












































that while Phillips’ work was a noble mission of local limitation, Debs’
crusade against white slavery is incomparably grander in its magnifi-
cent world-wide scope that embraces the foundations of all human society.

The daily press does not make the error of overstating facts favorable
to those who boldly attack the foreces arrayed against the labor move-
ment, so we may at least accept all they say of Mr. Debs’ wonderful suc-
cess in his chosen mission. On Monday evening, February 20, he
lectured in Springfield, Ohio, and the dailies devoted columns to report-
ing and discussing him. A few brief extracts give a vivid picture of Mr.
Debs’ intellectual conquest of the Ohio city:

The Daily Democrat containg this:

“Hugene V. Debs, the celebrated labor leader, held an audience spell-
bound for two hours last night. The aisles were full of people who
gladly stood throughout the entire address, and people even stood in the
doors eager to see and hear a man who had gained a national reputa-
tion.”

The Daily Gazette says:

Mr. Bugene V. Debs certainly has reason to pride himself upon the
audience which turned out to hear him last evening. We have not had
such an outpouring since the presidential election, hardly then. * * *
He spoke two and a quarter hours. At the close the audience broke into
cheers. No event of the kind has created such interest as the Debs
meeting.”

Says the Dgily Republic Times:

“Long before the opening hour the house was packed to suffoeation
by a representative audience of Springfield’s best citizens, fully 500 peo-
ple being obliged to content themselves with standing room only. * *
‘When he took his seat the house was fairly shaken to its foundations
with the outburst of applause. The address was one of a most beneficial
character for both the laboring and professional man. * #* * The
event was certainly a success in every way and the Trades Assembly is
to be complimented for bringing such an able speaker to the city.”

The Daily Republic-Times says editorially:

“A man terribly in earnest and impressing one as having a mission,
clean cut as to both figure and speech; a student of conditions and with
a marvelous ability to marshal facts together in an argument; a man
from the common ranks and evidently intended by nature as a leader;
a man whom the whole country has already heard from, and no doubt,
will again; a man evidently sincere and with a desire for the elevation
of man and the amelioration of the hard social and industrial conditions
of the day; an agitator who does not seem to be a ranter, but practical,
evidently honest, and willing to concede sincerity of opinion to others
who may not agree with him; a polished speaker and a man moved by
deep convictions—all of this, Eugene V. Debs impreésses his hearers as
being.”

Such comment by the daily press means something, and that some-
thing is that a new apostle has arisen to umite the hosts of toil; that he has
taken up his task with such ‘profound conviction of its importance and such
keen sympathy with suffering humanity that even the voice of natural
opponents is hushed into respectful silence or finds expression, in spite of
class interests and previous training, in praise of the noble words and work
of this remarkable man.—fichigan Labor Herald.
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THE LABOR PAPERS.

Say that Debs’ Lectures are Great Boom for Unionism.

“The Central Labor Union conferred an untold favor on the people of
this city when they arranged the iecture by Mr. Eugene V. Debs, which
was delivered at the Academy of Music Sunday afternoon. No one who
was present will be absent when he comes again, if they can help it.”—
Saginaw Labor Exponent.

“Kugene V. Debs has come and gone, but he has left behind him an im-
pression that will not soon be effaced. It would be impossible to give
the effect of his speech on his audience. To his critics and opponents
he was a revelation. They seemed spell-bound. His labor views were
indorsed by the very people who had before so cruelly misunderstood
him."—Lansing correspondent Grand Rapids Workman.

“A few capitalist sheets which boldly declare that the ‘contented
worker is a jewel,” express the hope that Debs will not come this way
again. They are the fellows who love a union like Vanderbilt did the
people, and they are quick to see that the result of Debs’ tour in Michi-
gan was to greatly strengthen the unions and make them popular. New
labor organizations are already springing up in the cities where he
spoke. The universal demand in labor cirles is that he come again, and
that soon.”—pgay City Labor Chronicle.

