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EDITORIAL PAGE

“lis satiny petals, bright with the gleam of our gold mines, rich with
the sheen of our fruits and warm with the radiance of owr sunshine,
typify the ideal of California as no other flower could”

* These are the words used to describe California’s state flower, the Golden Poppy
(Eschscholizia Californica), which can be found blooming somewhere in the state
on any day of the vear. Similarly, throughout the state, the Bear Flag (a repro-
duction of which is superimposed on our cover) will be found displayed on state
property. The criginal of this flag was raised at Sonoma in 1846 by a group of
Americans in revolt against Mexican rule (begun in 1822). In less than 4 weeks,
the Bear Flag was replaced by the American Flag, but in 1911 the State Legislature
adopted it as the California State Flag. All of which has to do with the 94th Anni-
versary of California’s admission to the Union, as the 3lst state, on September 9,
1850. War puts a damper on all celebrations, but maybe we can look forward
six years to the time when appropriate arrangements may be made to properly
observe Admission Day's Centennial. Few states can match the adventurous and
romantic history of California . . . its Russians, Spaniards, English and Mexicans
. . . its Missions . . . its gold rush era. Mount Whitney rising to an elevation of
14,496 feet; Death Valley 276 feet below sea level; a land area exceeding that of
the British Isles; a populaticn growth from less than 100,000 in 1850 to approxi-
mately 8,000,000 in 1943; Mount Lassen, the only active volcano in the United States;
a tremendous petroleum industry; more than 30,000,000 acres of farms and orchards;
Redwood and Pine forests; the poignant memories of the adventurous spirits who
stalked the stage of California’s pioneer days . . . what a petpourri for a mag-

nificent Centennial!
* * ok

Anocther great American holiday, which will receive scant attention in this year
of global warfare, is Laber Day, regularly celebrated on the first Monday of
September. The Associated Press reports that the AF. of L, CIO, UMW, NLRE and
NWLB were unaware, until told, that 1944 is a big anniversary for the American
labor union movement . actually its sesgui-centennial, the Federal Society
of Journeymen Cordwainers (shoemakers) having been organized in Philadelphia
in 1794 AP didn’t mention the railroad brotherhoods, so we're assuming they
knew. We didn't! It appears that in Colonial days, prior to 1794, there were
friendly “associations” of master craftsmen (usually shop-owners) and their jour-
neymen emploves (Association of Mechanics and Manufacturers, of Providence,
R. 1.). Working side by side, employer and employe talked out their differences
at the work-bench, the employer’'s home, or at the nearest tavern! Give-and-take
concern for each other's family, fortune and future governed. Alter the constitution
ratification in 1791 things changed quickly. The master craftsman became an
industrialist. His former employe-associate took orders from a strange ‘“hired-
boss”. Competition arrived in many forms and management, to protect invest-
ment, began to cut wages. Laborers banded together for protection. They found
a new weapon . . . the strike. In 1799, the cordwainers, last word in unionism at
that time, voted to “stand out” against a pay cut. With pickets and union funds
to support strikers’ families, the cordwainers won the first victory for organized
labor after 9 weeks. Flushed with success, they “stood out” 6 years later for
higher wages and were promptly squelched, the first defeat for organized laber.
English common law, which penalized strikers for “criminal conspiracy” caused
the disbandment of the Federal Society of Journeymen Cordwainers, but the inci-
dent pushed labor into the midst of politics, where it is to this day (with Hillman's
PAC deeper in politics than any labor organization in our history). Early in the
19th century, 15 trade societies in Philadelphia united to become the Mechanics’
Union of Trade Associaticns, the first alliance of workers in various occupations.
Boston and New York labor politicians formed the Workingmen's Party in 1828
and organized labor's career was really under way. “Collective bargaining”,
“"American standard of living”, “living wage”, “stretch out”, child labor, “sweat
shop”, "vellow dog” contracts, "economic royalists”, strikebreakers, “walkouts”,
“sitdowns", “labor racketeers”, etc., etc,, are familiar terms to all of us. The struggle
goes on. We've hoped in these columns . . . and we express the hope again . . .
that, with the coming of age of the labor movement, the trend will gradually be
toward peaceful setilement of all disputes . . . the use of force in such contro-
versies being as stupid as war between nations . . . and, indeed, if our system
of free enterprise (and no better has yet come to our attention, human frailties
being what they are) is to survive, those who provide leadership on all sides must
come to realize the obvious.

