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I: The Man I Work For

T WAS a spicy fall morning in
1934. All night long I had
been driving—down through
western Virginia, across Ken-
tucky, into eastern Tennessee.
The world had come awake
with the chorusings of robins.
The first vermilion in the skies
above North Carolina had
burned to molten radiance.
The sun had come up. Above
the chimneys of simple cabin homes hung ropes of
drowsy smoke, like cables of charcoal suspended from
the Infinite. €] Seven o’clock brought out the first
rakish mule teams going to work. At eight | paused
for breakfast in a small grubby town. By nine the
roads were dotted with traffic—cars hurtling swiftly
toward limitless distance. Then a few miles out of
Morrisville the significance of the morning was forced
on my attention.

Again and again [ had passed lumbrous school buses,
filled with youngsters in holiday mien. ‘‘Yesterday
was Labor Day,” | said to myself, “this perfect Septem-
ber morning is the first day of school.” '

Again and again, too, | had slowed up or halted for one
particular bus that was taking on children. [ finally got
around it without breaking the law. Far down the con-
crete, at least a full mile, I came upon a scene that will
never leave my memory.

7



At the edge of the slab, near a rural delivery mail-box,
a little boy waited for the bus that now followed me.

I discerned at a glance that he was a manly little boy.
Not more than six years old, he was likewise a very
cleanly scrubbed and neatly ironed little boy—in a
home-made blue suit and a stiffly starched blouse. On
the back of his small round head was a small round hat.
Twin ribbons hung down from his hat, behind. His
shoes were painfully new; in his left hand he carried
a combination bag for his books and his lunch; in his
right hand, before him, was a fresh and prim bouquet.
€[ Very erect and intensely serious he stood beside the
mail-box. Obviously it was the first time in his life that
he had essayed to the importance of having a lumber-
ing passenger truck halt in its travelings and deign to
receive him. Obviously, too, it was the first time in his
life that he had essayed the valor of journeying far
from home without his mother to preserve him.

His was a tremendously important departure, this first
morning’s leaving and going to school. A long and
ragged lane that ran down from a humble country
house was already a formidable distance behind him.
His lunch was most carefully provided against midday
replenishment of his physical person. The fresh and
prim bouquet was a gift for his teacher.

A person of parts. The world was before him. He was
starting off to school—and yet more than a school that
was held beneath a roof.

He was starting out to learn of the world on the long
and heart-breaking journey that was to circuit many
pitfalls, wind up cruel steeps, cross many morasses, be-
fore he finally retraced his tired little feet to that aster-
bordered lane and Came Home to safe arms that once
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rocked him to sleep. I drove my car slowly, and very
carefully, past him. And in those brief seconds he was
etched on my memory with acids of sweet pain. [ knew
many things. . . .

Once a long life ago, when courage had not been con-
scious, when every hour held sixty golden moments and
time was but a thing to pass away, | too had gone down
a rugged lane before a country house and started for
school with the shine on my cheeks only equalled by my
shoes. That School is still in session. [ have yet to
Go Home.

Up behind the kitchen window of that house I knew a
woman watched me. So, too, stood a woman behind
the window in that home in Tennessee, mayhap a
youngish woman although with toil-warped fingers and
a tightness ‘round her heart. A few moments previously
she had considered the diminutive importance of this
small male person as he affected not to be sentimental at
the strange kiss she gave him, nor to heed her many
warnings about the traffic on the roads. Across the
yard and down the lane he had manfully stalked his
way, carrying the bouquet in one hand and the lunch-
bag in the other—a bag with her tears mixed into its
stitches. Down the lane to the road she had watched
the bobbing ribbons. Now she was having one last long
look at him as he waited so sedately there by the mail-
box. In a moment the school bus would arrive and
pick him up. The space where he waited would pres-
ently be empty, but not half so empty as that watching
woman's heart.

I think I stated that he was a very manly and clean
faced little boy. All the dawning wonder at life and the
world was wide in his eyes. He was proud of his new
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clothes, of his shiny shoes, of his significant lunch-bag,
of his sallying forth to gain scholastic distinction. He
might have wondered at the care with which I passed
him, at the scrutiny | gave him. And yet he saw me
not. He could not miss that bus. The world must
receive him.

I thought of many things as my car resumed its speed.
All over Great America that autumn morning were little
boys of six, starting down the Long Lanes to school. In
forty-eight States of our stricken Commonwealth were
millions of youngish women who had remained up late
the night before, putting finishing touches on sturdy
little clothes, dropping strange tears on the stitches in
lunch-bags. Now in millions of kitchen windows they
were standing—watching for the first and last time in
their lives the hats with bobbing ribbons receding down
the lanes.

