the organization. This version
was taken from such a card in the LW.W. files in
the Labadie Collection.

THE LUMBER JACK’S PRAYER

I pray dear Lord for Jesus’ sake,
Give us this day a T-Bone Steak,
Hallowed be thy Holy name,
But don’t forget to send the same.

Oh, hear my humble cry, Oh Lord,
And send us down some decent board,
Brown gravy and some German fried,
With sliced tomatoes on the side.

Observe me on my bended legs,
I'm asking you for Ham and Eggs,

Archie Sinclair, head of the L W.W. California De-
fense Committee, was the author of this poem,
which appeared in the Industrial Worker (Feb-
ruary 16, 1918).

BINDLELESS DAYS

By Archie R. SincLar

The loggers all say, on the First of May,
QOur bindles we will shed.
From the First of May till Judgment Day,
We'll nevermore carry a bed.

X L =”
From that time on, at dusk or dawn,
When hiking over the road,
Morning or night, we'll travel light,
Not one will carry a load.

-3 L *
If the boss wants to pack a bed on his back
We have nothing more to say.
But nary a jack will carry a pack
After the First of May.

£ L] &
So here is a toast to the men of the Coast
The loggers and job delegate,

And if thou havest custard pies,
I like, dear Lord, the largest size. .

Oh, hear my cry, All Mighty Host,
I quite forgot the Quail on Toast,
—Let your kindly heart be stirred,
And stuff some oysters in that bird.

Dear Lord, we know your Holy wish,
On Friday we must have a fish,

Our flesh is weak and spirit stale,
You better make that fish a whale.

Oh, hear me Lord, remove these “Dogs,”
These sausages of powder'd logs,
Your bull beef hash and bearded Snouts.
Take them to hell or thereabouts.

With Alum bread and Pressed-Beef butts,
Dear Lord you damn near ruin’d my guts,
Your white-wash milk and Oleorine,

I wish to Christ I'd never seen.

Oh, hear me Lord, I am praying still,
But if you won’t, our union will,

Put pork chops on the bill of fare,
And starve no workers anywhere.



ANSWER TO THE PRAYER

I am happy to say this prayer has been answered—
by the “old man” himself. He tells me He has fur-
nished—plenty for all—and that if T am not getting
mine it’s because I am not organized SUFFICIENTLY
strong to force the master to loosen up.

He tells me he has no knowledge on Dogs,
Pressed-Beef Butts, etc., and that they probably
are products of the Devil. He further informs me
the Capitalists are children of Hisn—and that He
absolutely refuses to participate in any children’s
squabbles. He believes in letting us fight it out
along the lines of Industrial Unionism.

Yours in faith,
T-BONE SLIM.
norE—The money derived from the sale of these,
goes for the payment of putting out free literature.

PRICE 10 CENTS

8

This short story about “technological improve-
ments” in the lumber camps appeared, unsigned,
in the LW.W. publication The Lumberjack Bulle-
tin (May 4, 1918).

TALL TIMBER TALES

The newest member fell in behind Lumberjack
Joe on the trail and spoke up rather resentfully:

“Well, anyhow, T'll bet you and Paul Bunyan
never logged with a flying machine. Now did you?”

“Son,” answered Joe over his shoulder, “men
were too cheap in them days to bother much
about machinery, but the cook did rig up one of
them contraptions to turn flapjacks with and load
them onto the men’s plates. You see he had to
cook for a crew of one thousand scissorbills and
even with their roller skates the flunkeys couldn’t
get the flapjacks down to the far end of the big
table until they were too cold to eat. When Paul
laid eyes on the handy rig he raised the cook’s
wages to $18 a month.”

“Eighteen a month!” excldimed the cub mem-
ber. “And what wages did the loggers get?”

“We paid them a package of Peerless each day,
a bottle of whiskey every Saturday night, $10 in
commissary and $3 in cash each month, and
charged them for wear and tear on the tools. They
had to furnish their own lanterns and it kept them
broke most of the time buying oil, until Paul hit

LUMBERJACKS: NORTH AND SOUTH 269

on a scheme to get them free light. It worked fine
until John D. put it on the bum.”

“What was the scheme?” inquired the newest
member.

“The men filled their lantern globes with light-
ning bugs,” answered Joe, “and they gave a bet-
ter light than kerosene. Coal-oil Johnny sure was
sore at us, and when he failed to make an injunc-
tion stick against us, he got a bunch of sentimental
old women to organize a Society for the Abolition
of Firefly Slavery and made us turn all the bugs

“loose. Then when Paul went East and got the ma-

chinery idea in his nut he came back with a jigger-
maroo that dumped 8oo of the crew down the skid
road onto the bread line. All we needed was
loaders.”

“Geel” exclaimed the cub member with his
mouth hanging wide open. “What kind of a ma-
chine was it?”

“It was a go foot Improved McCormick Reaper
and Harvester with 15 foot blades as sharp as
razors. Paul hitched the old blue ox onto it and
mowed down every tree in Kansas. The machine
cut them close to the ground, trimmed them clean,
ground up the tops into patent breakfast food,
and tied up the logs in bundles of five. We made
a million dollars every day and were known all
over the country as great philanthropists because
all the breakfast food we didn’t feed to the ox and
the crew we sent down to be given away to the
hungry lumberjacks on the bread line.”

“But I'll bet that the high lead camps have
about the last word in logging machinery,” re-
marked the newest member.

“Forget that noise,” said Lumberjack Joe a trifle
impatiently. “There is no such thing as a last word
in machinery. There are machines to make ma-
chines to make machines. But the latest thing in
machinery for the woods is the motor chain saw
which will cut down a thirty inch tree in two min-
utes, and cut it low without waste. It would have
made Paul Bunyan jump with joy to see one of
them. That machine will make I.W.W. members
out of the loggers who still think their skill makes
them better than other workers, faster than all the
speeches of the delegates. Say, son, if every wob-
bly were jailed tomorrow, the machine would
produce a fresh crop of revolutionary industrial
unionists within a year. We should worry!”

And Lumberjack Joe stopped with the bunch
long enough to find out what his new duties were
to be.
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ALL “BINDLES” WiLL BE BURNED GN MAY FIRST

A

MAY THE FIRST

Industrial Worker, February g, 1918.

9

George Milburn collected this unsigned LW.W.
poem and included it in The Hobo’s Hornbook
(New York, 1930). Its source is not known.

THE TIMBER BEAST’S LAMENT

I'm on the boat for the camp

With a sick and aching head,;

T've blowed another winter’s stake,
And got the jims instead.

It seems I'll never learn the truth
That’s written plain as day,

It’s, the only time they welcome you
Is when you make it pay.

And it’s “blanket-stiff” and “jungle-hound,”
And “pitch him out the door,”

But it’s “Howdy, Jack, old-timer,”.

When you've got the price for more.

Oh, tonight the boat is rocky,
And I ain’t got a bunk,

Not a rare of cheering likker,
Just a turkey full of junk.

AlL'T call my life’s possessions,
Is just what I carry "round,

For I've blowed the rest on skid-roads,
Of a hundred gyppo towns.

And it’s “lumberjack” and “timber-beast,”
And “Give these bums a ride,”

But it’s “Have one on the house, old boy,”
If you're stepping with the tide.

And the chokers will be heavy,

Just as heavy, just as cold,

When the hooker gives the high-ball,
And we start to dig for gold.

And I'll cuss the siren skid-road,
With its blatant, drunken tune,

But then, of course, I'll up and make
Another trip next June.

10

Signed with the initials, “]. B.,” this song appeared
in the Industrial Worker (October 11, 1919). It is
almost identical with a poem, “The Wino's Nose,”
by Ed Anderson, which was included in a scrap-
book compiled in 1919-20 by L.W.W. member
E. Rose and donated some years ago to the La-
badie Collection. The undated clipping is headed
California Defense Bulletin, an 1.W.W. publica-
tion issued in 1g1g-20.

In his Journal of American Folklore article,
Archie Green discussed this song. He wrote: “ “The
Dehorn Song’ is no lyric masterpiece, but it reveals
facets of labor folklore. It also shows that the
Wobbly could poke fun at himself; he possessed
a strain of humor sadly lacking in other sections
of the radical movement. The song flays the drunk-
ard but not in the saccharine tones of a temperance
tract, for behind the portrait lay the militant de-
horn squad—an instrument of social control devel-
oped by outcasts consciously dedicated to rebuild-
ing society.”

The melody as well as the inspiration for “The
Dehorn’s Nose” and “The Wino’s Nose” is Jim
Connell's “The Red Flag.”

THE DE-HORN’S NOSE IS
DEEPEST RED

By]. B.

The De-Horn’s nose is deepest red,
The one bright spot on an empty head.



To get his booze he begs and steals,
Half-naked goes, and without meals.

Chorus

O! De-Horn why don’t you get wise?
And quit the booze and organize.
A sober mind shall win the day,
The One Big Union shows the way.

And when the De-Horn gets a job,
He's satisfied, the dirty slob,

A pile of straw will do for bed,
On which to rest his weary head.

To stick around and fix the job,
It never pierced his empty nob,
For fifty cents will get him drunk,
And fifteen cents a lousy bunk.

But when the De-Horn gets stake-bound,
And starts to dreaming about town,
He kicks about the rotten chuck,
And never saw such a sticky muck.

O! Point to him with nose so red,
With tangled feet and soggy head,
For, all this life to him will yield,
Is just a grave in potter’s field.

11
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In this great free land

Of compulsory schools

Was very simple;

My MOTHER taught me
Reading and writing

And T went to school

For a three-months’ term,
And a five-months’ term!
Then

I was EIGHT years old

And my father went

As a STRIKE-BREAKER

To the West Virginia mines.
I remember the TENTS

Of the uNION miners,
Driven from their homes
CAMPING

Over the river.

They put me to work at once
UNDERGROUND

And when the inspectors came
1 had to HDE

In the old workings,

For the legal age in the mines
‘Was FOURTEEN Yyears,

But neither the Boss

Nor my FATHER

271

“Anise” was the pen name of Anna Louise Strong
(1885—), an American journalist and writer who
has written about revolutions all around the world.
Miss Strong was feature editor of the Seattle
Union Record from 1916 to 1921 and reported on
the Montesano ( Washington) trial of the Wob-
blies sentenced to prison following the Centralia
Armistice Day massacre in November 1919. These
free-verse poems, describing the LW.W. defend-
ants in the trial, were in the file of LW.W. poems
in the Labadie Collection. Their source of publi-
cation is not known.

Cared about Law!
I was caught
In the Papoose explosion
At the age of eleven,
And I ran away from home
At thirteen.
1 followed MiNING
All over the country
Joining the unION
In Shadyside, Ohio.
1 was sIxTEEN then
CENTRALIA PICTURES And had worked EIGHT years,
By Anise And in all those years

1. Eugene Barnett My only chan'ce for schooling
Was a short time
“I was born,” he said,
“In the hills of Carolina, When I was TOO WEAK
And the schooling I got To work!

After a FEVER,
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But somehow I managed to get

A good-looking wife
Who encouraged me
To improve myself!

We had a little girl that died

And a boy that lived,
He’s two years now

And a BRIGHT xID;

Can't keep still!

We took a homestead
Over in Idaho

Till the government called
For MiNERs,

So I came to Centralia
At the country’s call
And after the Armistice
There wasn’t much work!
I saw the raid on the hall
And the starting

Of the MAN-HUNT,

And I rode home

For my cux

To get some law and order
In Centralia!

When they arrested me
I didn’t tell all I knew,
For I was afraid if T did
I mightn’t live to see

A court-room triall”

2. Ray Becker

It was through the bars
Of the county jail
That he told his story,
While the jailer waited
In a corner,

And the other boys
Were washing up

For supper:

“I'm twenty-five,” he said,
“And I studied four years,
Intending to be

A sky-pILoT!

But after I saw

The INSIDE WORKINGS

1 quirr!

Not overnight, of course,
Nor in a day,

It took some time.

For I come

From a PrEACHER family!
My father has a pulpit
And one of my brothers
Has a pulpit.

But I found most people
Wouldn’t PraCTICE

What you PREACH,

And I didn’t see zow

To get them to.

Besides,

To be real Frank

I no longer believed
mosT of the stuff

And I didn’t want

To preach it.

Since 1915

T've been in the woobs
And I joined the Wobblies
In 1917.

After the raid on our hall
I was one of the occupants
Of the 1ce-BOX

And I had

An Iver Johnson .38!
That was how

I come to be HERE,—

But I figure

The only practical Christians
TODAY

Are the LW W/s
And the Socialists,
And the folks

That are trying to get
A NEW WORLD!
Anyway,

Christ was a TRAMP
Without a place

To ‘lay his head,
And wg are tramps,



And I guess

That fifth chapter

Of the epistle of James,
Telling the ricH FOLKS
To weep and howl

For what was COMING,
Must have been written
By a wossLY!”

3. Bert Bland

All life’s uncertainties
Sat lightly on him,

He was of the woops
And yYounG enough

To smile at danger,
Indeed, he smiled

On all the world

With joyous greeting

As if everyone he met
Gave him PLEASURE,

“I was three years old,” he said,
“When they brought me to Washington
From the Illinois farm
Where I was born.

My father, too, was born
In Illinois

In Lincoln’s time,

And my mother came
From the soutH,—

I guess I'm about as near
An American

As they make them,

And if I ever had ancestors
From any foreign land
They got lost somewhere
In the PrAIRIES!

1 was sixteen

When I became a LOGGER
And for eight years

T’'ve followed the woobs,
It’s a great life

If you dont Weaken,
But the camps

Are certainly RoTTEN!
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Fourteen of us slept

In a 10 by 14 bunkhouse
Over in Raymond,

With our wet clothes
STEAMING

In the middle of the shack!
The bad conditions drove me
From camp to camp,
Twenty-two different ones

In a single year,—

And only one of them all
Had a BaTH!

T've been a WOBBLY

For about three years
Hoping to change conditions.
When they raided our hall

I shot from the hill

To defend it,

And then I fled to the woods!
A lynching party

Had me surrounded once
But I crawled through them
About 1 A.M.

On my hands and knees,

And lay out in the hills

For seven nights.

I was the lucky guy,—

For by the time they got me
In a train-shed,

Things had quieted some,

So I missed

The TERRORIZING

The others got

In the Centralia jail,

And the worst they handed me
Was watching OILY ABEL,
The Lumber Trust’s pet lawyer
Helping the state hand
‘JUSTICE

To rebel Lumberjacks!”

4. Britt Smith

The weight of the world
Seemed resting

273
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On his shoulders,

He was thirty-eight

And had followed the woods
For twenty years.

He knew to the full

The lumber camps of Washington,
And he had no more
ILLUSIONS

He sawed the timbers

To build the great flume
At Electron,

Where the mountain waters
Come pouring down

To give, light and power
In Tacoma,

And to carry

The ruxurious Olympian
Over the Cascades,

Softly and smoothly,
With passengers warm
And COMFORTABLE.

But he and his fellows
Had slept in a swame

On cedar PLANKS,

And had no place

To wasH

After their day’s labor.
He said: “T have slept
WEEKS at a time

In WET CLOTHES,

Working

All day in the rain,
Without any place,

To prY ouT.

I have washed my clothes
By tying them

To a stake in the river,
Letting the current

Beat them partly clean.
It was often the only place
We had for washing.”

It was HE

The LYNCHERS sought
That night of terror
When the lights went out

And they broke into the jail
And dragged forth Everest
To torture

And mutilation

And hanging, .
Crying: “We've got Britt Smith!”
For he was secretary

Of the LW.W s

And lived in a little room
At the back of the hall
Which he tried to defend
In the ram,—

It was his only HOME

He had spent his strength
And used his youth
Cutting LUMBER

For the homes of others!

Wesley Everest.
Labadie Collection photo files.
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Wesley Everest is one of the trilogy of LW.W.
martyrs (Joe Hill, Frank Little, Wesley Everest)
which has inspired tributes from Wobbly and non-
Wobbly writers. John Dos Passos compared Wes-
ley Everest to Paul Bunyan in his novel Nineteen
Nineteen ( New York, 1932). Robert Cantwell re-
created the situation in Centralia in his story “The
Hills Around Centralia,” included in the Anthol-
ogy of Proletarian Literature (New York, 1935).
Richard Brazier wrote two poems in memory of
Everest, “The Ballad of Wesley Everest” and “The
Hidden Grave of Wesley Everest,” and several of
the other Centralia defendants paid tribute to him
in verse.

This poem on Wesley Everest by Ralph Chaplin
is taken from the Industrial Pioneer (July 1921).
It has been frequently reprinted in the LW.W.
press.

