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Jack London's Books 
Until Jack London died, most of 

us scarcely realized that America's 
greatest fiction-writer was a revolu
tionary comrade. Perhaps it was 
because Jack did not take himself 
seriously, did not pose as a Great 
Man. That is something that he 
was too intelligent and sympathetic 
to do. So many of us thought of 
him as successful, lucky. even while 
we enjoyed the things he wrote. 

Now he can write no more, and 
we have lost the one writer who 
could state Socialism in terms that 
penetrated the brain of the ordinary 
careless American worker. But, 
thanks to "whatever gods there be," 
his books are still here. \Ve have 
arranged to supply all of them that 
are now published at popular prices. 
The wholesale rate has been greatly 
increased on account of tP.-= cost of 
paper, but we can still offer twenty -~ 
of his best books at SOc each; five 
to one address for $2.00, or the set 

of twenty for $7.00. The titles we offer are: 

The Iron Heel is a notable book that you should 
not fail to read. It is. a picture of the future of 
America as Jack London conceives it, in the event 
that the trust magnates win out in their fight 
against organized labor and Socialism. It is a 
vivid picture of a possible hell on earth which 
some of us may live to see. 

In contrast with this book and supplementing it are two 
other pictures of the future. Looking Backward, by Edward 
Bellamy, tells of a state in which capitalists are abolished, 
but all people from twenty-one to forty-five work under a 
sort of military discipline with their elders as the bosses. 
Bellamy pictures equality as being won at the cost of 
liberty, though he seems to approve the system he de
scribes. The book has had wide influence and should be 
read. We have it at 50c. 

News from Nowhere, by William Morris, is a 
picture of a dream-country that is run by the workers, who 
have abolished the capitalists and landlords and are living 
their own life in a more delightful fashion than any other 
writer, before or since, has ever pictured. We have just 
published a new edition of this classic at $1.00. 

Prices include postage. Address: 

The Iron Heel 
The Sea Wolf 
Martin Eden 
White Fang 
Tales of the Fish Patrol 
The Call of the-Wild 
The Game 
The Cruise of the Snark 
Burning Daylight 
Adventure 
Before Adam 
Lost Face 
The War of the Classes 
When God Laughs 
Children of the Frost 
The Faith of Men 
The House of Pride 
South Sea Tales 
Love of Life 
Moon Face 

Charles H. Kerr & Company, 341-349 East Ohio St., Chicago 
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News from ·Nowhere 
By William Morris 

This is the greatest and best of all the Utopias, because its author 
was not a Utopian, but a fighter, a poet, an artist and a prophet, and one 
who realized that the social revolution must be brought about by the 
workers themselves. 

He pictures a land filled with happy workers who have no masters 
nor any need for either kings or capitalists. With rare imagination and 
wonderful insight he has built up before our eyes a dream-country in 
which life would be an endless delight. 

This great book has for years been out of print in America. vVe 
have just published a beautiful library edition, bound in red cloth, with 
gold stamping. Price, postage included, $1.00. 

-----------------------------ORDER BLANK 

Charles H. Kerr & Company, 
341 East Ohio St., Chicago: 

Enclosed find $ ............. , for which please maii . . . . . . . . . . . . cop. . . . of 
News from Nowhere . 

. Name .................... · ............. : . . Address ............................ _, ..• 

Postoffice ....... , .; ............. , ••. · ...... State ................... . 
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Killed W"ithout W" arning By the American 
Capitalist Class 

By MARY E. MARCY 

TODAY sever-al hundred American 
newspapers and several million 
newspaper-reading sheep are rais
ing their voices in hypocritical hor

ror, in virtuous fury because the imperial 
German government has notified these 
United States that she has inaugurated a 
campaign of unrestricted submarine activ
ity and destruction, in which she will seek 
to sink all vessels plying the seas in a pre
scribed war zone. 

And we are not concerned personally 
with the causes of this German declaration. 
We workers own no ships nor stock in 
shipping companies; we own no cargoes and 
we have no money with which to travel 
about luxuriously -from one European 
country to another. What we are interested 
in is whether or not the American work
ing class shall lay down its tools and take 
up arms and go to war over the matter. 
What we want to know is whether it is 

worth our while to load our young men 
upon ships and rush them to France to 
help slay the Germans or to meet death in 
an ice-watery grave in mid-ocean. 

We are not admirers of the German 
government. We hold no brief for the 
power-mad Kaiser or the Prussian military 
caste. Vv e believe the German government 
is the best CAP IT ALI ST government on 
earth today because it is most efficient, 
most brutal, most skilled in turning work
ingmen into brainless, spineless cannon fod
der. But from the viewpoint of the class 
conscious workers, the German government 
is the worst government in the world be
cause it is able to suppress almost all spirit 
of working class revolt. It has so thoroly 
disciplined and molded its workers into 
thoughtless, automatic slaves that one would 
as soon- expect to find a heart in the breast 
of a Rockefeller as a spirit of rebellion 
among the German laboring classes. 
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520 KILLED WITHOUT WARNING 

But bear this in mind: the German gov
ernment is the envy of every large capitalist 
in the world today; it is the ideal toward 
which all other capitalist governments are· 
laboring, are bending all their energies. The 
capitalist classes of all other nations recog
nize in Germany a menace and a competitor 
in world trade and in world finance. Ap
parently Germany has also solved the prob
lem of keeping her workers cowed and 
submissive, thereiore the German military 
system must be duplicated at home if the 
capitalists of other nations are to win in 
the struggle for new foreign spheres of in
terest and hold those spheres they already 
possess. And the only way the capitalists 
of other nations can defeat the German rul
ing class is by adopting the German sys
tem and beating the German capitalist 
class at its own game. 

During the past two years the largest 
newspapers in this country have carried 
on a systematic campaign for the greatest 
navy in the world, for an enormous army 
and universal military training. But the 
working class of America refused to be 
hoodwinked into submitting to this yoke 
and in spite of all the papers could accom
plish the preparedness campaign fell flat. 

But the capitalist class can put over al
most anything when the country is at war! 
During the excitement, and stimulated, per-; 
haps, by lies of barbarities, manufactured 
in newspaper offices, the government can 
force universal military service down our 
throats and lay the foundation of an ob
vious Imperialistic rule in which so-called 
democracy will yield to the mailed fist. 

The American workers must be aroused 
on these points; they must be shown just 
what is proposed and what is about to hap
pen. They must not be permitted to blindly 
put their heads into the noose. They must 
refuse to bear this intolerable burden that 
has brought about the reign of blood and 
terror in Europe. They must give the 
American capitalist class a warning in un
mistakable terms that they will not fight the 
battles of capitalism for profits,· that they 
will not go to war except to fight in the in
terests of the workers of the world. 

All power lies in the hands of the work
ing class. There can be no wars, no navy, 
no army, no munitions, or guns, no trans
portation or provender without the labor of 
the working class. The socialists and syn~ 
dicalists in Europe had no program for 

fighting and opposing war when war was 
thrust upon them by their respective gov
ernments. They had been either too blind 
or too weak to organize a force to .prevent 
war, or, perhaps the men and women who 
actually understood the trend of Imperial
ism (the last and strongest form of capi
talism) were too few in numbers to accom-
plish anything. . 

But the American workers can walk out 
of the mines, leave their engines, lay down 
their tools, put their hands in their pockets 
and go home, and thus· declare beyond any 
shadow of a doubt that they will not make 
war on any nation for the benefit of the 
profit-taking class of America! 

Coal and iron would cease going to mills 
and factories; wheels would stop revolving; 
where would there be found crews to run 
the trains, or coal to give them power? 

Declare it from the housetops, you work
ers of America, that at the threat of war, 
you will put your hands in your pockets 
and go home and stop the wheels of all 
industry, until all d~mger of universal mili
tary service being made into a law is passed, 
until the thought of war is impossible. 

Of course we know that it is "unciv
ilized," unchristian, inhuman ani altogether 

· devilish for one government to declare that 
it will destroy the lives of non-combatants 
at sea and send them to a horrible death. 

But we workers remained-calm when the 
Rockefeller hired murderers turned ma
chine guns upon the poor homes of the 
Colorado miners, without warning, · and 
killed. sleeping men, women and children. 

The paid makers-of-public-opinion wail 
that Germany has insulted the flag, as 
though that flag had always represented 
peace and human liberty. But we can re
call that the old Red, White and Blue floated 
over the bull~pens in Colorado when strik
ing miners were herded together and il
legally kidnapped and murdered at the will 
of the Colorado mine owners. It was in 
the name of law and order, and as the 
elected representatives of all the flag stands 
for, that two cowardly governors of West 
Virginia sent steel armored automobiles 
and machine guns against the striking 
miners, killing scores and scores of work
ingmen without warning. And we workers 
did not go to war about that, nor talk ·about 
going to war. 

Because they are too profit-mad to put 
in safety devices, tens of thousands of rail-



C.HNERS' WIVES AND CHILDREN WERE SHOT WITHOUT WARNING AT LUDLOW COL., U. S. A. 

road men are killed on their jobs annually 
without warning in the "Land of the Free 
and the Home of the Brave," and nobody 
ever heard a capitalist wanting to go to 
war over it. They don't even go to jail for 
it. No paid editorial disease even thought 
about demanding preparedness to prevent 
the needless deaths of these workers. 

Here in Chicago over a thousand young 
men and women went to their deaths in a 
'boat at the Chicago docks, two years ago, 
without warning because the shipping com
pany systematically overloaded a dangerous 
bottom for a. few paltry dollars. And four 
or five years ago several hundred miners 
lost their lives without ·warning in the 

Cherry mine disaster because the mine 
operators would not spend the money to 
make the mines safe. 

And we workers just go but and gather 
up our dead and go back to our jobs-and 
don't go to war over it, or think of going 
to war over it. 

The imperial German government has 
warned these United States that the leisure
class American public which seeks to cross 
the Atlantic will be blown to a sudden death 
by German submarines, and many American 
workingmen have signified their desire to 
go over and lick the Germans for it. 

But have they so soon forgotten the au
thorities of Everett, Washington, who, 
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522 KILLED WITHOUT WARNING 

without any warning, on November 5th, 
lined up on the docks and killed five un
armed workingmen and wounded thirty
one more by firing into a group of mem
bers of the I. W. W. who were going into 
Everett in the steamer Verona, entirely 
within their legal rights, to establish the 
right of free speech and organization, sup
posed to be the heritage of every "sover
eign American citizen." 

Scarcely a week passes that somewhere 
in this broad land the capitalist class does 
not murder workingmen and women by 
their refusal to spend a few dollars from 
their dividends for safety devices, or when 
the. servants of this class do not shoot down 
without warning, workers who are trying 
to secure a little more of their own prod
ucts. 

The Washington Lumber Trust killed 

American workers without warning; the 
German imperial government warns us that 
it means to kill a few members of the para
sitical, travel-indulging, American exploit
ing class; to destroy a few cargoes owned 
by this non-producing, product-grabbing 
class. 

The Washington slaughter, the East
land drownings, the four hundred Cherry 
mine murders, the Hancock, West Virginia, 
Colorado, Bayonne, Lawrence, Patterson 
killings, were, are-our fight, the· fight of 
the working class; the German murders-to
be are the affair of America's capitalist 
class, the one deadly, ever-present enemy 
of the American working class. 

We are not pacifists. We believe in war, 
but war upon the enemy of our own class
Capitalism ! · 

From the Masses- WHADDAYE MEAN "OUR BOYS."? 
"Our Boys! I te:IJ you what, there's nobody in the world like 'em." 



The Apostate 
By JACK LONDON 

" I F YOU d<m't git up, Johnny, I won't 
give you a bite to eat!" 

The threat had no effect on the 
boy. He clung stubbornly to sleep, 

fighting for its oblivion as the dreamer 
fights for his dream. The boy's hands 
loosely clenched themselves, and he made 
feeble, spasmodic blows at the air. These 
blows were intended for his mother, but 

· she betrayed practiced familiarity in avoid
ing them as she shook him roughly by the 
shoulder. 

"Lemme 'lone!" 
It was a cry that began, muffled, in the 

deeps of sleep, that swiftly rushed upward, 
like a wail, into passionate belligerence, and 
that died away and sank down into an inar
ticulate whine. It was a bestial cry, as of 
a soul in torment, filled with infinite protest 
and pain. 

But she did not mind. She was a sad
eyed, tired-faced woman, and she had 
grown used to this task, which she repeated 
every day of her life. She got a grip on 
the bedclothes and tried to strip them down; 
but the boy, ceasing his punching, clung to 
them desperately. In a huddle at the foot 
of the bed, he still remained covered. Then 
she tried dragging the bedding to the floor. 
The boy opposed her. She braced herself. 
Hers was the .superior weight, and the boy 
and the bedding, the former instinctively 
following the latter in order to shelter 
against the chill of the room that bit into 
his body. 

As he toppled on the edge of the bed it 
seemed that he must fall head-first to the 
floor. But consciousness fluttered up in 
him. He righted himself and for a moment 
perilously balanced. Then he struck the 
floor on his feet. On the instant his mother 
seized him by the shoulders and shook him. 
Again his fists struck out, this time with 
more force and directness. At the same 
time his eyes opened. She released him. 
He was awake. 

"All right," he mumbled. 
She caught up the lamp and hurried out, 

leaving him in darkness. 
"You'll be docked," she warned back to 

him. 

He did not mind the darkness. vVhen 
he had got into his clothes he went out into 
the kitchen. His tread was very heavy for 
so thin and light a boy. His legs dragged 
with their own weight, which seemed unrea
sonable because they were such skinny legs. 
He drew a broken-bottomed chair to the 
table. 

"Johnny!" his mother called sharply. 
He arose as sharply from the chair, and, 

without a word, went to the sink. It was 
a greasy, filthy sink. A smell came up from 
the outlet. He took no notice of it. That a 
sink should smell was to him part of the 
natural order, just as it was a part of the 
natural order that the soap should be grimy 
with dish-water and hard to lather. Nor 
did he try very hard to make it lather. 
Several splashes of the cold water from 
the running faucet completed the function. 
He did not wash his teeth. For that matter 
he had never seen a toothbrush, nor did 
he know that there existed beings in the 
world who were guilty of so great a foolish
ness as tooth-washing. 

"You might wash yourself wunst a day 
without bein' told," his mother complained. 

She was holding a broken lid on the pot 
as she poured two cups of coffee. He made 
no remark, for this was a standing quarrel 
between them, and the one thing upon which 
his mother was hard as adamant. "Wunst" 
a day it was compulsory that he should 
wash his face. He dried himself on a greasy 
towel, damp and dirty and ragged, that left 
his face covered with shreds of lint. 

"I wish we didn't live so far away," she 
said, as she sat down. "I try to do the best 
I can. You know that. But a dollar on 
the rent is such a savin', an' we've· more 
room here. , You know that." 

He scarcely followed her. He had heard 
it all before, many times. The range of her 
thought was limited, and she was ever hark
ing back to the hardship worked upon them 
by living so far from the mills. 

"A dollar means more grub," he remarked 
sententiously. "I'd sooner do the walkin' 
an' git the grub." 

He ate hurriedly, half-chewing the bread 
and washing the unmasticated chunks down 
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524 THE APOSTATE 

with coffee. The hot and muddy liquid 
~ent by the name of coffee. Johnny thought 
tt was coffee-and excellent coffee. That 
was one of the few of life's illusions that 
remained to him. He had never drunk real 
coffee in his life. 

In addition to the bread there was a 
small piece of cold pork. His mother re
filled his cup with coffee. As he was finish
ing the bread, he began to watch if more 
~as. forthcoming. She intercepted his ques
twnmg glance. 

"Now, don't 
her comment. 
Your brothers 
you." 

be hoggish, Johnny," was 
"You've had your share. 
an' sisters are smaller'n 

He did not answer the rebuke. He was 
not much of a talker. Also, he ceased his 
hungry glancing for more. He was uncom
plaining, with a patience that was as terri
ble as the school in which it had been 
learned. He finished his coffee, wiped his 
mouth on the back of his hand, and started 
to rise. 

"Wait a second," she said hastily. "I 
guess the loaf can stand you another slice 
-a thin un" 

There' w~s legerdemain in her actions. 
With all the s~eming of cutting a slice from 
the loaf for htm, she put loaf and slice back 
in the bread-box and conveyed to him one 
of her own two slices. She believed she 
had deceived him, but he had noted her 
sleight-of-hand. Nevertheless, he took the 
bread _shamelessly .. He had a philosophy 
that hts mother, what of her chronic sick
liness, was not much of an eater anyway. 

She saw that he was chewing th.e br~ad 
dry, and reached over and emptied her cof
fee cup into his. 

"Don't set good somehow on my stom
ach this morning," she explained. 

A distant whistle, prolonged and shriek
ing, brought both of them to their feet. She 
glanced at the tin alarm-clock on the shelf. 
The hand stood at half-past five. The rest 
of the factory world was just arousing from 
sleep. She drew a shawl· about her shoul
ders, and on her head put a dingy hat, 
shapeless and ancient. 

"We've got to run," she said, turning the 
wick of the lamp and blowing down the 
chim~tey. 

They groped their way out and down the 
stairs. It was clear and cold, and Johnny 
shivered at the first contact with the outside 
atr. The stars had not yet begun to pale 

in the sky, and the city lay in blackqess. 
Both Johnny and his mother shuffled their 
feet as they walked. There was no ambi
tion in the leg muscles to swing the feet 
clear of the ground. 

After fifteen silent minutes, his mother 
turned off to the right. 

"Don't be late," was her final warning 
from out of the dark that was swallowing 
her up. 

He made no response, steadily ke'eping 
on his wa:y. In the factory quarter, doors 
were openmg everywhere, and he was soon 
one of a multitude that pressed onward 
through the dark. As he entered the fac
tory gate the whistle blew again. He 
~lanced at·the east. Across a ragged sky
lme of housetops a pale light was beginning 
to creep. This much he saw of the day as 
he turned his back upon it and joined his 
work-gang. 

He took his place in one of many long 
row machines. Before him, above a bin 
filled with small bobbins, were large bob
bins revolving rapidly. Upon these he 

I 
I 
! 
f 
1 

.I 

I 

"~" 
} 

JACK LONDON 525 

wound the jute-twine of the small bobbins. 
The work was simple. All that was required 
was celerity. The small bobbins were emp
tied so rapidly, and there were so many 
large bobbins that did the emptying that 
there were no idle moments. 

He worked mechanically. When a sinall 
bobbin ran out he used his left hand for a 
brake, stopping the large bobbin .and at the 
same. time, wi~h thumb and forefinger, 
catchmg the flymg end of twine. Also, at 
the same time, with his right hand, he 
caught up the loose twine-end of a small 
bobbin. These various acts with both hands 
were performed simultaneously and swiftly. 
Then there would come a flash of his hands 
as he looped the weaver's knot and released 
the bobbin. There was nothing difficult 
about the weaver's knot. He once boasted 
he could tie them in his sleep. And for 
that matter, he sometimes did, toiling cen
turies long in a single night at tying an end
less succession of weaver's knots. 

Some of the boys shirked, wasting time 
and machinery by not replacing the small 
bobbins when they ran out. And there was 

an overseer to prevent this. He caught 
Johnny's neighbor at the trick and boxed 
his ears. 

"Look at Johnny there-why ain't you 
like him?" the overseer wrathfully de
manded. 