How could those little boys of six, the millions of them,
know of the liars, the shysters, the villains, the black-
guards, who waited to instruct them, to whisper weird
enticements, to fill them with illusions and then tear
them asunder? How could they envision what that
singing autumn world about them held, what lecheries
and auguries lay afar down the Highroad?

Who was to protect that little boy of six after life’s
passenger bus had received him and the homely space
by the mail-box was a yet greater void in the tight heart
of Woman?

A great resolution came to me as | left that boy behind
me. | said it as a promise uttered to my Maker, . .
my Maker and that mother who might yet stand an hour
watching through that window. And yet when I spake
it, it was just a simple statement. [ said to myself—
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“There stands the man for whom [ am working!”

Yes! i i

Without sentimentality.

The poisoned press of a hoodwinked nation hurls its
diatribes at me for daring to expose the skulduggeries
that would besmirch the Faith in that small boy's
countenance. t¥¢ Y&

The conniving satraps of an alien cabal would unleash
the rapacious forces of a prostituted Congress upon the
institutions I have founded to protect that small boy’s
scholarship and keep what wounds I can from his
frightened little heart.

Let them call me a seditionist because | would obliterate
with a finer better order those who now befoul that
small boy's aspirations and break faith with that woman
watching in that window.

Let them unloose all their dogs of racial wrath and
plotted degradation, sending them forth to pull me down
for daring to love my country and understand the hearts
of taut-faced mothers left behind in empty kitchens.

I know in my own heart of hearts that it is not for
notoriety, for applause of multitudes, for sums of bright
gold, that | am working—to turn the Ship of State to-
ward harbors of splendors. No, not these. | am work-
ing for that six-year-old person who waited for that
school bus on a spicy autumn morning in rural Ten-
nessee. J4

Of course he does not know it, although some day it
may come to him. The woman watcher in the window
may only sense it vaguely. But that is my brevet, my
pomp and my ceremony, my pulpit, my adornment.
[ am proud to have gained it.

If I would hurl from the heights of their prostituted
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powers those who have climbed high in America's
esteem only to defile her, it is because this land which
I love holds fifty million children, like that little boy by
the roadside, whose eyes must no longer lose their Faith
in the world they envision. Fifty million children! One
of them I shall always remember, standing by the mail-
box that spicy autumn morning. For he is my em-
ployer. His trust is my petard. For him I would pro-
ject the fundamentals of a better organized, more equi-
table world, that his face might forever keep the fresh-
ness that | saw upon it for a moment, that his homely
little lunch-bag might never be emptied, that from the
margins of his school books might flash inspirations.

I do not know where he may be at this moment. [ have
no way of learning whether upon his advent into school
he proved himself to be a genius or a dullard. After all,
does it matter?

I say again, and in the light of what follows, that small
boy is my Boss!

He is the nation of Tomorrow, to which I would be-
queath an unblemished heritage.

Such is my premise for the Christian Commonwealth.
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II: The Job to be Done

Pl UPPOSE that I alter my meta-
| phor for a moment.

I have spoken of 50 million
children. That is the number
that exists in the entire United
States out of a total population
of 130 million persons. The
| figure is almost exact.

Think what an awe-inspiring
sight it would be if those 50
million children could be as-
sembled together in one vast place, their faces all turned
in a common direction. €] Think what a still more awe-
inspiring sight it would be if that stupendous youthful
horde suddenly started moving!

Naturally 80 million fathers and mothers, each realizing
that his or her beloved offspring were forward-surging
units in that mass, would be frantically concerned at
knowing just where those 50 million children were go-
ing, and what chasms or mountain peaks lay in their
pathway. 1%

That is the plight which the parents of America con-
front in these fraught Depression years preceding 1940,
only the vast majority of them do not envision this
mighty cavalcade as a definite spectacle. Most of them
are too bedeviled by the struggle to obtain sufficient food
and clothing for their own particular assignment of
youngsters, to waste any time on dramatic imaginings.
€ They know, in a general way, that things are queerly
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wrong with the wholesome and vigorous country where
they lived their own childhood.

They know, from vague and elusive causes, that the
standards of culture, religion, ethics, and business—not
to overlook political government—to which they have
always been accustomed, are undergoing menacing
changes. America has ceased to be the Land of the Free
and Home of the Brave, once eulogized in public school
memorial exercises, and gives disquieting evidence of
being “‘the Land of the Spree and Home of the Knave.”
Most of the old ideals of honesty, sobriety, and thrift,
have been disparaged and besmirched. Trends are be-
ing aggressively sponsored that would abolish as “old
fashioned” the representative form of government as set
up by the Forefathers and substitute a bureaucratic
Frankenstein, more or less financially subservient to a
little group of plotting radicals securely ensconced at
the top. %

Witness the patriotic degeneration of 700 Manhattan
school teachers in recently refusing to take the oath to
the Federal Constitution, and no one doing very much
about it, and those teachers of children continuing in
their jobs!