WESLEY EVEREST

By Rarea CHAPLIN

Torn and defiant as a wind-lashed reed,

Wounded he faced you as he stood at bay;

You dared not lynch him in the light of day,

But on your dungeon stones you let him bleed;

Night came . . . and you black vigilants of
Greed . . .

Like human wolves, seized hard upon your prey,

Tortured and killed . . . and silently slunk away

Without one qualm of horror at the deed.

Once . . . long ago . . . do you remember how
You hailed Him king for soldiers to deride—

You placed a scroll above His bleeding brow
And spat upon Him, scourged Him, crucified . . .
A rebel unto Caesar—then as now

Alone, thorn-crowned, a spear wound in his sidel

13

Two more Tightline Johnson stories by Ralph
Winstead find Johnson attempting to improve con-
ditions in the lumber camps. After World War I,
lumber companies started a piecework system,
called “the gyppo system” by Wobblies, in an ai-
tempt to counter the effects of collective bargain-
ing. As Fred Thompson wrote: “They brought it
in with a sugar coating, letting men earn three and
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four times as much as they would make at hourly
rates, but wiser heads knew this was to get it go-
ing. The need to settle prices for each operation
would bring individual bargaining and eventually
less pay for more work. . . . Opinion among
ILW.W. members differed. The general sentiment
was that no Wobbly would work gyppo. . . . A
few who knew their economics suggested that
given these circumstances of a money-hungry
majority, and the current high rates offered for
piece work, the judicious thing was for the union
to allow it on the proviso that the rates be set for
each operation by collective bargaining and kept
so high that unit costs would exceed those result-
ing from an hourly rate” (The LW.W.: Tts First
Fifty Years).

“Chinwhiskers, Haywire, and Pitchforks” was
printed in the One Big Union Monthly (January
1g21). “Johnson, the Gypo” is from the Industrial
Pioneer (September 1921).

CHIN-WHISKERS, HAY-WIRE, AND
PITCHFORKS

By RaLpa WINSTEAD

I was moping down the skid road, sort of upend-
ing the fact that pretty soon I would have to buy
a master or give the grub question the go-by.
Them kind of thoughts are never frolicsome, but
of themselves is not liable to superinduce these
here railroad blues. I have sort of got used to
havin’ the bottom of the sack just a few jingles
down, and you know we are never very much con-
cerned over what we have grown accustomed to,
like the feller says of his wife.

But this here moribund condition of mine had
justification for bein’. The very night before, I had
got stood against a wall by Keefe and his Red
Squad while they vacuum-cleaned me, looking for
the red card. It is true, they didn’t get anything
on me because when I hit these malevolent sec-
tions I leave the little due book up where the
chambermaid can see if I am paid up or not. The
job, I maintains, is the place to carry the card at.

I turned the corner goin’ down towards Archie’s
slave market when who should I bump into but
Pearlie MacCann. Now, Pearlie is just the right
sort of antidote for any dark-brown morning that
comes along. He just radiates joy. In fact, just
to think about that fellow worker is to raise up a
glow that is more intoxicating than a shot and a
half of Dehorn.
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You don’t know Pearlie MacCann? Say! Pearlie
is the most all-there he-man that ever hit the
sticks. He savvies how to get out the round stuff,
too, but better than that he knows all the methods
for gettin’ conditions improved in some of the in-
sect laboratories that are to be found even yet on
parts of the Coast.

As a scizzorbill evangelist he sure gets the goods.
Why, he went single-handed into the cook shack
up at hostile Clallan Bay and pulled out the camp,
cook house crew and all, till the Super came thru
with the grub that the cook wanted, and then de-
cided that it was better to put up that dry-house
than to take a chance on losing his job.

MacCann shipped into the outfit as a pearl-
diver, and that js how he got the name of Pearlie.
This was early in 1918, too, when to be a Wob was
about as tough as it is now, only more so.

When Pearlie saw me he grinned a welcome like
a shark. “Hello, there, Tightline!” he said warmly
as he hooked me with that grip of his. “Where
have you been all these days since old Paulson
reclaimed the bunk space we was usin’®”

I give him a list of my late ambulations and he
returned with his. Then he sprung a job on me.

“Say, Tightline, you still nosin’ round the grease
pots?”

I nodded.

“Why don’t you take a rest from this fog bustin’
and do a little real work? Come on and load for
me for a few months or so.”

I was startled. “What do you mean,—months?
Have you got a pull with old Weyerhauser lately?
The longest I ever saw you keep one master was
six weeks.”

“Well, anyway, you could come out and give a
fellow a start,” he said. “You see, I got a recom-
mend from Archie as bein’ an A-One hooker if 1
ain’t crossed, and one of these gunny-sack para-
sites decided to hire me and let me pick my own
loader. There’s a donkey puncher already on the
job, or I would put you next to the graft. But as I
always said, a man is a chump that will scald him-
self in good summer weather alongside a yard
hog. Come on out and load for me.”

I knew right then that I was goin’ to go to work,
but for appearances’ sake I stalled a bit. “What
kind of a show you got?” I asks.

“Fine!” says Pearlie. “Couldn’t be better. There’s
two settin’s where the logs is four deep and not a
stump in the ground!”

“Thasso?” says I. “And I suppose the riggin’ is
all ginney line with whistle wire for a haul back.

I'm your man. If you run me out on a work-house
job I'll make you buy an organization stamp for
every drop of sweat that leaks out of me. Say!
Where is this young heaven?”

“Well, to tell the truth, I haven't exactly given
the lay-out the once-over quite, but the proud
owner was tellin’ me that the hooker he had was
loadin’ three cars, and that the men was all kickin®
on account of hard work. I says to myself: “Here’s
where I make a reputation.”

Next afternoon Pearlie and me hitches our suit-
cases onto a Redmond stage and climbs in for
Camp Three. The chauffeur let us off at a little
trail and we started along, as directed, towards the
camp. "Twas about a mile, he told us.

T've picked up books with yards of stuff in "em
tellin’ about leafy bowers, twittering birds and the
like. T never could see no sense in puttin’ such
stuff down into books when there it is, right in
front of a feller in real life, if he only goes out and
looks at it. These here writin’ fellers ought to write
more about conditions and organization and things
that are more important, and let people that are
interested in nature-lovin’ go out and get their na-
ture first hand. I think the reason a lot of ink is
spilled on this nature proposition is that the spill-
ers are afraid to get off the cement for fear they
might get lost, or bit, or something.

Anyhow, it was late spring, and everything had
that tang to it that peps a fellow up and puts some
sass into him. There is a different sort of feeling
in the air than there is in the fall, say in Novem-
ber. November is a sort of dreary, reactionary
month when everything sort of goes backwards.
It ain’t for nothin’ that November was the month
when they hung the victims of the Haymarket
riots. I bet the weather had a lot to do with the
Everett Massacre, with killing Joe Hill and with
the Centralia Conspiracy. But here I am a-gettin’
clear off.

At the end of the trail we came out into a lit-
tle clearing in which was as pretty a picture
of a haunted house as you ever see. An old clap-
boarded farmhouse gone to seed. There was two
or three pig and hen houses scattered around, but
I didn’t see nothin’ that looked like a camp.

We piked up to the door of the fenceless and
unprotected house, and met the bull-cook goin’
after water. Pearlie tells him he was the new hook-
tender, and the bull-cook he shows us over to the
nearest pig-house, which is fixed up with three
bunks.

We dumps down our suit-cases and squints



bout to see the lay-out. No sign of stickers on the
valls, no literature on the table, not even a capi-
alist rag. The shack was one to delight a fresh-air
jend, except that the dust and cobwebs might
1ave caused a sneeze or two. The bunks were of
»rdinary steel, such as our bosses, prompted by a
-ush of emotions to their heads, installed at the
ime of the big Job Strike.

1 ain’t never been interested much in this archi-
secture stuff, but I sure didn’t have no taste for
the mixture that was in that shack. It seemed to
have been built in three installments, each install-
ment put on like a patch on a pair of overalls.
There was a cedar puncheon~and-shake founda-
tion with an overcoat of fir lumber and shingles,
and then to give the modern touch of orneriness
there was some tin and paper stuck around to fill
up the holes.

Under such conditions there is generally a flock
of double-deck bunks and crummy sougans to
sleep under, with the boss a-proddin’ all the time
to get the new men to bring their own blankets.
Here, however, there was only the three half
bunks, and while the sougans were not new, yet
they wasn’t clammy with the rubbin’s from pants
and shoes,—not so far.

So we surmised to ourselves that this must be
the parlor where only the brains was allowed to
sleep.

Pearlie pokes his thumb over at the third bunk
and asks the bull-cook who sleeps there.

The bull-cook looks mysterious and says in a

tone that was meant to sound like he was goin’ to-

give the devil his due even if it went against the
grain: “That's Hal Whicombe’s. He is slingin’ the
riggin’ as a rule, but is tendin’ hook till you get
here. He is a pretty good, steady worker.” He takes
a long pause to think over the next, then he springs
this: “If I were you I would be careful what 1
said to him, “cause he is liable to let it out.”

“Huh,” thinks I, “a stool pigeon!”

Pearlie and me looks at each other. Then Pearlie
turns to the bull-cook. “How long has this Whi-
combe been here?” he asks casual like.

“Well, let’s see, I been here eighteen months
now and he come about a month after I started.
Yeah,—he’s been here seventeen months.”

Pearlie stops monkeyin’ with his clothes and sits
down on the bed. The bull-cook remembers his
water bucket and goes out. Pearlie goes to the
door to see if he is really gone, and then comes
back and says to me: “There is something phoney
here. This bull-cook spills some slave ideas and
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then brands this riggin’ slinger as a stool, after
advertisin’ that he himself is a bill from backwater.
Here he says he’s been on the job for eighteen
months and then tells us strangers that this stool
come since he did. Something dungy some place.”

“All ¥ got to say, Pearlie, is that if this guy is a
stool, you and me will sure lead him a cheerful life
between us, on the job and off. Anyway, we better
wait till we run into him before we lay plans to
put the skids under him. It may be a grudge this
bull-cook has or somethin’.”

So Pearlie and I kept on unpackin’. Neither of
us unloaded any of the books and literature we
had. We wanted to size up this said stool first.

I mopes around the camp to find the drinkin’
water and Pearlie goes over to the cook shack.
After gettin’ a drink I takes a squint at a couple
of shacks that were built about like the one we
had camped in, and finds only one with bunks in.
There was four bunks. I was puzzled. What kind
of a phoney outfit was this, anyway? I wouldn’t
have put it béyond Pearlie to go out to a seven-
man loggin’ camp, but I couldn’t savvy no such
camp bein’ run. I made up my mind that there was
another camp some place around—perhaps up on
the railroad track.

I goes back to the shack and pulls out a book I
had brought along from Andy’s Library, and lays
down to read. By and by Pearlie blows in. He
gives a grunt and lays down, too. His grunt wasn’t
a sociable one, so 1 let him alone.

We could hear the donkey whistling signals as
the men logged, away off towards the timber. By
and by they blow for quits and in half an hour or
so the third roomer in our flat showed up.

He says “Hello,” and wanits to know if one of us
is the new hooker. Pearlie says, “Yes.”

This third party is very chatty and twaddles
along about the weather and the water and the
soap and nothin’ at all while he is gettin’ off his
boots and socks and puttin’ on his change.

Then he grabs a rag from the wall that does for
a towel and goes out to the wash-bench by the
creck. By and by he comes back as confidin’ as
ever and starts to talk about the work. He gets a
lot of slave ideas off his chest in one way and an-
other, about how many they yarded on this day
and how much they would have got on that day
if they hadn’t had bad Iuck with the haul back,
etc., etc. Finally I asks him how many there was
in the crew. He starts countin’ ’em up by name
and finally gets about thirty-five. Then he starts
tellin’ about them: “This feller isn’t much good,”
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and “That feller is a jim dandy,” and, “This other
guy is a'piker.”

Finally Pearlie asks him what kind of a guy this
here bull-cook is. Pearlie casts no remarks about
the bull-cook, just a plain question, but the riggin’
slinger seems glad of a chance to get something off
his chest. “Wah,” he says, “That guy ain’t to be
trusted. Say there ain’t hardly any of the boys
here that like him. O’ course, those that are his
kind like him all right, but I ain’t got no use for
that bunch.”

“How’s that?” asks Pearlie. “What's the trouble
with him?”

“Ah! He’s liable to tell everything you let him
find out about you.”

I nearly fainted. Here was two stools whose
chief occupation seemed to be stoolin® on each
other. I was commencin’ to get real curious to see
what the rest of this famous crew was like. The
chow bell rang and we went over to the cook-
shack and climbed up the dilapidated steps, en-
tered the squee-geed doorway and found our-
selves in the table room. The bull-cook had gradu-
ated into the flunky now and was standin’ ready
to show us the place we should sit in. The Super
was there and they put Pearlie alongside of him
while I got a seat down at the other end.

I'll say this for the grub, I've eat worse, but also
can say that I've had a lot better. There was eight
men at the table. I was wonderin’ where the rest
of the crew was at. It wasn’t Saturday, so that
they'd all be gone to town. This here strangeness
was gettin’ on my nerves. Nothin’ was run the way
it ought to be. Instead of thirty or two hundred
men shovelin’ in the chuck, here was eight. Then
here was all this loose talk about stools the first
thing a fellow hits camp, and nobody seemed to
have a good idea what there was to stool about.
Then because of the rummy actions that had al-
ready come to notice, every other move on the
part of the crew seemed rumdum.

There was a woman cook that we could hear
talkin’ in the kitchen. The pie was dished up in a
saucer and one piece was supposed to satisfy. The
crew was all talkin’ loud at the table, which sure
ain’t no proper way for a crew to act. Everything
made me think that I had gone to some country
where loggin’ was unknown.

Pearlie didn’t show up after supper, so I sup-
posed that he was still listenin’ to the Super. -1
moped over to the other bunk-house and was
stared at for a while by the inmates. I never felt

quite so ornery. These freaks were sure the strang-
est bunch of loggers I ever seen. I got up and left
when I couldn’t get no talk or sense out of them
and walked up to the spring for a drink. There 1
met the fourth character just comin’ back.

He says right away like a real human, “Well,
what do you think of this lay-out?” I told him that
I didn’t hardly know yet and was so pleased at
his slow grin that I could have hugged him.

“Did you bring any papers?” he says, just as tho
out of a dream, to me.

“Well, I got a P. I.,” I come back.

“Huh,” he scoffs, “I see too much of the P. I. to
suit me.” .

“All right, fellow worker,” I says, “come over to
the bunk-house and see if there is anything I can
give you that will suit.”

“Have you got any stamps?” he asks.

“Do you want some?” I counters.

“Yeah,” he says thotfully, “I think I'm behind.
I'll go over and get my book. I'll be right over to
your shack.”

I went into my old valise and dug up my sup-
plies. Then I spread the latest working class pa-
pers out on the bed and the stranger soon appeared
with his little old red card.

He was an old-time dirt-mover and so I trans-
ferred him into 120. While I was busy with his
card he looks over the papers and literature and
picks out all the late copies. He sticks the papers
in his pocket and sits down for a talk.

Before he had a chance to commence I asks him

‘what was the matter with this outfit. says, “Here

is supposed to be a loggin’ camp. Loggin’ camps
generally have a few loggers around and there is
nobody here. Then, the first thing we hit camp
there is two fellows accuse each other of bein’
stools and I commence to believe both of ’em.
Everything has a phoney air and rumdum look.
What is the answer? Is it the Dehorn or moon-
shine, or what? Is it real or just company man-
ners? If I don’t find out what's the matter with this
layout I am goin’ to be as batty as the rest.”

The dirt-mover laughs. “Didn’t you ever see a
bunch of stump ranchers before?” he inquires.

“Sure I seen stump ranchers!”

“Well, these is the real homespun short-horn
variety.”

“I seen all kinds of stump ranchers,” say I. “But
what is the idea of brandin” each other as stools?”

“That’s all over the cook. You see, this cook
hasn’t lived here quite as long as the rest of the



old hens in the neighborhood, and then she gets
the job of mixin’ the mulligan and gets all the rest
of the old dames sore. Then there is church jeal-
ousies tangled up in it, too. Maybe she don’t dip
in the same duckin’ pond as the rest. Anyway,
there is two factions in camp. One faction favors
the cook and the other faction’s against the cook.
They have a string of talk that would make you
weep. It runs like this: “Sally come over to the
house the other day and says so and so. My old
woman got right back at her and tells her so and
so.” This is repeated every day by the bushel, yard
or scraper full.”