“Nothing less than the word marvelous can properly describe the re-
sults of Eugene V. Debs’ lecture tour in this state. If the labor or-
ganizations had united in one supreme effort to give trades unionism
a boom and had sent out a dozen speakers for a month’s campaign, it
could not have resulted in such an awakening of interest. Mr. Debs
put our cause before thousands who could have been called out by no
other living man, On every hand we now hear people speaking in warm
support of the labor movement. Unionism has suddenly been put in
good standing with a class whose sympathy is most desirable and whose
influence on public opinion is very great.” ichigan Lobor Herald.

IN THE ANTHRACITE REGIONS.

The Miners Congratulated Upon Bringing Him to Pennsylvania;

Eugene V. Debs recently made a flying trip across Pennsylvania,
stopping at a couple of points in the heart of the coal country, and there,
as elsewhere, his hearers united in praise of his splendid work as a defender
of the rights of the working people.

The Shamokin Daily Herald says:

“Hugene V. Debs, the famous labor agitator, addressed an audience in
the opera house last evening on the subject of “Labor and Liberty,”
under the auspices of the U. M. W. of A. It was certainly a great effort,
full of logical thoughts and unanswerable truths.”

The Shamokin Daily News says:

“Hugene V. Debs’ magnificent speech on ‘Labor and Liberty,” delivered
at the opera house last evening, will be remembered for many years by
those who were fortunate enough to hear it. His tall, manly, lithe
figure; his pleasing, convincing eloquence ranging from the humble
story to the sublime simile, were impressed indelibly on the minds of
all his auditors. He asserted nothing which he did not prove and
aimed at reason rather than passion, and the United Mine Workers of
America deserve the hearty congratulations they are receiving, for se-
curing such an exceptional leader and labor agitator for Shamokin.”

The Coudersport Journal expresses its opinion in part as follows:

“The speech of Eugene V. Debs at the Niles opera house was quite an
event in the lives of several hundred of those who have heard of the
great labor agitator but who had never had the pleasure of hearing his
persuasive voice. The house was full and the special train from Port
Allegheny brought in about a hundred. Frequent, hearty applause told
the eloquent Debs that his sallies against present social and industrial
conditions were counted brilliant. Mr. Debs is an unctuous speaker,
incisive and sarcastic on ocecasion; but with every indication of sin-
cerity, he impresses one with the justice of his cause and the nobility
of labor. There is little doubt that he holds aloft a torch to light the
world.”

‘While space forbids the reproduction of the glowing reports at every
point, it ecan be said, in brief, that wherever Mr. Debs lectured the
laboring people were most agreeably surprised at the extensive and
favorable press reports of the lecture advocating their rights and de-
fending their principles and organizations. An officer of the local
union after listening to the lecture and watching its effect on the audi-
ence, declared with enthusiasm, “Debs’ visit has done more for us be-
fore the public in a day than we could do in a year,” and that is the com-
mon judgment wherever he lectures.

MR. DEBS AT SPRINGFIELD.

Graphic Picture of Remarkable Success in Ohio.

That Hugene V. Debs has acted wisely in deciding to devote the re-
mainder of his life to arousing the public conscience to a sense of the
wrongs suffered by the great masses of the people is clear enough from
the results that are already visible from his scarcely begun new work.
He has been called the Wendell Phillips of the labor movement, but the
simple truth is that the great abolition orator did not reach and arouse
the people as Mr. Debs is doing at the present time. Another truth is
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devotion has won the overflowing gratitude
of our hearts, and this thankfulness, this
abounding sense of obligation, dearest fath-
er, we children with the fingers of our love
weave today info a crown and place it on
your venerable head, and though the years
shall econtinue to' whiten your locks, dim the
lustre of your eyes and impair the strength
of your manly form, the wealth of our af-
fection shall ever increase, mor shall it
cease when the silver cord be loosed and at
the final goal you lay all your burdens
down.

And now our happy family ecircle, re-
joicing in kindred ties, will fill again the
sparkling cup with the ambrosia of affection
that we may drink to:

““My mother’s voice! how often creep
It’s accents on my lonely hours.
Like healing sent on wings of sleep,
Or dew to the unconscious flowers.
I can forget her melting prayer
While leaping pulses fly,
But in the still, unbroken air
Her gentle tone comes stealing by—
- And years, and sin, and folly flee,
And leave me at my mother’s knee.”