What 80 million parents of America do not fully under-
stand as yet, is the true nature of the influences that
have been at work to make such a state of affairs the
current American nightmare, why and how they were
first set in motion, what definite plans may be afoot to
alter the whole complexion of this freemen’s Common-
wealth, and what express objective is being aimed at,
having for its achievement the gradual obliteration of
what the United States has always stood for within the
family of nations.
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Such revelations are too colossal to be grasped or assimi-
lated in one spasm of instruction. Not only has the
average mother and father small time for such re-
searches, but the very suggestion that this once proud
and indomitable country may actually be the victim of a
gigantic foreign conspiracy only shapes up to them as
necromantic nonsense. | he newspapers never mention
it. Few statesmen rant against it. Only the exceptional
person discerns that this very incapacity, or skepticism,
on the part of the average adult to grasp what is in
progress, is the impregnable armor protecting such con-
spirators. t% it

In other words, hatch your plot sizable enough to seem
preposterous and you may go about your dastardly busi-
ness feeling entirely secure against any challenge to its
successful consummation.

Nevertheless, the average father and mother sense
vaguely, and not a little affrightedly, that the United
States which their boys and girls are facing at maturity
already gives evidence of being a far different country
than what they had expected it would always be when
they invited children into it.

Assuming that 80 million parents are no longer insen-
sible of the growing spoliation of all that renders human
life wholesome, fine, and moral, it is plain to be seen
that the import of the direction and destination of this
mighty cavalcade of children gives it precedence over all
other problems besetting us at present.

What sort of a United States are those children going to
know when they enter into years of maturity them-
selves? t¥ i

What sort of government are we spinelessly permitting
to be set up for their enslavement, if any autocracy of
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atheistic aliens succeeds in demolishing our free insti-
tutions? t&

What dastardly economic conditions are we bequeath-
ing those 50 million youngsters, sure to result from
mountains of bond issues piled zenith high in a soul-
throttling structure of Jewish usury?

Do we mean to invite 50 million boys and girls, with
the same eagerness and faith on their faces that I saw
in the countenance of that little boy on that Tennessee
highroad, to undergo the permanent horrors of a soviet
beggary?

Are their children in turn—our grandchildren—to be
the product of promiscuous free love under a strictly
Asiatic Communism, growing up in a land where re-
ligion, patriotism and personal property rights are
treated with blasphemy, made to fetch and carry in a
land of pioneering forefathers for a breed of foreign
marplots who have looted them systematically and de-
liberately of their cultural heritage?

Or are we, the present generation, as wise parents in-
trusted with their destinies, to challenge and cast down
these aggressive despoilers of their morals and ideals,
taking full note of the evidences of a plot which
threatens this rising generation to enslave it, and spon-
soring while there is yet time a vigorous and wholesome
program that shall fill the United States of Tomorrow
with freedom and sunlight instead of dark thunder-
clouds of serfdom and poverty?

Here is a problem we cannot escape, that we cannot
ignore, that will never be solved until we face it!
There is no bid for sentimentality in calling attention
to the fact that we have 50 million children concretely
with us, not only dependent on us for food and shelter
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but for the inalienable right to enjoy the same cultural
and economic privileges that our forefathers in their
turn bequeathed to us.

We may not care especially what becomes of our-
selves, or how the outcome of the Great Conspiracy
treats us in the final summing up of spoliation and per-
sonal ruin. But we cannot escape responsibility for
maintaining for our youngsters those ideals and oppor-
tunities which our forefathers paid for at such a cost of
blood and treasure, and from which we as their children
profited—up to 1929.

It is something for every parent to think about.

There is either of two Americas that we can bequeath
to those 50 millions of eager, trusting, curious children:
we can bequeath them a nation despoiled and beggared,
brought down to the cruelties and debaucheries of an
apostate sovietism, ruled by a caste of quasi-Orientals
who hold in derision all forms of representative institu-
tions, where the children are regimented bondmen in a
land of pioneering forefathers, or, we can bequeath
them a nation intrusted with the execution of a new
economic brevet among men, where government of the
people, for the people, and by the people, shall be in
exercise actually, and on which hard times shall never
again visit with such shocking subversions because the
basic causes producing economic disorder and distress
shall be forever laid.

For periodic occurrences of panic, depression, and eco-
nomic disorder, can be forever laid.

