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LABOR

The Greatest Chord
in Life’s Symphony

ROM dawn to dusk and far on into the night

rises the song of the hammer and the plow in
a swelling erescendo-—a mighty Anvil Chorus of
men lahoring to huild a civilization, 1o make a
world more pleasant and more habitable.

The staccato tattoo of a millien riveting ham-
mers, the humming of a hundred thousand looms,
the thundering exhaust of trains and tractors—
notes in a gigantic symphony of sweat and steel
—find their genesis in the minds and muscles of
men shaping ideas into the vast monuments that
will long outlive the generations that made them.
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It is only hy Labor, then, that we can ultimately

. achieve. Labor, that has raised us from the wild-
erness. Labor, that will buiid unto the skies.
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Labor Day --- 1928

only, that

evervihing possessed
exvhangeable value. Labor
is the talisman tnat has
raised lim from the con-
dition of the savaee; that

hag changed

wnid the forest into cultd-
vibed Flelds; that has coy=
ered the earvth with citios,
and the ocenns with ships;
that hus given us plenty,
comfort anil elecance, in-

stead of want, niisery and

Barbarisn.

—M'Cullneh:

T is to lnbor, and lubor