There are two words in our language for-
ever sacred to memory— Mother and Home!
Home, the heaven upon earth, and mother
its presiding angel. To us, children, here
today, mother and home have realized all the
longing, yearning aspirations of our souis,
and now, in this blissful presence, we quaff
to our mother this cup full and overflowing
with the divine mectar of our love. I need
not attempt to recite her deeds of devotion.
There is not a page of our memory, not a
tablet of our hearts, that is not adorned
and beautified by aets of her loving care, in
which her heart and her hands, her eyes and
her soul, in holy alliance, ministered to our
happiness,

There was never a time when there was
not a song in her heart, sweeter than
Aeolian melody, wooing her children from
folly to the blessedness, security, peace and
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contentment of home. Her children were
her jewels in home’s shining cirele, and if
by the fiat of death a gem dropped away,
the affectionate care it had received added
soulful charm to her lullaby songs when at
night she dismissed us and sent us to dream-
land repose. :

Years of duty and trial, anxiety and care
have bowed her form, whitened her hair,
dimmed her eyes and robbed her cheeks of
their maiden bloom; but O, our mother is
still to us our beautiful mother. Her heart
is ag young and loving as when in infancy,
in youth and in riper years it throbbed re-
sponsive to our plaints; her hands are as
beautiful in our eyes as when in our child-
hood they were laid caressingly upon our
heads, and her dimpled fingers smoothed our
hair or wooed back to order our truant
tresses, and her voice, though less rosonant
than in the years when she called us from
play to duty, has the same cadence as when
bending over us she sang the eradle song
which lulled to sleep and to dreams.

O, our mother! beloved more than any
wealth of words could express, your children
on this anmiversary day of your wedding
fifty years ago, offer you, aye, shower upon
you in the name of filial devotion, all the
holiest treasurers of garnered affection.

““We give thee all, we can no more,
Though poor the offering be;
Qur hearts—our love is all the store
And this we bring to thee.”

‘We hear the wedding bells ringing in
celebration of the nuptials of our aged par-
ents—our ears are attuned to their merry
chimes and our hearts respond with all the
joyousness of a wedding march, for peace
and happiness and contentment crown the
hour. We do not ask what the future has
in store, we only know that we have the
bride and groom in our presence, and that
it is an inexpressible joy to pledge them
anew our unfaltering devotion and our
eternal love,
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Golden MWedding Annigersary

JEAN DANIEL DEBS AND MARGUERITE
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Golden Wedding Anniversary

The celebration of a Golden wedding is
a rare occurrence in the history of fami-
lies; only to the favored few is such a bless-
ing vouchsafed. It is an occasion when
nuptial vows pledged at Hymen’s altar take
on inexpressible sacredness. A far distant
day is recalled when “‘“two souls with but a
single thought’’ and two loving hearts that
““beat as ome,’’ courageously and con-
fidently entered upon the voyage of matri-
monial life. Thomas Moore, inspired by the
genius of love, rapturously sang:

““There’s a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told,
When two, that are linked in one heavenly tie,
With heart never changing and brow never cold,
Live on thro’ all ills, and love on till they die.”

It is not given to us children and grand-
children, who meet today at the old home
shrine to lay our offerings, consecreated by
our affection, upon the family altar, to know
the heart and soul yearnings of our aged
parents to find some favored spot, some oasis
in the desert, where they could build a home
and ‘enjoy the fruitions of peace and con-
tentment amidst a family of bright-eyed,
rosy-cheeked and merry-voiced children.

