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SHOES FOR MEN

The highest degree of style, fit and werkmas-
ship are embodied in these splendid shees.
There are none 1hat equal them In appcarance
and wearlng guailty at the price. They are

BUILT ON HONOR

That’s what the name means. That's what a trial will prove, By
afl means wear **Nonerbill’’ shees, Demand them of your dealer

—INSIST, Sold everywhere,
write to us. .

I you canmot get them

We alse make the *“*Weslern Lady,”” and the

" *‘Mariha Washinglon®* comfort shoes and a full line

‘B of mea's, women’s and children’s shees. Our irade-
mark is stamped on every sele.

F. Mayer Boot & Shoe Co.,

Miliwaukee,

Pl

P

Wis.

o LAY

Slaves of

the Docks

Manchester Chronicle: 1 don't know |
whether I'd rather be Maxim Gorky's
“Dock thief" than any or: of the fel- |
lows I saw tearing themselves to pieces
this morning In the struggle for cheap
bread, cheap beer, and a more or less
Insunitary home,

I was watching some dock laborers
pulling, pushing, twisting, and wrench-
ing themselves In getting some t(hick
and long logs of wood from the hold
of an old ship In No. 16 dock.

“Good God!"™ 1 thought to myself,
“and the best of us may have to come
to It after all—one never knows!"”

You must not suppose for a moment
that all dock laborers—Godforsaken as
they may look in their industrial hades
—are the Sikes and Hooligans of soci-
ety. Nothing of the kind.

They help more than any other class,
1" admit, to keep up the petty criminal
annals of all our blg, busy ports, Po-
lice courts there are black with the
crimes of doeck laborers. And the Jago
of the docker is no less thrilling than
that of Arthur Morrison's.

And what of the record of dock trag-

edies and dock herolsm, which one
might cull from the unimaginative
documents in the alcoves of the coro-
ners’ courts? I have glanced through
these at one of theegcourts. 1 came away
thinking what a fine opportunity of
adding one more piece of realism to his
numerous volumes Rmile Zola wmissed
through not being acqguainted with the
eonditions of English dock laborers.
Still the material is there for any Eng-
lish Zola who cares 1o come forward.
" But, there are among the docks ex-
amples of pluck which some men will
show te be independent of the help ‘of
friends, relalives or charity. "“Facllis
est descensus Averni!™ And often when
men begin to sink morally and socially,
when they begin to sink through this
or that, or some other misfortune, they
gravitate towards the docks, towards
that grim, grey world of the casual la-
borer, fearing the de-cension, as if they
were going to the devll before their
time.

- A Scholar,

Why. ‘one thne a man-—-a man of)
good breeding, education, and opulent |
relatives—used to come and regale his
claseleal knowledge wilth me o nig_hls.
—o' nights sometimes when the wind
was whistling amnd thundering aboul
the docks. And at 4 o'clock In  the I'
morning  yvou might have seen hi!u
wending his way towards Lhe  graln
warchouses  skirting some  dock or/
other to earn just enough to keep him :
solf his wife, and his cehildren on merve |
bread and batier whved lhq';ip potatioes,

- | ey ' he used to exclaim, "'to
sink o that level ' ——pointing to  Lhe |
docks Aut, my good 1man, once i,

how to met out is the Lrouble!™

Well. 1 say, | was walching some
dockers teay themnelves Lo pleces,
Thei was a Noise behind me ax of men |
wEhing somewhere
: ] fn}"‘”.\ e pud ms 1 A0 po the pur-
wuers ' i e aind They ltimately
sottled at a stund ad poining No,. 34|
ock .
du‘ Arwe 1 knew what they were |

They were after a job,
“'l!;::- l:'”:” of n colton ship was #x-
and fifty-six men wers wanied
to help to unload the bales f:rrr :t::
Lanoashire pplnning mille, Py~ v
men were wanted, and here weore, u.
jeast, one hundred fellows. Une hun- |

ud,

dred fellows for sixty-six men’s jobs!

That is the kind of thing which is
the cause of so much tragedy in dock
life; of =sa much poverty, profanity,
ind hellishness in the homes, and the
streets, and the jerry-shops of the
dockers.,

The Consciousness of Strength.

And there (hey were—one hundred
men!—young men, middle-aged men,
and nld men. Broad-shouldered men,
pile-faced men, erippled men, hungry-
looking men, and strong men—strong
men buoyed up by an air of confidence.
They were buoved up because they
knew that physicial strength there was
more than character, They Knew that
here they—the young and muscular—
were the fittest to survive, They had,
daw by day, seen their weaker broth-
ers, thelr older brothers pitilessly
tumbled to the wall,

And an overseer, with a red face, a
well-fed body, a book and a pencil,
came to select the Afty-six men he
wanted; he came to seleet them much
as he would select ecattle for the
shambles, or just as an eastern plu-
tocrat, in the old days, chose his wo-
men slaves f{rom the public market-
place.

The fifly-six needed men were
chosen., The others—the rejected, the
human overiflow—(hey “slunk™ away as
if they had commilted some erime
against society, No doubt the poor
beggars had, but whether society was
the aggressor or mot—well, that's a
knotty problem.

