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lines. They are inevitable story-tellers. 
None of this is conversation; and women 
like conversation, like its courtesies, which 
at least pretend a little interest when 
their turn comes in the game. Know
ledge of people and affairs outside our 
own country pricks more than one bubble 
about our young men. 

Tired men fill our vaudeville theatres, 
—for there at least the audience is largely 
masculine, —even in the daytime. They 
are too near exhaustion to do more than 
listen to wit quite easy of comprehension. 
Our girls are accustomed to amusing these 
tired men. That joy of being amused, of 
being interested by a man of the world, 
is not to be omitted in any just weighing 

of the question why they find foreigners 
attractive; and as time passes, in spite of 
all the bitter disillusionments of the past, 
our rich girls will make more and more 
unflattering selections from among suit
ors from across the seas. And it is full 
time our young men awakened to their 
own share in the causes which lead to 
such a condition. The whole social sys
tem of England and of Europe generally 
spares a girl such shameful sales. The 
mothers, the fathers, the men about her, 
are equipped to protect her, and they 
take the time and spare the energy to do 
so. Justly considered, it is a social, psy
chic question, quite apart from man's 
commercial value in the world. 

TO THE VICTOR 

BY WILLIAM ELLERY LEONARD . 

MAN'S mind is larger than his brow of tears: 

This hour is not my all of Time; this place 

My all of Earth; nor this obscene disgrace 

My all of Life; and thy complacent sneers 

Shall not pronounce my doom to my compeers, 

Whilst the Hereafter lights me in the face. 

And from the Past, as from the mountain's base. 

Rise, as I rise, the long tumultuous cheers. 

And me who slays must overcome a world: 

Heroes at arms, and virgins who became 

Mothers of children, prophecy and song; 

Walls of old cities with their flags unfurled; 

Peaks, headlands, ocean and its isles of fame — 

And sun and moon and all that made me strong. 
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THE TIME-CLOCK 

BY JONATHAN THAYER LINCOLN 

LABOH is a commodity just as is cot
ton, coal, or any other material making 
up the cost of production, but there is 
added to it the human element, and out 
of this fact arises the labor problem. This 
problem includes every question at issue 
between employer and employee, whether 
it concerns wages, hours of labor, or san
itary conditions; and, rightly analyzed, is 
a matter of bargain between the man who 
buys and the man who sells labor. To 
understand the labor problem, we must 
first know something of the factory sys
tem which has contributed so largely to 
our present social unrest. 

In the beginning the factory was the 
creation, not of capital, but of labor; not 
of the employer, but of the workingman. 
It was a natural growth out of the home 
system of manufacture, under which raw 
material, bought either by the workman 
himself or given out to him by a second 
party, was manufactured into the fin
ished product in the home. The trans
ition from the home to the factory sys
tem may be studied at first hand in some 
countries to-day. In Japan, for instance, 
practically all the spinning of yarn is 
done in factories, while the larger part of 
the cloth is made on hand-looms in the 
homes of the weavers. The first spinning 
mill was undoubtedly built by some 
thrifty spinner who, obtaining more work 
than he could well do with his own hands, 
hired a few less capable workmen to 
assist him; afterwards he hired others, 
until the rooms of his house were too 
small to contain them and the machin
ery, then he built a shed devoted to his 
business, and this shed became the first 
cotton factory of Japan. Our own indus
trial development has been similar, and 
the conditions which we may observe 

to-day in Japan once existed in America. 
In the early days of the nineteenth cent

ury a machinist's apprentice became a 
journeyman and received from his master, 
as was the custom in those days, a new 
suit of clothes and fifty dollars in money. 
He left the town in which he lived and 
sought employment in a neighboring vil
lage, where several cotton mills had been 
built. The mill in which he found work 
would be of interest to one familiar with 
the great plants of to-day; the owners, 
the superintendent, the workers, were all 
New England folk, among whom there 
was no social distinction. Tradition says 
that the weavers sat in rocking-chairs 
beside the newly-invented power-looms, 
and that some brought knitting to the 
mill to occupy their spare time, while 
others cultivated flowers in window-
boxes ; but rocking-chairs or no, employer 
and employee began work at the same 
hour each morning, returned home at the 
same hour in the evening, and after they 
had " washed up " and the supper dishes 
were put away, spent their evenings to
gether. 

The power-loom seemed a marvel of 
ingenuity to the young machinist; he 
watched the machines turning out their 
useful products, and repaired them when 
they failed to work. Then the thought 
occiured to him that some day he might 
build looms and sell them to the cotton 
factories. He became acquainted with 
another machinist, who had already 
made a start in this direction, and the two 
young men formed a partnership, built 
a small shop, and commenced business. 
They associated with them a few other 
machinists, and from bell-hour to bell-
hour, employers and employees worked 
side by side at the bench and lathe. The 
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