
Don't you know that
HAIL TO THEE, HATE, THOU

BRINGER OF SOCIAL HEALTH

SCOTT’S SHORT ORDER

RESTAURANT
In the Plate to Kat.

Russell Building, Water Street, Silverton, Oregon.

(By Fred Freyr.)

L
LADIES AND GENTS SUITS

CLEANED, PRESSED, REPAIRED

AND MADE TO ORDER
L. E BROWN, t Opposite Drake Bros’ Studio

HARNESS and SHOE SHOP

I

I make a specialty of Harnets and Shoe repairing 
Guarantee Satisfaction or money back. Harness 

made to order.

PROMPT WORK. GOOD GOODS. RIGHT PRIES

W. A. CROSS, the Hamess Man.
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A certain girl loved a Uy, THAT’S HER BUSINESS 
A certain boy loved a girl. THAT’S HIS BUSINESS 
Finally they married. THAT’S THEIR BUSINESS 
Then they wanted a house to live in . . .

THAT’S MY BUSINESS

If you want to Buy, Build, or Rent, See

BEN HOFSTETTER
Contractor and Builder Phone Black 1341

Are YOU intending to build in the FIRE LIMIT?

SEE

HERBERT ROE
^r-ABOUT

the coat of cememt brick in comparison to 
other methods of building.

THE GEM THEATRE, moSres
Never Gets Old

ENJOYED BY ALL CHILDREN AND GROWN FOLKS 
Instructive and Educative.

PACIFIC TRANSFER CO.
PHONE BLACK 681

All work done in the shortest jx)ssible time. We 
are equipped to handle all kinds of furniture, pianos 
etc., with very little danger of any damage done.

No load too heavy for our teams to haul.

CLEAN

t t

PURE FOOD HOME COOKING
Get The Best Service

—AT—

©HiratFmii
Silverton’* Up-to-Date Restaurant and Lunch Counter

I .McMULLEN, Proprietor

i’ You have one more 
; chance to help the victim 

before he is offered up on 
i! the $50.000 law suit. He 
" does not ask much—only 
I that everyone who reads 
» this tries to get one new 
‘ subscriber to the SILVER- 
; TON JOURNAL.

<•>

Second Hand Store
We have just what 
you are looking for

SAVINGBIG
There are so 
we have that 
good as new.

CHARLES WEBB

ON FIRST COST 
many things that 
you need, just as 
Come in and see.

Church, the candy man, is the 
only place to get the pure and 
delicious sweets.

Did you ever witness or find 
yourself amid the blindly raging 
fury of a storm? One of those 
powerful, with irresistible force, 
sweeping storms, that do not 
only cleanse the air and bring 
new elements of health, but 
leave behind a trail of devasta
tion until they die from self-ex
haustion?

Some time ago I heard a work
er unroll to his hearers in emo
tion vibrating voice, his face 
aglow, his eyes ablaze with noble 
passion, the story of a mine dis
aster, where 5(8) of his fellow
workers were murdered for pro
fit, their wives made widows and 
their children made* orphans 
through the usual neglect of the 
capitalist system, that places 
gold above the safety of man. 
He told of the boss, living in his 
luxurious, clean, roomy villa, 
amid trees and shrubs and flow
er gardens on the lieautiful and 
breezy side hill at safe distance 
from the ugly-looking mine-yard I 
and his auto garage contrasting 
strangely with the ill-smelling, 
unsanitary hovels, in which hud
dled the slaves, that rotted away 
their lives as moles for a measly 
one-fifth slice of the fruit of 
their united labor.

His last words were spit out 
like lava from the mouth of a 
volcano, his eyes were shooting 
currents of passion, willing and : 
powerful enough to burn to crisp 
cinder the fleshly cause of his 
hate; they were: “I hate that 
man I”

Then and there dawned upon 
me the likeness between the two 
storm-brothers, the social storm 
we call revolution and the storm 
in nature. Both are an endeavor 
of life to restore equilibrium and 
¡teace. They are members of the 
same tree, the one fulfilling its i 
mission by blindly sweeping 
along and destroying what 
stands in the way until it has 
run its course; then comes to 
temporary rest from self-ex
haustion, to rage anew when in
vited by causes beyond its own 
control. The other is capable of 
becoming controlled and led into 
constructive channels in propor
tion to the number of intellects 
at work to understand the caus
es which bring the social storm 
about.

When the worship of gold has 
torn to shreds the social ties 
among men, when gaunt poverty 
has been allowed to stalk un
ashamed where there should and 
could be wealth and happiness 
for all, when suffering from 
want or from affluence has devi
talized or completely wiped out 
the basic truth, “I am my broth
er’s keejier,” when misery has 
made man vile, extinguished the 
generous spark of social selfish
ness within his breast and in
stead fanned the still glowing 
embers of primitive selfishness 
into red flame, then “Life” sends 
us “Hate.”