Johnny's bobbins were running full blast, 
but he did not thrill at the indirect praise. 
There had been a time . . . but that 
was long ago, very long ago. His apathetic 
face was expressionless as he listened to 
himself being held up as a shining example. 
He wa:s the perfect worker. He knew that. 
He had been told so, often. It was a com
monplace, and besides it didn't seem to mean 
anything to him any more. From the per
fect worker he had evolved into the perfect 
machine. When his work went wrong it 
was with him as with the machine, due to 
faulty material. It would have been as pos
sible for a perfect nail-die to cut imperfect 
nails as for him to make a mistake. 

And small wonder. There had never been 
a time when he had not been in intimate 
relationship with machines. Machinery had 
almost been bred into him, and at any rate 
he had been brought up on it. Twelve years 
before, there had been a small flutter of 
e:x;citement in, the loom-room of this very 
mtll. Johnny s mother had fainted. They 
stretched her out on the floor in the midst 
of the shrieking machines. A couple of 
elderly women were called from their looms. 
The foreman assisted. And in a few min
utes there was one more soul in the loom
room than had entered by the doors. It 
~as Johnny, born with the pounding, crash
mg roar of the looms in his ears, drawing 
with his first breath the warm, moist air 
that was thick with flying lint. He had 
coughed that first day in order to rid his 
lungs of the lint; and for the same reason 
he had coughed ever since. 

The boy alongside of Johnny whimpered 
and sniffed. The boy's face was convulsed 
with hatred for the overseer who kept a 
threatening eye on him from a distance; but 
every bobbin was running full. The boy 
yelled terrible oaths into the whirling bob
bins before him; but the sound did not carry 
half a dozen feet, the roaring of the room 
holding it in and containing it like a wall. 

Of all this Johnny took no notice. He had 
a way of-accepting things. Besides, things 
grow monotonous by repetition, and this 
particular happening he had · witnessed 
many times. It .seemed to him as· useless 
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with coffee. The hot_ and muuuy liquid 
:vent by th!: name of coffee. Johnny thought 
1t was cottee-and excellent coffee. That 
,,·as one of the few of life's illusions that 
remained to him. He had never drunk real 
coffee in his life. 

In addition to the bread there was ;1 

small piece of cold pork. His mother re
filled his cup with coffee. As he was finish
ing the bread, he began to watch if more 
':as. forthcoming. She intercepted his ques
twnmg glance. 

"Now, don't be hoggish, T ohnnv ., wa~ 
her comment. "You'ye had you;.' share. 
Your brothers an' sisters are smaller'n 
.I'OU." 

He did not answer the rebuke. He was 
not much of a talker. Also, he ceased his 
hungry glancing for more. He was uncom
plaining, with a patience that was as terri
ble as the school in which it had been 
learned. He finished his coffee, wiped his 
mouth on the back of his hand, and started 
to rise. 

"\Vait a second," she said hastily. .. I 
guess the loaf can stand vou another slice 
-a thin un." · 

There was legerdemain in her actions. 
\Vith all the s~eming of cutting a slice from 
the loaf for hun, she put loaf and slice back 
in the bread-box and conveyed to him one 
of her own two slices. She believed she 
had deceived him, but he had noted her 
sleight-of-hand. Nevertheless, he took the 
bread .shamelessly .. He had a philosophy 
that h1s mother, what of her chronic sick
liness, was not much of an eater anvwav 

She saw that he was chewing th_e 'bre.ad 
dry, and reached over and emptied her cof
fee cup into his. 

"Don't set good somehow on mv ~tom
ach this morning," she explained. · 

A distant whistle, prolonged and shriek
ing, brought both of them to their feet. She 
glanced at the tin alarm-clock on the shelf. 
The hand stood at half-past fiYe. The re:-t 
of the factory world was just arousing from 
sleep. She drew a shawl about her shoul
ders, and on her head put a dingy hat, 
shapeless and ancient. 

"\Ve've got to run," she said, turning the 
wick of the lamp and blowing down the 
chitm~ey. 

They groped their way out and down the 
stairs. It was clear and cold. and Tohnnv 
shi\·erec! at the first contact with the outsid~ 
atr. The stars had not yet begun to pale 

in the sk1·, and the rin· Jay in Llht,:kill'~s. 
Both foh;uw and his n;othe.r ,;huttlcd r'!Jeir 
feet a~~ the,: ,,·alked. There 11·as no amhi 
tion in the' leg tntbcles to swing th<: iecl 
clear of the ground. ·· 

.\fter fifteen :-;ilcnt minute~. hi,; lllothcr 
turned off to the right. 

''Don't be !at<>.'' was her tin;d ,,·arnin!.; 
from out of the dark that \\·as ~\\·alJo,,·in~ 
her up. , . 

H~ made no response, steadily keeping 
on l11s \\·ay. In the factory quarter. door" 
were opening C\ erywhere. and he was o:ou11 
one of a multitude that presse(l om1·anl 
through the dark. :\s he entered the fac· 
tory gate the ,,·histle blew again. J k 
glanced at·the east. Across a r;;,.gccl sk,·
line of housetops a pale light wa~ beuinnill\.; 
to creep. This much he saw of tlw "'day a'~ 
he turned his hack upon it and ioincd. hi~ 
work-gang. · 

He took hi;; place in one of man\' lunu 
row machines. Before him. a bon'· a hi~ 
filled \Yith small bobbin~, \\'elT large boil
bins reyol\·ing rapidly. L'pon tlw~e he 

IHJU!ld tile iute-t\\·inc of the :-cmall boiJbins. 
The \York ,,:as simple. :\11 that was required 
':·as celerity: The SJ!lal! bobbins \Yerc emp
tied so rap1dly. and there were ;;o m;uw 
large bobbins that did the emptying that 
there \\·ere no idle moments. 

He \Yorked mechanicallY. \Vhcn a small 
bobbin ran out ht:> used his left hand for a 
brake. stopping th<> large bobbin and at the 
same time, \Yith thumb and forefinuer 

I . 1 fl' b' catc 1mg t 1e _nng end of twine. ;\)so, at 
the same time, \Yith his right hand, he 
caught up the loose twine-end of a small 
bobbin. These Yarious ads \\'ith both hands 
were performed simultaneous!\· and swiftlv. 
Then there would come a flasl; of his hands 
as he looped the wea\·er's knot and released 
the bobbin. There was nothing difficult 
about the \\·eaver's knot. He once boasted 
he could tic them in his sleep. And for 
that matter, he sometimes did, toiling cen
turies long in a single night at tying an end
less succession of weaver's knots. 

Some of the boys shirked, wasting time 
and machinery by not replacing the small 
bobbins when they ran out. .\ncl there "·as 

an (J\'Crseer to preyem this. He caught 
r ohnnv's neighbor at the trick and boxed 
his ea;·s. 

"Look at Johnny there-why ain't vou 
like him:''' the o\·erseer \Hathfullv ·de-
manded. ~ 

Johnny's bobbins \vere running full blast, 
but he did not thrill at the indirect praise. 
There had been a time . . . but that 
was long ago, very long ago. His apathetic 
face was expressionless as he listened to 
himself being held up as a shining example. 
lle was the perfect worker. He knew that. 
He had been told so, often. It was a com
monplace, and besides it didn't seem to mean 
anything to him any more. From the per
fect worker he had evolved into the perfect 
machine. \Vhen his work went wrong it 
was with him as with the machine, clue to 
faulty material. It would have been as pos
sible for a perfect nail-die to cut imperfect 
nails as for him to make a mistake. 

..\_nd small wonder. There had never been 
a time when he had not been in intimate 
relationship with machines. Machinery had 
almost been bred into him, and at any rate 
he had been brought up on it. Twelve years 
before, there had been a small ftutt~r of 
excitement in the loom-room of this very 
mill. Johnny's mother had fainted. The\.· 
stretched her out on the floor in the midst 
of the shrieking machines. A couple of 
elderly women were called from their looms. 
The foreman assisted. And in a few min
utes there was one more soul in the loom
room than had entered by the doors. It 
\Yas Johnny, born with the pounding, crash
in~ roa.r of the looms in his ears, drawing 
\nth h1s first breath the warm, moist air 
that was thick with flying lint. I-Ie had 
coughed that first day in order to rid his 
lungs of the lint; and for the same reason 
he had coughed ever since. 

The boy alongside of Johnny whimpered 
and sniffed. The boy's face was convulsed 
with hatred for the overseer who kept a 
threatening eye on him from a distance; but 
enry bobbin was running full. The boy 
yelled terrible oaths into the whirling bob
bins before him; but the sound did not carry 
half a dozen feet, the roaring of the roon1 
holding it in and containing it like a wall. 

Of all this Johnny took no notice. He had 
a way of accepting things. Besides, things 
grow monotonons by repetition, and this 
particular happening he had witnessed 
111anv times. It seemed to him as useless 
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to oppose the overseer as to defy the will 
of a machine. Machines were made to go 
in· certain ways and to perform certain 
tasks. It was the same with the overseer. 

But at eleven o'clock there was excite
ment in the room. In an apparently occult 
way the excitement instantly permeated 
everywhere. The one-legged boy who 
worked on the other side of Johnny bobbed 
swiftly across the floor to a bin-truck that 
sto9d empty. Into this he dived out of 
sight, crutch and all. The superintendent 
of the mill was coming along, accompanied 
by a young man. He was well dressed and 
wore a starched shirt-a gentleman, in 
Johnny's classification of men, and also, 
"the Inspector." 

He looked sharply at the boys as he 
passed along. Sometimes he stopped and 
asked questions. When he did so he was 
compelled to shout at the top of his lungs, 
at which moments his face was ludicrously 
contorted with the strain of making himself 
heard. His quick eye noted the empty ma
chine alongside of Johnny's, but he said 
nothing. Johnny also caught his eye, and 
he stopped abruptly. He caught Johnny by 
the arm to draw him back a step from the 
machine; but with an exclamation of sur
prise he released the arm. 

"Pretty skinny," the superintendent 
laughed anxiously. . . 

"Pipe-stems," was the answer. "Look at 
those legs. The boy's got the rickets-.-in
cipient, but he's got them. If epilepsy 
doesn't get him in the end, it will be because 
tuberculosis gets him first." 

Johnny listened, but did not understand. 
Furthermore he was not interested in future 
ills. There was an immediate and more seri
ous ill that threatened him in the form of 
the inspector. 

"Now; my boy, I want you to tell me the 
truth," the inspector said, or shouted, bend
ing close to the boy's ear to make him hear. 
"How old are you?" 

"Fourteen," Johnny lied, and he lied with 
the full force of his lungs. So loudly did 
belie that it started him off in a dry, hack
ing cough that lifted the lint which had been 
settling in his lungs all morning. 
. "Looks sixteen at least," said the super
intendent. 

"Or sixty," snapped the inspector. 
"He's always looked that way." 
"How long?" asked the inspector quickly. 
"For years. Never gets a bit older." 

"Or younger, I dare say. I suppose he's 
worked here all these years?" 

"Off and on-but that was before the 
new law was passed," the superintendent 
hastened to add. 
· "Machine idle?" the inspector asked, 

pointing at the unoccupied machine beside 
Johnny's, in which the part-filled bobbins 
were flying like mad. · 

"Look's that way." The superintendent 
motioned the overseer to him and shouted 
in his ear and pointed at the machine. "Ma
chine's idle," he reported back to the in
spector. 

They passed on, and Johnny returned to 
his work, relieved· in that the ill had been 
averted. But the one-legged boy was not 
so fortunate. The sharp-eyed inspector 
haled him out at arm's length from the bin
truck. His lips were quivering, and his 
face had all the expression of one upon 
whom was fallen profound and irremediable 
disaster. The overseer looked astounded, 
as though for the first time he had laid 
eyes on the boy, while the superintendent's 
face expressed shock and displeasure. 

"I know him,?' the inspector said. "He's 
twelve years old. I've had him discharged 
from three factories inside the year. This 
makes the fourth." 

He turned to the one-legged boy. "You 
promised me, word and honor, that you'd 
go to school." 

The one-legged boy burst into tears. 
"Please, Mr. Inspector, two babies died on 
us, and we're awful poor." 

"What makes you cough that way?" the 
inspector demanded, as though charging 
him with a crime. 

And as in denial of guilt, the· one-legged 
boy replied, "It ain't nothin'. I jes' caught 
a cold last week, Mr. Inspector, that's all." 

In the ·end the one-legged boy went out 
of the room with the inspector, the latter 
accompanied by the anxious and protesting 
superintendent. _ After that monotony set
tled down again. The long morning a:nd 
the longer afternoon wore away· and the 
whistle blew for quitting-time. Darkness 
had already fallen when Johnny passed out 
through the factory gate. In the interval 
the sun had made a golden ladder of the 
sky, flooded the world with its gracious 
warmth, and dropped down and disappeared 
in the west behind a ragged sky-line of 
house-tops. 

Supper was the family me<~;l of the day 
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-the one meal at which Johnny encoun
tered his younger brothers and sisters. It 
partook of the nature of an encounter, to 
him, for he was very old, while they were 
distressingly young. He had no patience 
with their excessive and amazing juvenil
ity. He did not understand it. His own 

. childhood was too far behind him. He was 
like an old and irritable man, annoyed by 
the turbulence of their young spirits that 
was to him arrant silliness. He glowered 
silently over his food, finding compensation 
in the thought that they would soon have 
to go to work. That would take the edge 
off of them and make them sedate and 
dignified-like him. Thus it was, after the 
fashion of the human, that Johnny made of 
himself a yardstick with which to measure 
the universe. -

During the meal his mother explained in 
various ways and with infinite repetition 
that she was trying to do the best she could; 
so that it was with relief, the scant meal 
ended, that Johnny shoved back his chair 
and arose. He debated for a moment be
tween bed and the front door, and finally 
went out the latter. He did not go far. 
He sat down on the stoop, his knees drawn 
up and his narrow shoulders drooping for
ward, his elbows on his knees and the palms 
of his hand supporting his chin. 

As. he sat there he did no thinking. He 
was just resting. So far as his mind was 
concemed it was asleep. His brothers and 
sisters came out, and with other children 
played noisily about him. An electric globe 
on the comer lighted the frolics. He was 
peevish and irritable, that they knew; but 
the spirit of adventure lured them into teas
ing him. They joined hands before him, 
and, keeping time with their bodies, chanted 
in his face weird and uncomplimentary dog
gerel. At first he snarled curses at them
curses he had learned from the lips of vari
ous foremen. Finding this futile, and re
membering his dignity, he relapsed· into 
dogged silence. 

His brother Will, next to him in age, 
having just passed his tenth birthday, was 
the ringleader. Johnny did not possess par
ticularly kindly feelings toward him. His 
life had early been embittered by continual 
giving over and giving way to Will. He 
had a definite feeling that Will was greatly 
in his debt and was ungrateful about it. 
In his own play time, far back in the dim 
past, he had ·been robbed of a large part_ of 

that playtime by being compeJled to take 
care of Will. Will was a baby the111 and 
then, as now, their mother had spent her 
days in the mills. To Johnny had fallen 
the part of little father and little mother as 
well. · 

Will seemed to .show the benefit of the 
giving over and the giving way. He was 
well-built, fairly rugged, as tall as his elder 
brother and even heavier. It was as though 
the life-blood of the one had been diverted 
into the other's veins. And inspirits it was 
the same. Johnny was jaded, wom out, 
without resilience, while his younger brother 
seemed bursting and spilling over with ex
uberance. 

The mocking chant rose louder and 
louder. Will leaned closer as he danced, 
thrusting out his tongue. Johnny's left arm 
shot out and caught the other around the 
neck. At the same time he rapped his bony 
fist to the other's nose. It was a pathetic
ally bony fist, but that it was sharp to hurt 
was evidenced by the squeal of pain it pro
duced. The other children were uttering 
frightened cries, while Johnny's sister, Jen
nie, had dashed into the house. 

He thrust Will from him, kicked him 
savagely on the shins, then reached for him 
and slammed him face downward in the 
dirt. Nor did he release him till the face 
had been rubbed into the dirt several times. 
Then the mothe-r arrived, an anemic whirl
wind of solicitude and matemal wrath. 

"Why caa't he leave me alone?" was 
Johnny's reply to her upbraiding. "Can't 
he see I'm tired?" 

"I'm as big as you," Will raged in her 
arms, his face a mess of tears, dirt and 
blood. "I'm as big as you now, an' I'm goin' 
to git bigger. Then I'll lick you-see if I 
don't." 

"You ought to be to work, seein' how big 
you are," Johnny snarled. "That's what's 
the matter with you. You ought to be to 
work. An' it's up to your rna to put you to 
work" 

"But he's too young," she protested. 
"He's only a little boy." 

"I was younger'n him when I started to 
work." 

Johnny's mouth was open, further to ex
press the sense of unfairness that he felt, 
qut the mouth closed with a snap. He 
turned gloomily on his heel and stalked into 
the house and to bed. The door of his 
room was open to let in waJ;"mth from the 
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kitchen. As he undressed in the semi-dark
ness he could hear his mother talking with 
a neighbor woman who had dropped in. 
His mother was crying, and her speech was 
punctured with spiritless sniffles. 

"I can't make out what's gittin' into 
Johnny," he could hear her say. "He didn't 
use to be this way. He was a patient little 
angel." 

"An' he is a good boy," she hastened 
to defend. "He's worked faithful, an' he 
did go to work too young. But it wasn't 
my fault. I do the best I can, I'm sure." 

Prolonged sniffling from the kitchen, and 
Johnny murmured to himself as his eye
lids closed down, "You betcher life I've 
worked faithful." 
· The next morning he was torn bodily by 
his mother from the grip of sleep. Then 
came the meager breakfast, the tr~mp 
through the dark, and the pale glimpse of 
day across the housetops as he turned his 
back on it and went in through the factory 
gate. It was another day, of all, the days, 
and all the days were alike. 

And yet there had been variety in his 
life-at the times he changed from one job 
to another, or was taken sick. vVhen he 
was six he was little mother and father to 
Will and the other children still younger. 
At seven he went into the mills winding 
bobbins. When he was eight he got work 
in another mill. His new job was marvel
ously easy. All he had to do w.as to sit 
down with a little stick in nis hand and 
guide a stream of cloth that flowed past him. 
This stream of cloth came out of the maw 
of a machine, passed over a hot roller, and 
went on its way elsewhere. But he sat 
always in the one place, beyond the reach 
of daylight, a gas-jet flaring over him, him
self part of the mechanism. 

He was very happy at that job, in spite 
of the moist heat, for he was still young 
and in possession of dreams and illusions. 
And wonderful dreams he dreamed as he 
watched the steaming cloth streaming end
lessly by. But there was no exercise about 
the work, no call upon his mind, and he 
dreamed less and less, while his mind grew 
torpid and drowsy. Nevertheless, he earned 
two dollars a week, and two dollars repre
sented the difference between acute starva
tion and chronic underfeeding. 

But when he was nine he lost his job. 
Measles was the cause o,f it. After he re
covered he got work in a glass factory. The 

pay was better, and the work demanded 
skill. It was piece-work, and the more skill
ful he was the bigger wages he earned. 
Here was incentive. And under this in
centive he developed into a remarkable 
worker. 

It was simple work, the tying of glass 
stoppers into small bottles. At his waist he 
carried a bundle of twine. He held the bot
tles between his knees so that he might 
work with · Mth hands. Thus, in a sitting 
position and bending over his own knees, 
his narrow shoulders grew humped and his 
chest was contracted for ten hours each day. 
This was not good for the lungs, but he tied 
three hundred dozen bottles a day. 