They “slunk™ away. And it is in those
that have to “slink” away that one
may measure much of the cause of
erimg, the couse of Immorality, the
cause of starvation, of intemperance,
of insanity, of physical inefficiency, and
of the unemployableness of middle-aged
men in a city of docks and ships and
casunl labor.

“Where'er yer goin' to, Bill?”" one of
them nsked his mate, standing near to
me,

“1 Jdun know,"” said Bill, with a
snarl, “an’' it don’'t matter, either,” his
under lip protruding beyond the upper,

And [ learned that Bill had been {o
four stands that morning, and had
failed on cach occasion to get a job.
He started the round breakfastiessly,
and endead so.

Dead to Emotion,

But Bill took it all as though it had

| to be—couldn't be helped. He took it

all as though it were part and parcel

(of his fate, part and parcel of what

experience hivd convineed him to ex-
pect

Those emotions that bring tears to
the eyes of some men were dead
cnough in Bl and his mate,

Lan ver give us a nip o tobacco,
gwvner” said Bl to me, . taking ad-
Vantage of my apparent interest in
him and his mate. “So help me, 1
win’t had & smoke today, guvner!™

Probably Hill was uttering an un-
trith, but I'm not going (o blame him.

Bl and his equally unfortunats pal
plunged into my pouch, filled thelr

| dirty pipes, falt In all their pockets

without discovering a maleh,
“"Match, guvner™ asked BlL
I handad him & box. Thay it thedr
pipes and smoked them, not as men
smokg In an ¢asy chalr after a sub-

stantial meal. They lit their pipes and
puffed at them like men who want to
stifie hunger.

I was wondering why they had been
rejected. Of course, | had an idea.

Bill's mate, through a hard and
harsh and somewhat inhuman life had
been made old before his tyme, been
made old at forty. He was thin and
pale, and weak in the legs.

As for Bill himself, he said: “T ne'er
bin the same, guvner, since the smash
on the ," and he mentioned a ship's
name. “Yer never heard o' the smash,
guvner? Yer see, there were six ov
us workin' on the deck, when the main
Jib ov a crane gav' way, an’ drop
slap-bang on six on us Michael
O'Flaherty was knocked to the battom
o’ the hold, sir. An' they brought him
up dead—ah, Mike was dead as the
Jib itself, he was, was Mike.”

And Bil's mate nodded in assent,
and said: “He was, Bill.”

“Yes, Mike was dead,” repeated Bill.
“He was dead, and owld Bill Barley,
what keeps Lhe ‘Dockers’ Spit’—well,
Mike was dead an’ he owed Billy two-
an’-four for a night's spree. an' his
pals paid it awf in memory o Mike
what was dead—as dead as the Jib
itself, guvner!"”

“He was, Bill,” again said Bill's
madte.

"Well, ver see, guvner, I was car-
ried to the big place there”—pointing

[t the hosgpital—"an’ I lay there for
cight weeks with all my innerds awrv

-never been - the same bloke since,
suvner—ean't do a day's work the
same; an' these divvils”—meaning the
stevedores and foremen—"knows it;
they knows it, guvner!"”

And Bill re-lit his pipe and seratched
his ehin with the uncharred end of the
match., He re-lit his pipe, drawing at
it as if he wanted to suppress the
hunger which was driving him not te
tears, but to profanity and desperate
thoughts.

An “All-in" Fight,

He struck another of my matches,
and as the light glowed in his hard,
wrinkled, thick-skinned face, those who
had been selected for the job filed past
us, towards the incoming ship, filed
past us laughing, jesting and caring
nat_ﬂ.—l nearly said a damn—well not
caring the snap of tlf finger for the
uncertain outlook of the rejected.

They knew that it was all in the
fight. They knew that they might be
hurled at one side on the morrow. They
knew that it was no use being in the
dumps about what was inevitable.

And Bill said, “Don’t care that much
for miseif, guvner!” and he waved his
dirty, knarled fingers in the air. “Don’t
care that much for miself, guvner! I
knows, an" my mate knows, wheer we
can pinch a meal. We mebbe cop't—
but waat odds! Don’t chre for miself,
guvner—it's the wife at ‘ome, and’ the
kids at 'ome!” -

And Bill paused. Afterwards he ex-
claimed, “My Gord, guvner, what'l
they do when 1 goes 'ome an’ tells 'em
as I've had no luck agen? Do yo' think
I can face it sober? Blast 'em! They
winnat have me now—the stev-dores.
But before the smash—I told yo’ about
the smash, guvner—I were wo'th three
or four 'o these divvils"—and he
pointed toward the weird procession—
the “Jolly Beggars"—wending and

winding towards the expected cotton-

ship.

“I could make my six bob a day
then, guvner—an' never be short ov a
job, never! But like my mate—what’s
called Bill like miself—I don’t earn six
bob a wik now!"™

And Bill stepped on one side to let
a lurry pass heavily laden with foreign
goods.

‘But what about gettin; something
to-eat?" 1 asked.

