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involving Mr. Gilbert, as well as by newspaper and magazine reports of his activities.
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“To speak his words, is every man's right ."— Homer .

“To be a man is to struggle to be free ."— Horace M. Kallen , Dean, Graduate School,
New School for Social Research, New York, N. Y.

1
1 Gadfly of Progress

Joe Gilbert isn't what you would call a national figure. Perhaps he represented too many
minorities, fought for too many hopeless causes, hobnobbed with too many underdogs.

True, he did receive a burst of national publicity when the United States Supreme Court
(Chief Justice White and Justice Brandeis dissenting) decided he would have to go to
jail for speaking disrespectfully of the “war to end war.” That was when he was national
organization manager for that once powerful farmers' political machine, the Nonpartisan
League. The publicity died down, though, after the cell door clicked, and he became just
another forgotten political prisoner, locked up for saying that the egg came first when the
ruling political regime said it was the chicken.

No, Joe Gilbert has not lived a ballyhooed life, but he has lived a significant one, significant
because it reflects, better than most lives, the restless struggle of the human race to know
and, knowing, to be free, free in the sense of wearing “no man's collar,” of being “beholden
to nobody,” of doing and speaking what one has a mind to do and speak, and of exercising
the inalienable right to “bawl out” the umpire, the boss, the government, or any other
authority. The fact that Joe reached the climax of his 2 struggle for freedom in two county
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jails in Minnesota is perhaps a more accurate commentary on the general state of man's
freedom today than most of us like to admit.

As far back as he can remember, Joe was a belligerent young upstart willing to do battle,
at the least provocation, for what he considered his rights.

“The only rights a man has,” he liked to say, “are those he can enforce.”

And by some wonderful process, the defiant “ | won't be bossed!” of his boyhood grew
into the “ We won't be bossed!” of his adult life. Resentment of, and action against,
injustice to Joe Gilbert developed into resentment of, and action against, injustice to
thousands of fellow Joes. For Joe Gilbert was one of those restless men, those persistent,
nonconforming cusses (radicals if you like) who serve as gadflies of human progress.
They buzz into the world, asserting their independence. They sting here and there, where
it will do the most good, and they go on their impudent way, leaving energy, action, and
headway behind them.

Joe Gilbert, individual, may not be too important. But the kind of life that Joe Gilbert,
individual, lived is important. For it helps to tell why men rebel, why men fight for freedom,
for others as well as for themselves, and why men go so far as to become unpopular
radicals to win that freedom.

Perhaps Joe Gilbert's life will not occupy much space in the conventional history books—
but there are those who would not trade it for a dozen or more of the lives which will claim
the attention of twentieth-century Plutarchs.

3
2 “An Old Hypocrite”

Joseph Gilbert (for some reason none of the family had a middle name) was born in or
near the Greenwich Park section of London on July 10, 1865.
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“I only remember,” Joe says, “that there was green grass around there, and that | rolled in
it.”

His father, tall, blond, and blue-eyed, was a conventional Englishman of the lower middle
class who clerked in a London bank; his mother was a Madrid-born sefiorita, about whom
Joe remembers chiefly that she had long, jet-black hair which reached to her heels. His
father was an Episcopalian, his mother a Catholic. Of his grandparents he remembers
nothing, although he does have a bit of an impression that his mother's father was a
blacksmith.

There was an older brother, Julian; an older sister, Rosina; and a younger brother, Alfred.
Julian, eleven years Joe's senior, was an actor of sorts, and in his youth sang in the
church choir. Though clever, he was pretty much of an adventurer, Joe recalls, and a bit
shiftless. Rosina married a typical English Tory, and became almost fanatically religious.
Joe used to be greatly vexed with her for putting on her letters to him stickers reading,
“Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white as snow.”

4

Alfred, two years younger than Joe, was another conservative. The two brothers were as
far apart as the poles in their views. To Joe, Alfred was a stuffy, formal Tory capitalist. To
Alfred, Joe was a radical.

When Joe was nine, both parents died, within six months of each other, and he was
given a home by his father's sister and her husband, John Baines. They lived near the
village of Wolverley, about four miles from Kidderminster, the center of the carpet trade in
Worcestershire.