The superintendent was . very proud of 
him, and brought visitors to look at him. 
In ten hours three hundred dozen bottles 
passed through his hands. This meant he 
had attained machine-like perfection. All 
waste movements· were eliminated. Every 
motion of his thin arms, every movement 
of a muscle in the thin fingers, was swift 
and accurate. He worked at high ·tension, 
and the result was that he grew nervous. 
At night his muscles twitched in l}is sleep, 
and in the daytime he could not relax and 
rest. He remained keyed up and his mus- · 
des continued to twitch. Also he grew sal
low and his lint-cough grew worse. Then 
pneumonia laid hold of the feeble lungs 
within the contracted chest, and he lost his 
job in the glass-works. 

Now he had returned to the jute-mills 
where he had first begun with winding bob
bins. But promotion was- waiting for him. 
He was a good worker. He would next go 
on the starcher, and later he would go into 
the loom-room. There was nothing after 
that except increased efficiency. 

The machinery ran faster than when he 
had first gone to work, and hLs mind ran 
slower. He no longer dreamed at all, though 
his earlier years had been full of dreaming. 
Once he had been in love. It was when he 
first began guiding the cloth over the hot 
roller, and it was with the daughter of the 
superintendent. She was much older than 
he, a young woman, and he had seen her at 
a distance only a paltry half dozen times. 
But that made no difference. On the sur
face of the cloth stream that poured past 
him, he pictured radiant future wherein he 
performed prodigies of toil, invented mi
raculous machines, won to the mastership 

(Conti,tted on page 558) 
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From the Masses-
Christian Patriot, will you call on your God to help you when your country goes to war? 

w-HOSE w-AR? 
By FRANK BOHN 

THIS war is a fight between medieval 
aristocratic .Germany and modern 
capitalistic France, England and 
Italy. In London and Paris such 

old-fashioned aristocrats as still remain 
are at the beck and call of the capitalists. 
In Berlin the capitalists are at the beck 
and call of the Junkers. It is a war be
tween the fifteenth century and the last 
quarter of the eighteenth century. 

In this war I wish to see capitalism 
destroy monarchy and feudalism. That's 
why I want the Allies to win. That's · 
why I want Germany to lose. After the 
defeat, Germany will develop a capitalist 
state-that is, a constitutional and liberal 
government. Then the German working 
class will have an opportunity to begin 
the development · of a class-conscious 
labor movement. 

At the beginning ofthe war I was very 
glad to see the English capitalists plunge· 
in as they did.. I didn't think they "had 
it in them." It was their job to lick Ger
many. I rejoice whenever the J;;:nglish 
and French capture a trench or a sub
marine. I rejoice because I wish to see 
the eighteenth century completely and 
forever wipe the fifteenth century off the 
map of Central Europe. 
What About America? 

On the day when everybody thought 
that America would be rushed into the 
war before sundown I went out to get an 
"extra." I got a copy of the New York 
Globe, an enthusiastic pro-ally paper 
which advocates war with Germany. On 
the front page, side by side with ·the 
patriotic speech of Senator Lodge, in 
which that bitter opponent of the Wilson 
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administration rushed to the support of 
the President, I found the story of the 
Bronx janitor which is printed below. On 
the second page, and right together again, 
were the news items concerning the re-

Washington, Feb. 7.-A remarkable situa
tion developed in the Senate today when Sen
ator Stone called up for action his resolu
tion declaring that the Senate indorse the 
action of President Wilson in severing diplo
matic relations with Germay.y. 

The Democrats wex:e shown to be badly 
split over the desirability of adopting the 
resolution, and the President found his most 
ardent . supporter, during the debate, in the 
Republican leader of the upper house-Lodge 
of Massachusetts. 

This peculiar situation was emphasized by 
the fact that Lodge has been Mr. Wilson's 
most frequen,t and bitter critic in international 
affairs, and report has had it that the White 
House was bar.red against him. 

"May, we remember that we are all Amer
icans and that our first duty is to stand to
gether in this controversy which has unhappily 
arisen with another nation." 

In this language, and. in other expressions 
equally emphatic, Senator Lodge-who is the 
ranking Republican member of the foreign 
relations committee__:_declared his support of 
the action of the President. 

"Under the present conditions," he said, 
"party lines vanish, and any criticism of the 
past or any criticism of the present is silenced 
for me. When my country is in controversy 
with a foreign nation I can see for myself 
but one duty, and that is to stand by and 
support the recognized constitutional authority 
of the government." 

NAVY PREPAREDNESS IS CALLED 
PLEASING 

Washington, Feb. 7.-So long as no proven 
overt act is committed against American life 
at sea by Germany officials will continue to 
harbor some hope of avoiding a break. 

Holding to this faint hope on the one hand, 
and pressing forward preparations for eventu
alities with the other, sums up the attitude of 
the administration. Preparations, however, are 
only a preliminary sort, such as the merest 
sort of prudence dictates. 

They are only slight forerunners of what 
the government really could do and would 
do if war should come. Then the engine of 
preparedness would be speeded up to a pitch 
of almost inconceivable intensity. 

Good reason exists for the belief that the 
navy has done much more in the way of get
ting ready than generally believed. The world 
over American ships have been directed to 
get themselves in readiness, and Secretary 
Daniels' report to the President that a great 
fleet of more than a score of battleships, with 

<;rttits for the navy and the report of the 
Consumers' League upon the condition 
of the New York waitresses. We print 
these four items justas they appeared in 
The Globe: 

BEATS HIS WIFE; KILLS HIMSELF 

Janitor, Worried About Food for Children, 
Leaps From Roof After Attacking Wife 

The high cost 'of living darkened all James 
Griffin's thoughts. How to feed and clothe 
his family of six on the wage of a Bronx tene
ment janitor tormented him. He was con
tinually discussing it with his wife, Mary, a 
woman of forty, ten years his junior, anQ. then 
he would grow heated and talk wildly and the 
children would.cower away from him. 

After the four children-Dorothy; seven; 
Mary, eight; Alice, ten, and Lawrence, thirteen 
-had gone to P. S. 40 this morning, Griffin 
went to his wife in their apartment at 1876 
Clinton ;~,venue, the Bronx, where he is janitor. 

He struck her on the head with a hammer. 
She screamed and fell unconscious. Neigh
bors rushed in, but they could not hold him. 
He ran to the roof of the five-story tenement 
and leaped off. 

He died as he was being borne from the 
ambulance into Fordham Hospital. His wife 
is unconscious from a fractured skull, and 
physicians at the hospital say she cannot re
cover. 

The children were taken from school and 
to the Sixty-fifth Precinct police station, where 
they told their story. They were placed in 
charge of the Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Children. 

cruisers, destroyers, and other craft, are ready 
for instant duty on the Atlantic side has given 
a feeling of satisfaction. 

NAVAL RECRUITS POUR IN THICK 
AND FAST 

The officers in charge of the recruiting sta
tions of the naval militia expressed themselves 
today as highly gratified at the number of .ap
plicants who are calling at the two stations 
and at the training ship Granite State, at the 
foot of West Ninety-seventh street. 

A new station was opened today at 1906 
Broadway, which will act in conjunction with 
the office opened Monday at 2299 Broadway. 
Lieutenants Moore and Mason are in charge. 

Up to noon today fifteen applicants were 
directed to the Granite State for their physical 
examinations. 

The naval militiamen who are on duty are 
working in relays at their different stations. 
The greater part of the force of the First 
Battalion, numbering about 650, report daily. 
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Albany, N. Y., Feb. 7.-That hundreds of 
restaurant proprietors in New York City are 
working their waitresses twelve and fifteen 
hours a day, that some of the women have 
to make "dates" with the male patrons of the 
place to be able to keep up with the pace, 
and that in some instances as many as twenty
three girls are piled in together in the. same 
apartment because of the starving wages paid, 
are some of the contentions of the Consumers 
League made to the legislators today. 

Copies of the league's report, mage after an 
exhaustive study of the conditions in New 
York, were sent to the legislature to aid the 
passage of a bill introdu<!ed today by Senator 
Ross Graves of Buffalo and Assemblyman 
Robert McC. Marsh of Manhattan. 

The bill proposes to place the waitresses 
under the present fifty-four-hour mercantile 
law. The report points out the selfish care 
exercised by the ·restaurant proprietors, the 
employers of female labor, to get "pretty girls" 
-girls who are willing to slave all day and 
half the night for a paltry weekly wage of $3. 
They look to the "tips" to boost the weekly 
stipend to an average of $9. It seldom ex
ceeds that and often falls far behind it. 

"A few, to be sure," says the league, "can 
afford apartments of their own, but as a whole, 
their lot falls within the congested districts 
of the city. Confusion, overcrowding, di'rt, 
lack of sunshine, air and privacy and unwhole
some surroundings are only too common in 
their homes. · The janitor of an east side tene
ment house says: 'A little while ago down in 
Third street there were twenty-three girls 
sleeping in two rooms. They'd put their mat
tresses down on the floor at night and pile 
them on top of each other in the daytime.'" 

The girls must snatcp a bite of food now 
and then, carry heavy trays, and rush about 
every moment. They get home at 10 and 11, 
do their own work, and must awaken at 5 
•>r 6 to hurry to their employment. In many 
cases the waitresses pay for dishes broken 
and also for mistakes in orders. The girls 
are driven to encourage the tipping system. 

"The girls need the money," says the re
port, "and they work for it, partly for good 
service and partly by adopting an intimate per
sonal tone toward their men customers. This 
leads naturally to familiarity on the man's part 
and establishes a personal relation between 
them. Most of the girls quite frankly admit 
making dates with strange men. In one res
tuarant a woman was pointed out in incredu
lous admiration by the other waitresses. 'Her 
husband has been dead four years and she 
hasn't gone out with a man yet,' they said. 
These dates are made with no thought on the 
part of the girl beyond getting a good time 
which she cannot afford herself, but the out
come is often a tragedy." 

Oh, Theodore Roosevelt and Woodrow 
Wilson! Do you expect that janitor's 
wife to join the Navy League? Are you 
asking the janitor's four children to rally 
round the flag.and sing the 'Star-Spangled 
Banner"? Do we hear you inviting the 

twenty-three. waitresses who get three 
dollars a week for fourteen hours a day, 
who eat the scraps that other people 
leave, and sleep huddled together on the 
floors of their two rooms-do you expect 
those waitresses to become Red Cross 
nurses and take care of the men who in
vite them out nights for the price of their 
calico dresses ? 
Not the Workers' War 

Let a mighty shout ring from coast to 
coast-THIS IS NOT THE WORK
ERS' WAR. It is a war of owning, rul
ing classes. Let them fight their own 
war. They have been shouting for mili
tarism and war, they have been beating 
the drums of "preparedness" ever since 
August, 1914. Now let them go and have 
their fill of it. Vincent Astor is an officer 
in the naval reserve. Fine! Put Vincent 
Astor on a cruiser and let him go to chase 
German submarines in the English chan
nel. The Harvard students organized a 
regiment last year. Let that Harvard 
regiment go to war and lie in the freezing 
mud of the trenches! Let them "charge 
bayonets" at midnight among the rotting 
bodies between the battle lines ! 'Let the 
mouthy shouters for war find out what 
war is! The United States could not 
possibly arm and equip more than a mil
lion men the first year of a war with 
Germany. Very well ! We can spare a 
million parasites. Let every lawyer who 
can pass muster be enlisted. Let every 
college professor who doesn't know he is 
a slave get into khaki. There are at least 
a half million sons of the rich who are 
totally· unfit to do a tap of work. ·Put 
them under regular army officers. · Drill 
them until they are as hard as nails. Then 
send them over as fast as the ships can 
take them, to beat the stuffing out of 
Germany. We won't put a straw in their 
way. We shall not envy them their glory. 
Indeed, we wish them complete victory 
over the hosts of the Kaiser. 
Officers and Dog-Soldiers 

Theodore Rosevelt has asked to be 
made a major-general. His son, Theo
dore, junior, has just been appointed a 
major of reserves. Those Harvard stu
dents, who have been dancing around in 
uniforms for a couple of hours a week, all 
want to be officers. They wish to carry 
ten-ounce swords and COMMAND the 
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workers, who enlist as dog-soldiers, to 
carry fifty-pound packs on their backs. 
Those lily-fingered sons of the rich are 
going to ride on horses and lead the slaves 
who tramp in the mud. 
Get Busy 

Start the hue and cry. NO WORK
ERS FOR BUZZARD BAIT. Let not a 
worker enlist because all are needed at 
home in the industries. Don't make fool 
attacks· on the flag and get yourseh•es 
sewed up in jails. Tell the capitalists to 
rally round the flag and beat Germany. 
Say that there is honor and glory for them 
in war. Urge upon your audience from 
the soap boxes that those who have the 
money and the lands and the beautiful 
houses and the fine clothes certainly 
ought to get all the honor and the glory 
to be had. 
More Wages 

The Analyst, the financial supplement 
of the New York Times, in a most care
ful analytical statement, declares that 
from January 1, 1915, to January 1, 1916, 
the average cost of twenty-five articles of 
food rose 38 per cent. But the average 
wage of 500,000 workers, which it tabu
lates, rose 13 per cent. If we are to go 
to war with Germany the first thing we 
must demand of the capitalist govern-

From the Masses 

ment is that it force the increase of wages 
as much as the cost of living has in
creased. If wages do not go up 25 per 
cent all the way around, the workers will 
not be strong enough to make the muni
tions of war, to dig the coal to run 
the railroads. We must demand this out 
of pure patriotism. Nothing will be so 
important while the capitalists, and the 
lily-fingers generally, are over fighting 
the Germans as to put our industries up 
to the highest point of production. 
Nothing decreases production so much 
as starvation wages. Hence, prepare to 
support the government by calling gen
eral strikes in all the industries which do 
not at once put up wages 25 per cent. Let 
that be our share in supporting the war. 

If you should find a working man who 
thinks of enlisting, don't be angry with 
him. Don't sneer at him. Sit down 
quietly and prove to him that he is a 
fool; a deaf, dumb and blind ignoramus; 
a sucker who is willing to go and die for 
a country that has reduced his wages 25 
per cent while his masters. made twenty 
billions of d9llars out of war prices. If 
he insists upon going to war, at least per
suade him that he is not a man but a 
jackass and ought to sell himself for a 
hundred dollars to help pull the army 
wagons. 



It Is Up to ·you 
From Committee on- Industrial Relations • 

By DANTE BARTON 

IF EVER "Eternal vigilance" was "the 
price of liberty," that warning is true 
for the .American workingman now. 
With the attention of all persons dis

tracted by the threat of war, the American 
workers face a greater and more imminent 
danger than that of war with any foreign 
power. There is not one chance in ten mil
lion that any invading soldier will set foot 
on American soil, but there is every chance 
that a system of domestic tyranny will be 
fastened upon American industrialists while 
preparations are making to resist a possible 
foe three thousand or six thousand miles 
away. . 

Conscription, compulsion and constabu
laries threaten to be the three Fates here
after for workers whose Destinies were 
promised to be liberty, equality and fra
ternity. 

Powerful interests that seek every pretext 
for fastening their power more firmly on 
workers have already set in motion in Fed
eral and State jurisdictions the instruments 
for making the workingmen and women of 
the United States a docile, servile and help
less class. 

They would stamp every worker as "la~
less" and "criminal" if he unites with other 
workers in the use of the strike, the only 
'weapon available to the worker for indus
trial justice. 

They are pushing in Albany, New York, 
a bill for a State constabulary, an organiza
tion having no possible relation to war, but 
designed to club and shoot American work
ingmen, precisely as it has been used to club 
and shoot American workingmen. in Penn
sylvania. 

In the Missouri legislature there is pend
ing a bill that baldly and boldly turns over 
the police power of the state to railroad 
corporations, and compels the Governor of 
the State to license any number of {(special 
officers" to be armed and paid by railroad 
corporations for {(the protection and safety 
of all property and interest of such common 
carriers." As many of these udepu.ties' 
must be licensed and placed at the disposal 
of the railroads as their general managers 
apply for. These two are only esamples. · 

' 

A bitterly prejudiced prosecution of labor 
leaders is proceeding in San Francisco. In 
the State of Washington the trial of sev
enty-four other labor leaders has been set 
for Ma'_rch 5 in a prosecution founded on 
the monstrous proposition that the friends 

. and assoCiates of the several other workers 
who were killed in Everett l:iy a disorderly 
mo!J. of Commercial Club men, sheriffs, 
deputies and lumber mill guards deserve 
death because their friends were killed. 

There was not even a threat of war, ex
cept as men like Mr. Roosevelt and Mr. 
Elihu Root threatened it, when the State 
of New York, fifteen months ago} accepted 
a gift of an armored train of cars and an 
armored aeroplane and forty armored motor 
cars from such friends of Mr. Roosevelt 
and Mr. Root as Elbert H. Gary and Henry 
C. Frick of the Steel Trust. 

The Albany legislation for "Cossacks" 
was introduced by a son of a New York 
Central Railway director. In direct line 
with this, it will be observed that the same 
railroad interests which fight the eight-hour 
day are the same interests that seek to place 
the shackles of a lawless law upon the men 
who move the trains and upon all the work
ers in the nation's industries. 

The patriotism and honor of the Ameri
can labor movement have been proved in 
ten thousand ways. Through the president 
.of the American Federation of Labor, it is 
.now seeking. to join hands with the labor 
movements of all lands in the tremendously 
patriotic service of ending the war among 
the already belligerent nations, and of pre
venting America's precipitation into that 
calamity. 

The patience and strength of President 
Wilson in "keeping the country out of war" 
made their strongest appeal to the workers 
of America. The personal freedom and self
respect of American workmen and women, 
of all national ancestries, are one great ele
ment of real preparedness for any develop
ment of the national life. They are the one 
enduring fortification of American patri
otism. 
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By NINA LANE McBRIDE 

T HE Library of Congress is not only 
known as the most beautiful build
ing in the world, but it is said to 
be the largest, the costliest and the 

safest library in the world. It was built 
at a cost of $6,344,585.34. Exclusive of 
the cellar the total floor space is 326,195 
square feet, or nearly eight acres. Both 
inside and out, the library is, in the main, 
in the style of the Italian Renaissance
derived, that is to say, from the architec
ture of the buildings erected in Italy dur
ing the period (roughly speaking, the fif
teenth century) when the elements of 
classic art were revived and recombined 
in a Renaissance, or new birth, of the 
long-neglected models of Greece and 
Rome. The dome and lantern is the most 
conspicuous feature of the building, and 
the first to attract the attention of the 
visitor. The doine and domed roof of 
the lantern are sheathed with copper, over 
which, with the exception of the ribs of 
the dome, left dark to indicate their struc
tural importance, is laid a coating of 
GOLD LEAF, 23 carats fine. 

Photographs or word pictures fail to 
portray the beauty or richness of color 
of the interior of this building. An artist, 
who had traveled the world over and 
gathered impressions of the most beauti
ful architecture, stood in the Entrance 
Pavilion of this wonderful building and 
said, "To think that I should have had 
to come to America to find the most 
beautiful building in the world! It is 
almost beyond belief." 

Every morning, before the -day has 
reached the full dawn, a small army of 
poorly clad, shivering women, enter the 
marble halls of this magnificent edifice, 
and on hands and knees, with pails of 
water, soap and brushes, scrub, and rub, 
the matchless marble to keep it white and 
shining. Mops, -in most cases, are taboo, 
and the women must crawl around Qn 
hands and knees, which are sore and 
swollen, or crippled with rheumatism 
from the wet and cold, aggravated by 
sores caused from the soap powder, and 
the dye from their wet skirts. It is not 
uncommon to see the skin peel off the 
knees when the stockings are removed, 
neither is it uncommon for horrible sores 
to appear, only to be made worse from 
constant irritation by the soap powder 
and the rubbing- of the stockings, and 
frequently women are forced to take to 
their beds on account of this condition. 
A few women wear pads or plasters, but 
these soon get wet and are more often a 
nuisance than a help. Some even attempt 
to use. small rugs, but in- working their 
way' back, as they scrub, lose the rug 
from under them, and in recovering it, 
lose time, which is valuable. The hands, 
like the knees, often become so sore that 
they bleed and leave bloody stains on 
the mop cloths as they are wrung from 
the water. 