“And the class struggle?” asks 1, “where does
that come in?”

“The class struggle is like the Trishman’s flea—
it bites, but it ain’t there.”

Then the oldtimer starts to askin’ for information
about the organization. Him and me had played
different parts of the country, but I give him what
late news I had and he soon gets up and goes to
read the papers. “1 haven’t been able to jar a
single idea loose in this whole camp,” he says.
“These hoosiers just stare at you and don’t get a
single point. Maybe with the three of us we can
do more, but I won’t be much help to you because
I am on the grade and will only get to you at night.
Well, so long!”

In a few minutes Pearlie come in and his eyes
was ashine with excitement. “Tightline,” he
whoops, “we’ve struck a virgin field. Every which-
away you look you see a scizzorinhus. I been out
scoutin’ around and I seen whole droves of chin-
whiskered blocks as innocent of intelligence as a
dehorned sailor. Just think,” he rambles on, “of
yellin’ at a whistle punk with the whiskers of Karl
Marx and cursin’ at a donkey puncher that is a
deacon in the church. I bet there ain’t a2 man in
camp that knows that the Czar of Russia has even
had a chill”

“You're wrong again, Pearlie,” says I, folding up
my report sheet. “T have already sold four papers
and an Ebert Pampblet, and stamped one man up.”

Then I told Pearlie about the dirt driver and
what he had said about the camp. Pearlie was en-
thusiastic. He was already thinkin’ up ways to get
under the hides of stump herders. “To-morrow,”
says he, “I'm to be Queen of the May.”

To-morrow came with the bang and the clang
of the bull-cook’s hammer on the old circular saw
that hung outside the kitchen door. We stirred
from our bunks and washed the wrinkles out of
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our eyes at the wash-bench. Then we filed into
the cook-shack with the bang of the second bell.

It was just getting daylight and the shivers still
ran over us as we gulped down the breakfast and
left for the shack to get the rest of our loggin’
clothes on. Still shivery, we climbed on the log-
gin’ truck that a wheezy, dirty loggin’ dinky loco-
motive shoved up the track from the mill to the
landing where the loggin” was done.

Over the uneven track we jolted and turned
around curve after curve. Nearly all the crew was
piled on the truck and they were carryin’ on a
gabblin’ about this and that. One had come by a
calf during the night. Another was still grumbling
because his wife was too sick to get his breakfast.
Spud plantin’ and plowin’ was discussed in detail.
They were a sodden crew, and the misty morning
air was no pep instiller.

Arrived at the job we all piled off and the crew
scattered to their different places while the locey
went back with the empty truck. I went over and
sized up the loadin’ outfit and found it hay-wire,
right. It was one of these single jack crotch-line
rigs with hooks instead of tongs. Pearlie moped
around and looked over the riggin’, also hummin’
a little tune to himself and takin’ a squint at every-
body in sight. Neither of us found any signs of
efficiency goin’ to waste in the arrangement of the
riggin’.

The Deacon blew the whistle for startin’ time
and Pearlie called the riggin’ crew out to where
there was a stump that was in the road. First rat-
tle would be to pull the stump. "He climbed up in
easy hailin’ distance and directed the setting of
chokers and the shiftin’ of blocks necessary to
jerk the big root out of the ground. When every-
thing was set he turned to the donkey and roared:
“Hoi, hoi! Hoi, hoi! Skinner, back there, the length
of a hoe handle, old timer!”

The Deacon donkey-puncher started and looked
hurt. “A hoe handle,” says he, under his breath.
“How did he know I was a-hoein’ the garden last
night?”

With his mind on the garden he opened up on
the haul-back too far and made at least three times
too much back-run. Pearlie’s “Hoil” was wasted.

“Hoi, hoi, hoi!” yelled Pearlie again in an effort
to land the bull-hook in the right place. The
“Whoa-Back” and the line stopped and stood still,
—exactly right.

“Slack off the length of a cow barn,” ordered
Pearlie, who ran the slack back to the stump which
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was to be pulled, and hooked it in the block. The
riggin’ all set at last, and all clear, Pearlie again
mounted his stump.

“Twist her tail now, old mischief! Prod her with
the pitchfork! Hoil”

At the signal the Deacon opened wide the throt-
tle, the lines tightened, the spar tree shivered, the
guy lines strained, and then the mighty stump
heaved, flew in the air, and was in the way no
more.

“Unhalter the stump, boys, and well plow out
this corner this mornin’,” said Pearlie.

All mornin’ the crew was loggin’ around close
to the landin’, and every sentence that Pearlie let
loose had some reference to the farm in it. He even
come over to me and wanted to know if we
couldn’t fork the logs up on the load easier if we
had some good drinkin’ water. I made a motion to
hang the loadin’ hook in his head, but we scared
up some spring water at that.

When the locey came to take us down to dinner
it was a different crew than which had come up
in the mornin’. There wasn’t much conversation at
all, and what there was, was mostly on other
things besides farmin’,

Dinner was the one meal that these stump
ranchers got. They gobbled down their grub at
the cook-house, and with each additional plate-
full over and above what an ordinary human could
eat I could see a calculatin’ look,~them a-figurin’
how much they was a-savin’. Why, there was one
stumper opposite me that used both hands; and
say! If he’d made a mistake with either hand he’'d
a lost an eyel

That afternoon the landin’ crew took it pretty
easy as the yardin’ was all long haul. We was sit-
tin’ around and as Pearlie was out by the tail-
block I suppose the stumpers thought they was
safe from ridicule.

Anyway, they started to talkin’ and of course
bein’ as there was only two subjects outside of the
women folks that they could talk about that had
any sense at all they was soon harpin’ on them.
Loggin’ and farmin’ was two subjects that was
not to be rooted out till something else was sub-
stituted.

Milk and the price of milk lead to creameries
and co-operatives. The foolish notions these rubes
had of these outfits were comical. Yeah! They was
sure that the reason that their co-op creameries
had failed was because the workin’ plugs didn’t
have brains enough to run such a business. It took

brains and money to put something like that
across, says they, and if a workin’ plug had brains
he would be in business for himself, so the best
way to get ahead was to try and get the most for
what you raised and maybe pick up a good con-
tract or somethin’, so as to pile up a few dollars.

Then I took a hand. I showed them just why
their co-ops always went to the wall just as soon
as they were a menace to Big Biz. I showed them
figures from the Pujo Money Report as to how the
financiers had all the credit facilities tied up in
their pocket. I pulled out a copy of the Industrial
Relations Commission report and showed them
the way wealth was distributed and why. Then I
explained the buying and marketing of raw and
finished products and the dependence on credit
facilities.

“When the financiers control the credit system,”
I asked, “how do you expect them to give credit
to some one who is goin’ to cut out some of their
henchmen’s profits?”

“That’s so,” says the fireman. “There was old
man Nelson that couldn’t raise ten thousand dol-
lars on his thirty thousand dollar ranch in order
to pay the few notes that was outstandin’ against
the Polt Co-op Condenser, so she went under.”

“Well,” says one optimist, “there must be some
way to get at these here guys,—these here trusts
and things.”

“Sure there is,” I tells 'em. “It’s as easy as fallin’
off a log. You and me and anybody else that does
any work is producers. We don’t get robbed when
we go to the store to buy anything. We get robbed
because we don't get what we produce. The
farmer don’t sell his milk for what it is worth, and
the middleman gets the profits. It is as a producer
that he is robbed, and not because he has to pay
fifteen dollars for a pair of shoes. The man who
is bein’ robbed in that shoe transaction is the man
that works at the machine and makes those shoes,
and the man that robs him is the owner of the ma-
chine and the middlemen, too. All we got to do
is to get all the producers together and get them
organized, each according to what he produces,
and put the financiers out of business.”

Wrinkles was a-commencin’ to break out in
places, so I let somebody else take the lead.
The loadin’ donkey puncher took a whirl at the
problem.

“We're producin’ logs right here now. You mean
to say that we are not gettin’ robbed because we
have to pay twenty cents a pound for beans down



at the company store, but because we only get
paid around seven dollars a thousand for the logs
we send down the track, which the mill sells for
forty to twenty dollars a thousand? Then, who is
the robber in this bean proposition? I buy these
beans at the store, so don’t he rob me when he
sells them at such a price?”

“Naw,” says the bright fireman, who had sure
got an earful. “The guy that gets robbed in this
here bean proposition is the guy that grows the
beans. He’s just like the guy that made the shoes.
if we got what we produced in logs we could easy
enough pay for the beans and the farmer could
sure buy more lumber if he got all that his beans
was worth. Couldn’t he?”

“Yeah!—that sounds fine,” says the second loader,
“but how are you goin’ to do all this gettin®”

For half a minute I listened to the silence and
then I told them about the One Big Union, the
Industrial Workers of the World. 1 explained it
to ’em as I had learned it. All about how industry
was to be managed, not for profits but for efficient
production and use.

I showed them what advantages the organiza-
tion had brought to each of "em in immediate gains
right now. The eight-hour day, the better grub,
and everything which had been put up by the boss
because in the other camps the Wobs had fought
and made the bosses come thru with a lot more
than that. This boss was just taggin’ along after
the rest, and all the workers on this job was get-
tin’ some of the benefits of what had been fought
for by the Wobblies in other places. I talked about
the One Big Union idea for fightin’ the capitalists.
1 talked about the One Big Union idea for pro-
duction for use.

When at last we got up from the chinnin’ bee to
load the last car there was a lot of stump ranchers
that had heard things to make ’em think. They
chewed the rag amongst themselves and popped
a lot of questions at one time an’ another, and
generally showed some more life than they had
before.

From then on Pearlie cut out his barn-yard vo-
cabulary. He took a hand in the game, and, any-
way, he is a lot better at explainin’ things than I
am. He tells it so it sounds real and not like it was
bein’ read from a book.

The fireman was the first to line up. I got to
sellin’ literature to the rest of ’em and they read it,
too. Conversation commenced to perk up and 1
listened in to a lot of hot discussions between
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some of these stumpers on subjects that took in
economics, psychology, and a lot of other things
that never would have been dreamed of by these
home guards a short time before this literature
had got to em.

It’s funny that way. Here Pearlie and me could
have said all the things in the books in our own
way and nobody would have listened to us. But if
you get down on print paper with the facts where
a fellow can see them, lookin’ at the words is a lot
like lookin” at the things themselves. If you only
hear somebody say it, why, that don’t carry no
weight. Most anybody can make a noise.

One by one the stumpers commenced to line up,
and from all the pamphlets that was bought I bet
that a lot of ranchers growed weeds that spring.
Then came a little test of job action which showed
that our efforts had not been wasted. The mill
store sent up a case of rotten butter that they had
got stung with. Now, anybody knows that fightin’
for good butter ain't the social revolution, but
anybody also knows that hittin” a punchin’ bag
ain’t knockin’ Dempsey out, neither. Both of these
stunts is good practice for the event aimed at, and
if enough pep is showed up in the practice, why,
this practice is sure goin’ to help in the big event.

Anyway, this butter was shoved under our noses
right noticeable, and Pearlie gets real hostile.
Grub has always been more or less grub to me
since the little jolt I had in the can, where a fancy
taste is not exactly encouraged, so I didn’t pay
much attention, but I noticed that at dinner there
was a considerable murmur about the compara-
tive strength of this butter and skunks and like
things. After the meal was over some of the boys
come to me and asked what was customary in a
case of this here kind and 1 sort of suggested
callin’ a meetin’.

The meetin” was called, too, and it was unani-
mous opinion that this butter was out of place on
a weak, wobbly table. It had ought to be standin’
on its own.

A committee was nominated and elected to in-
form the boss of our sentiments in this matter and,
of course, Pearlie and me makes the committee
along with one more. The Super was kinda cool,
but he couldn’t deny that the butter was too pow-
erful, and yet he was thinkin’ about the same
thing as we was: If these loggers get what they
want in the butter question, maybe they will be
demandin’ something else before long that is lia-
ble to hurt when it comes to fork over.
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“Well,” he says, “I will see that the butter is
taken back, but I want to state this: I ain’t goin’
to have nobody dictatin’ to me how this camp is
goin’ to be run. I would have sent the butter back
anyway without you tellin’ me about it. It seems
to me that there is a lot of agitation against the
government goin’ on here that ought to be stopped,
and if it goes any further something will be liable
to happen.”

This government bunk has been throwed up by
every grafter I ever run across, and it seems to me
that the parasites must have mighty little confi-
dence in the staying power of Uncle Sam, the way
they are always fearful of these U. S. bein’ over-
throwed and destroyed. Anyway, I told the Super
I didn’t get the connection between bad butter
and the U. S. government, although after readin’
about all the war industries’ scandals and the
shippin’ board frauds I seemed to smell somethin’
similar in nature.

At this he gets sore and walks away and we goes
back and reports to the men that better butter is
for those that demand it.

I could see that my time was in for this camp,
so I got out the old defense collection book and
made the rounds that night. I got a donation from
everybody in the camp, includin’ the cook, whose
factional squabble had, by the way, sort of died
down. Three days later the Super told me that one
of my loads had landed in the ditch an’ that he
wanted some one who could load cars to ride and
not to roll, and for me to get my time. I told him
that he was gettin’ his pay for makin’ out and
handin’ people their time, and that I would be on
the job any time that he had a slip for me.

So he came back with the slip all right and I
kissed this outfit good-bye. Pearlie, he stuck
around a while to get a couple of other prospects
that we was workin’ for.

I blowed into Seattle and went out to a real
camp. No more of these hay-wire, chin-whiskered
outfits for mine. I'm thru.

14
JOHNSON THE GYPO

By RaLpH WINSTEAD

This here Gypo proposition reminds me of the old
woman who had a peppy daughter. She used to
moan and plead with the girl to change her state
of mind and be a good girl. This old woman was
faced with a condition of things, not a state of

mind and the only way for to deal with conditions
is by the use of tactics, not by using a line of
appeals to be good.

Now there is one time honored tactic that has
been used by old dames on their daughters since
and before the human race had thumbs. This line
of action was to turn the refractory young female
over a bony knee and administer to the well being
of her ideas by hand.

That ain't the only tactics to fit this particular
problem by a whole lot but at least it has some
advantages over appealing to ’em to be good. They
got inside urges as to what they want and need
and all the appeals in the world don’t cut much
ice in the face of a human urge. Tactics is what
counts.

Now it’s the same way with the Gypo proposi-
tion. These here bushel maniacs just naturally got
the same sort of nature as John D. Rockefeller and
a lot of other humans includin’ all of us. They
wants to get rich quick and are goin’ to listen to
that interior urge to gather in the mazuma when
the gatherin’ is good in spite of any appeals to be
good saintly wobs and travel the narrow path.

But mostly we have been playin’ the part of
the noble mother and been pleadin’ with these
here almost human Gypo birds to be good, and
spurn the pitfalls of their evil ways. What we got
to do is use a few tactics on “em. Maybe spankin’
would be justifiable but maybe it wouldnt get
the goods as quick as a way that me and a bunch
of other wobs tried up at Grinnon one time.

Of course, as I say, tactics is the thing to use
and when tactics is decided on in a whole indus-
try it takes a lot of organized action and workin’
together that is a ot harder than just goin” around
spoutin’ about the humpbacked species that has
ruined the organization and is now keepin’ us on
the bum. In order to put any real tactics across
we got to have a real plan worked out and have
got to put the thing over by co-ordinated action
and not by sanctimonious prayers to stay away
from the sinful contract and keep pure and un-
defiled.

One time I blowed into Seattle with a short stake
and was prepared to stick around town for a week
or two. There was a good bunch in town and we
lit out to take a little relaxation. Snowball Smith
and me was roomin’ together and was takin’ on
the said relaxation mostly in company. About the
first stunt we done was to go out to Alki point and
gather an eyeful along the beach. Of course this
was before the short skirts made the beaches un-



necessary for purposes of sight seein’ but even
aside from this sight satisfaction we was both
longin’ for a salt water swim, and got it.

It was the next afternoon after this excursion
amongst the darin’ dressers that I was walkin’
down the slave market when I noticed on old man
Moore’s board a sign that caught the eye: “Wanted
eight men to take contract bucking and falling.
Details inside.”

There it was, straight Gypo stuff. Chance to
make a co-operative fortune right in my hand. Me
—well, I looked around real quick to see if there
was a humpbacked Swede in sight and not seein’
any 1 high balled right up to the room and got
hold of Snowball.