For young Joe it was a case of going from a frying pan of conservatism into an inferno of it.
His aunt and uncle were ultraconventional, lower middle-class formalists, strong believers
in tradition, status quo, laissez-faire, God and Queen. Uncle John had saved enough from
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his wages as a butler—a station in life above which he never had the faintest desire to
rise—to be able to live a fairly comfortable, and meaningless, life of retirement in a five-
room cottage on a quarter-acre of land. He gardened this land intensively, giving loving
care to the raising of potatoes, carrots, shallots, parsnips (from which Aunt Elizabeth made
parsnip wine), cabbage, beans, fruits, and flowers. And he brewed his own ale twice a
year.

Uncle John would work in the garden until noon, eat dinner prepared in a Dutch oven
before an open fire, read the newspaper—the only thing he ever read, Joe reports and
then sleep most of the afternoon.

Now, Uncle John insisted on going to the parish church—and to none other—every
Sunday, and it was a rare occasion when Joe was not forced to go along. Furthermore,
on the Sabbath, he was forbidden to so much as clean his shoes or to look at any book
except the Bible, or maybe Pilgrim's Progress . Naturally enough, to a boy of Joe's spirit
Sunday became a day of imprisonment, a cage through the bars of which he looked
broodingly and resentfully at the church and all other institutions which he blamed for
making Sunday the day it was. Chafing under the 5 restrictions to his freedom, and
rebelling at the “forced feedings” of religion, he began to hate Sunday and “the whole
church business” bitterly.

One Sunday, the Bishop of Worcester was to preach at Kidderminster. Now, a bishop was
indeed quite a personage, worth going miles and miles just to see. So his aunt took Joe
under her wing, and the two of them walked the four miles to Kidderminster to see and
hear the Bishop. He preached on the text, “Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy. In
it thou shalt not do any work, thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy manservant, nor thy
maidservant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates.”
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On the way out they saw, magnificently accoutred and fully equipped with footman,
coachman, and two postillions, the coach and four by which the clergyman had arrived.
Joe, a boy of fifteen then, could suppress his feeling no longer.

“The bishop's an old hypocrite,” he blurted out.
His aunt was horrified.
“Sh-h,” she said, frightened lest her heretical young charge be overheard.

“Well he is,” Joe persisted. “He made his four servants and his four horses work on
Sunday to get him here. We walked. But he made his men work so he could ride. And then
he preaches about not working on the Sabbath. He is an old hypocrite.”

“Sh-h,” said his aunt, again.

Aunt Elizabeth, though, was for the most part much better company than strait-laced and
intolerant Uncle John. One day, while his uncle was reading the Kidderminster Times , Joe
was talking with his aunt and indulging in a bit of prophecy. Suddenly his uncle jumped up,
crumpled the newspaper, hurled it to the floor and shouted:

“Damned young fool!”
Upon which he stomped from the room.

Joe looked at his aunt and laughed. He had only said he bet 6 that some day men would
fly. But for a man of tradition, like his ex-butler uncle, it was too much.

Joe went to the Wolverley village school a couple of years, then to a boys' boarding school
at near-by Stourbridge until he was fourteen. His consuming passion for independence, his
stubborn refusal to bow to whatever he considered unjust authority, more than once got
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him into scrapes which served as preliminaries to the main bouts he was to fight later on in
behalf of other men, for much the Same principles.

In English schools it was the custom for the larger boys to require the smaller ones of the
lower forms to “fag” for them, that is, to perform services of various kinds. It wasn't in Joe,
however, to be a conformist in such matters. One day, he was lying on the grass reading
when a “bully” ordered him to fetch a cup of water. Joe refused, whereupon the larger
boy kicked him. Joe leaped to his feet, seized a cricket bat and knocked his “superior”
senseless.

Another time, there had been some boyish escapade at the boarding school for which all
the boys were punished by being forced to drill during a whole Saturday afternoon holiday.
The school, staffed entirely by men, was run with military strictness and discipline. It was
customary, after a drill, for the drill master, who was a junior schoolteacher, to give the
command, “Half-turn, salute, dismissed.” On this occasion, the boys had conspired among
themselves to refuse to obey. When the command was given, some saluted, some did not.

“I'll give the order once more,” the drill master warned.

This time, nearly all the boys saluted, but among those who did not was Joe, who
happened to be at the head of the line. The drill master, livid with rage, rushed up to Joe
and slammed his fist against the boy's face. Joe went sprawling. The master jerked him to
his feet and shouted:

“Now will you salute?”