Self-preservation teaches the 
miserable slave of economic tyr
anny and wagedom to think; he 
learns to know through gradual 
enlightenment that his status as 
slave is neither God-ordained nor 
necessary, but on the contrary, a 
burning shame to civilization, 
and this is kindled and nourish
ed in him by life, by God Him
self, the beneficial flame of Hate 
against oppression and wage
slavery as well as against him
self for having so meekly and 
spinelessly taken the blows 
where he should have dealt 
them.

Awaking from a two-thousand 
year long narcotic slumber, the 
slave brushes aside the doctors 
of divine morphine and himself 
follows the Great Nazarene, the 
greatest revolutionist of all 
times, to exterminate the cause 
of his hate.

There never lived a man who 
could not love as well as hate, for 
hate is as natural a force as love, 
its other pole. Hate stands be
yond both good and bad. It is 
firmly ingrained in the scheme 
of life, slumbering in the inscru
table recesses of life so long as 
health and happiness reigns, 
from whence it hastens upon the 
call of social war and disease to 
produce in the patient the revo
lutionary fever, which either 
must restore health through 
elimination of the hideous germ 
of dronedom and parasitism or 
end in the death of one more civ
ilization. Hate comes not with
out cause and it comes only to 
men, never two-legged creatures. 
He whom life fills with burning 
hate against social disease may 
influence this killing guest’s in
tensity and volume, lie may and 
should control its power for ef
fectively removing the cause,

but no man alive has command 
over the coming of Hate into so
cial life individually. It comes 
by the law of cause and effect. 
Therefore, all preaching that we 
should love and not hat<^ is piti
able rot and all teaching, to put 
hate out of our lives, is either 
the brila*-savoring talk of a hire
ling prostitute or the empty va
poring of a selfish cowardly fool, 
so long as one of the number
less pools in the miasma-breed
ing swamps of private property 
remains undrained.

What one hates less, another 
must hate more, for neither can 
any organ of the human body re
fuse to partake in the fever bat
tle against the measle or typhoid 
invader without endangering the 
life of the whole body.

The law of compensation nev
er rests and many, at some not 
very distant day, will yet have to 
pay the price for shutting their 
eyes, ostrich-like or selfishly, to 
the unpleasant facts and hurtful 
truths of this abounding social 
rottenness. When things get too 
bad, they cure themselves, but 
woe unto him who guarded him
self against the smile-killing in
fluence of hate upon his life by a 
wall of self-righteousness and 
self complacency or self-willed 
social ignorance and exclusive
ness for fear of up-setting his ar
tificial, criminal, hot-house peace 
of mind. To them as well as to 
those, who think, having fulfill
ed all their social duties by keep
ing their family from starvation 
and earning the label “law-abid
ing citizen,” it will be said, 
“Thou fool, this night thy soul 
shall be required of thee!”

If this civilization is to live, 
we must have more hate, not less 
hate—hate that will burn, hate 
that will consume all vileness 
growing like an evil fruit from 
the evil tree of private property. 

’ Throw this tree into the flame of 
hate, but first let us fan the, 
flame with a draft drawn from 
air that is vocal with the an
guish and wail of murdered inno
cents and with the corroding 
grief of mothers degraded to 
slave-breeding machines. Pour 
on the oil of solidarity of inter
national suffering under the 
hungerlash of gold and stir it 
with the sacred memory of 
countless martyrs to the cause 
of social peace.

Then organize this hate into 
one big union and make it effec
tive for the purpose of burning 
up the cause. Through the union 
hate becomes the impulse to cold 
reasoning, purposeful, calculat
ing, determined, powerful action 
which no longer fights men, but 
causes.

Only through the union am I 
protected against the disinte
grating effect of hate upon my
self, for hate is a killing force of 
nature, impartially striking alike 
him who issues as well as him 
who receives the current.

Woe to him in whom the cur
rent of hate becomes of stronger 
voltage than he was built to car
ry, or who does not make proper 
use of the intellect-transformer, 
life gave him as a device of self
protection, for preventing the 
blind passion of hate to burn out 
the fuse within himself or turn 
the current of life away.

Through organization only, 
hate can find adequate expres
sion and only in the one big un
ion it can get that granitic tex
ture, that iron fiber, which is 
able to say with the Master-rev
olutionist of Nazareth to the 
mammon - worshippers: “Thou 
fool, this very night thy soul 
shall be taken from thee,” or 
that without the least sentimen
tal tremble in voice or hand can 
condemn them to an everlasting 
hell, mitigated not even by so 
much as the dip of a finger into 
water or again with unmoved 
voice, stern and serene as life it
self, knowing nothing but cause 
and effect, can say, "I know not 
whence ye are, depart from me, 
yeworkers of iniquity."