The combination of soap powder, mar
ble floors and water wears both clothes 
and shoes so rapidly that to replace them 
is quite an item of expense to·the women,. 
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and second-hand stores, and even beg
ging, is resorted to, to meet the condi
tion. 

Uncle Sam's underlings are inclined to 
be both haughty and severe in their treat
ment of the women. One woman, tuber
cular, with three small children to sup
port, fainted on her way to work one 
morning, from exhaustion caused by lack 
of food. She was carried back to her 
home,· and was unable to appear for work 
that day. The next morning when she 
returned for work she was told that in the 
future when she remained away on ac
count of sickness she should get a doc
tor's certificate, or stay at home. · The 
doctor's certificate would cost her $2. 

Her wages under the Golden Dome is $20 
per month. 

If these women were to organize and 
strike for higher wages and better work
ing conditions, a great army of unem
ployed, severaJ.hundred of whom are al
ways on the waiting Jist for jobs, could be 
put to work on short notice. In the very 
shadow of the Golden Dome there are 
several hundred women who would gladly 
scab for the price of a loaf of bread for 

. their babies, or some of the mush which 
Speaker of the House Champ Clark de
clared the people should efl.t more of to 
help solve the problem of the high cost 
of living. 

The Golden Dome casts its shadow 
over a study in vivid contrast. 

THE WAY OF WAR 

Eleanor E. Carpenter 

"My country needs me," so they said, 
And I believed it and marched away 

To music thrilled, 
And marshal tread, 
With heart throbs quick and shoulder straight, 

As duty called, I must obey; 
For "God and my country need me." 

All young with hope, all joy and pride, 
The youthful flowers of all creation; 

With footsteps light 
And jaunty stride, 
We went our way midst throngs and cheers; 

A happy task to save the n~tion, 
And glad I felt my country needed me. 

Then lightness turned to dark as down we went 
Like cattle before the cannon's roar 

In mangled heaps, 
And forms all bent, 
As shots and shells rained-death around, 

For youthful flowers would bloom no more, 
And. sad I felt my country needs me; 
~"'-"'~-·~~ [I·· it ~> -~ -ry-•-
From out a ditch of writhing flesh 

They kindly took all that was left 
Of me that once 
Was young and fresh, 
And bore me off to patch me up, 

To snatch a life from jaws of death, 
While knew I not my country's need of me. 

J ! ~. ·•· i!c 1 .• , , ,, ' I .l; ~ 

"My country needs me" now no more say they, 
For arm and leg lie in the trench, 

So does my youth, 
And life so gay, 
And round I stump to ask a chance 

To keep the life war failed to quench, 
For now God nor my country need me. 



A HAND FULL OF LUMBER JACKS 

The Lumber Trust and Its Victims 
By CHARLES ASHLEIGH 

THE great Northwest! Land of snow
topped hills and fertile valleys; of 
the gray Puget Sound and timber
covered acres I This is the much 

vaunted land of plenty, country of enter
prise-the State of Washington. 

Years ~go, the first stalwart pioneers laid 
the foundation of a civilization which is 
now ripening to a maturity,-and, it would 
seem, a decay! · The pioneers are gone and, 
in their place, are the mighty potentates who 
have caine into power over the land: the 
emperors of lumber. Hundreds of thous
ands of acres of timber land have become 
the stage for the slow, grinding industrial 
drama of the exploitation of the army of 
slaves of the lumber companies. From 
myriad logging camps and a multitude of 
saw-mills flows an ever-increasing volume 
of fat profit into the gaping maw of the 
few who own the lumber industry. Along 
the shores of Puget Sound are a number of 
busy ports, the purpose of whose existence 
is the shipping of the lumber to all parts of 
the world. 

And, in the "lower end" or "working-stiff 

quarter'' of every town upon the Sound you 
can see the producers of this tremendous 
wealth. Congregated on street corners, in 
pool halls, in the sitting-rooms of cheap 
"flop-houses" and in the "employment 
sharks' " offices are crowds of sturdy men, 
clad in the high, spiked shoes of the logger, 
heavy short flannel shirts and mackinaws; 
these are the human material which the 
lumber barons use for their enrichment. 

The small towns on the Sound are in 
municipal vassalage to the lumber com
panies; the county administrations are car
ried in the vest pockets of the bosses. The 
proud and strutting mayors and sheriffs, 
judges and prosecutors, are but marionettes: 
dancing puppets which move jerkily and 
obediently as the master pulls the wires 
from behind the screen. 

A land of which poets might sing: a land 
of broad-lined beauty and of such a rich
ness o~ resources that .a population a thou
sand times greater might live, every one of 
them, in the utmost plenitude. 

But it is a land befouled. Over it lurks 
the giant lumber trust, like some great and 
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I. W. W. HALL AT EVERETT, WASH.-WHERE' S THE CAT? 

fearful dragon of fable, laying slavery upon· 
the people, devouring men to satiate its 
fevered lust for profit. And the workers, 
in their camps where life is that of a dog, 
rather than of a man, in the shingle-mills 
where fingers and hands are given daily to 
the whirling saws and where woo·d-dust 
fills the lungs and kills thousands of victims 
with consumption-the workers did not for 
long dare to raise hand or voice against the 
ogre which towered threateningly aboye the 
land. 

In the old story, you will remember, it 
was the young and blithe St. George who 
went out at last to give battle to the dragon. 
With shining armor and valiant song of 
battle the gallant knight rode forth to slay 
the beast that had been eating the flesh and 
drinking the blood of the people. 

So, also, in these prosaic days, came a 
young knight, bold, debonair and singing, 
to lay low the dragon of Industrial Despot
ism in the land of timber, that the workers 
might. be freed. 

It was the Forest and Lumber Workers' 
Industrial Union of the of the I. W. W. 
that stood forth upon the great industrial 
stage of the Northwest and challenged the 
monster of profit. Fearless, militant, tire
less in propaganda, the young organization • 
sent out a ringing call to the workers in the 
logging camps to organize under the banner 

of the One Big Union to gain higher wages, 
shorter hours, better camp conditions and, 
eventually, the control of industry. 

When the monster recovered from his 
preliminary astonishment at this audacity, 
he began to consider and to plan. It was 
plain, thought the lumber bosses, that this 
pernicious agitation must no longer con
tinue or profits-sacred, well beloved 
profits-would diminish. The lustily grow
ing bloom of organization must be killed in 
the bud or, one of these days, we shall find 
ourselves stripped of our power and-we 
n:ay have to work for our living! 

In Everett, one of the principal nerve
centers of the lumber industry a big shingle
mill ..,fbwn and a busy lumber port, the 
lumber slaves were listening in increasing 
numbers and with growing attention to the 
propaganda of Industrial Unionism. The 
situation was sharpened by the strike in 
some mills of the shingle-weavers and by 
the very recent strike of the longshoremen. 
I. W. W. papers were selling readily; street 
meetings were attracting larger and larger 
crowds. Soon, in Seattle, was to take place 
the great conference of lumber workers of 
the Puget Sound country to consider plans 
of organization and tactics for a big drive in 
the logging camps. It was high time, de
cided the Lumber Monster, to check this 
before it became too !ate. 
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So the wires were pulled and the official 
puppets started their frenzied dance. The 
regular police force of Everett was not suffi
cient-and perhaps not brutal enough-to 
fulfill to the required extent the desires of 
bosses. So the "citizens"-meaning those 
citizens who were either employers or 
hangers-on of employers-met in their Com
mercial Club and organized their now no
torious "law-and-order" committee. McRae, 
the then Sheriff of Snohomish County, a 
willing servant of the timber octopus, 
promptly deputized these local "respect
abies." Stars were given them, and arms, 
and they were ready for their appointed 

· work. 
Everybody has by now heard of the series 

of brutal assaults perpetrated UJ»n workers 
in Everett, culminating in the bloody tragedy 
Of November 5th. Two hundred and sixty 
workers on the steamer "Verona," were sub
jected to a cross-fire from three points of 
ambush by the bodies of vigilantes, armed 
with high-power rifles, who were stationed 
on the clocks. Five workingmen were killed 
and many wounded. Two deputies also lost 
their lives, killed, it is believed, by the fire 
of another posse of their accomplices on the 
opposite pier. The men were all arrested 
in Seattle on the return of the "Verona" 
and, after a selective process dictated by the 
capacity of the Snohomish County Jail, 
seventy-four of their number were charged 
with the murder of the two deputies. Or, 
rather, one should say: charged with the 
murder of one of the two deputies. For, 
they were originally charged with the mur
der of C. 0. Curtiss, but, when it came to 
light that Curtiss's wound was evidently 
caused bY a high-power rifle bullet, the 
charge was substituted by another accusing 
them of the murder of Deputy Jefferson 
Beard. 

And so the next act ofthi~·grim drama 
of the uprising of Labor is to be staged in 
the Superior County court-room in Everett. 
There the men are to be tried~not for the 
murder of· a deputy, but for their audacity 
in questioning the power of the lumber in-
terests. . 

The dragon has not yet been conquered. 
Still, over the vast stretches of the tiiiJber 
country, looms the giant shadow O.t indus
trial tyrrany. And it is hungry for these 
seventy-four knights of the great company 
of toilers who came, valiant and with song, 
to do battle with the swollen beast of profit. 
They had polished up their weapons, as did 
the brave St. <ieorge-their weapons w~re 
of the working class: their shield Solidarity, 
and their sword the General Strike. But 
the weapons of the masters are bullets and 
clubs and jails and the gallows! Which, 0 
workers, shall prevail.? 

If Solidarity is something more than an 
empty mouthing these men will not be con
demned. If there exists working-class 
loyalty, our class comrades will go free, 
once more to resume the only fight worth 
fighting. The first trial starts on March 5th. 
The hour draws near! Only the workers 
can help the workers ! 

Workers, arouse! Seventy-four of our 
best and bravest are in danger! In the 
name of Solidarity and the Industrial 
Democracy! 

* * * * * * * 
Funds should be sent to Herbert Mahler. 

Secretary-Treasurer, Everett Prisoners' De~ 
fense Committee, Box 1878, Seattle, Wash. 

Send protests and demands for a congres
sional investigation and a fair trial for the 
men to President Wilson and to Governor 
Lister, Olympia, Wash. Act now! 





The State of the Socialist Party 
By. HENRY L. SLOBODIN 

I N 1912, with three big parties bidding the following table of the average mem
furiously for votes, with one of them bership of the Socialist party from 1903 
bidding especially for Socialist votes to 1916: · · _ 
by lifting almost bodily the Socialist 190 

program of immediate demand the So- 3 .-. · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 15,975 
cialist candidate for president' received 1904 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 29,763 
over- 900,000 votes-901,032 is the exact 1905 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 28,327 
n~mbe: and not 8~5,934, as erroneously 1906 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 26,786 
gwen 10 the last tssue of the National 1907 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 29,270 
Socialist Bulletin. ~~ · · · · · · · · · · · · · ... 41,751 

With these 900,000 votes tucked away · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 41,470 
safely ~nder its .belt, the Socialist party 1910 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 53,011 
set out 10 1912 w:tth a great blare of trum- 1911 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 84,716 
pets on a vote-getting expedition that 1912 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · .118,045 
would bring it millions of votes. Ever 1913 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 95 957 
since and every day of the 1,460 days be- 1914 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 93:579 
tween the election of 1912 and the elec- 1915 · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 79,376 
tion of 1916 the quest for votes was kept 1916 (11 months)···· 83,067 
up. . The ~able shows a remarkably steady 

Tremendous work! Tremendous re- ~nd raptd growth of the membership dur
sults! \V_hen the vote of 1916 was finally 10g the ten years from 1903 to 1912. And 
counted, tt was found that the Socialist th.en comJ?ences. as rapid and steady de
candidate for president received less than chne, as tf a bhght struck the Socialist 
600,000. And of these there were many party; And ~he deCline is still going on 
thousands of votes of women who did notwtthstand10g the show of increase in 
not at all vote in 1912. The result of .1916 over 1915. Every presidential year 
f?u~ ye~rs' w~rk <?f 120,000 organized So- sh?ws an accelerated growth of member
ctahsts ts gett10g 10 1916 a little over half shtp due to greater agitation. This is 
of the vote of 1912. followed by a reaction. And we believe 

Many Socialists are rubbing their eyes that the present membership of the So
in unbelief. They stand aghast. They cialist party is far below that of 1915. 
ask for the cause of tliis, what appears to The Socialist vote has not suffered a 
them, sudden collapse of the Socialist sud.den s~rinking in 1916. It began to 
vote. shr10k wtth the party membership in 

War! It is the war! is the ready an- ~913. In 1916 there was no more conceal
swer of the Socialist standpatter. Why 10g the fact, as the Socialist decline be
not? The catastrophe of the war is so came a national instead o£ a local issue. 
universal and its blight so far reaching I know that this will be news to a great 
that it very likely set back the hand of many Socialists. They will ask each 
progress. in this country a,s well. This other-What happened in 1912 or 1913 to 
explanatiOn has the double merit of sav- the So~i~list party that poisoned its body 
in&" h~rd . thin~ing and· diverting the .. in- and spmt so as to make from a growing, 
qmrer s attention from causes which are lusty yout.h a shrinking, declining invalid? 
in his control to conditions utterly be- Som~th10g has happened, and this 
yond his control. / somethm&" ~as pointed out by me and 

Upfortunat.el~ for this explanation,. the other Soctahsts for many years past. Tli.e 
Nattonal Soctahst Bulletin of January 13 Socialist party of 1903 was a party of 
191?, publishes sev~ral tables of figure~ promises. The Socialist party of 1913 
whtc~. show c~mclusiVely. that the poison was a party of fulfillment. And its fulfill
of dtsmtegratwn began tts work in the ment of 1913, the Socialist party showed 
Soc~alist party long before the war broke a decided inclination to forget its prom
out. We ask the reader to examine c.losely ises of 1903. 
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In 1903 the Socialist party was a party 
of social revolution. It blazoned on its 
banner-We Demand the Overthrow of 
Capitalism and the Establishment of the 
Co-operative Commonwealth and No 
Compromise-and nailed its banner to the 
mast. It had not only the youthful ardor 
of achievement, but it also had the firm, 
nay, fanatical belief that the great 
achievement was immediately pending. 

And therein lies the crux of the distinc
tion between the theory of social revolu
tion and the theory of social reform; be
tween the revolutionist and the reformer; 
between 1903 and 1913. 

Has the idea of impending social revolu
tion, of coming of Socialism in our day, 
any foundation in solid fact, in the reality 
of social development, or is it simply 
mouthing and vaporing of irrational and 
irresponsible agitators? For one can 
readily see that one's entire conception 
of the very nature of the Socialist move
ment is colored by the view one holds of 
the social revolution. For if the social 
revolution is not a thing of our making 
in our day; if the social revolution is 
something that may occur hundreds of 
years, perhaps a thousand years h€nce, 
then no rational person will plan or base 
his action with a view to the occurrence 
of an event so remote. In social events 
one can lay plans for our own time or for a 
generation or two to come. To attempt 
to project oneself further than that into 
the future would be vain. Reason re
fuses to follow phantasy into domains of 
the future so remote from us. 

The fact that the idea of social revolu
tion was part and parcel of the Socialist 
plans and programs of the last, say, thirty 
years, proved conclusively that the So
cialists believed it to be an event of the 
very near future. And the perusal of the 

. Socialist books, other than those turned 
out by American Socialists during the 
last few years, will convince the reader 
that the social revolution was a living 
faith, a near and approaching fact to the 
majority of the Socialists. 

The course of the Socialist movement 
was molded accordingly. Nothing else 
mattered very much, seeing that a great 
social reconstruction was at hand. / Re
form? Yes. Immediate demands? Yes. 
But they were accepted as a cr~ditor ac-

cepts interest on a debt which is about 
to become due. , 

And political action was viewed as the 
effort of the working class to seize the 
political power which will enable it to 
carry out its historic mission-the eman
cipation of the working class and the 
establishment of Socialism. Also as the 
best means of Socialist propaganda. Con
structive legislation? Yes. But this no 
more satisfied the Socialists than reading 
the menu would satisfy a hungry man. 

Imbued with this faith of the social 
revolution being right at hand and the 
tremendous role of the Socialist move
ment in this revolution, the Socialist 
party attracted thousands of young men 
and women, ardent for a struggle and full 
of the coming triumph. 

Owing to causes which it is unneces
sary here to- discuss, other influences 
came to the front in the American Social
ist movement, influences that were more 
than skeptical of the social revolution and 
which viewed the fanatical preachment 
of the same by its zealots sometimes with 
amusement, more often with contempt. 

No one could question the sincerity 
and honesty of the Socialists of the new 
school of,· as they called it, constructive 
Socialism. Their devotion to the cause 
could not be doubted. Yet as they came 
to the front, the Socialist movement came 
under the influence of Socialists whose 
antecedents and environment were any
thing but of proletarian character. Talk as 
they might about the great mission to 
th~ working class, the fact remained that 
they were not wage-earners and they 
could not have that abiding and ardent 
belief in the working class revolution 
which springs on the soil of the shop and 
factory only. 

In the division between the revolu
tionists and the constructivists within 
the Socialist party, it so happened that 
almost all the emoluments of honor and 
profit fell to the constructivists. And it 
also happens that almost all the public 
emoluments of honor and profit that fall 
to the candidates of the Socialist party 
are gathered in by the constructivists. 
The revolutionists have for their' share 
most of the abuse and derision in and 
outside of the Socialist. party. 