The drill master, however, had met his match. Joe would not 7 have saluted him then for
anything in the world, and he did not.

One of the rules of the school was that no boy should go “out of bounds” without first
obtaining the permission of one of the schoolmasters. But so far as Joe was concerned,
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the rule might as well have been nonexistent. Whenever any of the boys wanted
something bought from out of bounds, this English “Peck's Bad Boy” would go and buy it
for a small commission.

One evening about dusk, the porter, standing on the tall flight of steps leading from the
courtyard into the dormitory, saw a boy threading his way through a long avenue of trees.
The porter shouted to him to come back and, when the boy ran on, caused a bell to be
rung, the signal for all boys to form in line on the parade grounds. Having lined up, the
boys counted off. Every single one was present, all one hundred and twenty of them.

The head master rebuked the porter, telling him he must have been dreaming. What had
happened, of course, was that the agile Joe, knowing he had been discovered, had run
to the back of the grounds, scrambled over the railing, and got back in time to slip into the
line-up.

Another night, though, he did not fare so well. Some of the bigger boys had been guilty

of abusing the smaller ones after dark. So, in the evening, all the boys were ordered

to be confined in a large courtyard with a high wall around it. Joe, with one of his usual
commissions, climbed the wall and slid down on the other side. Unfortunately, he dropped
right into the eager hands of that same porter, who promptly took him to the head master's
study. At this school, as in the army, hardly any crime was regarded as more heinous than
disobedience. The head master, furious, wound up a long tirade with this demand:

“Who owns you, anyhow?”
“No one owns me,” Joe answered stoutly.

This was more than the infuriated head master could stand. Seizing a hard-rubber ruler, he
struck the boy on the top of his head, causing a mark which Joe bore the rest of his life.

8
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Life at this school was indeed hard and brutal, master and boys alike exhibiting primitive
and savage instincts. In such an environment, many a boy's spirit was broken completely.
But.1the experience seemed only to strengthen Joe.

When Joe was fourteen, Uncle John announced, over the vigorous protests of his ward,
that it would be preposterous for him to continue in school.

“Why,” he pointed out, “you might be educated out of your class!”

In his school days, Uncle John obviously had taken so many daily doses of Tory
philosophy for the lower classes that he not only swallowed the stuff, but he even liked it. It
was customary, for example, to repeat these lines every morning in the village school:

“God bless the Squire and his relations; And teach us poor people to know and keep our
humble stations.”

And, to pious Uncle John, obedience to that principle was just as important as obedience
to the Ten Commandments.

So Joe's formal education was nipped in the bud, and it was decided he should learn a
trade, any trade he might choose. He was taken around to observe all sorts of occupations
—carpentry, cabinetmaking, masonry, ironworking, tinsmithing, and others. But none of
them appealed to him. He hankered for some intellectual or artistic pursuit. Finally, he was
taken to a carpet factory and, on looking over the designing work, decided that so long as
he had to learn some trade, it had better be carpet and rug designing.

He was apprenticed, under the indenture system, to the firm of Tomkinson and Adams,
carpet and rug manufacturers, in Kidderminster. The apprentice period was seven
years; then he would be twenty-one years old. Uncle John paid ten pounds sterling, the
equivalent of $50 at gold standard exchange rates, to 9 bind the contract, under which
the young apprentice was to start at two shillings sixpence, about 62 cents, for a 6-day,
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44-hour week. This wage would increase another 62 cents a week each year until the
seventh, when he was to receive the munificent sum of £1 ($5) a week. He was also
required, by the terms of the contract, to attend a designers' school in Kidderminster at
least three nights a week, at his own expense. The eight-mile journey from Wolverley to
the Kidderminster carpet factory and back had to be made on foot, rain or shine, six days a
week.

10
3 One-Man Sitdown Strike

Kidderminster , in 1879, was a grimy factory city of about 30,000 people. Most of the
streets resembled country roads in the rainy season. Some of the older inhabitants,
indeed, managed to eke out a living of a sort as “crossing sweepers.” You came, let us
say, to a street corner where you estimated the muck might easily reach well up above
your shoe tops. Instead of going back for your hip boots, you hired a crossing sweeper
—perhaps “muckraker” would be more apt—to go before you with his “besom” (broom of
stout twigs), and sweep the “gumbo” to left and right. You crossed, then, quickly, before
the mud returned, and you paid the muckraker a penny or so for his work.