There is a social system that is neither Capitalism,
Socialism, Fascism, nor Communism; that automatically
checkmates the rise to abnormal power of any particular
clique of individuals, either radical, cultural, religious,
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or financial; that assures to each individual his inalien-
able right to private property and protects him in it
even more indubitably than under present Capitalism;
that establishes and increases patriotism and love of
country instead of degrading and besmirching it; that is
absolutely sound and workable from every economic
standpoint; and that because of its spiritual features in
practical ordering of government and business, has been
termed the Christian Commonwealth!
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III: A Program Not a Plan

T IS like taking a clairvoyant
peep into the United States of
1975 to consider what our
children and grandchildren can
be enjoying in those years—as
contrasted with the black licen-
tiousness and barren treacheries
of paganistic sovietism—for us
of the older generation to
pause for a time and consider
what can be provided for the

eternal happiness and well-being of those 50 million
children by lending reasoning minds and open ears to
what is in prospect to effect a rebirth of sterling Amer-
icanism. € Over the past nine years we have had every
sort of snap-judgment plan to get us out of the so-called
Depression: the Stuart Chase Plan that Franklin D.
Roosevelt used as the basis for NRA and which has
proved fallacious; the Townsend Plan that provides for
old-age pensions but makes few recommendations for
anyone else; the Upton Sinclair Plan which was merely
parlor Communism prompting another avalanche of
bonds; the Utopian Plan which was practically a steal
on the first edition of this present work minus the
recommendations for proper political control that would
keep the application of the benefits out of the hands of
the same old predatory clique.

The trouble with most of these measures has been, that

they were not advanced by practical economists who
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would take into account the country’s actual plight of
lost buying power, that cannot be restored along the old
profit-making and profit-taking lines inside of, probably,
the next three generations.

Some of these Plans contained commendable recommen-
dations for redistributing wealth on a more equitable
basis, without getting down to brass tacks and facing
the staggering truth that there is precious little unbor-
rowed or unpledged wealth left to be distributed. Fur-
thermore, such wealth as they would redistribute would
have to be seized by confiscatory methods. To loot the
present rich, or soak the fortunate that the unfortunate
may benefit, is equally deplorable with making the poor
man of the present face his fate and like it.

What most of the economic strategists have been and
are really trying to do, whether they are honest enough
to admit it or not, is to find some plan that will jump all
of us out of poverty in a day and a night while at the
same time being careful not to alter any of the funda-
mental principles that have always been employed for
accumulating wealth, and that in the hands of master
manipulators have resulted in exactly the evils that
have beggared us today.

They want to retain all the old evils while at the same
time abolishing them. They want to go right along tak-
ing profits on the predatory basis while at the same time
curbing the activities of all individuals who seem to do
it successfully.

Naturally, sooner or later these paradoxical measures
fail. They are advanced by writers who think they are
economists because they treat with economic subjects.
In this they have been aptly described by the wag who
remarked that “‘an economist is a financier who hasn’t
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any money.” Meanwhile the only real economists of
the world—the internationally minded Hebrews who
long since recognized that there never is such a thing
as a profit without its being someone else’s loss—
laugh in their sleeves and go right along perfecting their
strategy for mulcting the Gentiles while the Gentiles
let them do it.

The nationless Jew recognizes that the world’s present
economic structure is such that it is slowly bankrupting
itself, but as he will come off the principal creditor, he
is not opposed to letting it happen. The Christian aping
the form of the Jew's predatory system without realiz-
ing its fundamental or subtle purposes, goes along from
panic to panic, and depression to depression, exhausting
the earth’s natural resources, and imagining that he is
making money because he is able to acquire and possess
money of consequence in the progress of each cycle.
When he runs into serious difficulties, either as an in-
dividual or a nation, he resorts to borrowing, either to
tide himself over the readjustment period or provide a
new stake; never realizing that he is but taking back
and using on a loan basis that which has been mulcted
from him and converted into liquid wealth, which same
mulcting wrought the ruin that first made the readjust-
ment and new stake necessary.

So the vicious circle goes on operating, generation after
generation.

The average Christian, so-called in contrast to the Jew,
is not clever enough in his economic sagacity to grasp
the true nature and behavior of wealth, that there truly
is no such thing as a profit unless it is somebody else’s
loss, or that the modern financial system with its
credits and interest rates cannot be superimposed on a
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people who stay in one place generation after genera-
tion and depend on Mother Nature for their increment,
without the latter’s ultimately encountering impoverish-
ment and ruin. Naturally he does not have his atten-
tion called to this catastrophic fact by those who are
slowly and methodically despoiling him. The man who
is clever enough to perceive it, is either hooted down by
those to whose advantage it is to suppress him, or he is
too deeply enmeshed in the rapacious system itself for
him to renounce and correct it without taking a loss.
When an individual falls victim to our predatory-wealth
system of the past, he can always go into a bankruptcy
court and obtain legal license for a fresh start. Then
his creditors are the losers, while those who have taken
advantage of his hard luck or poor business acumen and
got the goods from him that necessitate the bankruptcy,
are the gainers. But when a nation has hard luck, or
its rulers show poor business acumen, it cannot go into
a bankruptcy court and obtain a discharge. It goes
through a cycle of depression, revolution and repudi-
ation. lIts taxpayers and real property owners are the
losers, whereas the liquid wealth owners whose system-
atic practices have wrought the debacle, scurry over the
nearest international border with their portable loot and
wait for the readjustment to transpire. Then when
husbandmen and miners have taken fresh wealth from
the earth so that the economic wound is healed,
and there is another stake to be played for on the preda-
tory basis, back they all troop, and the merry game of
“one man's gain is another man’s loss’ starts all over.
(] Something of this nature has happened in the United
States of recent years, as | shall attempt to show.