Now Snowball is one of these here plugs that is
never restin’ with his trigger on safety. They ain’t
no neutral gear in his make-up. Snowball is al-
ways ready to go and further more after the goin’
is a long ways from the start and gets rough, why,
he ain’t the bird to crawfish neither. Maybe he
ain’t exactly what you call an executive genius
that can lay out and get others to carry through
a big campaign but he don’t need to ponder over
no proposition for three weeks to see if it'll hold
water. Snowball makes up his mind quick and
stays with it.

So when I suggests to him that we become the
original humpies and go scabbin’ on ourselves just
for a little fun-and tactical experience, why, Snow-
ball don’t bat an eye but hustles his lid and we
streaks for Moore’s. Nobody had beat us to it so
we got all the details.

Eight men was wanted to sign a contract to fall
and buck a full section of timber up at Grinnon
which as you know is a sort of steeple jack outfit
up in the Olympics off of Hoods Canal. The
ground was level we was told and the timber was
good. The rate was 6oc per thousand and we had
a bunk house all to ourselves.

The company furnished the tools but we had to
do the saw filing. We was to eat in the company
boarding house and they would deduct the board
bill at the pay off. We could draw only fifty per-
cent of what our log scalein’ called for till the job
was finished. Everything in regular Gypo style.

Snowball did most of the talkin’. He made rapid
estimates with greedy eyes at how much we could
clean up in the summer. I almost got in earnest on
the finance end of it myself. It sure sounded good
the way he mentioned the thousands of dollars.

Moore agreed to hold the job till we got six
more fellows to go in with us and so we set out
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to round up six good wobs that was willin’ to mar
their perfectly good reputations in order to put
the Gypo game in bad at Grinnon. We had a hard
time. Some of our best known wobs sneered at the
idea and told us we was just lookin’ for an excuse.
But we kept travellin’ in spite of little set backs
and raised a crew. )

The eight of us signed on and got our John
Hancocks on a big contract that was goin’ to make
or break somebody. Then we separated and rus-
tled our clothes and spent the night listenin’ to
advice not to go and tryin’ to explain why we was
goin’ to the bunch, but they wouldn’t pretend
to believe us. Fainthearted wobs never went
Gypoin’ yet is my claim. The pressure was awful,
but we stuck it out. A fellow’s friends and fellow
workers can always be depended on to state the
right and wrong of things. Right and wrong I
always claims is matters of gettin’ results.

Next mornin’ we grabbed the boat for the first
lap of the trip and after changin’ into busses and
back onto boats a few times we made the landin’
at Grinnon. We was met by the time keeper with
a speeder and made the trip up over the steepest
known loggin’ track in the country and that is
sayin’ a heap.

We didn’t see where the nice level ground men-
tioned in the sacred contract was comin’ in but
we sure enjoyed the scenery which is sure pleas-
ant in this section.

Mountains and valleys with clear tumblin’ riv-
ers and misty clouds hangin’ half way up can sure
wipe out the memory of a lot of squalid misery
found in more civilized sections. Somehow they
make a fellow feel that life is big and not exactly
centered about himself.

And this feelin’ is most necessary to get real
action these days. Most of us like to stick our
chests out about two inches further than is neces-
sary for deep breathin’ and seem to forget that
there are others in the world that might be just as
wise as—the big center of things—me. There are a
lot of us that have to learn to think and act accord-
ing to the biggest benefit to the greatest number
instead of in the way that our own ideas points.

We made the camp alright and found a bunk
house fixed up for us that was pretty fair. The
boss give us the icy eye as if he was only in on
this Gypo proposition by compulsion but the man-
ager was all smiles and explained to us over and
over that he had only left his office work in town
to come up and see that we got a good start.

Of course we was grateful. We even told him
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so. The grub was good too but the flunkies set it
down before us with a bang and the cook looked
cross-eyed at the whole bunch of us. Sure a guy
must have to suffer a lot from just wantin’ to make
a few lousy dollars via the Gypo route in some
places. I even commenced to be scared somebody
that knew me would write it up for the Worker
and demand that I turn in my card. Such would
have sure ruined me for life but then I been ruined
more than once anyhow.

Well, we went out and looked over the ground.
It was level, too. A fine bunch of trees in a level
valley that just seemed to happened along by ac-
cident in the steep canyons. Then we organized
ourselves. Snowball was elected to do the filing
and the Bull buckin’ and the rest of us scattered
out in the trees.

I started in with the fallin’ gang not knowing
anything about this end of the loggin’ game and
we dropped the first tree fine except that the
blamed thing hooked up and it took us most of the
day to get it down where we could look at it.

The Centralia Prisoners.

Then we done better. The manager came around
and found all of us sweatin’ and puffin’ so he went
off to town satisfied that he had solved the prob-
lem of bustin’ up these here pesky wobs by makin’
‘em take an interest in the work. Yeah, we done
better. In the afternoon me and my pardner
dropped three fine big trees, every one of ’em with
high grade timber in ’em—number one flooring
stock, but the blame sticks dropped on stumps
and was busted all to hell. It was sure tough but
I cheerfully took the blame as I didn’t know much
about the fallin’ game anyway.

When I looked over the rest of the crew’s work
I commenced to think that I had picked the big-
gest bunch of green horns that could be found in
the whole organization. Not one of em seemed to
know as much about fallin’ or buckin’ as I used to.

The newly elected bull bucker came around to
me and he pulled his face into a sorrowful twist
and explained that we wasn’t makin’ more than
three or four dollars a day and was a dullin’ a lot
of saws.
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This of course was awful news as it meant that
maybe we wouldn’t make that young fortune we
was a lookin” for here. I promised to speed up and
we did manage by workin® a little overtime to
drop another fir, but it was punky.

The funny part of the whole thing was that we
didn’t seem to improve as the days went by. Some
of the gang got lazy and wouldn’t drop as many
trees as they should and then they would blame
Snowball for bein’ a bum sawfiler but I couldn’t
see anything wrong with his filin’.

The boss dropped around and looked over the
work we had done and I saw him goin’ away with
his hat off and him a scratchin’ his head. He ap-
peared to be plum puzzled by our progress. In the
meantime I got friendly with the blacksmith’s
helper and he told me that the boss once carried a
card in the early days and that there was a good
bunch of wobs that had been sent down the road
to make room for us damn scabs.

You bet I got real friendly with that helper. He
made it a point to see that he wasn’t handlin’ any
hot irons when 1 happened around. Well, we stuck
to this job for a month. Things went from bad to
worse. I commenced to lose faith in the co-opera-
tive movement when it comes to gettin’ work
done. We didn’t seem to have the right spirit for
work no matter which way we tried to bring it out.
Still T learned a lot about fallin’ trees but the
fallin’ pardner didn’t seem to think so. He said
that 1 couldn’t hit even the ground more than
once out of three times without him. Well, I
thought if he was so wise I would try my hand at
buckin’. So we made the switch.

I went on with a big Finn that agreed to show
me how to buck. But I soon wished that I hadn’t
done it. Buckin’ is even harder work to my notion
than fallin’, besides I was no good at it and didn’t
seem able to learn much. About every time that
I got a real good log about half bucked out, why,
somethin’ was sure to happen to the wedges and
the blame log would split. I must of spoiled a lot
of ’em that way but I learned how to buck ’em
off square at last but the bunch decided to let me
buck on the split ones about this time so I didn’t
get any real practice at that.

In other ways, however, things went fine. For
instance the cook finally seemed to get over his
grouch and was real friendly. He came out and
looked over our job and even got jolly about it.
Then we sort of decided to take it easy anyway.
About this time, why, we got a good bunch of pa-
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pers and magazines up and it got so it was harder
and harder to tear ourselves away from the literary
field. We enjoyed discussions on a lot of highbrow
topics and sometimes when the job got irksome
we took a hike up on some of the hills and looked
around. .

Maybe I am a little off on the subject but I sure
admire the scenery in the Olympics. The more 1
saw of it the more I admired it. Finally it got so
that it appealed to me more than even the buckin’
did though I admit that that was sure fascinatin’.
It certainly was wonderful to get away up on the
mountain side and look down on the riggin’ crew
a sweatin’ and strainin’ like little ants down in the
valley while the donkeys would shoot steam like
these little peanut roasters on the pop corn stands
in town.

Oh, it was a great life. I could see where there
was all sorts of temptation to be a gypo. I com-
menced to think that I would like to do this regu-
laxly.

The good grub and the pleasant companionship
sure didn’t make none of us feel bad either. Snow-
ball said that he wore a full inch off of some of
the saws just to keep himself busy about the shack
while we was out on the job but I think he was
exaggeratin’. I never did think that he always
told the whole truth about some things espe-
cially about how hard he worked but I will say
that he changed the looks of some of them saws
alright.

All good things come to an end at last, however,
and one day the scaler come up to scale up our
cut and see where we was at. He come out on the
job unexpected but as it happened three of us was
workin’.

He started to work scalin’ the logs and seemed
to grow real excited. He didn’t stop, however, to
make any remark to us but kept on all day. Well,
he stayed with the job and so did we. When he
got finished he come over to tell us about it. He
was so mad he was almost happy.

“Well, you birds have sure got away with some-
thin’ this time,” he tells us in our bunk house the
night he finished. “You have been here thirty days
and have eat up four hundred dollars’ worth of
grub. You have knocked down and mutilated a
million feet of timber, whether from pure cussed-
ness or because you are damned fools, I don't
know and no one can prove. But I sure have a
bright suspicion because none of you look like
plum idiots to me.”
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“The foreman wrote into town advisin’ the man-
ager to abrogate the contract a couple of weeks
ago but then the manager had an idea he was still
opposed to the contract system. Now I know what
he was opposed to, allright.”

We all asked him what was wrong. We wanted
to know if he was goin’ to get us fired from our
good job. In fact we made him feel that we sure
enjoyed the stay up there but that didn’t seem to
help him any. He went away madder than ever.
I heard later that he had three shares of stock in
the company.

The manager came up and told us that our con-
tract was not worth a damn and that the quicker
we got out of camp the better he would be pleased.
He said that if we wanted to collect the money
for the trees that we had put down we could bring
suit and see what we got.

We pulled out and blew into Seattle but so far
none of us has taken up the matter of our legal
rights to pay for our work. And on the other hand
I saw the boards down at Moore’s chalked up
heavy for buckers and fallers workin’ by the day
at Grinnon right away after we hit town.

Tactics, 1 claims, will get the goods where
dealin’ out the sneers and peddlin’ the holy soli-
darity stuff only makes a man feel ashamed and
unnatural but don’t stop him from wantin’ to obey
that inner urge. In fact some of the looks I got up
in Grinnon made me think that maybe I was a
superior bein’ and not in the crude and unsophis-
ticated circle of common workin stiffs.

Providin’ that I hadn’t already known better I
feel sure that that idea would have got stuck in
me somehow or other. It's funny that way. Every-
body is always ready to believe that he or she
(especially she) is different from the rest of the
people. You know the line of bunk I mean and how
if you shoot it out just right, how it always gets
results.

Well, Gypos don’t want to get no chance to
think that they are different from you and me. Just
use a few organized tactics and the humps on some
of the loggers’ backs will look like a camel’s that
has been through a famine worse than a term in
the Spokane City jail in a free speech fight.

Suppose we just get together and put across a
few tactical manoeuvers on these birds and see
that they don’t obstruct the progress of the or-
ganization any more. That is my idea.

15

This unsigned article appeared in the Four L Bul-
letin (October 1922), the monthly publication of
the Loyal Legion of Loggers and Lumbermen.
The organization was set up by the government
with lumber company support during the World
War I period to counteract the influence of the
I.W.W. in the Northwest woods.

WHY 1 AM A MEMBER OF THE
IW.W.

A PersonaL Recorp By ONE oF THEM

What is it turns men to organizations like
the LW.W.?

We asked a logger, prominent in the coun-
cils of the local LW.W., to tell our readers
in his own words the reasons for his asso-
ciation with the organization; to review his
own life with the idea of noting those things
which led him to become an enemy of soci-
ety as it is and an advocate of drastic change.

This L. W.W. is a sincere, earnest individ-
ual; his natural tastes are literary and studi-
ous. The point of view which he expresses
here is important for all of us to study, for
his convictions, based on that point of view,
are those of thousands of other lumberjacks.
Behind the point of view is a cause, or a
series of them, which would seem to be far
reaching. This author says the cause is es-
sentially American—the result of rapid de-
velopment of industry on a large scale.

EDITOR

I think my answer to this question will interest
your readers, as I come from a part of Europe
which furnishes a very large percentage of the
loggers in the northwest.

As to my past I might say that life has offered
me a very varied bill of fare. From my seventh to
my fourteenth year I generally put in from seven
to eight months a year at the “point of produc-
tion.” We kids in the sugar beet fields of southern
Sweden began our day at 6 a1 and were kept
busy until 8 p.a., with three rests a day, totaling
altogether two hours, making a twelve-hour day.
You can easily imagine how much time we had for
play or study and how physically fit we were for
either.



So my childhood was lost and 1 was an old man
at 14, when I struck a job in a grocery store, and
at the age of 23 I found myself manager for quite
a large business enterprise in my native country—
a co-operative association composed of several
thousand members. The co-operative movement
is to some extent related to socialism, its ideology
is socialistic, and the reason I took such an inter-
est in it was entirely due to my previous study
and participation in the socialistic movement.

At the age of 25 I emigrated to the United
States. To me it was not a question of journeying
to some place where I hoped to gain fortune and
fame. It was merely the satisfying of a desire for
adventure and for knowledge of the world, a de-
sire long suppressed for reasons of entirely per-
sonal nature. My first job in this country was in a
packing plant at South St. Paul, Minn. There I
received a splendid illustration of Upton Sinclair’s
book, “The Jungle,” perhaps the most read book
in Sweden at the time of my departure. It was a
ten-hour day with lots of overtime at regular pay,
16Y% cents per hour. Never do I see a sign advertis-
ing a certain brand of ham and bacon without
thinking of the terrible high premium in sweat
and blood, in misery and starvation, in ignorance
and degeneration, the workers in those establish-
ments have to pay before these products reach
your table.

I turned down offers to again enter the com-
mercial field back in Minnesota in order to be able
to study another class of men, the man of the “wild
west,” as well as the wild west itself, and early in
March, 1910, I headed for this coast.

T'll never forget my first experience in camp. It
was a railroad camp up in the Rockies. Iwas tired
after the hike with my bundle on my back, and
attempted to sit down on a bed, the only furniture
I could see that would furnish me a rest. Before 1
could accomplish the deed I was told in a very
sharp voice in my mother tongue not to do so. I
moved a little and tried another bed, when an-
other Swede gave a similar command. After a
third experiment which ended in a similar way,
I got kind of peeved and began to lecture my
countrymen a little as to civilized manners, when
one of the boys explained: “We only warn you so
as not to get lousy.”

Suffice it to say that I made no more attempts
to rest in that camp, but took a freight train that
very evening and stayed two nights and one day
in a box car before I, nearly froze to death, was
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dumped off at Hillyard, Wash., penniless, with no
one I knew, and unable to speak a word in English.

Shortly after this incident I found myself in a
logging camp in Idaho, across from the city of
Coeur d’Alene. It was double beds two stories
high, sleep on straw, work eleven to twelve hours
per day, but the board was fairly good. I stayed
there for several months, mostly because I wanted
to stay away from my countrymen in order to
learn the language. From there 1 went to British
Columbia. Put in one year in a logging camp in
the Frazer Valley and then one year and a half in
a railroad camp on the Kettle Valley railroad. It
was here 1 aligned myself with the LW.W., and
may I state that there was no delegate in that
camp, and, to the best of my knowledge, not one
member. I went over a hundred miles into Van-
couver, B. C., to get that “little red card.”

The Reasons
Why did I do it?

The reasons were many. While young I had
associated myself with the prohibitionists, joining
the Independent Order of Good Templars. Isoon
came to the conclusion that the liquor traffic itself
is but a natural outgrowth of our existing social
system, and that I could not abolish it without a
fundamental change in society itself.

When working on the Kettle Valley road I ob-
served quite a few interesting facts in this con-
nection. Of over three thousand workers employed
for a couple of years I doubt if there were two
dozen men who left that job with sufficient funds
to carry them for two months. The general rou-
tine was to work for a month, draw your check,
go down to a little town named Hope (the most
hopeless city I've seen) composed of two very
large saloons, a couple of dirty rooming houses,
a couple of stores and half a dozen houses of pros-
titution, and to spend, in a day or two, your every
nickel in either the saloons or the brothels, usually
in both. I saw one Christmas how in one camp of
about 150 men, they carried in over 450 bottles
of whisky, and not one book or newspaper, and all
had a “glorious time.”