In fancy’s eye we see their beautiful and
vine-clad native France; we see them in
- the bloom and strength of youth, standing
at the altar and pledging to each other
unchanging fidelity in storm and shine,
ready to meet the future as the days un-
folded their duties, their opportunities,
their tasks and trials, sustained by a faith
and hope which cheered them on their pil-
grimage through all their married days.
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Those of us who have reached years of
maturity and are here with wives and hus-
bands and children and children’s children,
may in fancy’s telescopic wvision see the
youthful pair leaving the old for the new
world, whispering to each other with brim-
ful eyes and quivering lips:

“Go where we will, this hand in thine,

Those eyes before me smiling thus,
Through good and ill, through storm and shine,
The world’s a world of love for us.”
And such has been the world to them. Love
has been their guiding star; no cloud ever
obseured it; and the darker the day of ad-
versity the brighter shone their love which
bathed their home and our home in its
mellow, cheering light.
In celebrating this golden wedding an-

niversary, all the haleyon days of our lives
are included and fhere come to us messages

from the past, under the sea and over the
land, burdened with the aroma of violefs
and roses, caught from the flower gardens
of memory, planted in youth and blooming
in perennial beauty fo old age.

I confess to you, my venerable parents,
and to you my sisters and brothers, and to
those of younger generations, to over-
mastering emotions of love and gratitude
as I survey this family scene, never to be
pietured again save upon the canvas of our
memories. But I would voice no requiem
note. Today our ears are not attuned to the
dirge’s mournful cadence. This is not the
oceasion for planting weeping willows, the
cypress or the lvy vine—

“Creeping where grim death is seen.”

Here the mingled cup of love and grati-
tude and joy, brimful, is quaffed in honor
of an event which to us all is a priceless
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benediction; but, if from its fountain a
tear mingles with the draught to sparkle
on the brim of the loving cup, it bears tes-
timony that our hearts are touched by feel-
ings as divine as ever sanctified human af-
fection.

The serenity, the rare loveliness of this
scene create emotions which no words, how-
ever fitly chosen, can express. I can but
say in the name of my sisters and my broth-
ers and those younger in the bonds of fam-
ily allegiance to our father—the patriarch
of these sons and daughters—that we tender
him our warmest congratulations upon this
rare oceasion. When we greet him our
hearts are in our hands; when we kiss his
time-furrowed cheeks our hearts are on our
lips, and when we congratulate him upon
this, his golden wedding anniversary, our
hearts are in our words, ;

Freely do we avow the fealty of our love
for his devotion to us, his children, for his
watchful guardianship over our giddy foot-
steps on youth’s flowery pathways; and
this love is blended with profound veneration
for his courage, which no vieissitude eould
dampen; for his masculine virtues which
have endeared him to the home circle; for
his spotless integrity of character which has
given him the confidence of men, whether
in poverty’s vale or upon the more elevatefl
plane of prosperity, secured by industry and
frugality, and above all, for that parental
ambition and self-denial to secure for us
an eduecation which should equip his children
for respectable and honorable positions in
life.

This, my beloved and honored sire, is
the tribute of affection your children bring
to you today. Your tender and unceasing
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Debs _In;c!ictment.

EUGENE V. DEBS.

On the evening of June 30th word was
flashed from Cleveland, Ohio, that Eugene
V. Debs, four times Socialist Candidate for
President, had been arrested on an indict-
ment cha.rgmg him with vnolat:on of the
Espionage Law. .






term is breathed in reverence, but only ‘‘a female that gives birth to young.'’

Love is not apt to dwell long in such a lair, if it enter here at all. And
this is the unhappy lot of millions of laboring people who are foredoomed to
such a bleak and barren existence, and from which there is no escape this
side of the grave,

This condition of penury, want and social deba.sement is fixed and per-
manent in the existing industrial system and no amount of maudlin sympathy
or patronizing philanthropy can materially alleviate its horrors, a fact our
dilettante charity-ball reformers unwittingly confess in their favorite and
oft-repeated scriptural injunction, ‘‘The poor ye have always with you.”’

It is under these harsh and gloomy conditions that the children of the

- poor come into life and are joined to misery at its very threshold, Denied

all that makes home the haven of love and the abode of joy, deprived of all
the sweet influences that fill childhood with rapture, and which the memory
treasures in after years like a vanished dream, these children of the poor are

—at their very birth fated to struggle and perish among ‘‘Les Miserables,” the

world’s disinherited millions who, robbed of their birthright, are despised for
their infirmities and scourged as wantons to dishonored graves.