The fact remains that at the present moment we as a
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people have contracted a bonded public debt—federal,
state, and municipal—of approximately 65 billions of
dollars.

Of this colossal sum, 11 billions were loaned to Europe-
an nations in the first World War. America will probably
never get it back for the simple reason that those
European nations cannot pay it back without seriously
disrupting their own economic systems—any more than
America herself can discharge the remaining 54 billions
which her federal, state, and municipal governments
owe to their investors. Paying back these billions is not
especially desirable, anyhow. Few seem to realize that
under the present profit system, a nation without a
sizable public debt is in a woeful predicament for cur-
rency with which to transact commerce or provide in-
vestments of security for her thrifty folk. Securities,
so-called, in the last analysis are evidences of indebted-
ness executed by various corporate bodies that have the
resources out of their operations to pay interest charges.
Because they earn interest-wages they are valuable
and are trafficked in or with. Thus we have the travesty,
in all common sense, of money systems and credit
systems based on debt. Of course it is usually a
“secured debt,” which means that somewhere there are
seizable assets of material value to cover it. Never-
theless, the evidences of debt, and not the material
assets themselves, are the basis of finance. Finance,
that is, as the modern world accepts it.

No, it is not always in the size of the public debt that a
nation’s danger lies, unless that debt be so enormous
that the citizens cannot raise the taxes to pay the in-
terest. A nation’s danger lies in acquiring a govern-
ment so bureaucratic, so heavy at the top, and so in-
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competent in the management of the public business,
that its profligate spending raises all kinds of taxes to
the point where the citizens no longer discern any merit
in being thrifty, in owning or improving property, or in
laying aside funds to provide against public or private
emergencies.

In other words, a nation’s greatest danger lies in a
political condition creating an economic condition where
civic morale is gradually broken down. People say,
“What's the use in trying to get ahead, to save money,
to buy a home, to keep up an estate against a rainy day
or for the benefit of one’s children? This gang of
shysters in power will only come along and confiscate
it, to raise money for their crazy bureaucratic schemes."”
So they begin to let their properties be foreclosed upon
and sold for the deferred payments or for the taxes. All
of it indicates, of course, the general demoralization of
the public buying and trading power, gluts of goods
that inevitably follow inability to purchase and con-
sume, the working up of business capital into immov-
able inventory, the stagnation of industry and paralysis
of employment, and then the last sequence, utter in-
difference on the part of the individual toward the
public welfare, a feeling that as he has been bilked of
all he had accumulated or held dear, so he has the right
to wrest away from others whatever he sees them still
possessing. Such a people, utterly impoverished and
turned adrift from their acres, disillusioned and hungry,
economic nomads in a land where property has become
concentrated in the hands of a rapacious minority, are
the combustible materials from which rapine and revo-
lution are made.

The real tragedy of this unhappy cycle is, that it takes
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another one to two generations of gradually accumulat-
ing wealth, directly from Mother Earth’s bounty, to
restore that ravaged and shattered morale, to recreate
that destroyed public buying power. Anything else is
either more confiscation, or merely swapping dollars
around with the required future concretions put up as
security.

Before I attempt to expound just what the Christian
Commonwealth is, therefore, and how it differs basically
from either predatory Capitalism or confiscatory So-
cialism, let me illustrate the true causes of our economic
plight of today by reprinting a trenchant little article
written more than fifty years ago by Edward Bellamy,
called the Parable of the Water Tank.

You will find me making the statement constantly
throughout this book that there is truly no such thing as
a commercial “‘profit”’—that buying in the cheapest mar-
ket and selling in the dearest, according to old Adam
Smith, is a proven fallacy. Some people will be as-
tounded that I should hold such a view inasmuch as men
have been buying, selling and taking profits for gen-
erations and the practical doing of it seems to attest that
it is workable. I say that it is not workable, and the
following Parable of the Water Tank makes my reasons
as clear as they are simple. . . .
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IV: The Parable of the Water Tank