The Workers Welcome

Have you ever thought of how we, the workers in
the woods, mines, construction camps or agricul-
cultural fields, are really approached and “enter-
tained” when we visit our present centers of “civ-
ilization” and “culture”® What is the first thing we
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meet? The cheap lodging house, the dark and
dirty restaurant, the saloon or the blind pig, the
prostitutes operating in all the hotels, the moving
picture and cheap vaudeville shows with their
still cheaper, sensational programs, the freaks of
all descriptions who operate on the street corners,
from the ones selling “corn removers” and shoe-
strings to the various religious fanatics and freaks.
Did you ever see a sign in the working class dis-
trict pointing the way to the public library? I have
not. Did you ever meet a sign in any one of the
rooming houses where we are forced to live, ad-
vertising a concert or a real play of any of our
great writers, such as Ibsen, Shaw, Suderman,
Gorky, Tolstoy, Shakespeare or others? Never.

I mention this because I, like all others, have
certain desires I want to satisfy. We want a break
in the monotony of camp life. That’s why we go
to the cities. We want to see and partake in all
those manifestations of eivilized society, we want
amusements, comfort, leisure. We also want a
clean and healthy environment composed of both
sexes, we want a home, family, children. We want
to see ourselves and our ideals in life perpetuated
in our own offspring. And may I say that I hold
this to be a blessing for humanity. Whoever does
not strive and fight for the good things of life is,
in my opinion, dangerous to society. But due to
our perverse social system we are prevented from
satisfying our desires and the majority of our class
accepts whatever is offered as substitute,

Can you condemn them? I cannot. I don’t be-
lieve in condemnation; I do believe in correcting
what is wrong. So I found that I could not accom-
plish much by abolishing liquor—and in fact,
could not abolish this damnable trafic—without a
fundamental change in society itself, as the liquor
traffic is simply part and parcel of our present
social order. It is maintained for the sake of profit
and it is necessary for the sake of profit, at least
until such time as something equally suitable is
ready to take its place.

What the LW.W. Offered

The LW.W. seemed to me then and seems to me
now the only group offering me any sensible pro-
gram under which I could operate with a view to
gaining these good things in life, and such changes
in society as I desired. The LW.W. declared that
our real ruler is our boss. He decides our wages
and thereby our standard of living, our pleasure
or our misery, our education as well as the educa-
tion of our children, our health and our comfort

in life; in fact, he almost decides if we shall be
allowed to live. The LW.W. also told me that by
uniting with my fellow-workers in the industry
and all industries combined into One Big Union
of all the workers, we could successfully combat
our masters’ One Big Union and gain the good
things in life. We did not need to live in misery,
we did not need to be ignorant for lack of time
and access to study. And furthermore, we would
become trained and organized for our final task,
the control and management of industries. And as
this program met my demands I naturally joined
the LW.W.

Some particular influences caused me to devote
my whole life to the organization, and T am sure
that perhaps thousands of others have been simi-
larly influenced and simply forced to align them-
selves with the movement.

I knew a young fellow-worker in Seattle, by
name Gust Johnson. He was only a little more
than 20 years of age, a very quiet and very studi-
ous fellow. He surely had the courage of his con-
victions and he practiced what he preached to the
limit of his ability. He was refined in manners,
exceedingly clean, neat and orderly. He had been
in the United States for about two years, when
the Everett free-speech fight took place. He went
on board the Verona to go with the bunch to
Everett on the fifth of November, 1916, to assist
in enforcing the constitutional right of free speech
and free assemblage. In the shooting that followed
Gust Johnson was the first one who fell with a
bullet through his heart. Gust Johnson, who would
hesitate even to kill a fly, Gust Johnson, to whom
violence and disorder were an abhorrence.

For the Defense of Friends

1 did what every one of you would have done for
a true friend on whom such a cruel outrage had
been committed. I threw myself into the harness
and faithfully worked for the defense of the
seventy-two victims, unjustly arrested, until the
day of their release, and until the memory of Gust
Johnson and the other four victims of the Everett
tragedy stood shining bright before their relatives
and their class.

During this defense work I got acquainted with
another countryman of mine who toured the coun-
try in behalf of the LW.W. His name is Ragnar
Johanson. Ragnar has all the advantages in life
which I lack. He is well educated, well built, hand-
some, a gifted orator and accomplished writer.
Now, there is no intelligent human being who



thinks that any question can be solved by violence.
So Ragnar’s theme has always been: “Violence
signifies weakness; reason, strength.” In hundreds
of lectures I have heard this man urge his fellow-
workers to educate themselves, to study and or-
ganize, but never have I heard him utter one word
about using brutal force or violence to accomplish
their ends. On the contrary he has always argued
against all such teachings as being harmful and
detrimental to the workers as a class or as individ-
uals. Where is Ragnar Johnson now? He is serving
ten years in the Leavenworth, Kan., federal prison,
together with about seventy other fellow-workers
who are my personal acquaintances or friends.

And lastly, although Iam a foreigner, it is only
because I am in America that I am an LW.W.
For, contrary to the belief of many, the LW.W. is
an outgrowth of advanced economic develop-
ments in America, and the Italian, the Russian or
the Swede that you may find in the organization
here would not have been “wobblies” had they
remained in their native countries.

The economic law which says “that commodi-
ties shall be produced by that method which al-
lows for the least expenditure of human labor” is
the real ruler of society. This law cannot be abro-
gated by any combinations, trusts, monopolies,
parties or organizations of any kind. To explain
thoroughly this law would force me to a lengthy
discussion of economics which space forbids. At
present time production on large scale affords the
greatest conformity to this law, hence the success
of the trusts and the great industrial combinations.
United States, with its immensely large natural
resources and its shortage of labor power in years
gone by has offered the best opportunity for the
development of machine production on a large
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scale, while at the same time the aforesaid short-
age of labor power has served as a spur to prog-
ress in this direction. The result is that no country
in the world is so far advanced, industrially, as the
U. S., particularly in leading industries, such as
agriculture, mining, lumbering and manufactur-
ing of machinery and means of locomotion.

The saving of labor power appears through a
thorough-going specialization of the work, through
elimination of competition by means of amalgama-
tions into large trusts whereby unnecessary labor
in management in advertising, in salesmanship,
and in distribution are avoided, and at the same
time over-production with its loss of values in
perishable goods, etc., is limited to a minimum.
The trust is the bosses’ One Big Union whereby
they not only control the price on labor power,
but also safeguard themselves against waste of
labor power. .

The 1.W.W. is the result of the trust, the bosses’
One Big Union. As the trust becomes universal,
succeeds in organizing the industries internation-
ally, so will the LW.W. expand. As the trust is the
logical outcome of technical progress in our mode
of production, is a means by which commodities
can be produced with a smaller expenditure of
human labor than under a competitive system, so
is the L.W.W. outcome of the same forces whose
object is to counteract the power of the trust and
ultimately take full control of the trusts and the
means of production for the benefit of mankind as
a whole. Neither of them can be talked, written
or legislated away. Let’s make an effort to under-
stand them and the underlying causes for their
existence, and much suffering and much hatred
will be avoided.

Yours for industrial freedom.

, INDUSTRIAL UNIONISM

ABOU Tioy

OF THE

WRGE SYSTEM



Chapter 10

Down in the Mines

The early struggles of the Western miners im-
printed a militant heritage on the Industrial Work-
ers of the World. Strikes in the gold, silver, copper,
and lead camps of the West made revolutionary
unionists of the miners as vigilante committees,
state militia, and armed mine guards wrecked
their homes and halls, locked them in bull pens,
and dominated mining towns. Arrests, beatings,
individual killings, machine gunning of union
meetings imbued the Western miner with a fierce
independence characteristic of the reckless and
lawless frontier life.

In 1897 the Western Federation of Miners with-
drew from the American Federation of Labor,
claiming that the A.F.L. had betrayed the miners’
cause. Disillusioned about legal protection from
local courts, state legislatures, and the federal gov-
ernment, mine union leaders like Bill Haywood
and Vincent St. John became convinced that po-
litical action was useless and that direct economic
action was the only way to effect a change. As a re-
sult, the Western Federation of Miners attempted
to broaden its support, first, through spearhead-
ing the organization of the Western Labor Union,
then the American Labor Union, and finally, the
LW.W .—radical industrial unions that, hopefully,
would be able to counter the mine owners’ force
with the force of united labor groups.

A strike in Goldfield, Nevada, a goldmining
town of some 15,000~20,000 persons, was the first
practical test of W.F.M~LW.W, cooperation. It
failed. The Goldfield strike came in the midst of

I rustled the High Ore

I rustled the Bell

I rustled the Badger

I rustled like hell,

I rustled the Tramway,

I rustled the View

And I finally found work

At the Ella-ma-loo (Elm Orlu).

“Rustler’s Song” by Ralph Workman,
Western Folklore (January 1950), p- 25.

the 1907 depression, immediately after the Idaho
trials of W.F.M. President Charles Moyer, LW.W.
leader Bill Haywood, and a blacklisted miner,
George Pettibone. It came at a time when the
LW.W. organization was split over the issue of
direct vs political action.

The Goldfield strike was marked by violence,
the activities of a hostile citizens’ committee, and
martial law, It was complicated by a jurisdictional
dispute between the W.F.M. and an A.F.L. car-
penters’ union, as well as by a sympathetic strike
of miscellaneous town workers organized into an
LW.W. local.

Goldfield became an armed camp. A restau-
rant owner was killed. The town’s businessmen
locked out I.W.W. members. President Theodore
Roosevelt sent in federal troops at the mine own-
ers’ request and, on the day the troops arrived,
the mine companies cut wages and announced an
open shop policy. A commission which investi-
gated the Goldfield situation reported:

The action of the mine operators warrants the
belief that they had determined upon a reduc-
tion of wages and the refusal of employment to
members of the Western Federation of Miners,
but that they feared to take this action unless
they had the protection of Federal troops and
they accordingly laid a plan to secure such
troops and then put their program into effect.t

The loss of the strike in Goldfield gave further im-
petus to the Western Federation of Miners to



withdraw from the LW.W. Growing increasingly
more conservative, the officers of the W.F.M.
charged that the “propaganda of the spouting
hoodlums” had been one of the reasons for the
failure of the strike. On the other hand, Vincent
St. John and other LW.W. organizers claimed that
the 1.W.W. was abused because the union did win
important concessions from the mine companies
in Goldfield: higher wages, an eight-hour day, and
job control. St. John later looked back on the
Goldfield strike as a golden age of ILW.W. effec-
tiveness. He recalled:

No committees were ever sent to any employ-
ers. The unions adopted wage scales and regu-
lated hours. The secretary posted the same on a
bulletin board outside of the union hall, and
it was the LAW. The employers were forced
to come and see the union committees.?

Butte, Montana, was another setting for the
growing hostility between the W.F.M. and the
L.W.W. Butte miners had been organized since
1878 in the largest and strongest metal miners’
organization in the West. For a long time they
claimed that Butte was “the strongest union town
on earth,” where no employment was possible for
a man who did not hold a union card. Oral tradi-
tion has it that even the two Butte chimney sweeps
had their own union and that a local of miscel-
laneous workers once debated whether to boycott
the Butte cemetery in order to help the grave-
digger win better working conditions.3

Butte miners helped organize the Western Fed-
eration of Miners in 1893 and received the Federa-
tion’s first charter. For the next fifteen years they
benefited from a divided enemy, as the “copper
bosses,” in their wars with one another, encour-
aged the unions and wooed union leaders.

Dissension started in Butte Miners Union Local
No. 1 about 1908, following the withdrawal of the
W.F.M. from the LW.W. Radicals among the
Butte miners railed against the position taken by
W.F.M. national officers, and factionalism broke
out in the open in 1911 when the W.F.M.,, after
fourteen years as an’ independent union, rejoined
the A.F.L.

In 1912 several hundred Finnish Socialist min-
ers were fired by the Butte mining companies.
Company officials fumed against proposals, intro-
duced by the Socialists elected to the town’s city
council, to tax mine tonnage for the city’s benefit.
In an attempt to rid Butte of radicals—for a time
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the mayor of the town was a Socialist—the Ana-
conda Copper Company initiated a “rustling card”
system.

A miner applied at the company’s central em-
ployment department, gave his personal and job
history, and a list of references. He waited for
several weeks while his references were checked
out. If he was cleared, he was given a “rustling
card” which gave him access to “rustle the Hill,”
that is, to apply directly for work at any of the
Anaconda mines and mines of other companies
which required the rustling card as a minimum
job qualification. When a miner was hired, his
card was sent back to the central employment de-
partment. If he quit work, he had to reapply at
the rustling caid office and go through the same
procedure. The card could be withheld if the
company regarded him “andesirable” for any rea-
son. Only the small Elm Orlu mine, known among
miners as the “Ella-ma-loo,” did not require a
rustling card. The company’s president held that
it was “un-American.”4

The reason for the rustling card was given by
an Anaconda Company official in a speech before
the Chamber of Commerce in Missoula, Montana,
on August 29, 1917. He said:

It became apparent to the officials of the Ana-
conda Company that in view of the increasing
number of such characters [LW.W.’s and radi-
cals] in Butte, many of whom were working in
the mines, that in order to do any part of its
duty to the community and to itself it must first
establish some system of knowing its employees.
This was the main reason for the adoption of
the rustling card system.5

The discharge of the Finnish Socialist miners
and the adoption of the rustling card system be-
came immediate issues. A committee of Butte Min-
ers Union Local No. 1 recommended no opposi-
tion to the rustling card. But the radicals in the
union vehemently attacked the rustling card sys-
tem and were backed up by a referendum vote
taken in the local. The issue was carried to the
1912 convention of the W.F.M. Tom Campbell,
the leader of the Butte radicals, ran for the office
of national union president against the incum-
bent, Charles Moyer. Campbell lost, 8318 to 3744
The W.F.M. convention rejected his charges that
the conservative W.E.M. officials had taken no
action in the firing of the Finns and refused to
fight the rustling card system.
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In turn, the W.F.M. convention expelled Camp-
bell from the Federation for “conduct unbecom-
ing a member of the Western Federation of Min-
ers . . . by disseminating the lie that the West-
ern Federation of Miners was floundering on the
rocks of destruction and was impotent to protect
its membership.”6

Dissension in the next few years split the Butte
local. Three miners’ unions vied for membership:
the older Butte Miners Union (W.F.M.), a radical
independent group led by miner “Muckie” Mac-
Donald, and a small 1. W.W. local. Factionalism
culminated in rioting, gunfire, and death when
the hall of the Butte Miners Union was dynamited
by twenty-six blasts during a visit of W.F.M.
President Charles Moyer to the town.

The Butte mayor, a Socialist, charged Moyer’s
followers with firing the first shot from the union
hall. The editor of the W.F.M. national magazine
reported that he had reliable information that
the dynamiting had been done by agents from a
private detective company in the mine owners’
employ. Professor Paul Brissenden wrote in 1gz0:

It is not likely that the responsibility for this
disaster will ever be definitely fixed. The mine
operators place the blame on the shoulders of
the agitators and malcontents in the union. The
members of the radical unions in the Butte dis-
trict generally explained it as an act of the mine
operators perpetrated in order to discredit the
union and if possible disrupt it and so bring
about an open shop camp.”

The dynamiting of the Miners’ Hall ended over
two decades of Butte’s role as a closed-shop, union
town. The mining companies declared martial
law. Troops crushed the new organization of radi-
cals, known among miners as “Muckie MacDon-
ald’s Union,” and ended job control by the W.F.M.
and A.F.L. craft unions as well. MacDonald and
Joe Bradley, the officers of the radical group, were
sentenced to three to five years for their alleged
part in the bombing. The Anaconda Copper Com-
pany, by far the largest producer in the town,
declared Butte “open shop.”

Two years later in 1916, the seventy-mile-long
Mesabi Iron Range in northern Minnesota was the
setting for a major L W.W. metal mine strike. Some
7000 to 8000 immigrant miners—Finns, Swedes,
and Slavs—who had been brought to the Range
in 1907 to scab on striking W.F.M. members, now
demanded better wages, shorter hours, and an end

to a system of graft practiced by company fore-
men who elicited “kick-backs” for placing miners
on more productive veins of ore.

An unorganized walkout started at the Aurora
Mine on June 3 against the Oliver Company, a
subsidiary of United States Steel Corporation.
The I.W.W. national office responded to a call
for help from the miners and sent LW.W. organ-
izers Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, Carlo Tresca, Sam
Scarlett, Joe Ettor, and others to the Range. By
the middle of June, the entire Range was out on
strike.