Then tremble, ye 
bread and body, and 
masters of thought 
Life is writing death 
your rule in words 
hate, now, with the pen of 
human misery and shame you 
yourselves have been the tools of 
making. But pronounced and ex
ecuted it shall be through the 
hosts of labor organizing in one 
big union and whose hate is 
changed through the union from 
blind, passionate self-destructive 
sentiment to purposeful, intelli
gent force for the might which 
alone is right and which can do 
what the moment calls for with 
no more commotion or reason
clouding passion than the driver
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$3,200 for 2'/2 acres in Sil
verton, good improvements, will 
sell on easy terms or exchange 
for small farm.

$3,600 80 acres, large house
and barn, fruit and berries, 5 
acres in Cultivation, 22 acres 
slashed, fenced, well and spring 
water, 8 miles Southeast of 
Silverton.

$1,100 for 4 large lots nicely 
located in Woodbum.

$1,500 for a 7 room house and 
large lot S. W. side of Silverton. 
Also some fine lots might 
change for acrege not to 
out from Silverton.

$1,900, $800 down, bal. 
years 8 per cent. If you 
looking for a nice home
Water St., close in with garden, 
orchard, lawn, 5 room house, 
barn and other buildings. I 
have just what you want, this 
is a bargain.

$2,500 close in only */2 block 
from water street, one acre with 
a neat Cottage of 7 rooms bam 
and other buildings, fruit, ber
ries and garden. This property 
has been held at $3,000, owner 
will sacrifice on account of sick
ness, let me show it to you.

I have a few small but com
fortable homes from $500 and 
up, small payments down. I 
also have strictly modem houses 
with a nice lot or up-to-date
2 '/2 acres in town on easy terms 
prices from $4,000 to $7,000, or 
I can sell you any amount from
3 acres up and give good terms.
I have 10 acres tracts not more 
than 3 miles from Silverton, 
from $50 per acre and up ac
cording to improvements. You 
should see me before you pur
chase lotf
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H. E. Brown

—JBox 145
S Iverton, Oregon

Cut out on dotted line »nd mail to J. E. HOSMER. Silverton. Oregon

A FREE PRESS
THE SILVERTON JOURNAL

SUBSCRIPTION BLANK

191_
Editor of Silverton Journal,

Silverton, Oregon.
Enclosed find $1.00, for which send the JOURNAL to

address

on a mountain road rolls a rock 
out of his way into the precipice 
or the hunter breaks off a dead 
limb obstructing his path or the 
lumber-jack chops the brush 
from around the tree before he 
sets his saw.

What the world needs just 
now is less slush about love and 
more organized hate. Hail thee, 
then, Hate, Thou Bringer of So
cial Health—come and destroy 
the cause and nourishment of 
your life—private property in 
land and machinery—then be
gone and come no more.

For Sale.—Ten acre tract, 
$1000; also 26 acres, part grain, 
11 acres orchard, spring water, 
fine soil, $3000; terms. Eight 
acres hop land, close to Silver- 
ton, $800; 240 acres well im
proved, $65 per acre, will sell 
any part, or all of the above.

H. E. BROWN,
Box 145, Silverton, Or.

For Sale on Easy Terms.—I 
am prepared to handle about 1,- 
000 customers on nice, clean, 
money-making homes, from 8 
acres up to 240 acres improved 
and give terms to suit. I have 
been very careful in selecting 
the cream of the valley, and at 
the right price. Small payments 
down; easy payments.

H. E. BROWN, 
Box 145, Silverton, Or.

Changed Headquarters.
Dr. Heisley will be at Sih or

lon Monday, Wednesday ana F ri- 
day. Office over Preston’s Shop. 
Leave orders at Preston’s. Sa
lem office an dresidence, 527 
Court street, opposite Court 
house, and next door to Moose 
building. 20ctf

If you want a city lot, I have 
it. Can buy or 31. I will 
make you a price on about 40 
lots, if you are looking for an 
investment that you won’t turn 
down. I have 32 in one addi
tion, 10 lots in another addition 
and 1, 2, and 3 lots in many 
parts of Silverton to sell on 
easy terms; also have modern 
homes for sale or exchange. See 
me before investing.

H. E. BROWN, 
Box 145, Silverton, Or.

For Sale or Exchange
320 acres, S. 31, Twp.,7, S.R. 

2, E, W. M. Marion Co., Ore., 
$30 per acre, this is good raw 
land; wood, water, and grass. 
S. A. Pattison, Castle Rock, 
Wash.

Go to Church’s Candy store 
on the corner of water and Oak 
streets, if you want to get pure, 
wholesome candies.