%A HERE was a certain very dry
- land, the people whereof were
~ [ sorely in need of water. And
they did nothing but seek
after water from morning until
night, and many persons per-
ished because they could not
find it. € Howbeit, there were
certain men in that land who
were more crafty and diligent
than the rest, and these had
gathered stores of water where the others could find
none, and the name of these people was Industrialists.
And it came to pass that the people of the land came unto
the Industrialists and prayed that they would give them
of the water that had been gathered, that they might
drink, for their need was sore. But the Industrialists an-
swered them and said:
“Go to, ye silly people! Why should we give you of the
water which we have gathered, for then we should be-
come even as you are, and perish with you. But behold
what we will do unto you. Be ye our servants and ye
shall have water.”
And the people said, “Only give us to drink, and we will
be your servants, we and our children.”” And it was so.
¢ Now the Industrialists were men of understanding and
wise in their generation. They ordered the people who
were their servants, into bands, with captains and of-
ficers, and some they put at the springs to dip, and oth-
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ers did they make to carry the water, and others did they
cause to seek for new springs. And all the water was
brought together in one place, and there did the Indus-
trialists make a great tank for to hold the water. And
the tank was called the Market, for it was there that the
people, even the servants of the Industrialists, came to
get the water.

And the Industrialists said unto the people: “For every
bucket of water that ye do bring unto us and pour into
the tank which is the Market, behold we will give you a
penny. But for every bucket that we do draw forth
that ye may drink it, ye and your wives and children,
ye shall give unto us two pennies, and the difference
shall be our profit, seeing that if it were not for this
profit we would not do this thing for you, and ye should
all perish.”

And it was good in the people’s eyes, for they were dull
of understanding, and they diligently brought water
unto the tank over many days. And for every bucket
which they did bring, the Industrialists gave them every
man a penny. But for every bucket which the Indus-
trialists drew forth to give again unto the people, be-
hold the people rendered unto the Industrialists two
pennies.

And after many days the water tank, which was the
Market, overflowed at the top, seeing that for every
bucket which the people poured in, they received only
so much as half a bucket in money, or only such money
as would buy half a bucket. And because of the excess
that was left of every bucket, did the tank overflow, for
the people were many but the Industrialists were few
and could drink no more than the others.

And when the Industrialists saw that the water over-
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flowed, they said unto the people, “See ye not that the
tank, which is the Market, doth overflow? Sit ye down,
therefore, and be patient, for ye shall bring us no more
water till the tank be empty.

But when the people no more received the pennies of
the Industrialists for the water which they brought, they
could buy no more water from the Industrialists, hav-
ing naught wherewith to buy. And when the Industrial-
ists saw that they had no more profit because no man
bought more water of them, they were troubled. And
they sent men forth in the highways, the byways, and
the hedges, crying: “If any thirst, let him come to the
tank and buy water from us, for it doth overflow.” For
they said among themselves: ‘‘Behold, the times are
dull and we must advertise!”

But the people answered, saying: “How can we buy
unless ye do hire us, for how else shall we have the
wherewithal to buy? Hire us, therefore, as before, and
we will gladly buy water, for we thirst, and ye will have
no need to advertise.”

Whereupon the Industrialists said unto the people:
“Shall we hire you to bring water when the tank, which
is the Market, doth already overflow? Buy ye, there-
fore, water first, and when the tank is empty through
your buying, then will we hire you again.”

Yet in that the Industrialists hired them no more to bring
water, the people could not buy the water they had
brought already, and because the people could not buy
the water they had brought already, the Industrialists
no more hired them to bring water.

And the saying went abroad: It is a crisis!”

And the thirst of the people was great, seeing that the
Industrialists had taken all the springs, and the wells,
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and the water-wheels, and the vessels, and the buckets,
so that no man might come by water save from the tank,
which was the Market. And the people murmured
against the Industrialists and cried: “‘Behold, the tank
runneth over, yet do we die of thirst. Give us there-
fore of the water lest we perish.”

But the Industrialists answered: “Not so, the water is
ours. Ye shall not drink of it unless ye do buy it with
your pennies.” And they confirmed it with an oath,
saying after their manner: ‘“‘Business is business!”
But the Industrialists were disquieted, that the people
brought no more water, nor bought it, whereby they no
more had any profits. So they spake among themselves,
saying: ‘‘It seemeth that our profits have stopped our
profits, and by reason of the profits we have made, we
can make no more profits. How is it that our profits
have become unprofitable to us and our gains do really
make us poor? Let us therefore send for the Soothsay-
ers that they may interpret this thing unto us.” And
they sent for them.

Now the Soothsayers were men learned in dark ways
and sayings, who joined themselves unto the Industrial-
ists by reason of their water, that they might drink there-
of and live, even they and their wives and their children.
And they spake for the Industrialists unto the people,
and did their embassies for them, seeing that the Indus-
trialists were not a folk quick of understanding, neither
ready in swift speech.