When the first clash of the strike resulted in the
death of a miner, the governor of Minnesota sent
an investigator to the Range. He was told by the
secretary of the LW.W. miner’s local: “We don’t
want to fight the flag, we don’t want to fight any-
body, what we want is more pork chops.”8

A second clash between strikers and deputies
resulted in the death of two deputies and led to
the arrest of a group of miners as well as the
LW.W. strike leaders. No trial was held. Instead,
local legal authorities attempted to make a deal
with Judge O. N. Hilton who had been called in
by the LW.W. as defense attorney. Five of the
LW.W. organizers would be released if the other
Wobbly prisoners pleaded guilty of manslaughter.
Authorities persuaded three Montenegrin miners
who spoke little English to plead guilty and sen-
tenced them to prison for terms of one to seven
years. Bill Haywood, who had become L. W.W. sec-
retary-treasurer in 1914, charged that the LW.W.
organizers should never have consented to such
an arrangement and terminated their connection
with the LW.W. at that time for “breaking soli-
darity.”

Throughout September the strikes spread to the
Cayuna and Vermilion ranges, until a 10 percent
wage increase was won and an eight-hour day
promised for the following May 1. At the same
time, several thousand miles away in Pennsyl-
vania, the LW.W. agitated for shorter hours and
higher pay for anthracite coal miners who had
organized about a dozen LW.W. locals in the re-
gion. The strike, which had made some headway
in the Lackawanna area, was broken, however, by
the activities of the Pennsylvania State Constabu-
lary. Mounted troopers raided a union meeting of
250 miners at Old Forge in June and arrested and
jailed all those present. Four months later the
prisoners were released because no evidence
against them could be found.
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The Way!

LA

In the Southwest, Wobblies stepped up their
organizing campaign in Arizona’s four metal min-
ing districts in the fall of 1916. By 1917 their
agitation won support from some members of
the International Union of Mine, Mill, and Smelter
Workers (formerly the W.F.M.) and several A.F.L.
unions who joined them in a general walkout in
June and July 1917. Following the declaration of
war in 1917, wages in the copper camps fell far
below the wartime price increase in copper. The
copper companies met the unions’ demands for
wage increases with a consistent refusal to adjust
or arbitrate grievances.

The Arizona strike was denounced as “pro-Ger-
man,” as the companies stockpiled arms and am-

Solidarity, August 1g, 1916.

munition, organized vigilante committees, hired
additional guards and gunmen, and publicly de-
clared their intention of removing labor agitators
from the area. The Bisbee, Arizona, sheriff wired
the state’s governor that most of the strikers were
foreigners, that the strike appeared to be a pro-
German plot, and that bloodshed was expected
imminently.

On July 6, 1917, a Loyalty League was organ-
ized in Globe, Arizona. It resolved

that terrorism in this community must and shall
cease; that all public assemblies of the LW.W.
as well as all other meetings where treasonable,
incendiary, or threatening speeches are made
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shall be oppressed; that we hold the LW.W. to
be a public¢ enemy of the United States; that we
absolutely oppose any mediation between the
LW.W. and the mine owners of this district;
that after settlement . . . [we are] opposed to
employment of any I.W.W. in this district; that
all citizens deputized be retained as such.?

Within a few days the Loyalty League circu-
lated application blanks to all citizens in Globe
and Miami. They announced: “Every refusal will
be noted. . . . We will take an inventory of the
citizenship of the district. . . . The names of
1.W.W. members and sympathizers are wanted.” 10
The Loyalty League boycotted those who would
not sign.

Four days later, sixty-seven LW.W. members
were rounded up in Jerome, Arizona, forced into
cattle cars, and shipped to Needles, California.
Two days later the Bisbee Loyalty League sur-
passed this performance. An organized posse of
over 1000 citizens, wearing white handkerchiefs
around their arms to jdentify each other, were
deputized by the sheriff. They took over the tele-
graph office of the town so that no news of the
raid would leak out. Rouriding up 1200 LW.W,
members, townspeople, and sympathizers, they
drove them to a ball park at the edge of town,
where a “kangaroo court” asked them to choose
between returning to work, arrest, or deportation.
Close to 1200 were loaded in groups of fifty into
a twenty-seven car cattle train. Guarded by 200
deputies, the train ended up in Hermanas, New
Mexico, where the prisoners were kept for thirty-
six hours without food before being sent by fed-
eral authorities to Columbus, New Mexico. Here
they were put into a stockade under army guard
and kept until the middle of September, when
the camp was disbanded because the federal gov-
ernment refused to continue supplying food.

Most of the deportees returned to Bisbee. Some
were arrested; others were allowed to stay un-
molested. A year later, a federal grand jury in-
dicted twenty-one leaders of the Bisbee Loyalty
League. None was convicted.

The President’s Mediation Commission sent in
to settle the strike and investigate the deporta-
tions, found that of the 1200 deportees, 381 were
AF.L. members; 426 were Wobblies; and 360 be-
longed to no labor organization. It also found that
662 were either native-born or naturalized citi-
zens, 62 had been soldiers or sailors, 472 were

registered under the Selective Service Act, 205
owned Liberty Bonds, and 520 subscribed to the
Red Cross. The foreign-born deportees included
179 Slavs, 141 Britishers, 82 Serbians, and only a
handful of Germans.

The copper mining strikes in Arizona were
ended by the deportations and by the President’s
Mediation Commission which investigated the sit-
uation in October 1917. The commission reported
that the strikes were neither pro-German, nor
seditious, but “appeared to be nothing more than
the normal results of the increased cost of living,
the speeding up processes to which the mine man-
agement had been tempted by the abnormally
high market price of copper.”!! lIts settlement,
however, excluded any miner who spoke disloy-
ally against the government or who was a mem-
ber of an organization which refused to recognize
time contracts. Thus, as Perlman and Taft have
written, the commission put the LW. W, “beyond
the pale.”12

The copper companies were protected by the
umbrella of the Sabotage Act of 1918, which clas-
sified the mines as “war premises” and their out-
put as “war materials.” Army troops which had
been sent in during the 1917 Arizona strike were
given the authority “to disperse or arrest persons
unlawfully assembled at or near any ‘war premise’
for the purpose of intimidating, alarming, disturb-
ing, or injuring persons lawfully employed there-
on, or molesting or destroying property thereat.” 13

Federal troops stayed in Arizona until 1920 in
an effort to curb the “Wobbly menace.” They pro-
tected strikebreakers, dispersed street crowds,
guarded mine property, broke up public meetings,
and patrolled “troublesome” sections of the com-
munity. They were billeted in quarters built for
them by the mine owners and were brought up-
to-date on industrial conditions by reports of pri-
vate company detectives.

As Perlman and Taft wrote of the LW.W. and
AF.L. efforts in the Arizona copper camps: “Un-
ionism of either variety failed to survive the ex-
periences of 1g17.”14

In June 1917 fire broke out on the 2400-foot
level of the Speculator Mine in Butte and killed
164 miners who were smothered or burned to
death. It was one of the worst mining tragedies
in history. In the words of a Butte miner:

They were caught like rats in a trap by the ex-
plosion of gas in the lower levels, the exits of



which were blocked by solid concrete bulk-
heads with no opening in them. The holocaust
was the last straw. The miners, galling under
abuses and working under conditions which
endangered their lives every minute under-
ground, decided to calla halt to this condition of
affairs and not return to work until assured by
the operators that the conditions would be cor-
rected and the lives of miners fully protected.1

Miners charged that the tragedy was caused by
the mine company’s disregard for safety regula-
tions. Trapped on the lower levels, they clawed
at concrete bulkheads which the company had
built instead of the steel manholes required by
the law. Over half of the bodies were so badly
burned they were unable to be identified.

Fourteen thousand incensed Butte miners im-
mediately struck for adequate safety provisions
in all the mines, an increase in wages, and the ab-
solute abolition of the rustling card system. Under
the leadership of Tom Campbell who had run
against Charles Moyer in the 1912 W.F.M. con-
vention, an independent Metal Mine ‘Workers
Union was formed. The IL.W.W. members set up
the Metal Mine Workers Industrial Union No. 8co,
which numbered about 1200 members in 1917.

Again, martial law was declared in Butte. The
press screamed “sedition,” “enemy of the govern-
ment,” and “pro-German,” and once more stereo-
typed the strike as LW.W. inspired. Company
owners refused to meet the unions’ grievance com-
mittees. W. A. Clark of the Clark mining interests
declared that he would rather flood his mines than
concede to strikers’ demands. The miners held a
mass meeting and petitioned the government to
take over the mines, “so that the miners may give
prompt and practical evidence of their patriot-
ism.” 16 They also lodged a formal protest against
the rustling card system with Secretary of Labor
Wilson, which led to a later investigation of labor
conditions in Butte.

In July the Anaconda Company agreed to an
increase in wages, but refused to give up the
rustling card system, although holding out the in-
ducement of a “temporary card” which could be
used until a miner’s record was fully checked.
The strikers refused this offer.

In the early morning of August 1, 1917, a group
of gunmen broke into the boardinghouse room of
1.W.W. organizer Frank Little. He had been an
1.W.W. member since 1go6 and was one of the
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Twisting His Tail For Him!

leaders of the Missoula, Spokane, and Fresno free
speech fights. A member of the LW.W. Executive
Board, Little had come to Butte from the Mesabi
Range. In August 1916 he had been arrested at
Iron River, Michigan, taken out of jail, beaten,
threatened with lynching, and left unconscious in
a ditch with a rope around his neck.

George Tompkins, a Butte miner, told what hap-
pened to Little in Butte:

At 3 o'clock in the morning of August 1st, six
masked, heavily armed men broke down the
door of Little’s room and dragged him from his
room in his night clothes, placed him in an auto,
and took him to a railroad trestle at the edge
of the town, and there hanged him. To his dead
body was pinned a card which read, “First and
Last Warning—3-7-77,” followed by the first let-
ters of the names of prominent members of the
strikers, which indicated that the perpetrators
of the crime intended more violence on other
members of the strikers.1?

The numbers 3-7-77 was the sign used by the
old-time vigilantes in Adder Gulch, Montana, to
threaten road agents with death. They signified
the dimensions of a grave.

Little’s funeral was one of the largest the state
had ever seen. The five-mile route to the cemetery
was lined with thousands of miners. The Butte
Miner of August 6, 1917, wrote:
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Funeral paraders in silent protest. . . . 2,514
in procession in demonstration against lynching.
.« . Remains of Frank H. Little, L. W.W. Board
Member, are borne down principal streets of
Butte on the shoulders of red-sashed pallbearers
marching through solid lanes of many thousand
spectators. . . . Brief services at cemetery.18

A band played the funeral march from Beetho-
ven’s Eroica Symphony.

Gradually, the strikers drifted back to work,
accepted small wage increases, and the modified
rustling card system. The strike ended in Decem-
ber 1917.

But the federal troops which had been called in
the year before, stayed on in Butte until 1g21. The
head of the Butte “Council of Defense” warned:

The minute the military here stop detaining men
for seditious acts we have got to take it into our
own hands and have a mob and we don’t want
to start that. T can get a mob up here in twenty-
four hours and hang half a dozen men.19

Mine owner W. A. Clark stated, “I don’t believe
in lynching or violence of that kind unless it is ab-
solutely necessary.”20 While the troops remained

at Butte, the Chamber of Commerce reported,

“Every businessman . . . feels perfectly safe.”2!

Historian William Preston, the author of a re-
cent study on suppression of radicals during the
World War I period, described what followed the
end of the 1917 strike:

Anaconda seemed intent on a show down. Its
detective informers were high in the ranks of the
Butte 1.W.W. In violently incendiary speeches,
these company provocateurs encouraged their
cohorts to adopt a position that the government
would define as seditious and disloyal. In other
words, the copper company was having its paid
agents help organize a wartime strike against
itself as a ruse for the indictment and elimina-
tion of the local radical menace.22

Professor Preston’s footnote to this information
stated, “The special agent of the Bureau of In-
vestigation and United States Attorney Wheeler
discovered and reported the existence of these
company provocateurs.”23

When the Butte LW.W. local did strike on Sep-
tember 13, 1918, army troops, swelled by private
detectives, local police, and mine officials, raided
the LW.W. hall, the hall of the independent radi-
cal Metal Mine Workers” Union, and the offices

and printing plant of the radical newspaper, the
Butte Bulletin. They confiscated literature and
records, arrested and jailed forty miners, and put
the union halls and newspaper office under mili-
tary guard. In the next few days the army arrested
seventy-four additional miners without warrants,
charged them with sedition, and held them for
investigation by the Department of Justice. All
but one were later released for lack of evidence
on which charges against them could be made.

The Butte I.W.W. strike culminated in April
1920 with the incident called the “Murder of Ana-
conda Hill,” in which mine guards armed with
rifles and machine guns, fired on pickets marching
in front of the Neversweat Mine. Fourteen strik-
ers were wounded and one man was killed. The
Butte Daily Bulletin issued an extra edition a
short time after the shooting. The newspaper had
the following headline set in 96 point type. This,
it charged, was the order mine company officials
had given to the guards:

SHOOT THE SONS OF BITCHES

The newspaper edition, as well as the Butte
L.W.W. strike, was suppressed.

1

In 1913 and 1914, Ralph Chaplin wrote a series of
poems, signed “by a Paint Creek Miner,” which
he sent to the International Socialist Reviéw. In
his autobiography, Chaplin wrote: “At the time
we had moved to Westmoreland [W. Va.], the
daily papers were carrying stories about the strike
in Kanawha County, but they were far from be-
ing of headline importance. Even at meetings of
the Socialist local, little attention was then given
to that strike. It had started in 1911 as a spontane-
ous unorganized protest against an accumulation
of grievances. The officials of the miners union
[U.M.W.] ignored it. After months of neglect and
inattention it was discovered that the smoldering
discontent was assuming ominous proportions.
That was just about the time I became associate
editor of the Labor Star [Huntington (W. Va.)
Socialist and Labor Star]. At this stage the mine-
owners were preparing to reinforce their private
guards with state militia and with professional
gunmen recruited through the Baldwin-Felts
agency. From that time on reports of the slugging
and manhandling of miners began to trickle
through. Then came stories of skirmishes and
shooting on both sides . . .
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" The Real Marderers Are Outside!

" Range, the latest distriet|
the strike, was taken ontheir
tiative; without ~any . solicita-
ym -the strikers in.the other’
i oor ;from the L. W. W, :
strike “is spreading, and will
\ [inause. the con-
Astricts of

Solidarity, September 9, 1916.
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“In spite of a budding desire to be objective and
‘constructive,’ my passion was aroused by the bru-
talities of the strike . . . The inadequacy of strike
relief and of publicity seemed to me inexcusable.
The horrible conditions in Kanawha County were
not arousing indignation beyond the borders of
the state. One or two of my ‘Paint Creck Miner
sonnets had been reprinted in the Review and the
Masses. Beyond that, to my knowledge, no word
was reaching the outside world. In the strike zone,
however, one of my sonnets, a vitriolic thing titled
‘Mine Guard, created a sensation. Someone with
a rare sense of recognition tacked it on Captain
Fred Lester's door . . . At that time Lester was
decidedly unpopular with the miners. He had just
been promoted from the state guard to a captaincy
in the Baldwin-Felts outfit.

“This incident which transformed the situation
from a strike into a small scale civil war was the
‘Bull Moose Special.” We were tipped off in Hunt-
ington that an armored train was being rigged up
at the Chesapeake and Ohio yards for use against
the miners . . . We spread a warning to the hills
and waited anxiously for newspaper headlines an-
nouncing new atrocities. We didn’t have to wait
long. It was at Holly Grove. In the dead of night,
with all lights extinguished, the armored train
drew up over the sleeping tent colony and opened
fire with rifles and machine guns. Wooden shacks
were splintered and tents riddled with bullets.
One woman was reported to have both legs broken
by the rain of lead. A miner holding an infant in
his arms, and running from his tent to shelter in a
dugout, fell, seriously wounded. The baby, by
some miracle was unhurt, but it was reported that
three bullet holes had tattered the edge of her
calico dress. Men, women, and children ran hast-
ily through the night, seeking the cold shelter of
the woods . .

Chaplin described a trip he and Elmer Rum-
baugh made to collect information for an article,
immediately after the Holly Grove incident. He
wrote: “In every town we passed, miners were
gathered in little anxious groups. Feeling was run-
ning high. I heard miners saying on every side,
‘Just wait until the leaves come out!” This remark
puzzled me until the desperate implications be-
came apparent. The leafless hillsides made the
miners targets for enemy fire and exposed their
movements when they were seeking points of
vantage from which to take pot shots at guards
and militiamen. . . . At two roadway junctions

we could plainly see the yellow wigwams of the
militiamen, with stacked rifles glistening beside
them. Several times we caught glimpses of ma-
chine guns overlooking the frail tent colonies of
the miners.”