The national convention . of 1912 
showed that the· constructivists were in 
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full control of the Socialist party. And the Socialist party. This is the direct re
they decided to assert their power. The sult of the "practical politics" of the con
idea of an impending social revolution, structivists. 
they considered as baseless and irrational It is beside the point to argue that the 
and the talk of the revolutionists, as child constructivists meant it for the good of 
prattle where it was not dangerous the party. There can be no doubt of 
vaporing. Yes, a change will come that. This is immaterial. By their deeds 
sometimes, but only by slow impercepti- · shall you know them. 
ble degrees, a step at a time, and by And where will it end? I have an 
legal means. The last thought was the .. abiding faith in the Socialist movement. 
most important. The constructivists re- For one reason, there is no place better, 
jected any and all action on the part of or even near as good, where a fighter for 
Socialists that was not strictly according .freedom can make his work count as 
to law. The violent protests of the rev-o- the Socialist party. But the main foun
lutionists led them to believe that the dation of my belief is that I am a Socialist 
two elements were irreconcilable and and the practicalest of all practical men. 
could not work together. The revolu- I am convinced, from scientific and his-
tionists had to be ousted. toric data; that the social revolution is 

In the national convention the revolu- coming soon. Without that conviction 
tionists felt trouble. They were a mi- I see no sense in being a Socialist. If 
nority of only one-third in the .conven- Socialism is to come a thousand years 
tion and they comported themselves ac- from now, how do we know that it will 
C<?rdingly. They yielded point after come at all? At any rate, why bother? 
point until even the platform was re- We might as well follow the advice of 
ported unanimously. But the constructiv- Tolstoy and commit suicide, because the· 
ists were determined to force the issue .• sun will ·be extinguished some day and 
After the committee on the constitution life on earth will become extinct, anyhow. 
had reported, a motion was made from You see, I am much more practical than 
the floor to insert a clause ordering the my constructive friends. If I believed as 
expulsion of .any party member advocat- they do, I would not be a Socialist. 
ing methods of emancipation of the work- As a revolutionist, I also believe that 
ing class that were not legal, and mak- the Socialist party will be the means of 
ing "practical politics" a fundamental of emancipating the wor.king class. How? 
Socialist tactics. This was carried by a Always by education and organization. 
two-third majority. This was the cui- Sometimes by force. Eventually by both. 
ruination of a policy that was calculated Force! -
to destroy the faith of thousands of young No living creature is born without the 
and ardent Socialists in the efficacy of use of force. A chicken cannot coine out 
the Socialists' movement as a means of .of its shell without the use of force. And 
working class emancipation. The policy you expect a great social change to come 
did its work splendidly. Between thirty peacably, imperceptibly? Oh, ye blind 
and forty thousand of the best workers leaders of the blind! 
left the party in 1913. And the exodus But be of good cheer. 
continued and continues right along. Some day the Socialist puppy will open 
Both members and voter~ are·abandoning its eyes. · 



Seeing Sarawak .. 
• 

Borneo tn 
Peculiar Customs o£ the Aborigines; Crude Housekeeping; "High 

Society" Costumes; Cheap Wives 

By R. R. HORNBECK 

A CAPTIVATING LAND DYAK 
The scars are self inflicted, to enhance his beauty. 

The lower necklace is made of wild boars' teeth. 

0 N A SULTRY morning in June, a 
friend and I took passage from 
Singapore for Sarawak, the king
dom of adventurous Rajah Brooke. 

The boat. was very small, and we were the 
only European passengers. Let me explain 
parenthetically that east of Suez all white 
people are "Europeans." The skipper and 
crew w~re Malays, but the chief engineer 
was a sandy, bewhiskered Scot As fishing 
is the inevitable avocation and vocation of 
the Malay, since the pestiferous Westerners 
stamped out piracy in these parts, several 
fishing lines were constantly .dangling from 
the sides of the boat, and we caught one 
beautiful- fish over five feet long, which 
subsequently was served a la mode. 

There was only one cabin in the boat, and 
we were assured before embarking that we 
could occupy it, but we found the chief engi
neer securely anchored within and so had 
to make shift on the bridge. My friend 
found a dirty hammock, while I located a 

rickety steamer chair, and there we sat and 
there we slept, for three and a half days. 
The Malay at the wheel had the additional 
duty of ringing the watch bell, and every 
half hour, day and night, the chimes rang 
out from one to eight times. Now this bell 
was only about four feet from where we 
tried to sleep, so the reader may imagine, 
without further comment, what I think of 
this ancient custom of ringing the bell to 
keep the crew awake. · 

The route to Borneo lies between many 
tiny coral islands, lying so low in the water 
that they are partly or entirely submerged 
at high tide, and all we could see was a 
clump of trees seemingly growing right up 
from the ocean's depths. 

Every morning the Malays would gather 
on deck and "shave." Now there are many 
ways to shave, I have learned since coming 
East. The Indians finish the operation by 
pulling the hairs out of nose and ears, while 
the Malays go them one better by pulling 
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all the hairs on the face. So we lay and to a mile and half wide where we were, 
watched the grimaces as an unusually stub- and narrows to a rushing, mighty mountain 
born hirsute appendage was plucked out torrent a hundred miles farther up stream, 
with the aid of an ordinary pair· of tweez- where the steamers must stop and the trav
eni'. My safety razor was a curiosity and eler proceed past the rapid~ and waterfalls 
elicited many expressions of disgust. Did in long native boats which must frequently 
I not have to shave daily and then cut only be carried overland to a higher stretch of 
the tops off, while they entirely eradicated the river. These dug-out boats are made of 
the pests for a week or more and no growth the trunks of tall jungle trees and are 
was ever visible on their faces? usually about sixty feet long. · · 
: The skipper had been to New York and The principal tribes of Sarawak are the 
hence was quite a prodigy to the crew. But Sea Dyaks and Land Dyaks. Many years 
as he had not penetrated further than Chi- ago the Land Dyaks forced the Sea Dyaks 
natown and the Bowery, he had a very hazy ·back from the sea into the jungle, and occu
idea of the city of skyscrapers. The crew pied their choicest territory, so that now the 
openly ridiculed my story of the Woolworth Land Dyaks dwell by the sea, while the· Sea 
building and would not believe there was Dyaks inhabit the fastness of the jungle. 
any building in· the world higher than the These tribes have always been head hunters, 
200-foot trees which are native to the juri- .but Rajah Brooke's government has taken . 
gles of Borneo. • I was highly elated on be- vigorous measures to suppress this pastime. 
ing told by a Malay that it was simply won- They are allowed to keep all old heads as 
derful how I could speaktheir language so . heirlooms, but are prohibited to take new 
well after only two years' study, whereas ~ones, and when they do this the government 
they had for many years studied ( ?) Eng- ·offers theirheads to any Dyak who can take 
lish with no apparent success! · .··· .... thel.l\~iltlthen every other tribe in the conn-

It was surprising how often they asked· try rrlakes a rush to the offending tribe and 
about the war. "Sir, which is stronger- annihilates it, keeping the heads as trophies. 
England or Germany?" This question fol- Nevertheless, there are frequent outbreaks 
lowed me everywhere I went in Borneo, and among the Sea Dyaks, who retreat far up 
the listeners never wearied of the story. the Rejang river after taking the heads of 
They said they wanted the war to stop, for their enemies. Then they cut the trunks of 
food was becoming very high in Borneo. the tallest trees overhanging the river until 
It is indeed remarkable what a pronounced they are just ready to topple over, and when 
influence the European war has on one of the pursuers come along down crash the 
the most remote and primitive countries of trees across ·the boats, killing or maiming 
the earth. In one town we visited. all the most of the occupants, and the Dyaks who 
Chinese coolies had refused to unload a few give the final shove rush into the jungle in 
cases of goods lor a Japanese merchant be- high ·glee to relate their exploit to aamiring 
cause of the demands China had been sub- females of the tribe. 
jected to from Japan. And so the wealthy The :Qyaks are a hardy race and seek ad
sons of Nippon had to roll up their sleeves venture and tests of prowess. Sometimes 
and do their own dirty work. they meet an antagonist worthy of their 

The first stop in Borneo was at Rejang, mettle, as the following clipping from the 
about 450 miles from Singapore. This is official Sarawak Gazette will prove: "From 
a tiny fishing village at the mouth of the up theriver comes a story of great presence 
mighty Rejang river, and the white men of mind on the part of a Malay. He was 
seemed as much of a curiosity to the inhab- fishing with a 'jala' (casting net) in the 
itants as they were to us. The natives there river not far from the Sejijak and while 
are called Melanus and speak Malay. There stooping down was suddenly seized by the 
is one Chinese Christian in town, whom we head by a <;rocodile. The intended victim 
visited and were offered cigarettes and then was, however, not of the sort who gives in 
watermelon, the latter of which we accepted without a struggle, and he made his captor 
and found barely fit for human consump- release him by digging at the brute's eyes 
tion. with his fingers. The Malay afterwards had 

We proceeded up river for seventy miles the wounds in his head attended to atSejijak 
to Sibu, our destination, passing a "few vii- hospital and since then has been looking out 
lages en route. The Rejang river is a mile for his assailant with a gun. He says he 



A DYAK ART GALLERY 
Every house h~s a collection of heads, and they are highly prized, as the Dyaks believe that the strength 

of a Vanquished~ adversary passes to the victor. 

wishes to 'bayar hutang'-which is to say, 
'get his own back.'" 

At Sibu we· met Mr. and Mrs. Hoover, 
missionaries there for thirteen years, and 
Mr. Brewster, a young missionary from Los 
Angeles. The Hoovers speak Tamil, Malay, 
Dyak and two dialects of Chinese, and are 
well known all over Sarawak. Sibu ·is the 
second largest town in Sarawak, having 
about 10,000 souls, mostly Chinese and Ma
lays. 

The day after our arrival we four men 
took Mr. Hoover's motor boat and pro
ceeded six miles up river to visit a Dyak 
house. We anchored to a log at the bank 
of the river, and I remarked that no house 
or path to a house was in sight. Thereupon 
Mr. Hoover told us that we would have to 
wade a mile or so, it being high tide. Now 
such a trip held no terrors for me, for I 
had never tried it. We waded through bogs 
and undergrowth for over a mile, generally 
sinking to our knees. At the bottom of the 
"path" logs were placed lengthwise, and 
when our feet struck these and did not slip, 
they afforded considerable help. As the 
Dyaks are not burdened with clothing and 

tread the logs daily, they splash along quite 
heedlessly. 

It is not appropriate to ask how many 
houses or people there are in a Dyak "vii
age," but how many doors. A settlement 
always consists of only one long house, 
raised on stout poles higher than a man can 
reach, the purpose being to prevent an at
tacking tribe from piercing the floor with 
knives or swords. The house is divided 
into small rooms, each having a door lead
ing onto the long enclosed porch in front. 
It is impossible to enter or leave the build
ing without traversing this porch. This is 
communistic enough to please most anyone. 

There was a log leading into each end 
of the house before us, with notches for a 
toe-hold, and it must have been a circus to 
see us scrambling up those logs. The first 
inhabitants we met inside were a few razor
back hogs, some chickens and a mangy dog. 
Along the porch which ranged the entire 
length of the house were old brass cannon 
and sword and knives, with an occasional -
blunderbuss to recall revolutionary days in 
France or America, whence these are said 
to have been brought by early traders. And 
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then there were the smoked heads hanging 
from the ceiling, wp.ich are more highly 
prized by the Dyaks than in any other king
dom. They were taken in the good old days 
before the galling restraints imposed by a 
civilized administration, and we could not 
buy one of these heads at any price. ''\Vhy, 
sir, these were taken. by our father, and if 
we lost them the evil spirits would bring 
death and desolation." 

Besides, the Dyaks care nothing for 
money in itself and never keep it for any 
length of time. A man's wealth is measured 
by the number of jars and old crockery he 
has acquired, and his prowess by the num
ber of heads he or his ancestors took and 

• retained through succeeding wars. Each of 
the small rooms contained a collection of 
jars and crockery and brass trinkets, and 
these are jealously guarded. When the 
Dyaks swarmed about us I offered to buy 
most everything in sight, and got nothing
not even-a pleasant smile. The women wear 
corsets made of small brass rings strung on 
bamboo and wound around their waist, and 
these are very highly prized. The woman 
whose corset extends the highest is the most 
admired of all, hence these rings are sought 
for assidiously. One woman whom we asked 
about her corset offered to buy one from us 
at any price 'we would name, and what 
could we reply to that? They told me 
frankly that if I took the corset I would 
have to take the contents (being the woman 
herself)-that the two always went together 
and were inseparable till death! But they 
very considerately asked no increase in price 
for the girl, and told me to take my choice 
of the assembly for six dollars. 

Below the corset the women wear a skirt 
extending to the knees. They have no other 
clothing, but are invariably loaded with trin
kets and gewgaws. In their ears and noses, 
and on their arms, wrists, fingers, legs, 
ankles, necks, and hair, is something that 
glitters aud delights their eyes. Here I will 
explain that the currency pf Sarawak is 
practically all copper cent;;, which are more 
than twice as large as American cents. The 
Dyaks buy all the silver coins for anklets, 
bracelets and belts, and a recent coinage of 
$20,000 in silver disappeared like red lem
onade at a country picnic. One dollar cop~ 
per weighs two pounds, so a man would 
have some difficulty in carrying away $100. 
It is the usual custom to pay all debts in 
coppers, which are rolled fifty in a package. 
Mr. Hoover received one debt of $2,000 in 

coppers and took it home in bullock carts, 
and in Borneo this is not considered a 
strange proceeding. _ 

White men never carry money in town 
where they live; they write a promise to 
pay for every article bought at the market 
place, and the storekeeper must go to the 
house and have his pay counted out to him 
in coppers. One time Mr. Hoover took 
pay for some rice, the buyer giving him the 
money in a large sack holding about $400. 
Before the sack arrived at home the pack
age had all broken up, and a nUJ.!Iber of 
men had to be hired a half day to count 
and roll the coppers .. 

A short distance from the house we vis
ited is a small grove of rubber trees which 
the government encouraged the Dyaks to 
plant. The women do all the work in car
ing for these trees, but judging by the 
condition of the field, this small plantation 
is not likely to yield rubber enough for the 
Detroit trade for some years yet. The Dy
aks hunt and fish and find wild fruit for 
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a livelihood. One tribe, the Sibus, makes with a resounding crash. Mr. Davis con
baskets to sell to Europeans. This tribe oc- ducts an industrial school and reformatory, 
cupies two houses near Sibu, and no bas- where refractory Chinese and Dyak boys are 
kets like theirs are made elsewhere in the made so tame that they will eat food from a 
world. I bought seven of the baskets and plate, and are taught the rudiments of soil 
hats for a few cents. The hats they wear culture. 
are rain and sun proof, measuring about We found the Bornean pineapple sweeter 
forty inches in diameter. Most of the Dy- and much larger than the Singapore variety. 
aks were afraid of our camera, but we got One grown near Sibu weighed Sl;h pounds. 
a few good pictures by taking them un- The bananas are also very large and de
awares. licious, and one hundred of the choicest may 

In Sibu we saw a young orang-outang be had for $L35. 
which was very similar to the human spe- As I wished to see Kuching, the capital 
cies in appearance and mimicry. Its cries and largest town of Sarawak, I left my 
w~re almost incredibly human and it would friend in Sibu and proceeded alone. The 
pout and whimper like~. spoiled child. The English rajah, Sir James Brooke, lives here. 
Dyaks consider monkey and snake very de- He is now 88 years of age, but is vigorous 
licious food, it is said. and hearty and usually accompanies the war 

While stamping letters in the post-office expeditions against the Sea Dyaks. He has 
aDyak asked us if the stamps were medicine a glass eye to replace the one jerked out by 
to make them go! When they see Euro- a limb while he was hunting. I saw him 
peans taking outdoor exercise the Dyaks walking to his office, assisted by a Malay 
say they are "makan angin"-that is, eating who carried an enormous yellow umbrella 
wind. over him. His father ruled before him and 

We visited Mr. Davis and wife, mission- his son will be the next rajah, Sarawak be
aries from Kansas, who live twelve miles ing absolutely independent of any nation. 
from Sibu. Mr. Davis took me on a ramble Kuching is a day's run from Sibu and on 
along the log paths through the jungle, the Tbal river. The principal place of in-
where many of the trees are over one hun- terest is the museum. · · 
dred feet to the first branch, although no On the return to Singapore we got a 
larger at the base than a man's thigh. Num- touch of the southwest monsoon, and this 
berless vines and parasitical growths were kept me in my cabin for over a day. But in 
entwined among the· branches, and I was spite of the hardships which have to be 
told that it was quite impossible to cut down endured by travelers to Borneo, the trip is 
the trees singly, as they will not fall. An well worth the inconvenien~:e and trouble, 
acre or so of them must be cut through the for those who wish to see children of nature 
trunks, and then one of the largest is given who are wholly untrammeled by the shackles 
a hard shove and the whole lot goes down of civilization. 
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THE ONCE OVER 
By Militant 

T HE. labor movement is built on 
sacrifice and force. 

These are two of the most im
portant elements entering into any 

effective, aggressive unit of working class 
organization. 

When a labor organization is afraid to 
take a chance-when the members and 
officers hold back from a projected ac
tion because of the risk that they may 
lose what they already have-then that 
labor organization has begun to take on 
the character of a propertied class in . 
human society. 

The slogan then has become "Safety 
First." 

Nations, individuals, labor unions
each and all-are entering the shadow of 
the curse of degeneracy-they are losing 
the sap of power to hit and power to take 
punishment-whenever the slogan "Safe
ty First" becomes dominant. 

T HE railroad brotherhoods-have they 
lost the meaning of sacrifice and 

force? 
Is all memory gone from the Big Four 

of the struggles twenty, thirty and forty 
years ago? For the right to organize, 
for the right to hold meetings and take 
counsel together without losing their jobs 
and being outlawed? 

Have repeated arbitrations, incessant 
tactics of talk and talk, taken away from 
the Big Four brotherhoods the power of 
action? 

OUT of tne trend of events suddenly 
leaped the threat of war for the 

United States. This was on Wednesday. 

It came in the form of a note from Ger
many to the United States that un
restricted submarine warfare would be 
inaugurated in definite sea zones and the 
United States government was informed 
that: ( 1) It would be permitted only one 
boat per week to England, and (2) this 
lone boat must be painted with stripes of 
a certain color or it would be torpedoed. 
On Thursday this was a nation hanging 
by an eyelash to the precipice of war. 

On Friday Warren S. Stone of the 
Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers, 
speaking directly for his own organiza
tion and presumptively for the Big Four, 
announced that there would positively 
be no railroad strike; that all possible and 
projected action for the eight-hour day 
is halted and there is nothing doing. With 
this was stated a theory that the nation 
and the flag come first in importance and 
afterward come the interests of the rail
road brotherhoods and the organized 
working class. 

That the brotherhoods might use their 
mass power to enforce the nation's will 
on a group of fat, greedy railroad bank~rs 
and financiers, was not suggested. That 
the coal miners of Wales and the dock 
wallopers of England and Scotland were 
the splendid instruments by which the 
British nation compelled fat and greedy 
coal landlords and fat and greedy ship
owners to loosen their greedy fists and 
serve the nation instead of their own fat 
pocketbooks and stomachs, this, too, was 
not hinted at in the announcement from 
Warren S. Stone. 

The stories sent over from England 
by those painfully accurate and human 
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reporters, Will Irwin and William Hard, 
telling how British labor stood for. re
pudiation of the British flag, so long as 
the capitalistic masters of Britain were 
repudiating the flag thru hoggish profit
eering-all this does not seem to have · 
dawned in any slight degree inside the 
ivory dome of the spokesman of the ra.il
road brotherhoods. 

That now when the Ripleys and Hale 
Holdens, railroad masters of America, 
are figuring on more and more record
breaking profits from war business-~at 
now is the time to beat to their knees 
these railroad masters-is not shadowed 
forth in any vaguest kind of suggestion 
from Warren S. Stone. 

What he wishes emphasized now is that 
he and his associates are 100 per cent pure 
patriots; in their hearts an unblemished 
love of the flag, and on the rear of their 
trousers a sign reading, "Kick me." 

Talk runs strong in some quarters that 
if there had been· a rail strike last Aug
ust the brotherhoods would have gotten 
the trimming of their lives. They weren't 
ready in the way the Ripleys and Hale 
Holdens were. The Santa Fe, Burling
ton and Pennsylvania roads had a strike
breaking organization recruited from 
brotherhood members whose first "loy
alty" is to the railroad companies and all 
the predictions of 'Gene Debs and Scott 
Nearing in this particular are verified by 
all fresh incoming reports. Private de
tective agencies, an array of gunmen, 
state governments and newspapers, these 
all were ready for the job of trimming 
the brotherhoods last August. 