From the wretched habitations of the poor the children early seek escape
instead of clinging fondly to their birthplace like fledglings to the parental
nest. Under the cruel lash of poverty they are driven out into the world in
their childhood. There is no time for health-giving and body-building recrea-
tion and no means for education, for culture, for mental fraining and moral
enlightenment, They are but the children of the poor, fit only for menial ser-
vice, which awaits them at the cradle and drags them in its relentless fetters
to their graves.

‘What words can fitly describe the life tragedy of the children of the poor!
Born to poverty, they walk in the darkness of ignorance, and is it strange that
some go astray? Is it not a miracle thaf all do not become vicious and de-
praved?

Society’s doors are all closed against them. They are but outcasts when
they are ‘‘respectable.’”” What a melancholy paradox! Those who rob the
poor despise them.

The pampered parasites hold in loathing and horror the deflowered vic-
tzms s whose ruddy life-drops glisten in their gaudy plumage.

These children of the poor find their way in increasing numbers to the -

‘ha.unts of vice and shame. The darkness of the hovel and the sweat-shop is
‘relieved by the red light of the slums. The children of the poor are food for

misery and crime. The vile groggery for the boys and the house of horror
for the girls. So do millions of the children of the poor pass through this ‘‘Vale
of Tears.”

And so it will ever be while capitalism is suffered to rob the children of
the poor of their inheritance. Deplore it as you may, these are the conditions
as they are, and only a new social system can change them. Child labor laws,

factory inspection laws and other remedial legislation may ameliorate in some

degree the wrongs suffered by the children of the poor, but all such palliatives
are powerless to end them. As long as labor is merchandise and production



is carried on for profit, child labor will have preference and the chlldren of
the poor will be ground into luxuries for the children of the rich.

Socialism offers absolutely the only means for rescuing the children of
the poor, and slowly but surely society is being pushed, by the underlying
forces that move it, into the acceptance of its philosophy. The abolition of
poverty is Socialism’s insistent demand and this demand proclaims the end of
private property in the means of life.

The earth spreads out before us, rich in its resources beyond the power
of the imagination. The inventive genius of man has captured the lightning,
snatched the thunderbolts from the hand of Jove, and grasped all the forces
of nature and converted them info titanic toilers for the children of men. The
earth and its riotous abundance, and man with his miraculous productive
power, scout the idea that poverty is to forever scourge the human race. The
past, in the density of its ignorance and the night of its superstition, may be
excused. But the living present with all its mynad available agencies for
" producing food, clothing, shelter, and for the education of the children and
the diffusion of 11ght and mtelhgence among the masses, can make no such
plea.

There is absolutely no excuse for the widespread poverty that now scourges
mankind. It is an affront fo human infelligence and an impeachment of
civilization. Child labor is mot only unnecessary in this age but a crime
against both the children and society. Every child ought to have, and in the
- triumph of Socialism will have, time enough for physical growth, for the joy
of healthy childhood, for education, and for everything else required in a truly

enlightened age for the scientific rearing of the c]:uldren, the progenitors of
- succeeding generations.

It is for this very reason that the poor and the children of the poor are
turning toward Socialism in increasing numbers all over the world. It is
their movement, born of their travail and consecrated to their emancipation.
Millions of them are already marching beneath its international banner and
swelling with joyous strains the anthem of their coming deliverance. To them
Socialism is as a beacon lighting the shipwrecked mariner to his destined port.
It is their sunshine and shower, their meat and drink, their 11fe and h;;;pe;M
It sheds its radiance in their dingy hovels z.nd_eases_. '

and weary flesh.
: The disinherited of every race and clime are here at home. They are in
truth the people and to them of right belongs the earth.

Socialism is their gospel of economic freedom and social sa.lva.tmn In the |
name of ity commanding genius they unite in greater and greater numbers, - ‘.
thousands, tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands, millions of them, keeping
step to the same proletarian heart-beat, the heart-beat of the international d
revolution, animated by the same social spirit, held steadfast by the same
social conscience, their radiant faces turned forever toward the sunrise.

These are the children of the poor who have made the earth rich and are
now moving toward their eternal inheritance.

The love of comrades is in their hearts, the passion for freedom in their
souls, and the light of victory in their eyes. The trials that beset their strug-
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