“Ah, well now,” sald Bill. *“Ah, well
now,” he repeated. “Thar's somethin’,
o' course, that mun be done. But
there's only three ways, guvner—
either take stinking charity, steal, or
send the missus—send the missus
out!" Then in a whisper: “Do yo'
know what that means, guvner?

I was too dumfounded at the mo-
ment to say anything. The suggestion
was not new to me. A few weeks'
investigation into the social’ and do-
mestic conditions of dockers had
opend my eyes to the meaning beafore.
But never before had 1 heard it from
the lipa of a man who confessed thal
he had done It!

Since the Smash,

Bill had been made hard —as hard as
nalls-—-by rough experience. And since
the “smash”™ there appeared no ordin-
ary crime to which he had not been
forced lo stoop, Remember aince the

“Hut what odds.” he kept on saying
to me: “l was a bit of all right be-
fora the smash!”

And =0 he might have been.

“Cive us & copper, guvner,’ he asked
me a8 | showed signs of leaving him
and his male,

“And you'll take some of it home to
the wite and children?" 1 said.

“S'elp me Cod, guwner, I willl®

Hut do you think he didT Not ha

It dosan't matter how 1 got Lo know,
but BRIl and his mate had & good hour
or 0 with the money; they treated one

or twe or their pala In the bargain,

| Mothers !! Mothers!!f

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup

bas been used for over SIXTY YEARS by MIL-
LIONS of MOTHERS for their CHILDREN
while TEETHING, with PERFECT SUCCESS.
It SOOTHES the CHILD, SOFTENS the GUMS,
ALLAYS all PAIN ; CURES WIND COLIC, and
is the best remedy for DIARRH(EA. Sold by
Druggists in every part of the world. Be sure
and ask for ""Mrs. Wioslow's Soothing Syrup,”
and take noother kimd. Twenly-fivec. s a bottle.

“What a hard wretch!” you say.

No doubt. But don't forget the
nasty trick that fate had played upon
him, and the way that zociety had neg-
lected him,

I know that when I've seen Bl and
his like in another dock—the police

court dock—I've, somehow or other,

had a sort of sympathy for them!

Tolstol In His Home,

Flynt in Success: By all odds the
most interesting feature that Russia
allowed me to see wasg Count Tolstol,
And yet T had never read any of
Tolstoi's novels before meeting Lim,
and my notions of his altruism were
vague, indeed—about what the .Jddeas
are of people who have never been in

Russia or seen Tolstoi, and who, on -

learning ihal you have been there and
met him, ask immediately: *“Bay, on
the level, is he a fakir or not?"”

Onece and for all, go far as my simple
intercourse with him is concerned, it
may be most boldly declared that he
never was a fakir—no more of one when
he wis sampling all the vices he could
hear of, than he is now in urging
others not to follow his example as an
explorer of Vieedom.

The man at Yasnaya Polyana, in 1896,

was a fairly well preserved old gentle-
man, with white beard, sunken gray
eyes, oyerhanging bushy evebrows, and

a slight stoop in the shoulders, which

were carrying, I think, pretty close
to seventy years of age,

The place looked neglected and un-

kept in many respects, but the two
remaining wings of the old mansion
were roomy and comfortable. Eight
children of the original sixteen we s
living at the time of my visit, ranging
in vears from thirty and over te four-
teen, The countess was the “hoss” of
the establishment in and out of the
house. What she said of a morning
constituted the law for the day, so far
ag work was concerned. She had as-
siatants, and I think a superintendent,
to help her, but she was the final au-
thority in matters of management.

The count did not appear to take any
active part in the direction of affairs.
He spent his time writing, riding,
walking, and visiting with the guests,
of whom there were a goodly number.
At ona time he may have worked im
the fields with the peasants, but in July
of 1896 he did not share any of Lhelr
toil—at least T personally did not see
him at work among them.

What the countess really thought
about the whole business I never found
out. We bhad one short conversation
about the count and his work, during
which she dellvered hirself of these re-
marks: “You will hear many things
here that 1 do not agree with—I be-
lieve it is better to be and do than (o
preach.” I judged from these senti-
ments that Tolstolism as a cult had not
captured her. But that she thought
much of the count as 4 man and hus-
band was evident from her sollcitious
care of him.

City people and other people who eat
what the farmer produces will be less
inclined than before to speak patron-
izingly of the sons of the soll after
they have read the four six hundred
page volumes which go into Professor
Baliley's new encyclopedia of agricul-
ture. That such a publication, 2400
pages, nearly as wide as an unabridged
dictionary, is financially possible, in
itself seems to mark a rapid progress
toward agriculture as a learned pro-
fession.

TRY THE BITTERS
PROMPTLY

A8 800N as you notice the first sign of
any Stomach, Liver, Kidney or Bowel
disorder. This plan will save you a lot
of unnecessary suffering and perhaps a
long sick spell, For over 53 years

HOSTETTER’S
STOMACH BITTERS

has been making people weoll and keep.

Ing tq.m :? by curing Lhml-“:?d Kid-
roubles, sia,

Fomaie llie o0 Colde We searaaiee o

pure. :
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