The mud motif was carried a bit further by the city's two weekly newspapers, one
conservative, one liberal. Each did its mudslinging best to vilify the other and all its works.

But there was another, far more picturesque, source of news—the town crier. This
spectacular gentleman, decked out in blue tail coat with red trimmings and brass buttons,
and wearing a cocked hat, would stride through the streets of the town, ringing his bell and
bellowing forth his tidings. Joe tells with great relish of one occasion on which the crier was
seeking to enlist the population in a hunt for two lost sheep.

11

“Two sh'ps lost! Two sh'ps lost!” he cried. “Not th' sh'ps as sails th' seas, but sh'ps as
snibbles and snabbles th' grass. Two sh'ps lost! Two sh'ps lost!”
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Virtually the only form of public recreation in Kidderminster was in the saloons, of which
there were many. There were no theaters, no playgrounds, no parks. There was the
suggestion of a public library, on the top floor of the city hall, where a few shelves of books
were watched over by a needy old man.

Joe used to hear from his uncle, though, tales of one of Kidderminster's former major
sports attractions. They concerned the “bull ring,” which would correspond to an American
town's “square,” around which the principal stores are grouped. The bull ring was so called
because it was originally used for bull baiting. The bull would be led down Mill Street and
into the middle of the “ring,” where it would be chained to a pole. Then a dog would be
sicked on the bull (hence the name bull dog). Great crowds used to gather, Joe's uncle
reported, to watch the sport and see whether the dog would be clever enough to bait the
bull without being gored to death.

In Joe's boyhood, the bull ring was only that in name. The men gathered, instead, in the
mills and factories and the game was to see whether they could avoid being gored to
death by the bulls of industrialism and poverty. Out of the squalid homes and into the
smoke-drenched mills and factories of Kidderminster would pour, at six o'clock in the
morning, six days a week, several thousand workmen. And at six o'clock in the evening,
they poured out of the mills and factories and back into their homes. Perhaps, after all,
there was little time or need for public recreational and cultural facilities. The workmen
scarcely had time for such folderol. Anyway, God had meant them to be lowly workmen or
they wouldn't be lowly workmen, and furthermore if He hadn't meant them to work twelve
hours a day, six days a week, they wouldn't be working twelve hours a day, six days a
week. If you happened to be born into the upper classes—well, 12 there was really nothing
to let your conscience worry about. That was just the way it was, always had been, always
would be. Amen.

To Joe, the young carpet-designing apprentice from Wolverley, all such reasoning
was so much tommyrot. He hated, with all his heart, the English caste system, and the
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propaganda which perpetuated it; he was determined not to be caught up in its machinery
and broken to pieces. In such a frame of mind, he was quick to flare up at the least
imagined challenge to his own sovereignty.

In his first week at the carpet factory, two other young chaps with whom he was working
started laughing at one of his awkwardnesses. Joe bristled.

“I don't permit anyone to laugh at me,” he cried, and proceeded to strike one of the fellows.

The fight was soon stopped, but the next Saturday the men decided that it might break the
monotony if the two boys were allowed to fight it out during the lunch hour. So they were
set upon each other with bare fists, while the men ringed them, placed bets on one or the
other, and egged them on. The boys hammered away at each other, willingly and furiously,
but neither was able to knock the other out. Finally, when both were covered with gore and
ready to drop, the fight was called off. But Joe was not laughed at any more.

At first his duties consisted mainly of doing such chores as keeping the huge open fires
going at both ends of the large designing room. It wasn't long, though, before he rebelled
at these menial tasks. After all, he had come there to learn designing, not to be a fireman,
and he demanded a chance to work at a desk. But it was unheard of for an apprentice to
start learning a skill during the first year. Joe's answer to that was to refuse to do anything.
He announced the beginning of what was, in effect, a one-man sitdown strike. Unable

to think of anything else to do in this unprecedented situation, the head designer, a Scot
named McFarlane, smacked Joe in the face, introducing strike violence. 13 The one-man
sitdown strike became a one-man riot. Joe ran across the room, snatched up a pitcherful
of water and, before the surprised Scot could duck, doused him. The rioter then hastily
detached himself from the disturbance and went into strategic hiding.