And the Industrialists demanded of the Soothsayers
that they should interpret this thing unto them, where-
fore it was that the people bought no more water of them
although the tank was full. And certain of the Sooth-
sayers answered and said: “It is by reason of over-
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production,” and others said: “It is a glut,” but the
significance of the two words is the same. And others
said, “Now, it is by reason of spots on the sun.” And
yet others answered saying: ‘It is neither by reason of
glut, nor spots on the sun, that this evil hath come to
pass, but by reason of lack of confidence!”
And while the Soothsayers contended thus among them-
selves, according to their manner, the men of profit did
slumber and sleep, and when they awoke they said unto
the Soothsayers: ‘It is enough. Ye have spoken com-
fortably unto us. Now go forth and speak comfortably
likewise unto the people, that they may buy our water
and so resume our profits.”’
But the Soothsayers, even the men of a dismal science,
were loath to go forth among the people lest they
should be stoned, for the people loved them not, neither
saw they any possibility of gaining to the water by their
utterings. And they said to the Industrialists:
“Masters, it is a mystery to our craft that if men be full
and thirst not, then do they find comfort in our speech
even as ye. But if they thirst and be empty, they do
find no comfort therein but rather mock us, for it seem-
eth that unless a man be full, our wishes appeareth
unto him as emptiness.”” But the Industrialists cried:
“Go ye forth! Are ye not our men, to do our em-
bassies?”’
So the Soothsayers went forth unto the people and ex-
pounded unto them the mysteries of over-production,
and how it was that they must needs perish of thirst be-
cause there was over-much water, and how there could
not be enough because there was too much.
And the people reviled them, saying: “Go up, ye bald
heads: Will ye mock us? Doth plenty breed famine?
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Doth nothing come out of much?

And they took up stones to stone them.
L5y OW WHEN the Industrialists saw that the
A [ people still murmured and would not give
N" ear to the Soothsayers, and because they
TA.  feared that the people would come unto
“‘\ the tank and take the water by force, they
brought forth unto them certain holy men
called clergymen and priests, who spake unto the people
that they should be quiet and trouble not the Indus-
trialists, but buy the water as the Industrialists had in-
structed.
And these holy men testified unto the people that unless
they did as the Industrialists instructed they should con-
sider that their affliction was sent unto them of God for
the healing of their souls, and that if they should bear
it with patience, and lust not after the water, neither
revile the Industrialists, it would come to pass that after
they had given up the ghost they would come into a
country where there would be no Industrialists but an
abundance of water. Howbeit, there were certain true
prophets of God also, and these had compassion upon
the people and would not prophesy for the Industrialists
but rather spake constantly against them.
Now when the Industrialists saw that the people still
murmured and would not be still, neither for the words
of the Soothsayers nor for the priests, they came forth
themselves unto them and put the cups of their palms
in the water that overflowed in the tank, and bathed the
heads of the people, seeing that they did suffer of thirst,
and they scattered the drops from the tips of their fin-
gers abroad on the people who thronged about the tank.
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And the name of the wetting of the heads of the peo-
ple with bits of water for which the Industrialists suf-
fered not, was Charity, and they were hailed as hu-
manitarians and greatly to be emulated, seeing that they
were charitable.

But the people were exceeding bitter and showed small
gratitude for the bits of water so wasted on their heads.
¢ When the Industrialists saw yet again that neither for
the words of the Soothsayers, nor the holy men, nor for
the charity, would the people be stilled, but raged the
more and crowded upon the tank as though they would
take it by force, then took they counsel together with
their senators and with their congressmen, and with
those wise in politics, to show them a way to bring back
Prosperity, seeing that the people no more did buy the
water from their tank. Then the senators and the con-
gressmen did appoint committees, and did call in the
Experts and the mighty men of finance, and they did
debate and constantly seek advice. And the Experts
and the mighty men of finance did make response, see-
ing the difficulty, “There is but one final and drastic
solution to this problem. We must levy a great tax on
this people, called a tax at the source. Then as they do
pay the tax unto us, we will lend you moneys from this
government, and ye may build yet more tanks and have
the people fill them with the water. Then will this peo-
ple have employment once again and no longer will they
murmur against you.”

Then the Industrialists did perceive that here indeed
were men of sense, and they did prepare for a great busi-
ness “‘boom” and cause it to be inserted in the public
journals that “‘Prosperity was just around the corner.”
And the senators and the congressmen passed the great
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tax law. And the taxpayers received the embassies of
government but they said unto them: “How is it that ye
would levy a great tax upon us, seeing that we do lack
money already to buy the water and slake our thirst?"
But the tax was assessed, and many of the people’s sheep
and goats and vestments were taken when they had not
the pence to pay the tax. These did the money chang-
ers alter into pence. And the government made its loans
to the Industrialists and they did build new tanks, and
presently the people were all at work once more, fetch-
ing the water for one penny but for every bucketful
which they drew out to slake their thirst they were made
to pay two pennies. And presently the new tanks over-
flowed as before. Then did the people murmur louder
than ever, for they had been promised that the employ-
ment would last forever, and that the senators and the
congressmen had solved the situation.

