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L ook things in the face. Don't fear a 
governor; don't fear anybody.  

You are the biggest part of the 
population. So I say, let the fight go 
on; if nobody else will keep on, I will. 

We will fight until human life is valued 
more than property. The plutocrats 
tell workers to get on their knees and 
get right with God. The carpenter’s 
son would tell them to stand up and 
fight for justice.

If the money spent on the militia 
were spent on schools and 
playgrounds and libraries – there 
would be fewer in penitentiaries; 
fewer men and women submitting to 
brutalizing un-American conditions.

I f you ever saw a policeman with a 
club in his hand, I want to ask you: 

Di d you ever see that policeman 
club a millionaire?  
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