The sitdown strike finally met with success, for when the head designer came to the
realization that his problem apprentice just wouldn't do chores, Joe was allowed to prepare
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Colors and even to do some design-copying work. Little by little he was able to squeeze
out of the firm some knowledge about the art of carpet and rug designing.

Meanwhile, he was supposed to be attending the night art school in Kidderminster three
times weekly. Sometimes, however, he went instead to the “library” on the top floor of the
city hall and read Dickens or Bulwer-Lytton or Scott. He enjoyed those evenings.

It was customary for Joe to turn his wages over to his uncle, and his uncle Would give
him back a few pence for spending money. In his third year of apprenticeship, when he
was earning six shillings sixpence ($1.62) a week, his allowance was sixpence (about 12
cents). One evening, he broached the matter of a little raise to Uncle John, perhaps to as
much as eightpence. His uncle threw up his hands.

“Why, you ought to be thankful for what you're getting,” he admonished. “When | was your
age—’

“Well, if that's the way you feel about it,” said Joe, “I'm not going to be beholden to you or
anybody else. I'll go live by myself.”

So the sixteen-year-old secessionist went to Kidderminster, and got a room for two
shillings a week in a private home. In those days, it was customary for the tenant to buy
his own groceries, and the landlady would cook the food and serve it in the tenant's room.
In this way, Joe managed to get a living and save a little money each week out of his six-
shillings-sixpence income. Often 14 he was invited to his uncle's home for Sunday dinner,
and deferred to as an honored guest.

Emboldened by his successful foray into independent government, Joe went the next
summer to New Brighton, near Liverpool. Through his brother, Julian, he was able to get
a job at one pound a week as “clerk of the works” for Tom Tipping, building contractor. He
was timekeeper, paymaster, bookkeeper, and general handy man under the foreman of
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the construction crew, then building villas for rich Liverpool businessmen at the near-by
seaside resort.

Here occurred another experience with a strike, this time from the employer's viewpoint.
Husky for his seventeen years (he could pick up and throw a hundred-pound bag of plaster
or cement), Joe was put in charge of the construction crew one day when the foreman was
called away. Figuring on taking advantage of the youth, the laborers shirked on their job of
keeping the apprentices supplied with plaster and bricks. This soldiering began to stop the
work on the entire project. Joe remonstrated, but with no effect. Finally:

“If you don't do as | tell you,” he warned, “you're through. Go to the office and get paid off.”

Considerable muttering ensued, and there was some talk of “throwing the little devil into
the lime pit.” Then a few went back to work. Others followed. Some demanded their pay
and got it. But the strike was over, and building operations were resumed. Next day, all the
laborers were back on the job, willing to take orders from the “little devil.”

About this time, serious trouble struck from another direction. Joe got a letter from Aunt
Elizabeth, warning him to go back to his job at Kidderminster and conjuring up visions of
Joe in jail for breaking his indenture. The young man, impressed by the logic of his aunt's
argument, mapped out a plan. On Saturday afternoon, having paid the men, he took a
train to Kidderminster and went directly to the home of Mr. Tomkinson, head 15 of the
carpet-making firm to which Joe had been apprenticed. Tomkinson had little more reason
to know Joe than Henry Ford would have to be acquainted with one of his workers, but this
stopped the young man not at all. He rapped boldly on the Tomkinson door at eight o'clock
in the evening. The gentleman was not in. Leaving word that he would call early Monday,
Joe went to his uncle's home to stay over Sunday. His aunt and uncle jumped to the
conclusion that he had decided to heed their warnings and return to work in Kidderminster.
Joe did not trouble to disillusion them. He even went docilely to church that Sunday.
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Bright and early, Monday, he was back at the Tomkinson home and in the Tomkinson
study before the carpet magnate had finished his breakfast.

Joe told Tomkinson who he was. Oh, yes, he'd heard something about the case.
“Everything is all right,” stated Tomkinson, magnanimously. “You can come back to work.”

“But that's what I've come to see you about,” Joe announced. “Everything's not all right. |
don't like to work here. | have a job | like better. Furthermore, if you force me to go back, |
won't work.”

Tomkinson smiled, and asked a few questions. He rose.