“When we were on our way back home hell
broke loose in the entire Kanawha Valley. We
were caught in the midst of it. Armed miners from
all parts of the state were on the march with the
avowed purpose of destroying the hated ‘Death
Train.” . . . There were hundreds of incidents . . .
We passed through a district where, in a single
engagement, sixteen men had been killed or, as
the strikers put it, “four men and twelve gun thugs.
. . . Wewere exposed to intermittent fire for three
full days before we finally caught a freight back
to Charleston. 1 arrived in Westmoreland once
more, dog-tired and black with cinders, I sat down
at the kitchen table and scribbled stanzas of
‘When the Leaves Come Out. It had been tor-
menting me all the way home. It has tormented
me, in a different way, many times since then, be-
cause I have found it tucked away in too many
miners’ homes.”

“The Kanawha Striker,” “Mine Guard,” and
“When the Leaves Come Out,” which were printed
in the International Socialist Review (1914), were
collected in a privately printed edition of Chap-
liw’s early poems, When The Leaves Come Out
(Chicago, 1917). Ralph Chaplin sent the manu-
scripts to Miss Inglis who included them in the
file on Ralph Chaplin in the Labadie Collection.

THE KANAWHA STRIXKER

By Ravrra CHAPLIN

Good God! Must I now meekly bend my head

And cringe back to that gloom I know so well?

Forget the wrongs my tongue may never tell,

Forget the plea they silenced with their lead,

Forget the hillside strewn with murdered dead

Where once they drove me—mocked me when 1
fell

All black and bloody by their holes of hell,

While all my loved ones wept uncomforted?

Is this the land my fathers fought to own—

Here where they curse me—beaten and alone?

But God, it’s cold! My children sob and cry!

Shall I go back into the mines and wait,

And lash the conflagration of my hate—

Or shall I stand and fight them till I die?
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WHEN THE LEAVES COME OUT
By A Paint Creek MINER

The hills are very bare and, cold and lonely;
I wonder what the future months will bring?
The strike is on—our strength would win, if only—
0, Buddy, how I'm longing for the spring!

They've got us down—their martial lines enfold us;
They’ve thrown us out to feel the winter’s sting,

And yet, by God, those curs could never hold us,
Nor could the dogs of hell do such a thing!

It isn’t just to see the hills beside me,

Grow fresh and green with every growing thing.
I only want the leaves to come and hide me,

To cover up my vengeful wandering.

1 will not watch the floating clouds that hover
Above the birds that warble on the wing;

1 want to use this cuN from under cover—
O, Buddy, how I'm longing for the spring!

You see them there below, the damned scab-
herders!
Those puppets on the greedy Owners’ String;
We'll make them pay for all their dirty murders—
We'll show them how a starving hate can sting!

They riddled us with volley after volley;
We heard their speeding bullets zip and ring,
But soon we'll make them suffer for their folly—
0, Buddy, how I'm longing for the spring!

3

THE MINE GUARD
By A Paint CrREEK MINER

You cur! How can you stand so calm and still

And careless while your brothers strive and

bleed?

What hellish, cruel, crime-polluted creed
Has taught you thus to do your master’s wil],
Whose guilty gold has damned your soul until

You lick his boots and fawn to do his deed—

To pander to his lust of boundless greed,
And guard him while his cohorts crush and kill?
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Your brutish crimes are like a rotten flood—
The beating, raping, murdering you've done—
You sycophantic coward with a gun:
The worms would scorn your carcass in the mud;
A bitch would blush to hail you as a son—
You loathsome outcast, red with fresh-spilled
blood!

4

Pat Brennan, author of the popular “Harvest War
Song,” composed these verses which appeared in
Voice of the People (September 17, 1914).

DOWN IN THE MINES

By PaT BRENNEN

We delve in the Mines, down below, down below.

Yes, we delve in the Mines down below;

We give to the World all the wealth that we mine,

Yet we're slaves to the mines down below;

We're stripped to the waist like a savage of old,

Down in the regions where cold is unknown.

Our Masters have made us, for ages untold,

Their Slaves in the mines down below, down
below,

Their Slaves in the mines down below.

With shovel and pick we work till we're sick,

Down in the mines down below, down below;

Down in the mines, down below.

‘With hammer and drill we drive and we fill

Our lungs with the gases, the gases that kill;

We're sent to the “Flats,” all rigid and still,

Us Slaves from the mines down below, down
below,

Us Slaves from the mines down below.

But let’s stand together for once at the top,

Then you bet your sweet life the murders will
stop—

And don’t go to work till you've had your own
way,

Down in the mines down below, down below,

Down in the mines, down below.

5

This unsigned song appeared in Solidarity (Au-
gust 5, 1916) during the strike of the iron ore min-
ers on the Mesabi Range in Minnesota.
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The Certain Means Of Rescue

Solidarity, September 16, 1916.



THE IRON ORE MINERS
(Written in Jail)

(Tune: “It's a Long Way to Tipperary”)

The Miners of the Iron Range
Know there was something wrong
They banded all together, yes,

In One Big Union strong.

The Steel Trust got the shivers,
And the Mine Guards had some fits,
The Miners didn’t give a damn,

But closed down all the pits.

Chorus—

It’s a long way to monthly pay day,
It’s a Jong way to go

I’s a long way to monthly pay day,
For the Miners need the dough,
Goodbye Steel Trust profits,

The Morgans they feel blue.

It’s a long way to monthly pay day
For the miners want two.

They worked like hell on contract, yes,
And got paid by the day,

Whenever they got fired, yes,

The bosses held their pay.

But now they want a guarantee

Of just three bones a day,

And when they quit their lousy jobs
They must receive their pay.

Chorus—

It's the wrong way to work, by contract
It's the wrong way to go.

It's the wrong way to work by contract
For the Miners need the dough.
Goodbye bosses” handouts,—

Farewell Hibbing Square.

It’s the wrong way to work by contract
You will find no Miners there.

John Allar died of Mine Guards’ guns
The Steel Trust had engaged.

At Gilbert, wives and children

Of the Miners were outraged

No Mine Guards were arrested,

Yet the law is claimed to be

The mightiest conception

Of a big democracy.
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Chorus—

I¥'s the wrong way to treat the Miners,
It's the wrong way to go.

It’s the wrong way to best the Miners,
As the Steel Trust soon will know.

God help those dirty Mine Guards,
The Miners won't forget.

I's the wrong way to treat the Miners,
And the guards will know that yet.

The Governor got his orders for

To try and break the strike.

He sent his henchmen on the Range,
Just what the Steel Trust liked.

The Miners were arrested, yes,

And thrown into the jail,

But yet they had no legal rights
When they presented bail.

It is this way in Minnesota

Is it this way you go?

It is this way in Minnesota,

Where justice has no show.

Wake up all Wage Workers,

In One Big Union strong.

If we all act unified together,

We can right all things that's wrong.

Chorus—

It’s a short way to next election,

It’s a short way to go.

For the Governor’s in deep reflection
As to Labor’s vote, you know.
Goodbye, Dear Old State House,
Farewell, Bernquist there.

It’s a short way to next election

And you'll find no Bernquist there.

Get busy, was the order to

The lackeys of the Trust,

Jail all the Organizers

And the Strike will surely bust.
Trump up a charge, a strong one,
That will kill all sympathy,

So murder was the frame-up,
And one of first degree.

Chorus—

It is this way in Minnesota
Is it this way you go?
It is this way in Minnesota,
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Where justice has no show.

Wake up all Wage Workers,

In One Big Union strong.

If we all act unified together,

We can right all things that’s wrong,.

6

The following five songs were included in an un-
dated, paperbound collection of twenty-five poems
and songs, titled New Songs for Butte Mining
Camp. Acquired by LW.W. member John Neu-
house and now in the library of folklorist Archie
Green, this booklet has been microfilmed by the
Stanford University Library. A copy of the micro-
film is in the Labadie Collection.

Page Stegner, in an unpublished study, “Protest
Songs from the Buite Mines,” wrote: “It may
safely be said that few if any of the songs in this
book have ever been reprinted, and there is con-
siderable doubt whether they were widely known

- in Butte even at the time they were written. Ap-
parently, they never entered oral tradition, the
principal scholars in the field have not noted their
existence, and they are not remembered by any-
one yet interviewed who lived and worked in
Butte. In any scholarly definition they cannot be
considered folksongs, yet this does not eliminate
their importance to the folklorist or the labor his-
torian. Their real value lies in the insights they
give into the actual causes of the strikes and labor
problems from the viewpoint of the miner and
labor organizer. Furthermore, they are representa-
tive not only of the causes of labor agitation, but
also of what the labor organizers thought would

be the most stirring issues among Butte workmen

* and most useful for organizing the labor class.

They are social documents of this class in the

Butte mining area.”

Tom Campbell, who is mentioned in these
poems, was the Butte miners’ leader who ran
against Charles Moyer for the presidency of the
. Western Federation of Miners in 1912, charging
that W.F.M. officials had done nothing to oppose
the newly instituted “rustling card” system in
Butte nor the discharge of a large number of
Finnish Socialist miners. Campbell was expelled
from the W.F M. for these charges. In 1917 he was
elected president of a new union, the Metal Mine
Workers, formed after the June 1917 Speculator

Mine fire of the North Butte Mining Company.

“Con” Kelly was Cornelius Kelly, vice-president
of the Anaconda Copper Company, the largest
ore producer in Butte. Kelly is reported to have
said that he would see the grass grow on the muck
heaps in Butte before meeting the demands for
better working conditions presented to the com-
pany by the LW.W. This remark is preserved in
Scottie’s song, “Cornelius Kelly.”

Page Stegner noted: “Perhaps one of the most
important contributions of the song book to labor
history and the labor historian is the way in which
several of the songs reflect the difficulties labor
organizers had in breaking down ethnic barriers
and getting workers to cooperate with other racial
groups. Scottie’s song, “Workers Unite,’ is one of
the best examples of this problem.”

Both Scottie and Joe Kennedy were remem-
bered by a retired electrician, Tiger Thompson,
a Wobbly who worked in the mines of Butte in
1917 and 1918, who was interviewed by Stegner
in Portola Valley, California.

THE MINER
By “ScorTie”
(Tune: “Standard on the Braes O May”)

The miners in the mines of Butte

Are in rebellion fairly,

The gathering clouds of discontent
Are spreading fast and surely.

The miner’s life is full of strife,

In stopes and drifts and raises,—

Don't judge him hard, give him his due,
He needs our loudest praises.

Down in these holes each shift he goes
And works mid dangers many,

And gets the “miner’s con” to boot,
The worst disease of any;

In hot-boxes he drills his rounds,
Midst floods of perspiration,

And clogs his lungs with copper dust,—
A hellish occupation.

The merry breezes never blow
Down in these awful places

The sun’s rays are one-candle power
That shines on pallid faces;



The only birds that warble there
Are “buzzies” and “jack hammers,”
Their song is death in every note,
For human life they clamour.

Conditions such as these, my friends,
Have made the miners rebels,

The under-current is gaining strength,
The mighty system trembles;

The revolution’s coming fast,

Old institutions vanish,

The tyrant-rule from off the earth
For evermore ’twill banish.
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7
THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING

By “ScorTIE”

(Tune: “The Campbells Are Coming”)

The Campbells are coming, Hooray! Hooray!
The “Campbell’s real union” is here to stay
The buttons are blazing, the bosses are raving
The Campbells are coming, Hooray! Hooray!

The Englishman, Scotchman and Irishman, too,
American, Dutchman, Finlander and Jew,

Drawing It Tighter All the Time.

Solidarity, July 7, 1917.
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Are all turning Campbells, good luck to the day,
The Campbells are coming, Hooray! Hooray!

The rustling card system, it sure has to go,
Six dollars we ask and more safety below,
And after awhile six hours in the day

The Campbells are coming, Hooray! Hooray!

The prostitute-press is bucking us hard,

And the A. F. of L. is just quite as bad,

But we'll show them all we're made of right clay,

The Campbells have come and they’re going to
stay.

The Campbells are coming, Hooray! Hooray!
The “real Campbell’s union” is here to stay,
The buttons are blazing, the bosses are raving,
The Campbells are coming, Hooray! Hooray!

Solidarity, July 14, 1917.

8
CORNELIUS KELLY

Of all the men in old Butte City,

That needs contempt or even pity,
There’s one that rules on the Sixth Floor
Thats got them all skinned, by the score.
This old gent’s name is Cornelius Kelly,
Was meant to crawl upon his belly,

But listen, boys, he’s good and true

The Company’s interests to pull thru,
But when it comes to working men,
He’d rather see them in the pen,

Or burning in eternal hell,—

His nostrils would enjoy the smell.

“The grass would grow,” so says this plute,
“In Anaconda and in Butte,

Before I meet the men’s demands,

As this is final as it stands.”

All right, old boy, the time will tell,

You cannot stop the ocean’s swell;
It’s we who dig the copper ore,
While you lie in your bed and snore;
It’s we who fold our arms and stand
Until we get our just demand.

Five months ago we told you so—
(The grass is coming very slow).

9
THE COPPER STRIKE OF ’17

By Jor KENNEDY

On the twelfth of June we called a strike
Which filled the miners with delight,

In union strong we did unite,

On the rustling card to make a fight.

The Bisbee miners fell in line,

And believe me, Miami was not far behind;
In Globe they surely were on time,

To join their striking brothers.

The companies were money mad,

This strike made dividends look sad;

The men to Con these words did say,
“Theyll be twice as short before next May.”

The local press it came out bold
And said it must be German gold,



Although we did not have a dime
The morn we hit the firing line.

Although we're classed as an outlaw band,
We've surely made a noble stand,

Our fight is just for liberty

And make Butte safe for democracy.

Six hundred gunmen came to town
And tried to keep the strikers down,
In spite of all were full of vim,

Our password is, “we’re bound to win!”

The old war-horse is in the game

I know all rebels heard his name,
For thirty years and more, I'm told,
His fellow-workers never sold.

The A.C.M. they tried their skill,

When Fellow-Worker Little’s blood did spill,
The day will come when union men

Will have a voice in Butte again.

Fellow-Worker Campbell, true and bold,
His comrades would not sell for gold;
He said to Con, “Why, T'll get mine

By standing on the firing line.”

Now respect to all true union men,

Who have courage to fight until the end;
To copper barons we will say,

“The rustling card has gone to stay.”

10

WORKERS UNITE

By “ScorTIe”

Ye sons that come from Erin’s shore,
Just list to what I've got in store,
Of Celtic race and blood you came,
Of fighting blood and noble strain.

Your blood on every battle field,
You’ve shed for master class to wield,
The Iron Hand in name of state,

To bring you to an awful fate.

But, Irishmen, you're not to blame,
In other lands it’s just the same,
The workers of the world are slaves,
The parasites are heartless knaves.
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If you'd be free, you've got to stand,
With working men from every land;

Race prejudice you've got to banish

From out your minds and not be clannish.

Our interests are just the same

From County Cork to State of Maine,
The master rules with iron hand,
From Australia to Baffin’s Land.

So Workers of the World unite
Beneath one banner for the right,
In Labor’s ranks there is a place
For every man of every race.

Now, Erin’s sons, again I say,
Don’t be a slacker in the fray;

The world for workers be your cry,
Resound aloud from earth to sky.

Frank Little.
Labadie Collection photo files.
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11

Like Bill Haywood, Frank Little had only one
good eye. He boasted of being half Indian. He
was one of the most courageous and dynamic of
the LW.W. organizers. Chairman of the LW.W.
General Executive Board, Little had been active
in the LW.W. since 1906. He had helped lead the
Missoula, Spokane, and Fresno free speech fights,
and had organized lumberjacks, metal miners, oil
workers, and harvest stiffs into the One Big Union.
With one leg in a plaster cast from an accident he
had while organizing in Oklahoma, Frank Little
arrived in Butte, Montana, shortly after the Spec-
ulator Mine fire, when infuriated Butte miners re-
fused to go back to work until their demands were
met for improved safety conditions and an end to
long-standing grievances. Following a speech at
the ball park in Butte on July 31, 1917, Little went
to his room at the Finn Hotel. That night, six
masked and armed men broke into his room, beat
him, and dragged him by a rope behind their
automobile to a Milwaukee Railroad trestle on the
outskirts of Butte. There he was hung. On his
coat was pinned a card: “First and last warning!
3-7-77- D-D-C-S-8-W.” It was said that the num-
bers referred to the measurements of a grave and
that the initials corresponded to the first letters of
the names of other sirike leaders in Butte, thereby
warning them of similar treatment if their strike
activities were not stopped. No attempt was made
to find Little’s assailants.