* Kk ok

Along these lines, we were more than a little surprised to find the editor of
the official publication of the Brotherhood of Railway Clerks joining Hillman way
out on the limb of presidential politics. It's rather sad to contemplate the intelli-
gent railroad brotherhoods following the lead of the CIO . . . and the limb upeon
which they presently perch appears ncne too strong. Too, the term “tory” sounds
a little silly these days. Surely a magazine editor can improve on that! Possibly
troglodyte? Or even, perish forbid, an open and fair discussion?

We are indebted to Hon. Frank M. Jordan, Secretary of State, and Miss Mabel R. Gillis,
State Librarian, of Sacramento, [or photographs enabling us 1o produce this month's cover,
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PRESIDENT HEAGNEY ON OUR
ANNIVERSARY

* He =at down, spread out a sheet of
paper, picked up a pencil and started
to write; no, it wasn't a soldier on the
Normandy front telling his wife or
sweetheart he wished he were home,
or that he had just ploughed thru a
foot of mud to get to a sodden tent
where he could relax until the next
bomber came over.

Nor was it one of our forefathers
drawing up a rough draft of the Declar-
ation of Independence, that wondrous
document so many people in this dis-
tressed world envy and long for, or the
Eill of Rights whose precepts could well
be followed by all nations.

Nor was it a man writing out an
order for more War Bonds to salve his
conscience because he had just talked
to a young flyer who casually men-
tioned that a good part of his pay went
intc War Bonds and figured that was
as much his duty as knocking enemy
planes out of the sky.

No, it wasn't a big business man with
a war contract trying to figure how he
could cut down on quality and make
a larger profit, or a war worker en-
deavoring to devise a way to work less
for more money.

Nor was it a Marine from Saipan on
a trangport headed for home, writing
of his determination not to ‘break down
when he caught his first glance of the
Golden Gate looming up ocut of San
Francisco Bay, or his resolve not to
gorge himself on steaks and chops and
ham and eggs, as his taste had, no
doubt, been ruined by C rations and
dehvdrated foods.

No, it wasn't any of these, nor was
it a solemn faced Judge deciding the
punishment of a dealer in counterfeit
"B"” coupons who couldn’t understand
why anyone should object to him mak-
ing a little profit out of the war born
shortages.

No, it wasn't anyone but me, trying
to figure out how a person who had
spent the last twenty or so years
thumbing rate tariffs in a railroad
office could suddenly develop into a
Bill Shakespeare or a Victor Hugo over-
night and write an article for the anni-
versary issue of The Headlight.

I have come to the conclusion that
I had better stick to the tariffs and let
the literary talent fall where it may . .
and if you've read this far I'm sure
you will agree with me.

Yet I cannot conclude this effort with-
out publicly acknowledging the splen-
did assistance rendered during my
term as president of our club by How-
ard Sevey, our ireasurer, and Frank
Lindee, chairman of our entertainment
committee; and to convey my sincere
thanks to those officers and directors
who have lent their time and energy
in the conduct of the club’s business.

—Harold Heagney.

THE WESTERN PACIFIC CLUB'S
THIRD BIRTHDAY

% This month our club is three years
old. During most of that time we have
been at war, our organization having
been set up less than three months be-
fore Pearl Harbor. In time of war, we
turn to more serious things . . . and
rightly so; ergo our stated aims . . . to
promote social relations among West-
ern Pacific, Sacramento Northern and
Tidewater Southern workers . . . must
suffer somewhat. Too, membership
drives lag and some of us overlook the
little matter of dues, but the faithful
have carried on and the lessons
learned will help in future years.