Instead of sacrifice, "Safety First" has 
become the slogan of the rail organiza
tions' leaders. Instead of a belief in what 
they can accomplish thru the use of their 

· force, their organized economic physical 
force operative thru stoppage of work and 
standstill of a nation's transportation, the 
Warren S. Stones pin their faith entirely 
on legislation, court decisions, arbitra
tion, speeches, diplomacy. Stone cher
ishes the theory that he is able to out
talk and out-argufy and out-speechify the 
railroad lawyers and managers, so as to 
whipsaw them into granting the brother
hood demands. When will these tactics 
reach a final showdown? 

BRYAN the pacifist. Look at him. 
\Var-a war between the working 

class of Colorado and the Rockefeller 
Colorado Fuel & Iron Company was on. 

Men were shot with lead bullets ex
actly like those in use in Europe. This 
is Walsenberg and on "The Hogback" 
where Don Magregor and 80 men with 
rifles stood off the Rockefeller militia and 
the Rockefeller gunmen. 

Women and children were burned to 
charred crisps-and suffocated into deaths 
of bloated bodies and ghastly writhing 
faces-and the affair constituted an atroc
ity rivaling in kind, if not in degree, any 
sort of an atrocity that has been commit
ted in cataclysmic Europe the last two 
years. This, in Ludlow, Colorado, a few 
months before the Great War came on us. 
This, under the orders of the Rocke
feller Colorado Fuel & Iron Company, in 
the United States of America. 

It was war. And Bryan, the pacifist, 
kept his mouth shut, trimmed and ducked, 
wouldn't say a word. 

Likewise there was war between the 
working class of Calumet, Michigan, and 
the multimillionaire copper magnates of 
Calumet and Boston. And on this war 
Bryan, the pacifist, kept his large ole~gi
nous mouth shut. 

Again there was war in West Virginia 
and a machine gun was run on a railroad 
car by hired thugs who turned a stream 
of bullets down Paint Creek pumping 
jags of lead into the bodies of strikers 
and their families. On this war ~ryan, 
the pacifist, was silent. 

This is partly the reason why organized 
labor listen.s with a sort of silent contempt 
to the mouthings of Bryan, the pacifist, 
these days. 

S ACRIFICES-what is it-whaddaye 
mean "sacrifice"? 

It's the stuff embodied in the action of 
Margaret Sanger and her associates. 

It's the driving motive behind the 72 
men in jail in Everett, Washington, 
wrecking the doors, chandeliers and 
plumbing of the jail interior and singing 
all night their repertoire from "Where Is 
My Wandering Boy Tonight" to "Halle
lujah, I'm a Bum," in order to force the 
sheriff to give them food fit for human 
beings. 

Sacrifice? It's the stuff in Matthew 
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Schmidt, languishing in Los Angeles jail 
ready for either life sentence or death or 
anything else rather than be the obedient 
lackey of the prosecuting attorney of Los 
Angeles county and cheap instrument of 
the ruling class of Los Angeles. 

Pat Quinlan in New Jersey state prison 
-Ford and Suhr-Joe Hill-wnat a list 
it is of the souls of sacrifice now held 
within the walls of American bastiles be
cause they took risks for the working 
class I 

\Vithout these and their kind, how far 
would the working class get? 

Without this element of rebels who 
give all they have and never count the 
cost, what would the working class be? 

They may convict more and more there 
in San Francisco to follow Billings and 
Mooney. But the examples of Billings 
and Mooney will live on as embers that 
transmit their flame to fresh firewood 
touching them. 

C•HICAGO'S police chief, Charles Clar
ence Healey, has been indicted on 

charges of bribery, extortion and malfeas
ance in office. In the hour of his need the 
labor movement is handing him the horse 
laugh. When the street car strike was 
in full swing, he asked the city council to 
appropriate $450,000 cash for him to hire 
1,000 special policemen and buy rifles and 
cartridges. During the garment strike 
of 1915 he was the directing official under 
whom 1,300 arrests were made on charges 
of disorderly conduct, unlawful assembly 
and assault and battery without one sub-
sequent conviction out of the whole 1,300. 

M EANWHILE the indictment still 
stands in Cook county, Illinois, 

whereby Guy Biddinger, right hand man 
to Detective William Burns, is accused 
of extortion and running a confidence 
game. The latest word is that extradition 
will be obtained, and Biddinger brought 
from New York to stand trial. State's 
Attorney Hoyne's declaration is that the 
evidence on hand will convince any jury 
that Biddinger is a crook leagued with 
professional thieves and all the sancti
monious pretensions of Detective Burns' 
first lieutenant are only a mask for cov
ering the phiz of a hypocrite who almost 
got away with .it. This situation, along 
with the conviction of Detective Burns 
and his rebuke by a New York court for 
eavesdropping, are enabling the general 
public to get a line on the character of 
tools used by the National Erectors' As
sociation to combat the structural iron 
workers' union. 

H ENRY FORD, we repeat, is scabbing 
on his class. It isn't the regular and 

accepted thing for the men of property to 
offer their property to the nation for use 
in the event of war. Yet that is exactly 
the sacrifice Henry, the Tin Lizzie King, 
is making. The Rockefellers, Morgans, 
Schwabs, Hearsts and Otises ar'e a cheap 
lot of flivver patriots-pikers, quitters and 
white-livered cowards-when they are 
placed alongside Henry Ford for com
parison. Henry says if we take the 
Profits out of war munitions there will be 
no more hollering for war. 



The Future of International Socialism 
By S. ]. RUTGERS 

FRANK BOHN invites us to put 
certain facts in a row and to look 
them over. 

The facts as given are : 
The Socialist Party is going down. 
State Capitalism is growing rapidly. 
Congress is losing function after func-

tion. 
Its place is taken by various commis

siOns. 
The "great" middle class wants relief, 

on aq:ount of high prices, etc. 
The A. F. of L. is working hand in glove 

with the professional and middle classes. 
The middle classes are going to bedevil 

plutocracy, which they are doing in 
proper shape, and when they get done 
with the job there won't be any plutoc
racy left. Morgan is the big man of yes
terday; Goethals (the engineer who built 
the Panama Canal) is the big man of to
day and tomorrow. 

The conclusion is that we have to co
operate politically with the middle classes, 
especially in city and state government 
(Congress being practically considered 
out of the job), and that on the economic 
field we have to democratize industries 
by building up industrial unions. Be
sides, we should have a purely educational 
organization or club for propaganda pur
poses only. 

The main feature of this new "Ameri
can" scheme is that it puts a great deal 
of hope for human progression on the 
middle classes and the farmers and con
sequently wants to co-operate with these 
classes. The middle classes are supposed 
to put plutocracy out of business, and this 
done, it will, of course, be a relatively 
easy job to democratize industries, which 
will be controlled by committees of tech
nical experts. 

Now it certainly needs some nerve to 
announce this position of the middle 
class, savior of mankind, as a "fact," but 
even as a suggestion it is hardly worth 
serious consideration. To give it any 
glimpse of a possibility, it is necessary 
to make this an "American" issue, to give 
it a nationalistic feature. To even sug-

ge..st that the middle classes in Europe 
will develop the. forces to overcome plu
tocracy, to overcome imperialism, must 
seem ridiculous. This very class of pro
fessors, school teachers, editors, lawyers, 
etc., belong to the most reptile servants 
of Big Capital, are the strongest advo
cates of imperialism and p<!id to fool the 
workers. And this not only holds true in 
Germany, but in all European countries, 
including the neutrals. 

And how could we expect a different 
situation? 

A gigantic struggle is going on for 
world dominion, for the supremacy of 
financial capital. A struggle in which the 
concentration of capital is going to be 
fabulous. A struggle in which financial 
capital as a class is going to be the. win
ner, no matter what may be the national 
results. ,A struggle in which even the 
working class has been crushed temporar
ily, and in which the middle classes not 
even stammer a murmur of opposition. 
And in our relatively small part of the 
world, which happens not yet to be· act
ively involved in the struggle, because it 
prefers the role of a Shylock coining gold 
out of blood, we are invited to expect a 
development diametrically against all ex
periences on the other side of the ocean ! 
This country, which prepares itself fever
ishly to play at least an active part in 
the next conflict, whose President actual
ly does the bidding to be admitted in a 
world counsel to prepare the next war, 
this country, in which the Morgans and 
Rockefellers have increased their influ
ence on the industries and on public life 
tenfold during the few years of the Euro
pean war, is going to bedevil plutocracy! 

And this Herculean task is not sup
posed to be performed by the working 
class, by the workers in the industries 
on which the money kings base their 
power, but by a few servants of those 
money interests, by the professors of the 
Rockefeller Universities, by the editors 
of the most rotten, corrupt press in the 
whole world, by the corporation lawyers, 
etc. If this is Americanism, if we have 
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to betray our International position as 
cheaply as that, we had better stop de
nouncing the nationalistic schemes of the 
Imperial Prussian "Socialists." 

The Socialist Party has failed, which is 
regrettable, but let us not make it worse 
by trying to invent American substitutes 
for a sound International basis of the 
proletarian class struggle. 

State Capitalism is growing in Europe 
quicker than it is in the United States, 
but it will come here as well as in Eu
rope, and we should see as our friend 
Frank Bohn does, that this is no Social
ism; we should realize that this is a form 
of concentrated monopolistic Capitalism 
under control of the money kings. 

Congress is losing its importance just 
like the parliaments in Europe, and the 
Executive Power, the President and Com
mittees, are taking its place. All right, 
but this means again that Financial Inter
ests, without the co-operation of which 
no President can maintain himself, and 
which largely control the committees, 
judges and other executive powers, are 
the leading force in present-day Society. 
No doubt they will pay good salaries to 
their more intelligent servants, including 
some of the professors who are paid to 
fool the rest of the world. Those serv
ants will go on pretending to fight Plu
tocracy and trying to get still higher sal
aries for betraying the workers in politics, 
education, morals, and all the rest. They 

will even help to maintain the illusion of 
a democracy, but remember: Congress is 
losing function after function, bourgeois 
democracy is doomed. 

More than ever in history, the working 
class will have to know that it can only 
rely on its own power, that it has to fight 
the whole world, including the middle 
classes, including their own leaders as far 
as they show middle-class features. 

The failure of our American party is 
greatly due to the fact that it has b.een 
mostly a middle class party, and now we 
should advise to make this a principle 
rather than an accident! 

To my mind, there can be no greater 
disaster than to saddle upon the workers 
the. illusion that some other class will 
put plutocracy out of business. It is the 
gigantic historic task of labor to overcome 
this new ruling class, and to fulfill this 
task means to win Socialism. All of its 
energy, its brains and its heart, its life 
and its soul, will have to be put in this 
struggle for victory. This is the very 
essential part of its class-struggle and 
somebody comes along and tells us that 
other people will do the job. 

I am pretty sure that no class conscious 
worker will be trapped by this new form 
of "nationalism" and become a traitor to 
his International class, but if so, it' would 
be a crime, which no amount of devotion 
could make good. 



Marxian Economics 
TRANSPORTATION 

By MARY E. MARCY 

T. HE men who build the railroads, 
lay the tracks, construct the en

. gines and the cars and who build 
the vast railroad yards, etc., as 

well as those who build ships, the docks 
an.d ship yards-all produce value or 
commodities for which they are paid only 
wages, that is a portion of the value of 
these products, but which wages are, on 
the average, the value of their labor 
power. Like all other revolutionary 
workers, they desire to receive the value 
of their products-to cease selling their 
labor power as men sell .saws or cloth 
or cows. 

But the railroad men, the men who run 
the railroads, and the men 'who sail the 
seas, the vast army of workers who 
transport things from where they are 
produced to where they may be needed, 
from the farms to the mills and thence 
to the cities where people need food or 
clothing, these men are producers of 
value in another way. 

Ten carloads of cattle remain only ten 
cars of cattle both before and after a long 
journey across a continent. A shipload 
of horses sent from America to the war 
zone in .France contains no more horses 
at the end than at the beginning of the 
journey. Neither the transport workers 
on the ships nor on the railroads in 
either case have produced any additional 
commodities. Both groups of workers 
have, however, produced additional value. 

And it is obvious to everyone that 
transportation is a necessity in society 
as it is organized today. Without rail
roads bringing fresh meats and other 
fresh produce to the cities every day we 
would soon be reduced to hunger and 
starvation. Mighty ocean liners carry 
wheat from the great wheat-producmg 
nations to the nations which would be 
speedily brought to famine and disaster 
if they were unable to obtain outside 
supplies. Without the railroads and the 
oversea lines, "civilized" society and mod
ern industry would be impossible today. 
Both enable men to get necessary things 
quickly, to cover long distances in a 

short time. They have brought all men 
close to one another . 

In these cases men produce value who 
do not produce any commodities. 

On page 170, Vol. II, Capital (Kerr 
edition), Marx says: 

"The use value of things has no exist
ence except in consumption, and this may 
necessitate a change of place on the part 
of the product, in other words, it may re
quire the additional process of produc
tion of the transportation industry. The 
productive capital invested in this indus
try adds value to the transported prod
ucts, partly by transferring value from 
the means of transportation, partly by 
adding value through the labor-power 
used in transportation. This last named 
addition of value consists, as it does in 
all capitalist production, of a reproduction 
of wages and surplus value. 

"Within each process of production, the 
change of place of the object of labor and 
the required instruments of labor and 
labor-power-such as cotton which passes 
from the carding to the spinning room, or 
coal which is hoisted to the surface
play a great role. The transition of the 
finished product, in the role of a finished 
commodity, from one independent place 
of production to another in a different 
location, shows the same phenomenon on 
a larger scale. The transport of the 
products from one factory to another is 
finally succeeded by the passage of the 
finished products from the sphere of pro
duction to that of consumption. The 
product is not ready for consumption un
til it has completed these movements. 

"We have shown previously that a gen
eral law of the production of commodi
ties decrees: The productivity of labor 
and its faculty of creating· value stand in 
opposition to one another. This is true 
of the transportation industry as well as 
any other. The smaller the amount of 
materialized and subjective labor required 
for the transportation of the commodities 
over a certain distance, the greater is the 
productivity of labor, and vice versa. 

"The absolute magnitude of the value 
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which the transportation of commodities 
adds to them is smaller in proportion as 
the productivity of the transportation in
dustry and vice versa." 

And on page 172: 
"The circulation, that is to say, the 

actual perambulation of the commodities 
through space, is carried on in the form 
of transportation. The transportation in
dustry forms on one hand an independent 
branch of production, and thus a special 
sphere of investment of productive capi
tal. On the other hand, it is distinguished 

. from the other spheres of production by 
the fact that it represents a continuation 
of a process of· production within the 
process of circulation and for its benefit." 

On page 340, Vol. III, Capital (Kerr 
edition), Marx explains further: 

"Expressage, cost of transportation, 
storage, etc., all these costs are not in
curred in the production of the use-values 
of the commodities, but in the realization 
of their exchange value. They are pure 
costs of circulation. They do not enter 
into the strict process of production, but 
since they enter into the process of circu
lation, they are part of the total process 
of reproduction." 

The wage workers on the steamship 
lines and on the railroads, who transport 
the commodities of the world from na
tion to nation and from state to state, sell 
their labor-power just as do the cotton 
mill workers or the miners. They sell 
their labor-power on the market and re
ceive something like the value of that 
labor-power-that is, wages enough to 
produce more labor-power for the next 
day and month, and children to take their 
places later on. Their wages may rep
resent two hours of social labor; or three 
hours of social labor, and the value they 
add to the commodities they transport 
may represent eight or ten hours of labor. 
Tn this country, where some ratlroad men 
work on a mileage basis, they may add 
sixteen hours of value and receive ·wages 
representing four or six hours of social 
labor, or value. 

Marx puts the workers of the express 
companies in the same class with the. 
transpprtation workers. 

Storage 
In writing of storage, Marx says stor

age may or may not add value to com
modities. Where a speculator, for ex-

ample, merely decides to keep his bushels 
of corn or wheat in the warehouses await
ing a rise in prices, this storing produces 
no value. 

\i\/hen a farmer is compelled to sell his 
wheat or oats as soon as they are pro
duced in order to secure ready cash, and 
the man to whom he sells holds the grains 
on a rising market, the broker or pur
chaser is put to storage expense, but adds 
no value to these products. 

In such cases the producer merely sells 
his product below its value and the ex
pense of storing is paid out of the portion 
of the surplus value appropriated by the 
buyer. 

But in other instances the nature of 
commodities makes their storage a neces
sity. Storing crops, to preserve them, 
necessary cold-storage are examples of 
this nature. This storage adds value to 
the commodities. 

In Vol. II, Capital, on pages 154-155, 
Marx makes this plain. He says: 

"Expenses of circulation, which are due 
to a mere change of form in circulation, 
ideally speaking, do not enter into the 
value of commodities. The capital parts 
expended for them are deductions from 
the productively expended capital, so far 
as the capitalist is concerned. Not so 
the expenses of circulation which we shall 
consider now. They may arise from 
processes of production, which are con
tinued only in circulation, the productive 
character of which is merely concealed 
by the form of circulation." 

Speculators may buy and sell the same 
wheat, storing it in various warehouses, 
over and over again, at a time when there 
is a big demand for this commodity. The 
wheat will probably, or at least on the 
average, sell at its value ultimately. The 
man who originally bought of the farmer 
purchased the wheat below its value. No. 
value is added by storing it in the ware
houses, bttt the expenses of storage are 
borne by the various speculators who pay 
it out of the surplus value appropriated 
from the farmers, or producers. 

This would not at all apply' to necessary 
cold storage, which enables the world to 
buy eggs when the hens are not laying, 
to preserve meats for long periods of 
time in the hottest weather, or to ship 
meat to distant points preserved by up
to-date refrigeration. 
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All this work of the men and women 
employed in such storage is necessary 
labor which adds value to the commodi
ties, altho it does not produce any 
commodities itself. This means value 
produced in the sphere of circulation. 
And the capitalists in these fields are able 
to enrich themselves to the extent of the 
difference between the wages paid these 
workers and the value added by them, 
less, of course, the wear and tear of ma-
chinery, etc., etc. · 

Questions 
1. Do commodities, on the average, 

sell to the consumers at their value? 
2. Do wage workers, on the average, 

receive the value of their labor-power? 
3. Is virgin gold any more valuable in 

Washington than it is in Alaska? Is 
wheat any more valuable in Chicago than 
it is at the farm? 

4. Do these commodities sell at a 
higher p~ice in Washington and Chicago 
than they do in Alaska and at the farm? 

5. Do the railroad men who haul logs 
from Northern Michigan to the furniture 
factory in Southern Michigan add any 
value to them? 

6. Where does the railroad corporation 
get its profits? From the furniture manu
facturer ~r from the labor of the railroad 
men? 

7. Suppose wheat is sold by farmers to 
a speculator who ships it to Chicago from 
Indiana and this speculator re-sells to an
other man, who ships the grain to. Mis
souri; suppose another purchaser ships it 
back to Indiana, who pays for the un
necessary transportation? The working 
class? The "consumer"? Or the specu
lator? 

8. Whom does the· railroad company 
exploit-the consumer, the shipper or the 
railroad workers? 

9. Do any workers produce value who 
produce no commodities? N arne those so 
employed in two industries. 

10. Are there any workers who per
form a useful function in society who 
neither create any value nor produce any 
commodities? If such workers are neces
sary, will we always aim to give them 
the value of such service even under an 
industrial democracy? Will these work
ers have to be paid out of the value cre
ated by the producers? Does anybody 
else produce any value? 

~I 



Current Affairs 
By Louis C. Fraina 

The Curse of Success 

THE philosophy of a successful capital
ist is revealed in Charles M. Schwab's 

book, Succeeding With What Y ozt Have. 
Here are two gems : 

"The man who fails to give fair serv
ice during the hours for which he is paid 
is dishonest. The man who is not will
ing to give more than this is foolish." 

