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through all our days; no frowns, no grouches, no scold-
ing—no, no! No ingratitude for all the bounties of Pro-
vidence. Let us then be up and doing. Doing, certainly;
but why not think a little too?

Why is thinking in such disfavor? Why is thinking
about subjects and things, the one crime never forgiven
by respectability? We have given away our resources,
what should have been our common wealth; we have
squandered our land, wasted our forests. ‘' Such trifles
are not my business,” interrupts History, rather feverish
of manner, “my duty is to record and magnify the affairs
of the great.” Allow me, madam; we have given away
our coal, the wealth of the past; our oil, the wealth of today;
except we do presently think to some purpose, we shall
give away our stored electricity, the wealth of the future
—our water power which should, which must remain ours
and our children’s. “Socialist!’’ shrieks History.

The youth of Abingdon speak glibly of Shepherd Kings,
Constitution of Lycurgus, Thermopylae, Consul Luilius,
or the Licinian Laws; the more advanced are even as far
down as Elizabeth. For the rich and unmatched history
of their own land, they have but a shallow patter of that;
no guess at its high meaning, no hint of a possible destiny
apart from glory and greed and war, a future and oppor-
tunity ‘‘too high for hate, too great for rivalry.” The
history of America is the story of the pioneer and the
story of the immigrant. The students are taught noth-
ing of the one or the other—except for one case of certain
immigrant pioneers, enskied, sainted, who never left the
hearing of the sea; a sturdy and stout-hearted folk
enough, but something press-agented.

Outside of school the student hears no mention of liv-
ing immigrant or pioneer save in terms of gibe and sneer
and taunt. The color and high romance of his own town-
ship is a thing undreamed of, as vague and shapeless as
the foundations of Enoch, the city of Cain. And for
his own farmstead, though for the first time on earth a
man made here a home; though valor blazed the path;
though he laid the foundation of that house in hope and
in love set up the gates of it, none knows the name of that
man or of his bolder mate. There are no traditions—
and no ballads.”

In a letter to Mr. Will Atkinson, Mr. Rhodes tells how
in 1885-6 during Geronimo's raids he lived alone, the sole
inhabitant of a strip of country the size of Delaware. His
only book for nine months was ‘ Progress and Poverty.”’

Houghton, Mifflin Co. are Mr. Rhodes’ publishers

and Who's Who in America gives quite a list of books
he has written.

¢ UR present rating system operates as a hostile

tariff on our industries; it goes in restraint of trade;
it falls with severity on the shoulders of the poorer classes
in the very worst shape—in the shape of a tax upon the
house room. Let the value of the land be assessed in-
dependently of the buildings upon it, and upon such
valuation let contribution be made to those public services

which create the value.”—SIR HENRY CAMPBELL-BANNER-
MAN.

¢¢Y BELIEVE in the taxation of land values only.”"—

Justice Louis D. BraxbpErs, of the U. S. Supreme
Court.

Ohio Assessor Tells
of His Difficulties

J. THATCHER, auditor and tax assessor of Frank-

* lin county, Ohio, had an article in the Siate Journal

of Columbus, March 20, in which he described the dilem-

ma assessors find themselves in when they come to getting

all property on the assessment rolls at its true value in

money as Ohio’'s constitution requires. The portion
relating to personal property is as follows:

He would have to know values of every stove, range,
chair, bed set, dish set, diamond, topaz, ruby, garnet,
picture, rug, library, piano, radio, victrola; each stock of
drugs, shoes, groceries, dry goods, tobaccos, first in the
hands of the maker, then the wholesaler, then the dealer
and then the user. He would have to know the value
of every share of stock, every bond, every mortgage owned
by an individual in or on every industry in this and other
countries or on chattles, land and buildings located here
or in the other 47 states of the Union and also its dependen-
cies. He would have to know every. note and account
payable to an individual and the ability to collect the same
for the latter, who might reside here or in any of the tens
of thousands of villages, cities or townships throughout
the country. He would have to know the exact amount
of money each individual has in pockets, bureau drawers,
banks, building and loans. He would have to know the
exact amount each individual owes to individuals, firms,
banks and on mortgages. The only way an auditor knows
this is by confession of the citizen. Merchants are mis-
informed by customers, banks are misled by customers,
individuals find themselves mistaken as to individuals.
No human being in the world knows these things fully
about another human being. A county auditor is simply
a human being. As long as we base taxation on these
faulty conditions theie are going to continue inequalities
we would like to prevent but cannot reach.

In another part of his article, Auditor Thatcher declares
that if an auditor could do what the law 1equires, he would
not be a county official at all, but would set up as an ex-
pert of experts in appraising property values and draw
$100 a day.

The sensible lesson to draw is that the assessor should

have only one kind of property to assess. That’s a big
enough job.

The Age Old Question

ET me tell you that no sooner have these so-called

personal movements started than the age-old ques-
tion of Mexico takes the field: the landed aristocracy
against the people. When the big issue appears the people
take command: General and politician, social prophet
and wvulgar grafter—they all obey. Knowingly or un-
consciously, they line up, and the old fight between priv-
ilege and destitution is once more in full sway.—From
Some Mexican Problems, by M. Saenz, of the Dept. of
Education of Mexico.