OW WHEN the murmuring was mightier
J than ever because the people had been
disillusioned by those who reigned in pow-
er over them, again did the Industrialists
counsel among themselves, for fear was in
their hearts at that which the people might
do in their extremity. So did they privily send men
forth among the people. And these men sought out
those who were mightiest of stature among the people,
and all who had skill in war, and took them apart and
spake craftily to them, saying:

“Come now, why cast ye not your lot in with the In-
dustrialists? If ye be their men and serve them against
the people, that they break not in upon the tanks, then
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shall ye have an abundance of water that ye perish not,
neither ye nor your children.”

And the mighty men, and they who were skilled in war,
harkened to this speech and suffered themselves to be
persuaded, for their thirst constrained them. And they
went in unto the Industrialists and became their men,
and swords and staves were put in their hands, and they
became a defense unto the Industrialists and smote the
people down when they came upon the tank.

Now it came to pass in that land that as the people
thirsted, there arose certain men of clear vision and true
reasonings who perceived the cause of the sufferings of
the people. And they stood forth and spake unto those
sufferers, saying that they should associate, and investi-
gate the reasons for their sufferings, seeing that the
Industrialists were as blind as themselves as to what was
the trouble. Then the people would have no need to be
servants of the Industrialists and should thirst no more
for water. But in the eyes of the Industrialists these
were pestilential fellows and demagogues and makers
of seditions, and the Industrialists fain would have cast
them into prison, or crucified them, in that they did
preach the alteration of government unto those afflicted
by their thirst. For the words of the true thinkers which
they spake unto the people were in this wise:

“Ye foolish people! How long will ye be deceived by
a lie and believe to your hurt that which is not so? For
behold all these things which have been said unto you
by the Industrialists and the Soothsayers and the priests
and the senators were but cunningly devised fables.
And particularly the holy men who said it is the will of
God that ye should always be poor and miserable and
athirst. Behold, they do blaspheme God, and are liars
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whom He will bitterly judge though He forgive all oth-
ers. How happeneth it that ye may not come by the
water that is in the tanks? Did God not create it for
your thirst, that ye shouldst partake of it freely? Is it
not because ye do have no pence? And why have ye
no pence? Is it not because ye did receive but one
penny for every bucket that ye did bring unto the tank
but must render two pennies for every bucket that ye do
take out, so that the Industrialists might have their prof-
it? See ye not how this means the tank must overflow,
being filled by that which ye are made to lack? Is it not
made to abound out of your emptiness? See ye not also
that the harder ye do toil and the more diligently ye do
seek and bring the water, the worse and not the better
shall it be for you by reason of the profit, which existeth
not except in the minds of those who do deny you?”
(] After this manner spake the true thinkers for many
days, and the people made answer, saying: “Ye do say
aright. It is because of the system by which the Indus-
trialists set themselves up as owners of the water, and
makers of profits which truly exist not, that we suffer.
We do perceive now that our labor is in vain, and that
the more we do toil to fill the tank, the sooner doth it
overflow and we receive nothing because there is too
much. But behold the Industrialists are hard men, and
they have set our mightiest against us. Even our sena-
tors who do make our laws are their men, and if we do
challenge them we imperil Existing Institutions. = Tell
us if ye do know of any way whereby we may deliver
ourselves out of our bondage to them."”

And the true thinkers spake unto the people and said:
“Behold, are ye not a sovereign people and do ye not
elect those who make the laws of this land under whom
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the Industrialists reside? Can ye not say truly, ‘It is
unlawful for any man to restrict God’s bounty which he
doth seize from Mother Earth? If they obey not such
laws then are they unlawful, and lawless, and against
the government which protecteth them, and ye have a
right to go against them, even to Yake their tanks and
the water therein. Behold was not one of them built
with the pence whereof ye were taxed?”’

And the people answered: “‘How shall we go about to
do this thing, for it seemeth goodly unto us?"’

And the true thinkers answered: ‘“‘Choose ye discreet
and noble men to go in and out before you, and to mar-
shal your bands and order your labor, and these men
shall be as the Industrialists; but behold, they shall not
be your masters, but your brethren and servants who do
your will, and they shall not take any profits but every
man his share among the others, and ye shall labor mu-
tually together, and draw such water as all may need,
and drink what ye have drawn. And if the Industrialists
join you and want whereof ye drink to quench their
thirst, let them have it but no more. And if the tank
hath need of repairing, let those who are skilled among
you fall to and repair it, but always it shall be for you
and your children as ye fill it.”

And the people said: “‘So let it be as ye have said, for
we do make the laws and we do will it.”

And the Industrialists heard the noise of the shouting
and what the people said, and the Soothsayers heard it
also, and the false priests, and the senators, and the
mighty men of war, who were likewise a defense unto
the Industrialists. And when they heard, they trem-
bled exceedingly, so that th