"I have yet to hear an instance where 
misfortune hit a man because he worked 
overtime." 

Tile book doesn't mention the animal 
cunning, the tricks of trade, the jungle 
morality, by which men rise to economic 
power. But in spite of that it reveals 
the low· plane upon which Capitalism 
places life. 

Man should work to live; Capitalism 
makes him live to work. The most won
derful and potential years of life are from 
sixteen to thirty. With the physical and 
temeperamental re-birth of adolescence, 
men and women become eager for the 
Great Adventure-for love, for creative 
work, for living. But it is precisely clur-

, ing these years that we are thrown into 
the mill, the mine, the factory; that we 
must grub and grub, and fight to get the 
best of the other fellow before he get;, 
the best of us. 

And when the savage fight is over, you 
are either-successful, with the virginal 
sap of life dried up into a smug satis
faction with things as they are-or, you 
are one of the unsuccessful many upon 
whose tragic failure is built the success 

i of the very few. 

The Menace to Mexico 
THE United States government, 

through Secretary of State Lansing, 
has protested against Mexico incorporat· 

ing in its new constitution articles vest
ing the Executive with power to expro
priate property without judicial recourse, 
and generally limiting the property hold
ings of foreign capital, and against a 
clause that "apparently means virtual na
tionalization of the Mexican oil fields." 
All this, says the protest, might, if retro
active, be confiscatory. 

Precisely; the measures are meant to 
be confiscatory. Mexico seeks to expro
priate foreign capital of its holdings se
cured largely through treachery and 
theft. Imperialism has Mexico in its 
grip; and Imperialism means securing 
control of the natural and industrial re
sources of an economically undeveloped 
country in ways that rival the terrors of 
the Industrial Revolution in England. 

The task ahead in Mexico is the devel
opment of national Capitalism-the task 
of the bourgeois revolution. Politically, 
it means constitutional bourgeois gov
ernment; economically, the development 
of an independent farmer class and indus
trial bourgeoisie. 

This historic task is complicated to
clay by a ·circumstance unknown to pre
vious revolutions-the grip of foreign 
capital upon Mexico. Carranza's effort 
to free his country of this control is be
ing bitterly fought by international Im
perialism, particularly of the United 
States. Future events in Mexico will 
largely be determined by this clash of in
terests. In the event of war, the mur
der of Mexican and American workers 
will determine which master class shall 
get the profits. 

The Collapse of Parliaments 

THE investigation of the charges that 
\Vall Street speculators received a 

"tip" about President Wilson's peace 
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note, is proving one important fact: The 
collapse of Congress. Congress is becom
ing more and more futile, its popular 
prestige steadily declining. 

A determining development of the new 
Capitalism and Imperialism is the cen
tralization of power in the executive, and 
the consequent decline of parliamentary 
prestige. This is a. general development, 
and is being seriously discussed in Eu
rope. In this country, President Roose
velt terrorized Congress, and got away 
with it; while President ·wilson wields 
an even greater power. The demand in 
the Progressive party platform for a vir
tually Caesarian "administrative con
trol" was a definite expression of the 
trend toward centralization of power. 

The economic unity of Capitalism and 
its merging of interests in State Social
ism, is one cause of this trend; the other 
cause is the increasing severity of the 
struggles of Imperialism for control of 
investment markets. • 

This collapse of parliamentary control 
may lead to one of two things: 

Congress and parliaments generally 
may sink still lower in actual power, 
and become mere verbal outlets of re
pressed energy. 

Or, their basis of representation and 
functions may become transferred and 
adapted in accord with the new conditions. 

Considering the steady development of 
State Socialism and the complexity of 

· interests it represents, it seems likely that 
parliaments may assume a new form. 

f The London Times, for example, urges a 
reconstruction of the House of Commons, 
favoring the abolition of political repre
sentation based on geographical divisioJJs, 
and insisting upon election by trades, indus
tries and occupations. 

This is the Industrial Union ideal, turned 
to the uses of aggressive Capitalism. This 
development would. make all the more n~c
essary adopting IndustriafUnionism as the 
basis oL SociaJist action. May our con
servative Socialist majority realize the com
pulsion of economic facts! 

Socialist Integr_ity, Above All! 
THE Russian revolutionary Socialist, 

Leon Trotsky, recently expelled from 
Europe, said in a speech in New York City 
on January 25 : 

"Socialists in Europe should have made 

it clear that they were against the war, 
even tho they could not prevent the war. 
But they did not do so, and the result is 
that President Wilson, who is a tool and 
servant of the capitalist class, is more 
powerful when he lifts his voice for peace 
than the Socialists." 

In this circumstance is one cause of the 
drop in the Socialist vote. The party de
claimed against war, but the action of Eu
ropean Socialism spoke louder than words. 
And, to make matters worse, the party did( 
n. pt ~mp.J;a~ize . a .r~vo~utionary opposition 
to Impe·nahsm,. m1lttansm and war. . 

Socialism cannot afford to compromise. 
Temporarily, it may pay in votes; ulti
mately, it means disaster. Only at its own 
peril may our movement sacrifice its revo
lutionary integrity of principles and pur
pose. 

Mass Action and 
Industrial Unionism 
THE growing interest in Mass Action is 

important, and should be encouraged. 
But we must not accept Mass Action with
out considering the historical conditions of 
its European origin, and adapt it to our 
particular needs and revolutionary prac
tice. 

We did not do this with syndicalism, and 
it proved more of an injury than a benefit. 
Syndicalism contributed nothing of value 
that was not implicit in Industrial Union
ism, except Sabotage. And even in this 
we did not relate Sabotage to our own con
ditions and industrial development. 

It is different with Mass Action. This 
practice contributes an important idea,
if we interpret rightly. 

Mass Action means more revolutionary· 
action against imperialism, against war, 
against capitalism. But, apart from this 
program, Mass Action is indefinite. It is 
indefinite-that is to say, incomplete-be
cause it does not emphasize the ultimate 
revolutionary mission of unionism. It is 
indefinite because in Europe it is used pri
marily as a means to fight the conservatism 
of the Socialist movement. When rebels in 
Germany urge Mass Action upon the pany, 
they mean more aggressive action and not 
a comprehensive program of revolution. 
(While street demonstrations, for example, 
may be an aggressive and even revolution-



ary act in Germany, they are not in this 
country.) 

Mass Action, precisely as does Indus
trial Unionism, urges the extension of So
cialist activity to conscious and aggressive 
action on the economic field. This activity 
stimulates the independence of the work
ing class and warms its idealism into ag
gressive action. It ''puts a bone" into the 
parliamentary struggle and compels it to 
become revolutionary. The fight against 
capitalism becomes an active mass fight, 
not merely an electoral and parliamentary 
debate. 

But Industrial Unionism goes much 
further: it bases the whole Socialist move
ment upon. economic action; it sees in the 
immediate struggle of the unions a prep
aration for the revolutionary strike that 
will overthrow capitalism; and it organizes 
the working class in a way that provides 
the means of assuming control of society,-
builds in its organization the structure that 
will function as the administration of the 
new society on the day of the revolution. 

Karl Kautsky, in an article in the IN
TERNATIONAL SociALIST REVIEW, April, 
1901, said: 

"The trades unions . . . will constitute 
the most energetic factors in surmounting 
the present mode of production and they 
will be pillars on which the edifice of the 
socialist- commonwealth will be erected." 

But trades unions are not working for 
the revolution; they are working as a caste 
for a place in the governing system of the 
nation,-making for State Socialism, and 
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not the Social Revolution. Nor does the 
structure of the trades unions admit of 
their assuming possession and management 
of concentrated industry. Industrial Un
ionism alone provides the aspiration and 
the means, the theory and practice, of the 
ultimate revolutionary act. 

All this isn't emphasized in the program 
of Mass Action; nor does it project a new 
and more effective form of union· organiza
tion. 

But Mass Action and Industrial Union
ism are not antagonistic : they are supple
mentary. 

Industrial Unionism, alone and in itself, 
is compelled to abstain from action until 
the future, or to indulge in small action. 
On the whole, it may preach, but as yet it 
cannot always act. Thru the practice of 
Mass Action, however, the revolutionist 
may participate in all the struggles of the 
working class, organized and unorganized. 
w~ come to them with a program of im
mediate action, and in this way emphasize 
our propaganda. 

Industrial Unionism without the practice 
of Mass Action may be doomed to propa
ganda alone; Mass Action without the 
theory and practice of Industrial Unionism 
neither builds for the future nor develops 
the maximum power .of the ·proletariat. 

The two must fuse : our movement must 
accept the practice of Mass Action. May 
our European comrades fuse their Mass 
Action with the theory and practice of In
dustrial Unionism. 
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(Continued from page 528) 

of the mills, and in the end took her in his 
arms and kissed her soberly on the brow. 

But that was all in the long ago, before 
he had grown too old and tirec.l to love. Also, 
she had married and gone away, and his 
mind had gone to sleep. Yet it had been a 
wonderful experience, and he used often to 
look back upon it as other men and women 
look back. upon the time they believed in 
fairies. He had never believed in fairies 
nor Santa Claus; but he had believed im
plicitly in the smiling future his imagina
tion had wrought into the steaming cloth 
stream. 

He had become a man very early in life. 
At seven, when he drew his first wages, be
gan his adolescence. A certain feeling of 
independence crept up in him, and the rela
tionship between him and his mother 
changed. Somehow, as an earner and 
bread-winner doing his own work in the 
world, he was more like an equal with her. 
Manhood, full-blown manhood, had come 
when he was eleven, at which time he had 
gone to work on the night-shift for six 
months. No child works on the night-shift 
and remains a child. 

There had been several great events in his 
life. One of these had been when his mother 
bought some California prunes. Two others 
had been the two times when she cooked 
custard. · Those had been events. He re
membered them kindly. And at that time 
mother had told him of a blissful dish she 
woi.tld sometime make-"floating island," 
she had called it, "better than custard." For 
years he had looked forward to the day 
when he would sit down to the table with 
floating island before him, until at last he 
had relegated the idea of it to the limbo of 
unattainable ideals. 

Once he found a silver quarter lying on 
the sidewalk. That, also was a great event 
in his life, withal a tragic one. He knew 
his duty on the instant the silver flashed on 
his eyes, before even he had picked it up. 
At home, as usual, there was not enough to 
eat, and home he should have taken it as 
he. did his wages every Saturday night. 
Right conduct in this was was obvious; but 
he never had any spending of his money, 
and he was suffering from candy-hunger. 
He was ravenous. for the sweets that only 
on red-letter davs he had ever tasted in his 
life. · 

He did not attempt to deceive himself. 
He knew it was sin, and deliberately he 

sinned when he went on a fifteen-cent ~andy 
debauch. Ten cents he saved for a future 
debauch; but not being accustomed to the 
carrying of money, he lost the ten cents. 
This occurred at the time when he was 
suffering all the torments of conscience, and 
it was ·to him an act of divine retribution. 
He had a frightened sense of the closeness 
of an awful and wrathful God. God had 
seen, and God had been swift to punish, 
denying him even the full wages of sin. 

In memory he always looked back upon 
that evep.t as the one great criminal deed of 
his life, and at the recollection his conscience 
always awoke_ and gave him another twinge. 
It was the one skeleton in his closet. Also, 
being so made and circumstance-d, he looked 
back upon the deed with regret. He was 
dissatisfied with the manner in which he had 
spent the quarter. He could have invested 
it better; and, out of his later knowledge of 
the quickness of God, he would have beaten 
God out by spending the whole quarter at 
one fell swoop. In retrospect he spent the 
quarter a tho.usand times, arid each time to 
better advantage. 

There was one other memory of the past, 
dim and faded, but stamped into his soul 
everlasting by the savage feet of his father. 
It was more like a nightmare than a remem
bered vision of a concrete thing-more like 
the race-memory of man that makes him fall 
in his sleep and that goes back to his 
arboreal ancestry. 

This particular memory never came to 
Johnny in broad daylight when he was wide 
awake. It came at night, in bed, at the 
moment that his consciousness was sinking 
down and losing itself in sleep. It always 
aroused him to frightened wakefulness, and 
for the moment, in the first sickening start, 
it seemed to him that he lay crosswise on the 
foot of the bed. In the bed were the vague 
forms of his father and mother. He never 
saw what his father looked like. He had 
but one impression of his father, and that 
was that he had savage and pitiless feet. 

His earlier memories lingered with him, 
but he had no late memories. All clays were 
alike. Yesterday or last year were the same 
as a thousand years-or a minute. Nothing 
ever happened. There were no events to 
mark the march of time. Time did not 
march. It stood always still. It was only 
the whirling machines that moved, and they 
moved nowhere-in spit~ of the fact that 
they moved faster. 

\Vhen he was fourteen he went to work 
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on the starcher. It was a colossal event. 
Something had at last happened that could 
be remembered beyond a night's sleep or 
a week's pay-day. It marked an era. It 
was a machine Olympiad, a thing to date 
from. "When I went to work on the 
starcher," or "after," or "before I went to 
work on the starcher," were sentences often 
on his lips. 

He celebrated his sixteenth birthday by 
going into the loom-room and taking a loom. 
Here was an incentive again; for it was 
piece-work. And he excelled, because the 
clay of him had been molded by the mills 
into the perfect machine. At the end of 
three months he was running two looms, 
and, later, three and four. 

At the end of his second year at the looms 
he was turning out more yards than any 
other weaver, and more than twice as much 
as some of the less skillful ones. And at 
home things began to prosper as he ap
proached the full stature of his earning 
power. Not,' however, that his increased 
earnings were in excess of need. The chil
uren were growing up. They ate more. 
And they were going to school, and school
books cost money. ..·And somehow, the 
faster he worked, the faster climbed the 
prices of things. Even the rent went up, 
though the house had fallen from bad to 
worse disrepair. 

He had grown taller; but with his in
creased height he seemed leaner than ever. 
Also, he was more nervous. With the nerv
ousness increased his peevishness and irri
tability. The children had learned by many 
bitter lessons to fight shy of him. His 
mother respected him for his earning power, 
but somehow her respect was tinctuted with 
fear. 

There was no joyousness in life for him. 
The procession of the days he never saw. 
The nights he slept away in twitching un
consciousness. The rest of the time he 
worked, and his consciousness was machine 
consciousness. Outside this his mind was a 
blank. He had no ideals, and but one illu
sion, namely, that he-drank excellent coffee. · 
He was a work-beast. He had no mental 
life whatever; yet deep down in the crypts 
of his mind, unknown to him, were being 
weighed and sifted every hour of his toil, 
ev<;ry movement of his hands, every twitch 
of his muscles, and preparations were mak
ing for a future course of action that would 
amaze him and all his little world. 

It was in the late spring that he came 
home from work one night aware of an un
usual tiredness. There was a keen ex
pectancy in the air as he sat down to the 
table, but he did not notice. He went 
through the meal in moody silence, mechan
ically eating what was before him. The 
children um'd and ah'd and made smacking 
noises with their mouths. But he was deaf 
to them. 

"D'ye know what you're eatin' ?" his 
mother demanded at last, desperately. 

He looked vacantly at the dish before him, 
and vacantly at her. 

"Floatin' island," she announced triumph
antly. 

"Oh," he said. 
"Floating island!" the children chorused 

loudly. 
"Oh," he said. And after two or three 

mouthfuls, he added, "I guess I ain't hungry 
tonight." 

He dropped· the spoon, shoved back his 
chair, and arose wearily from the table. 

"An' I guess I'll go to bed." 
His feet dragged more h~avily than usual 

as he crossed the kitchen floor. Undressing 
was a Titan's task, a monstrous futility, and 
he wept weakly as he crawled into bed, one 
shoe still on. He was aware of a rising, 
swelling something inside his head that 
made his brain thick and fuzzy. His lean 
fingers felt as big as his wrist, while in the 
ends of them was a remoteness of sensa
tion vague and fuzzy like his brain. The 
small of his back ached intolerably. Al-l his 
bones ached. He ached everywhere. And 
in his head began the shrieking, pounding, 
crashing, roaring of a million looms. All 
space was filled with flying shuttles. They 
darted in and out, intricately, amongst the 
stars. He worked a thousand looms him
self, and ever they speeded up, faster and 
faster, and his brain unwound, faster and 
faster, and became the thread that fed the 
thousand flying shuttles. · 

He did not go to work next morning. He 
was too busy weaving colossally on the 
thousand looms that ran inside his head. 
His mother went to work, but first she sent 
for the doctor. It was a severe attack of la 
grippe, he said. Jennie served as nurse and 
carried out his instructions. 

It was a very severe attack, and it was 
a week before Johnny dressed and tottered 
feebly across the floor. Another week, the 
doctor said, and he would be fit to return 
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to work. The foreman of the loom-room 
visited him on Sunday afternoon, the first 
day of his convalescence. The best weaver 
in the room, the foreman told his mother. 
His job would be held for him. He could 
come back to work a week from Monday. 

"Why don't you thank 'em, Johnny?" his 
mother asked anxiously. 

"He's ben that sick he ain't himself yet," 
she explained apologetically to the visitor. 

Johnny sat hunched up and gazed stead
fastly at the floor. He sat in the same posi
tion long after the foreman had gone. It 
was warm outdoors, and he sat on the 
stoop in the afternoon. Sometimes his lips 
moved. He seemed lost in endless calcula
tions. 

Next morning, after the day grew warm, 
he took his seat on the stoop. He had pencil 
and paper this time with which to continue 
his calculations, and he calculated painfully 
and amazingly. · 

"What comes after millions ?" he asked 
at noon, when Will came home from school. 
"An' how d'ye work 'em?" 

That afternoon finished his task. Each 
day, but without paper and pencil, he· re
turned to the stoop. He was greatly ab
sorbed in the one tree that grew across the 
street. He studied it for hours at a time, 
and was unusually interested when the wind 
swayed its branches and fluttered its leaves. 
Throughout the week he seemed lost in a 
great communion with himself. On Sun
day, sitting on the stoop, he laughed aloud, 
several times, to the perturbation of his 
motner, who had not heard him laugh in 
years. 

Next morning, in the early darkness, she 
came to his bed to rouse him. He had had 
his fill of sleep all week and awoke easily. 
He made no struggle, nor did he attempt 
to hold onto the bedding when she stripped 
it from him. He lay quietly~ and spoke 
quietly. 

"It ain't no use, rna." 
"You'll be late," she said, under the im

pression that he was still stupid with sleep. 
"I'm awake, rna, an' I tell you it ain't no 

use. You might as well Iemme alone. I 
ain't goin' to git up." 

"But you'll lose your job!" she cried. 
"I ain't goin' to git up," he repeated in a 

strange, passionless voice. 
She did not go to work herself that morn

ing. This was sickness beyond any sickness 
she had ever known. Fever and delirium 
she could understand; but this was insanity. 

She pulled the bedding up over him and 
sent Jennie for the doctor. 

When that person arrived Johnny was 
sleeping gently, and gently he awoke and 
allowed hispulse to be taken. 

"Nothing the matter with him," the doc
tor reported. "Badly debilitated, that's all. 
Not much meat on his bones." 

"He's always been that way," his mother 
volunteered: · 

"Now go 'way, rna, an' let me finish my 
snooze." 

Johnny spoke sweetly and placidly, and 
sweetly and placidly he rolled over on his 
side and went to sleep. 

At ten o'clock he awoke and dressed him
self. He walked out into the kitchen, where 
he found his mother with a frightened ex
pression on her face. 