“Well, my boy,” he said, extending his hand, “I believe you are able to take care of
yourself. Good luck to you, boy.”

Then, as man to man, they shook hands. Joe returned to New Brighton.

Towards the end of 1883, however, the construction company began to find the going
rough and, realizing he would be out of a job before long, Joe decided to use his savings
to go abroad. He would have preferred to go to Australia but, since he had only money
enough to get to New York, New York it had to be. So, after a fine Christmas dinner send-
off at Uncle John's, he set sail from Liverpool for America on January 8, 1884, in the
steerage 16 of the second fastest liner afloat at the time, the Arizona of the old Guion line.

Steerage passengers were told to take along their own bedding and eating utensils
but Joe, at eighteen, was too proud to heed such advice. He walked on board carrying
a suitcase in one hand and a cane in the other, looking jaunty and dapper in his new
seagoing outfit, as if he were a young English gentleman heading for a stateroom.

The jauntiness, alas, vanished upon Joe's arrival in the steerage. It was a noisy,
loathsome, filthy place, Joe reports, with about twenty bare-board beds—no bedding at all

Nobody owns us; the story of Joe Gilbert, midwestern rebel http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.14988



Library of Congress

—in one small compartment. At mealtimes, stewards came along, slapped some hash on
plates out of a huge kettle, and doled outState coffee, bread, and rancid butter. Joe, who
had neglected to bring along plate, cup, and fork, as instructed, turned up his nose at such
fare. Instead, he slipped a sovereign to one of the stewards and, at appointed times, went
on deck where he managed very well on chicken, beef, and other choice victuals delivered
to him wrapped neatly and discreetly in napkins.

Joe spent one memorable night on board the Arizona . A terrific storm raged, and such
wailing, screeching, praying, cursing, vomiting, rattling, and crashing he insists was surely
never heard before or since. On his bare-board bed, with his coat-covered suitcase for a
pillow, Joe did not get any sleep that sickening night—nor did anyone else in the steerage.

After only eight days, the Arizona docked in New York, and Joe disembarked with fifteen
dollars in his pocket and a railway ticket to Philadelphia, center of the American carpet-
making industry.

17

4 Joe Meets Julie

After two days in New York, Joe used his railway ticket to Philadelphia and, upon his
arrival in or near the City of Brotherly Love, received his first information about American
monopoly practices. The Philadelphia & Reading train on which he rode reached the end
of the line about two miles from the center of the city. The Pennsylvania, Joe learned,

had been able to prevent any other railway from serving the Philadelphia “loop.” Only the
Pennsylvania could enter there. The P. & R. had to stop two miles short, on the east, and
the Baltimore & Ohio had to let passengers off about the same distance out in the country,
on the west.

So it was early evening when Joe knocked at the door of a stone-front house in the
southern, aristocratic part of Philadelphia. It was the address of a Mr. Nicholas, whose
name had been given him by Miss Spencer, a schoolteacher with whom Joe had “gone
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out” in England. Miss Spencer, who was religiously inclined, had known Mr. Nicholas as
a fellow church worker. Joe thought that he might be able to obtain advice from him as to
where to live in Philadelphia.

No servant, but a man in the garb of an Episcopalian clergyman, came to the door.
18

“Are you Mr. Nicholas?” Joe inquired of the tall minister.

“No, I am Mr. Johnson,” was the reply, “but any friend of Mr. Nicholas is a friend of mine.
Come in.”

Chattering away cordially, he led Joe into a fine large parlor. They talked until ten o'clock,
apparently finding each other exceedingly pleasant company. Then Joe decided he had
better be going.

“Oh, my dear sir,” remonstrated the Rev. Mr. Johnson. “I wouldn't think of your going. You
must stay with me.”

The bewildered young Englishman did not quite know what to make of such hospitality.
But he accepted the offer, and tagged along as he was shown to a comfortable bedroom.

“We have breakfast at eight,” the clergyman told him. “Good night.”

Joe tried to puzzle it all out. Such hospitality, on such short notice, and from a total
stranger, just wouldn't happen in England, he knew, because the two would first have
had to be introduced properly and credentials exchanged. Perhaps it wouldn't happen in
America, either, he pondered, in the home of the average person. It certainly was an odd
proposition. He decided to lock his door. Finding no key, he shoved a chair firmly under
the knob. Then came a knock. Joe hastily removed the chair and opened the door.
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“I happened to remember that you have no central heating in England,” the Rev. Mr.
Johnson said, “and | thought I'd show you how to regulate it here in your room.”