In spite of all handicaps, we did have
one dance, a picnic at Lake Temescal,
the showing of a sound movie about
coal (courtesy of the Norfolk & Western
Railway), remembered our service men
with cigarettes before Christmas, par-
ticipated in the Call-Bulletin's Service
Men's Christmas Fund, produced hand-
some new membership cards, improved
our cash balance from $263.45 on July
31, 1943, to $577.58 on August 8, 1944
AND produced twelve issues of The
Headlight. Not too impressive, but a
wartime record of which we need not
be ashamed.

The Headlight has not been too ser-
iously castigated and, since President
Heagney does not dwell on any of our
shortcomings in his message, we dare
to hope for the best!

Be of good cheer. The future still lies
ahead. We have many sincere work-
ers. After the war is over . . . and we're
a bit more settled . . . we'll get that
old steam up again!

— The Editor.

* * *
OUR BLOOD DONORS

* Responding to an urgent appeal
from our Chief Surgeon, Dr. Alson R.
Kilgore, for bloocd donations to build
up Western Pacific credit with the San
Francisco County Medical Society,
eleven general office donors have
trekked to Irwin Memecrial Blood Bank
in San Franciseo. They were Pearl
Mavfield, Josephine Bein, Patricia Or-
rett, Janice Markuse, John Coupin, John
Carroll, Peter Citron, Dan Costello,
Charles Tackett, Herb Harrison and
James English. Others have promised
and we may yet attain our goal of 20
pints.

This iz not a selfish, local project.
The blood so donated is for use of cur

. medical staff in San Franciseco when

the need arises for ANY WP worker
who may require transfusions. Ours
is a vital war industry and though,
naturally, military needs are of prim-
ary importance, occasionally one of us
require emergency attention; so it
seems we owe at least a rousing vote
of thanks to our donors. Their dona-
tions are invaluable.

BIRTH

% On July 7th, this year, a brand new
freight station was born on the Western
Pacific Railroad. It is known as Lyoth
Q. M. Depot, California, and is located
2 miles from our main line, about 2
miles from Lyoth and 2l miles from
Carbena . . . roughly 2 miles from any-
where except the Depot! Purpose is
to handle business for the California
Q. M. Sub-Depot. Agent Frank G. Hard-
wick says railroad mail should be ad-
dressed to them at Lyoth, railroad wires
to Carbona and WU wires to Tracy.
Poat office address is Box 886, Tracy.
Preston B. Moyer, Bernece Winitzky,
Ethyl Feldmeir and Betty DeVoto con-
stitute the balance of Agent Hardwick's
station personnel.
* * *

THE FUSILIERS AT ANZIO

When machine guns stop their chatter,
And the cannons stop their roar,

And you're back in dear old Blighty
In vour faverite Pub once more,
When the small talk is all over

And the war tales start to flow,

You can cap the lot by telling

Of the fight at Anzio.

Let them bum about the deserts,

Let them brag about Dunkirk,

Let them brag about the Jungle
Where the Japanese did lurk;

Let them talk about their campaigns
And their medals till they're red,
You can put the lot in silence
When you mention the Beach-head.

You can tell of Anzio Archie

And the fortress where the Huns
Used to ask us out for breakfast
As they rubbed against our guns.
You can talk of nite patrolling,
They know nothing of at home,
And tell them that you learned it
On the Beach-head south of Rome.

You can tell them how the Huns
Tried to break us with attack,

Using tanks, bombs and flame-throwers
And how we hurled them back.

You can tell them how we took it,
And dished it out as well,

How we thought it was a pienic

And Tedeschi called it Hell

And when your tale is finished
And going time is near,

Just fill your pipe again, lads,

And finish up your beer.

Then order up another

You want before you go,

To the boys that fought beside you
On the beach at Anzio.

This epic came to us through Max Pot-
ter, of Lathrop. His friend. Cpl. George
W. Johnson, who landed at Anzio with
the 5th Army and was wounded in the
ensuing battle, sent it along and signed
it "Buff" to indicate, perhaps, the author,






