The poem, “To Frank Little,” by Viola Gilbert
Snell appeared in Solidarity (August 25, 1917).
“When the Cock Crows” by Arturo Giovannitti
appeared in Solidarity (September 22, 1917).

TO FRANK LITTLE

By Viora GiuBerT SNELL

The plains you loved lie parching in the sun,

The streets you tramped are sweltering in the heat,
The fertile fields are arid with the drouth,

The forests thick with smoldering fires and smoke.

Traitor and demagogue,

Wanton breeder of discontent—

That is what they call you—

Those cowards, who condemn sabotage
But hide themselves

Not only behind masks and cloaks

But behind all the armored positions
Of property and prejudice and the law.

Staunch friend and comrade,
Soldier of solidarity —

Like some bitter magic

The tale of your tragic death
Has spread throughout the land,
And from a thousand minds
Has torn the last shreds of doubt
Concerning Might and Right.

Young and virile and strong—
Like grim sentinels they stand
Awaiting each opportunity

To break another

Of slavery’s chains.

For wHATEVER stroke is needed.
They are preparing.

So shall you be avenged.

Within our hearts is smoldering a heat

Fiercer than that which parches fields and plains;
Your memory, like a torch, shall light the flames
Of Revolution. We shall not forget.

12

WHEN THE COCK CROWS

To the Memory of Frank Little
Hanged at Midnight

By Arturo GrovANNITTI

I

Six MEN drove up to his house at midnight, and
woke the poor woman who kept it,’

And asked her: “Where is the man who spoke
against war and insulted the army?”

And the old woman took fear of the men and the
hour, and showed them the room where he slept,

And when they made sure it was he whom they
wanted, they dragged him out of his bed with
blows, tho” he was willing to walk,

And they fastened his hands on his back, and they
drove him across the black night,

And there was no moon and no star and not any
visible thing, and even the faces of the men
were eaten with the leprosy of the dark, for they
were masked with black shame,

And nothing showed in the gloom save the glow of
his eyes and the flame of his soul that scorched
the face of Death.



I

NO ONE gave witness of what they did to him, after
they took him away, until a dog barked at his
corpse.

But I know, for I have seen masked men with the
rope, and the eyeless things that howl against
the sun, and I have ridden beside the hangman
at midnight.

They kicked him, they cursed him, they pushed
him, they spat on his cheeks and his brow,

They stabbed his ears with foul oaths, they
smeared his clean face with the pus of their
ulcerous words,

And nobody saw or heard them. But I call you to
witness, John Brown, I call you to witness, you
Molly Maguires,

And you, Albert Parsons, George Engle, Adolph
Fischer, August Spies,

And you, Leo Frank, kinsman of Jesus, and you,
Joe Hill, twice my germane in the rage of the
song and the fray,

And all of you, sun-dark brothers, and all of you
harriers of torpid faiths, hasteners of the great
day, propitiators of the holy deed,

I call you all to the bar of the dawn to give witness
if this is not what they do in America when
they wake up men at midnight to hang them
until they’re dead.

111

UNDER a railroad trestle, under the heart-rib of
progress, they circled his neck with the noose,
but never a word he spoke.

Never a word he uttered, and they grew weak
from his silence,

For the terror of death is strongest upon the men
with the rope,

When he who must hang breathes neither a prayer
nor a curse,

Nor speaks any word, nor looks around, nor does
anything save to chew his bit of tobacco and
yawn with unsated sleep.

They grew afraid of the hidden moon and the
stars, they grew afraid of the wind that held its
breath, and of the living things that never stirred
in their sleep,

And they gurgled a bargain to him from under
their masks.

1 know what they promised to him, for I have
heard thrice the bargains that hounds yelp to
the trapped lion:
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They asked him to promise that he would turn
back from his road, that he would eat carrion as
they, that he would lap the leash for the sake of
the offals, as they—and thus he would save his
life.

But not one lone word he answered—he only
chewed his bit of tobacco in silent contempt.

1AY

NOw BLACK as their faces became whatever had
been white inside of the six men, even to their
mothers’ milk,

And they inflicted on him the final shame, and
ordered that he should kiss the flag.

They always make bounden men kiss the flag in
America where men never kiss men, not even
when they march forth to die.

But tho’ to him all flags are holy that men fight for
and death hallows,

He did not kiss it—I swear it by the one that shall
wrap my body.

He did not kiss it, and they trampled upon him
in their frenzy that had no retreat save the rope,

And to him who was ready to die for a light he
would never see shine, they said, “You are a
coward.”

To him who would not barter a meaningless word
for his life, they said, “You are a traitor.”

And they drew the noose round his neck, and they
pulled him up to the trestle, and they watched
him until he was dead,

Six masked men whose faces were eaten with the
cancer of the dark,

One for each steeple of thy temple, O Labor.

A%

~ow HE 15 dead, but now that he is dead is the
door of your dungeon faster, O money changers
and scribes, and priests and masters of slaves?

Are men now readier to die for you without asking
the wherefore of the slaughter?

Shall now the pent-up spirit no longer connive
with the sun against your midnight?

And are we now all reconciled to your rule, and
are you safer and we humbler, and is the night
eternal and the day forever blotted out of the
skies,

And 2ll blind yesterdays risen, and all tomorrows
entombed,

Because of six faceless men and ten feet of rope
and one corpse dangling unseen in the black-
ness under a railroad trestle?
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No, I say, No. It swings like a terrible pendulum
that shall soon ring out a mad tocsin
and call the red cock to the crowing.

No, I say, No, for someone will bear witness of
this to the dawn,

Someone will stand straight and fearless tomorrow
between the armed hosts of your slaves, and
shout to them the challenge of that silence you
could not break.

VI

“BroTHERS—he will shout to them—"are you, then,
the God-born reduced to a mute of dogs

That you will rush to the hunt of your kin at the
blowing of a horn?

Brothers, have then the centuries that created new
suns in the heavens, gouged out the eyes of your
soul,

That you should wallow in your blood like swine,

That you should squirm like rats in a carrion,

That you, who astonished the eagles, should beat
blindly about the night of murder like bats?

Are you, Brothers, who were meant to scale the
stars, to crouch forever before a footstool,

And listen forever to one word of shame and
subjection,

And leave the plough in the furrow, the trowel on
the wall, the hammer on the anvil and the heart
of the race on the knees of screaming women,
and the future of the race in the hands of bab-
bling children,

And yoke on your shoulders the halter of hatred
and fury,

And dash head-down against the bastions of folly,

Because a colored cloth waves in the air, because
a drum beats in the street,

Because six men have promised you a piece of
ribbon on your coat, a carved tablet on a wall
and your name in a list bordered with black?

Shall you, then, be forever the stewards of death,
when life waits for you like a bride?

Ah no, Brothers, not for this did our mothers
shriek with pain and delight when we tore their
flanks with our first cry;

Not for this were we given command of the beasts,

Not with blood but with sweat were we bidden to
achieve our salvation.

Behold: T announce now to you a great tidings of
10y,

For if your hands that are gathered in sheaves for
the sickle of war unite as a bouquet of flowers
between the warm breasts of peace,

Freedom will come without any blows save the
hammers on the chains of your wrists, and the
picks on the walls of your jails!

Arise, and against every hand jeweled with the
rubies of murder,

Against every mouth that sneers at the tears of
mercy,

Against every foul smell of the earth,

Against every hand that a footstool raised over
your head,

Against every word that was written before this
was said,

Against every happiness that never knew sorrow,

And every glory that never knew love and sweat,

Against silence and death, and fear,

Arise with a mighty roar!

Arise and declare your war:

For the wind of the dawn is blowing,

For the eyes of the East are glowing,

For the lark is up and the cock is crowing,

And the day of judgment is herel”

VII

THUS shall he speak to the great parliament of the
dawn, the witness of this murderous midnight,

And even if none listens to him, I shall be there
and acclaim,

And even if they tear him to shreds, I shall be
there to confess him before your guns and your
gallows, O Monsters!

And even tho’ you smite me with your bludgeon
upon my head,

And curse me and call me foul names, and spit on
my face and on my bare hands,

I swear that when the cock crows I shall not deny
him,

And even if the power of your lie be so strong that
my own mother curse me as a traitor with her
hands clutched over her old breasts,

And my daughters with the almighty names, turn
their faces from me and call me coward,

And the One whose love for me is a battleflag in
the storm, scream for the shame of me and
adjure my name,

I swear that when the cock crows I shall not deny
him,

And if you chain me and drag me before the Beast
that guards the seals of your power, and the
caitiff that conspires against the daylight de-
mand my death,

And your hangman throw a black cowl over my
head and tie a noose around my neck,



And the black ghoul that pastures on the graves of
the saints dig its snout into my soul and how! the
terrors of the everlasting beyond in my ears,

Even then, when the cock crows, I swear I shall
not deny him.

And if you spring the trap under my feet and hurl
me into the gloom, and in the revelation of that
instant eternal a voice shriek madly to me

That the rope is forever unbreakable,

That the dawn is never to blaze,

That the night is forever invincible,

Even then, even then, O Monsters, I shall not
deny him.

13

This unsigned poem appeared in the One Big Un-
ion Monthly (August 1919). It is the only piece of
writing found thus far to commemorate the events
of July 12, 1917, in Bisbee, Arizona, when an
armed vigilante committee raided the homes of
striking miners, loaded over 1160 of them into cat-
tle cars, and deported them to the town in the
desert where they were retained until Septem-
ber, following the end of their sirike.

BISBEE
FOR THE SECOND ANNIVERSARY

By Card No. 512210

We are waiting, brother, waiting
Tho the night be dark and long
And we know ’tis in the making
Wondrous day of vanished wrongs.

They have herded us like cattle
Torn us from our homes and wives.
Yes, we've heard their rifles rattle
And have feared for our lives.

We have seen the workers, thousands,
Marched like bandits, down the street
Corporation gunmen round them
Yes, we've heard their tramping feet.

It was in the morning early

Of that fatal July 12th

And the year nineteen seventeen
This took place of which I tell.

Servants of the damned bourgeois
With white bands upon their arms
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Drove and dragged us out with curses
Threats, to kill on every hand.

Question, protest all were useless
To those hounds of hell let loose.
Nothing but an armed resistance
Would avail with these brutes.

There they held us, long lines weary waiting
"Neath the blazing desert sun.

Some with eyes bloodshot and bleary
Wished for water, but had none.

Yes, some brave wives brought us water
Loving hearts and hands were theirs.
But the gunmen, cursing often,

Poured it out upon the sands.

Down the streets in squads of fifty

We were marched, and some were chained,
Down to where the shining rails

Stretched across the sandy plains.

Then in haste with kicks and curses
We were herded into cars

And it seemed our lungs were bursting
With the odor of the Yards.

Floors were inches deep in refuse
Left there from the Western herds.
Good enough for miners. Damn them.
May they soon be food for birds.

No farewells were then allowed us
Wives and babes were left behind,
Tho I saw their arms around us
As I closed my eyes and wept.

After what seemed weeks of torture
We were at our journey’s end.

Left to starve upon the border
Almost on Carranza’s land.

Then they rant of law and order,
Love of God, and fellow man,
Rave of freedom o’er the border
Being sent from promised lands.

Comes the day, ah! we'll remember
Sure as death relentless, too,
Grim-lipped toilers, their accusers,
Let them call on God, not on you.
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This “Tightline Johnson” story by Ralph Winstead
finds the Wobbly Johnson in a coal mining camp.
It appeared in the Industrial Pioneer (January
1922).

LIGHT EXERCISE AND CHANGE

By RaLpa WINSTEAD

Education accordin’ to my idea is a matter of
grabbin’ onto and arrangin’ in the mind all sorts
of new ideas and experiences. When a fellow just
grabs onto ideas and never has any experiences,
why, about all he is good for is to spread ideas.
When it comes to action the idea guy is handin’
out the absent treatment.

Coal minin’ is not generally listed as one of the
essentials to a finished education, but it is sure a
form of experience that is liable to change one’s
ideas. My first mingling with the black diamonds
happened after I had put in about seven months
on the shelf with a busted leg. The Doc, in his last
once over, had told me that all I needed was light
exercise and change, and so I started out to find
the change, intendin’, of course, to take my exer-
cise as lightly as possible.

After ramblin’ around for a few crispy fall days
and nights I landed without malice or forethought
in a coal camp out of Tacoma some considerable
ways. The two strings of whitewashed miners’
shacks strung along a narrow canyon with the
railroad, wagon road, promenade and kids’ play-
ground occupyin’ the fifty feet of space between
the rows of workingmen’s places completed the
residence section.

The mine buildings mostly lay up on the side
hill and looked like the dingiest collection of hang-
man’s scaffolds that ever happened. There is some
things that .all the doctorin’ and fussin® in the
world ain’t goin® to make restful to sore eyes, and
a coal mine is one of ’em. Everything, from the
bunker chutes up to the hoist house, is usually
covered with the dust of dirty years and the build-
ings are, as the British remittance man says of his
squaw wife, “Built for use and not for display.”

When 1 first ventured on the scene the night
shift was just gatherin” toward the biggest scaffold
of the whole bunch, so I wandered over that way
myself. The big tower supported two bull wheels
that ran in opposite directions, guiding cables

which were pulling a trip of loaded coal cars up
on one track while the other cable was sending
down the empties on the other track.

The hole in the ground, into which these cables
ran from the bull wheel, went straight in for about
fifty feet and then seemed to jump off. Electric
lights made the inside bright as day so that the
well of inky blackness beyond the lights showed
up strong. The cables roared and the ground shook
to the rapid explosion of the steam hoist. This,
I surmised, was a place for a cool head and a
steady hand.

While I was watchin’, a coal smeared lad about
of a size to be studyin’ fractions moseyed out to
the jumpin’ off place. The roar of the cables in-
creased, then was drowned in a growin’ mightier
noise. The lad crouched as for a spring. The
mighty roar achieved a climax. A hurtling black
shape come pushing over the brink. The boy
leaped in the air and landed square on the end of
the moving mass.

He stooped, grasped the couplin’ that fastened
the hoistin’ cable to the end of the car and, jerkin’
it loose, threw clevis and gear clear of the track.
He leaped to the ground and gave scarcely a
glance at the swift movin’ train of loaded one ton
cars which went chargin’ through a muddle of
switches out onto a trestle, where another and
smaller boy took them in charge.

I was all excited by these maneuvers. I felt just
like the time when the high climber accidentally
cut his life rope with the axe and climbed down
hangin’ onto the bark of the spare tree with his
hands. Nobody else seemed to be much excited
and the kid that had gone through the perform-
ance least of all. He hustled some empties into
the tunnel, hooked "em up and fastened the cable
on and soon another trip was hurryin’ up from
the guts of the earth while the empties were goin’
down.

On all sides there was a bunch of little shavers
scurryin’ around amongst the cars spraggin’, oilin’,
shovin’ and pushin’. There was a whole raft of
"em. Kids and coal minin’ seem to work together.
I grew a lot of respect for coal miners in a few
minutes. “If the kids were set at this sort of a job,”
thinks I, “what was expected of the men?” I turned
and sized up the group that was hangin’ round.

I saw right away where I was goin’ to horn in
on some light exercise, for each one of these grimy
slow movin’ plugs was exercisin’ some sort of a
light. Some wore ‘em on their caps like a posie on



a summer bonnet, while another sort was carried
in the hand like a little lantern.

I felt a big desire to have a shining light hung
on me, so I approached one of the nearest light
bearers and probed him as to how to get a job in
the outfit.

Did you ever notice the hostility of some slaves
toward the strangers that are rustlin” a job from
their masters? Well, this strange-cow-in-the-pas-
ture attitude was noticeable for its absence here.
I got all the information wanted cheerfully, and
then went over and tackled the shifter, who looked
just like the rest of the gang except that he car-
ried two lights and a little more dry black mud.

He seemed almost human. Instead of askin’
about my lurid past or family connections, he
seemed interested in the jobs to be filled and my
ability to fill ’em. He went into the lamp house
to see how the gang was lined up and came out
with the haulage boss, who sized me up and said
a few words about trips and number seven motor
while I looked wise. I hooked a job ridin’ trip and
was told to report the next day for afternoon shift.

After enterin’ my name and number in t