He pattered away again, and Joe reéstablished the chair under the door knob. The knock
came again. Once more the chair was whisked away.

“Would you enjoy a little refreshment?” asked the clergyman. “Some ice cream and cake
perhaps?”

Well, this certainly was unusual. In England, ice cream was strictly a summer treat. In
the winter, one never indulged. But Joe was game to try anything once. So he ate winter
ice cream 19 feeling more and more uneasy about the whole thing. Again the Rev. Mr.
Johnson departed. Again Joe braced up the doorknob.

“By gosh, I'll bet he's some kind of rich lunatic,” he decided.

This time, however, he was left in peace. Morning came, and breakfast at eight, and
the Rev. Mr. Johnson continued to treat Joe as if he were, at the least, a prince of the
blood royal. At last convinced of his host's sanity, but still marveling at the warmth of his
reception, Joe said good-bye and promised that he would surely go to the clergyman's
church the next Sunday. For Joe, that was quite a promise, but he kept it when the time
came.

Now, spurning a streetcar, he walked four miles to the industrial district and launched his
job hunt in the office of the first likely-looking carpet factory. He was sent from the office to
the gatekeeper, who referred him to the office.

“I've been to the office,” said Joe. “You go get me the superintendent.” And he edged
inside the gate.

“The superintendent isn't in,” stated the gatekeeper in a final tone.
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“Then get me the head designer,” Joe commanded, in the manner of a man who knows
exactly how he wants his eggs done.

The gatekeeper, taken aback at being told what to do by a man who wanted a job, obeyed.
He took Joe to the head designer, an irascible, dyspeptic-looking German, named Adolf
Petzold.

“Can you do this?” he asked, showing Joe some design copying work.
“Yes.”

“When can you start to work?”

“Right now.”

“All right, go ahead.”

And Joe had his first job in America.

Nothing was said about pay, but at the end of his first week he received eight dollars

for forty-four hours of work for John Bromley & Sons. The firm had been founded by an
English-born 20 Quaker who had first woven carpets on a hand loom and had sold them in
Philadelphia from wheelbarrows.

The next Sunday, Joe kept his promise to the Rev. Mr. Johnson by going to church.
Afterwards, the clergyman greeted him with a slap on the shoulder, exclaiming:

“I've got just the place for you to live. The son is your age, and his widowed mother is one
of my communicants.”

The place was about five miles from the carpet factory, and on the other side of town, but
Joe, disliking to refuse the kind offer, accepted.
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A first impression received by the young immigrant was that New York City and
Philadelphia were crude, overgrown country towns compared with English cities.
Streetcars in America, for example, were small, horse-drawn contraptions with a running
board along each side. Hay strewn down the aisle and under the two car-long benches
helped considerably, especially in wet weather, to create the odor and appearance of

a stable. There was no comparison with the cleaner, double-decked, smoother-running
English trams.

American people seemed crude, too, in comparison with their cousins—in fact, almost
uncouth. Joe observed especially the great amount of tobacco chewing, and marveled
at the presence of gobboons in aisles of public buildings, courtrooms, and churches. In
England only the lower classes chewed tobacco. In America all classes, including judges
and ministers, indulged. But the new American noted one immense improvement over
England. Thanks partly to the use of anthracite fuel, the air was clean and clear. The
grimy, murky atmosphere of industrial England was absent.

At his carpet-designing job, Joe became friendly with a young German Social Democrat
named Albert Weiss. He was one of hundreds of thousands of German workers, intelligent
and educated, who had fled from the fatherland and had brought their socialism with them
to the freer air of America. One day, Weiss 21 excitedly exclaimed to Joe, “I want $5 from
you right away.”

“What for?” asked Joe, surprised.

“I want to get you a subscription to a book. This is a great book. | want you to subscribe. It
is Das Kapital by Karl Marx.”

Neither the name of the book nor its author meant anything to Joe. In fact, it was the
first time he had ever heard of either. But he “subscribed,” and later learned that this
publication was the first English edition of Das Kapital to be marketed in A