"I'm goin' away, rna," he announced, ~<an' 
I jes' want to say good-bye." 

She threw her apron over her head and 
sat down suddenly and wept. He waited 
patiently. 

"I might a-known it," she was sobbing. 
"Where?" she finally asked, removing 

the apron from her head and gazing up at 
him with a stricken face in which there was 
little curiosity. · 

"I don't know-anywhere." 
As he spoke the tree across the street ap

peared with dazzling brightness on his in
ner vision. It seemed to lurk just under 
his eyelids, and he could see it whenever 
he wished. 

"An' your job?" she quavered. 
"I ain't never goin' to work again." 
"My God, Johnny!" she wailed, "don't 

say that!" 
What he had said was blasphemy to her. 

As a mother who hears her child deny God, 
was Johnny's mother shocked by his words. 

"What's got into you, anyway?" she de
manded, with a lame attempt at imperative
ness. 

"Figures," he answered. "J es' figures. 
I've ben doin' a lot of figurin' this week, an' 
it's most surprisin'." 

"I don't see what that's got to do with it," 
she sniffled. 

Johnny smiled patiently, and his mother 
was aware of a distinct shock at the per
sistent absence of his peevishness and irri
tability. 

"I'll show you," he said. "I'm plum tired 
out. vVhat makes me tired? Moves. I've 
been movin' ever since I was born. I'm tired 
of movin', an' I ain't goin' to move any 



more. Remember when I worked in the 
glass house ? I used to do three hundred 
dozen a day. Now I reckon I made about 
ten different moves to each bottle. That's 
thirty-six thousan' moves a day. Ten days, 
three hundred an' sixty thousan' moves a 
day. One month, one million an' eighty 
thousan' moves. Chuck out the eighty thou
san'-" he spoke with the complacent benefi
cence of a philanthropist-"chuck out the 
eighty thousan', that leaves a million moves 
a mo,nth-twelve million moves a year. 

"At the looms I'm movin' twice as much. 
That makes twenty-five million moves a 
year, an' it seems to me I've ben a movin' 
that way !most a million years." 

. "Now, this week I ain''t moved at all. I 
ain't made one move in hours an' hours. I 
tell you it was swell, jes' settin' there, hours 
an' hoprs, an' do in' nothin'. I ain't never 
ben happy before. I never had any time. 
I've ben movin, all the time. That ain't no 
way to be happy. An' I ain't goin' to do it 
any more. I'm jes' goin' to set, an' set, an' 
rest, an' rest, and then rest some more." 

"But what's goin' to come of Will an' the 
children?" she asked despairingly. 

"That's it, 'Will an' the children,' " he re
peated. 

But there was no bitterness in his voice. 
He had long known his mother's ambition 
for the younger boy, but the thought of it 
no longer rankled. Nothing mattered any 
more. Not even that. 

"I know, rna, what you've ben plannin' 
for Will-keepin' him in school to make a 
bookkeeper out of him. But it ain't no use, 
I've quit. He's got to go to work. 

"An' after I have brung you up the way 
I have," she wept, starting to cover herself 
with the apron and changing her mind. 

"You never brung me up," he answered 
with sad kindliness. "I brung myself up, 
rna, an' I brung up Will. He's bigger'n 
me, an' heavier, an' taller. When I was a 
kid I reckon I didn't git enough to eat. 
When he come along an' was a kid, I was 
workin' an' earnin' grub for him, too. But 
that's done with. Will can go to work, 
same as me, or he can go to hell, I don't 
care which. I'm tired. I'm goin' now. 
Ain't you goin' to say good-bye?" 

Sol 

She made no reply. The apron had gone 
over her head again and she was crying. He 
paused a moment in the doorway. 

"I'm sure I done the best I knew how," 
she was ~obbing. 

He passed out of the house and down the 
street. A wan delight came into his face 
at the sight of the lone tree. "Jes' ain't 
goin' to do nothin'," he said to himself, half 
aloud, in a crooning tone. He glanced wist
fully up at the sky, but the bright sun 
dazzled and blinded him. 

It was a long walk he took, and he did 
not walk fast. It took him past the jute
mill. The muffled roar of the loom-room 
came to his ears and he smiled. It was a 
gentle, placid smile. He hated no one, not 
even the pounding, shrieking machines. 
There was no bitterness in him, nothing but 
an inordinate hunger for rest. 

The houses and factories thinned out and 
the open spaces increased as he approached 
the country. At last the city was behind 
him, and he was walking down a leafy lane 
beside the railroad track. He did not walk 
like a man. He did not look like a man. He 
was a travesty of the human. It was a 
twisted and stunted and nameless piece of 
life that shambled like a sickly ape, arms 
loose-hanging, stoop-shouldered, narrow
chested, grotesque and terrible. 

He passed by a small railroad station and 
lay down in the grass under a tree. All 
afternoon he lay there. Sometimes he 
dozed, with muscles that twitched in his 
sleep. When awake he lay without move
ment, watching the birds or looking up at 
the sky through the branches of the tree 
abo:ve him. Once or twice he laughed 
aloud, but without relevance to anything 
he had seen or felt. 

After twilight had gone, in the first dark
ness of the night, a freight train rumbled 
into the station. When the engine was 
switching cars onto the side-track, Johnny 
crept along the side of the train. He pulled 
open the side-door of an empty box-car and 
awkwardly and laboriously climbed in. He 
closed the door. The engine whistled. 
Johnny was lying down, and in the dark
ness, he smiled. 

• 
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An International Policy 
By WILLIAM E. BOHN 

1. Against Capitalism and imperialism. 
2. Against all forms of militarism. 
3. In favor of strike against international war. 
4. In favor of effective union of working-classes of all nations. 
5. In favor of any attainable form of internationalism at any time. 
·6. In favor of any measures which will tend to increase popular under

standing of other nations and respect for them. 

I T is to be hoped that American Socialists 
will unanimously support the motion of 
Local New York in favor of a National 
Socialist Congress. Since the war our 

party has been under a cloud. The actions 
of large groups of European Socialists were 
a body blow to us and a mighty weapon in 
the hands of our enemies. Instead of set
ting ourselves clear before the country we 
fumbled and hummed and hawed. We lost 
the advantage of our long antimilitarist cam
paign at this time when anti-militarism at
tracted many of the finest sections of the 
population. We had long been shouting that 
capitalism means war. And when war came 
and we had the master argument against 
capitalism we permitted that argument to be 
used against our cause. We have suffered 
for our lqck of clearness and courage. \Ve 
have deserved to suffer. 

But we have had thirty months for 
tl1ought. We have been getting together. 
\Ve have regained our: grip on the situation. 
We see that thousands who have thus far 
kept aloof from us are accepting our thought 
about war, even if they are not inclined to 
come into our party and join with us in our 
policies. Quick, clean action now might 
again put us in an advantageous position. A 
party congress would give us the opportu
nity to take such action. Let us have the 
congress. 

But a congress will be useless unless it 
can speak in no uncertain tone. Let us give 
it something to say. Let that something be 
so simple, so clear, that it will carry to the 
most out-of-the-way place and the most be
nighted intellect. There must be no more 
long, wordy, technical, contradictory para
graphs strung together and called our plat
form. Let us first think what we think and 
then put it into a few simple words which 
any person over fifteen years of age can 
understand. 

The six proposals set down above are pro
posed as a basis for argument. Write to 
the Review and tell what you think of them. 
Every party member has a right to be heard. 

I, for one, believe that they offer a rational 
basis for a party program. In the first place, 
we must make it clear to everyone, that the 
present great war is a result of the natural 
operation of the capitalist system. It came 
as a normal extension of policies pursued 
during a long time of peace by all the great 
European powers. America is at present 
pursuing the same policies and so may ex
pect in due time to have her war. 

This line of argument is valuable now be
cause it gives us a chance to interest every
one in our general thought about society as 
it is organized today. People are asking 
questions. They are n6t getting answers. 
If we will put our answers into plain speech 
we shall be listened to as we never were 
before. 

Moreover, a clear statement on this point 
puts the burden of proof where it belongs. 
When the German Socialists went in for 
war a good many people acted as tho they 
started it. They did not start it. As far 

1 as human beings may be considered re
lsponsible for what has happened the great 
i industrial, .·social and politi.cal leaders of 
\ Europe are the responsible parties. The 
blame must be placed at .their doors. And 
in this country, we must make it clear, our 
Security Leaguers, our International Cor
porationists, our half-blind politicians are 
making themselves responsible for the same 
sort of thing. We must make their responsi
l;>ility clear. 

, And militarism is merely a feature ot 
, capitalism in its modern form of imperial- • 
I ism. All -recent wars have been imperial
. istic in their origin. Some Socialists are 
filled with the idea that we must train our
selves to fight in defense of liberty. Were 
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not the Boers· justified in defending them- at the present time get about three million 
selves? They would never have had to people to agree to the adoption of such a 
defend themselves had it not been for the measure as this. And in Germany the men 
imperialistic militarism of Great Britain. and women who are backing the Minority 
Socialism and the labor movement are inter- Group would welcome an opportunity to 
national. If they fight imperialism and swear allegiance to their comrades in other 
militarism in allcountries alike they cannot lands. An immense standing-army for 
miss the source of any possible war. This peace could be organized if we went about it 
is the reason why we need no boggling about with the determination which the danger 
defensive warfare. Besides, this is the demands. 
sound reason that nobody can tell whether a But we need something more. There must 
war is offensive or defensive. The distinc- be a real international organization. One 
tion is antiquated. of the great tragedies of working-class his-

Democratic militarism is a mere figment tory is that of the French workers waiting 
of a few theorists. It does not exist in the for word of the up-rising of their German 

-world. It never has existed. It cannot comrades. If there had been a real inter-
exist. national organization they would not have 

In case war does arise we must have a had to wait. Orders would have gone out 
definite program definitely understood. from the central office. Railways and tele~ 
Whatever is done against it must be done graph and cable are in charge of working~ 
on the instant or it may as well not be done men. There would have been no such tragic 
at all. I ·am a ware of the· fact that mere isolation as that which plunged millions into 
non-resistance on the part of some well- despair during those opening days of 
placed group might result in great good. August. 
The 110 Socialists members of the German With a million men in each great nation 
Reichstag might have stopped the great internationally organized for peace any war 
slaughter if they had simply stood in their could be prevented. Our present Inter
places and said, "We are against this thing national Socialist Bureau is just the hope of 
and we shall do nothing to support it. They an organization; the symbol, or, at most, 
might have been shot, but they would have the germ of an organization. The moment 
saved the lives of millions. On the other the great nationalist floods had carried away 
hand, even a large number of conscientious the working-classes it went into hiding. 
objectors under any ordinary circumstances vVhen it reappeared it went about timidly 
will not prevent international carnage. questioning this group and that in order to 
There ar~ thousands of .. them in jail in find out whether it had the right to breathe. 
England at the present time. There is a It has never had authority. It has never 
considerable num~r of them in jail in Ger- been looked to by the workers as their 
many. But the war goes on. Passive re- visible head. When the members of it met 
sistance is not enough. It does not appeal at last they made long speeches and drew 
to any considerable number of people. The up pious resolutions. It was so like The 
pacifists, if they are to be effective, must Hague Congress that the two might have 
have their bugle-call. They must lead their passed for twins. It did not even furnish 
forces into action. the workers of the world an emotional focus. 

The modern method of working-class Compare this feeble attempt at inter-
warfare is the strike. It is the method nationalism with the organization of the 
which the worke·rs understand. They have German Empire. \Vithin this great national 
faith in it. It is carried on in a realm which unit all citizens are educated to live and 
they know. It leads them to battle organ- think in relation to the purposes of the na
ized as they are in the daily struggle for tion. The empire sets the pace in church 
bread. • and school, in family and shop. Men and 

We all remember the Hardy-Vaillant mo- women and children are used to responding 
tion. In this country we were voting on· it quic~ly to its demands. In the moment of 
during the fateful summer of 1914. The crisis they do so spontaneously. But our so-

. union men in England and France approved called internationalists never learn to re
o£ it. Socialists and unionists in this coun- spond to a central agency. In peace the 
try were rapidly swinging into line to sup- International Bureau makes no demands on 
port it. There is little doubt that we could them. Their lives are not varied a hair's 
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breadth to further its purpose. So in war 
they do not look to it for leadership. 

I am aware of the fact that an inter
national union cannot be organized from the 
top down or from the center outward. The 
working-class struggle begins in the shop or 
in the town or neighborhood. It develops 
till it takes in a section of the nation. Lastly, 
it links nation with nation. It is only as a 
result of the necessities of the struggle that 
it finally becomes world-wide. But if the 
local struggles are tense enough and the 
intelligence of the workers of the civilized 
nations will act together spontaneously and 
vigorously as the citizens of a nation do 
now. 

But the present war is just the agency · 
that was needed to weld the national groups 
of workers into such a world-union. For 
thirty months we have been pondering the 
same subject. Our feelings have IJJjen 
moulded by the same distress. The . ver:y 
sense of weakness which engulfed us all has 
taught the necessity of a new unity. Now 
is the time to get together. If our various 
national committees and conferences, our 
journals and writers, all of us who care 
deeply for the good of the movement and 
the world, act energetically now, it may be 
possible to achieve the hitherto impossible. 

The word effective is vague. What I 
mean by an "effective union" is a union 

. ..::apable of giving effect to the deep longing 
of the workers for active co-operation in 
peace and war. The members of the cen
tral body would have to be elected directly 
by the members with the understanding that 
they shall have authority to deal with an 
international crisis quickly and energetically. 
vVe should have to say to them in advance 
that we are ready to refuse to fight, to go on 
strike, to do anything which is demanded 
by the situation. If the workers in each 
nation knew that those of everv other nation 
were resolved to do this, we 'might expect 
with confidenctJ the realization of our hopes. 
In fact, if the rulers were convinced of om 
sincerity we should probably win our fight 

. in advance. No government would dare to 
declare hostilities in the face of a million 
citizens pledged to place the .good of their 

. class and of the world above an imaginary 
1advantage to the nation. -

The fifth point in this proposed program 
refers to possible efforts in the direction of 
world-government by the various existing 
governments. The movement inaugurated 
by Mr. Taft's League to Enforce Peace is 

a good example. President Wilson and the 
English Premier have both declared them
selves in favor of some such world-govern
ment. I am convinced that capitalist world
government is impossible at the present time. 
In the controlling industrial, commercial 
and political agencies, all the forces which 
brought about the war, are still as powerful 
as ever. There will be the same necessity 
for capitalist expansion after the war, 
as there was before. The economid · 
struggle will be carried forward on a larger> , 
scale than ever. This fact will tend to in
crease its intensity rather than to diminish 
it. Now, some persons expec;t the represen
tatives of the mutually-antagonistic govern
ments to get together and form a world
union. Such a development presupposes 
some common basis of action, some gener
ally recognized principles of justice. But 
at present justice for England, justice for 
Germany, and justice for the United States 
mean different things. Under the influence 
of imperialism justice means in each country 
that policy which will place that country's 
capitalist interests foremost. A world court 
would be a mockery without a correspond
ing world-congress for the passage of the 
necessary legislative measures. On what 
principle could such a congress be expected 
to formulate its measures ? 

But even tho world-government may be 
impossible on any basis proposed by the 
present governments, I believe that working
people should give every possible kind of 
support to all pacifist efforts. International ' 
capitalism is better for the workers than 
national capitalism. A show of international 
government is better for them than nothing. 
For everything of this sort tends to break 
down the idiotic, antiquated devotion to 
purely national ideals. 

The sixth point opens up a vast field of 
effort to working-class organizations. The 
superstition that various races and various 
nations are naturally quite different is an-

1 cient and deep-seated. Our own prejudices 
against the Jew, the negro, and the Japanese 
are cases in point, So long as we have such 
a superstitious feeling against any race or 
nation or sect we are exposed to a similar 
feeling against other groups. All the forces 
of our journalism and our platform are 
from time to time set in motion to arouse 
such a sentiment against this race or that. 
Such antipathies have often been artfully 
manufactured and will be again. War tends 
to engender them instantly. A hundred 
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!years ago every normal Englishman believed 
·~·.that the French were a race of unbelieving, 
irresponsible devils. Now the French are 
angels and the Germans are the devils. A 
few years ago we were all taught, by our 
statesmen and newspapers, to admire the 
Germans. Now we are taught to despise 
them. The Japanese are an admirable na
tion. They have a splendid intellectual and 
artistic culture. They are rapidly proving 
their virtues serve but to make them the 
more dangerous. Men who would cut but 
a poor figure beside a Japanese philosopher 
or artist shout loudly that the little brown 
man has about him a subtle something which 
makes him forever different from us and 
forever our enemy. We are humanitarians, 
of course, but these people are mad_e to stand 
outside the borderline of humamty. And 
this is one of the hindrances to world-unity 

i of any sort. If. not a direct cause of war, 
. it is an accessory before the fact. 

Labor unions and Socialist groups have 
done something against this sort of thing, 
but not much. International congresses 

t have taught us that we have similar inte~
~ ests and similar ways of thinking. The mi

gratory nature of some crafts has taught 
tolerance. The mingling of great hosts of 
workers differing in nationality and race has 

.,~ forced a degree of _mutual understan?~ng 
within restricted regtons. But competltwn 
between various labor groups has done much 
to strengthen the old devil of suspicion and 
separatism. The barring of negroes and 
Japanese £;om t;lany Ame:ican labor un!ons 
is a case m pomt. Outstde the orgamzed 
labor movement the workers do even worse 

The Majesty of the Law-The Everett 
Tragedy presented thru the medium of a court
room comedy is the idea of a one-act sketch, 
"Their Court apd Our Class," from the pen 
of Fellow Worker Walker C. Smith. 

The I. \V. \V. in Seattle so successfully pre
sented the sketch at their December smoker 
that it is to be staged again, this time by .the 
Young Peoples' Socialist League, actin~ in 
conjunction with the local defense commt~tee. 
In Portland, Ore., Denver, Colo., and vanous 

in this respect. No group is so poor and 
low as not to teach its young that some other 
group is poorer and lower. The poor and 
ignorant of each race have a favorite de
rogatory nickname for those of another. 
The Dago, the Mick, the Wap, the Hunkie 
are not human beings. They are outcasts. 
They cannot be played with or worked with 
as equals. 

The working-class could educate its chil
dren out of this sort of barbarism. Shout
ing loudly that we are brothers or singing 
the International out of tune will not help. 

1 Lessons on the civilizations of various coun
Hries would be more to the purpose. Our 
Socialist Sunday Schools and Young Peo
ples' Leagues can do much in this direction. 
The Socialist Party can do more by organ
izing itself on a working-class basis rather 
than on a nationalistic or racial one. In 
some cases our language groups are actually 
working in opposition to the common good. 
But the labor unions' can do most. If they 
believe in human brotherhood let them 
recognize the negro and the J ap as. broth~rs. 
That will be an ocular demonstratiOn whtch 
will go farther with the coming generation 
than a thousand miles of resolutions. 

But as I said above, these six points are 
set do~n here merely to form the basis for 
a discussion among REVIEW readers. Dis
cussion may lead to unity of t_hought, ~md 
unity of thought may lead to umty of actiOn. 

NoTE: The editors of the REVIE:V heartily. <;ndorse 
Comrade Bohn's request for expresszons of optnt_on. on 
this all-i:nportant subject. But, as ?ur: space IS hmtted, 
we must ask each comrade to k<;ep mstde of 200 words. 
Also, please write on only one std~ o~ the ~beet, and do 
not mix what is written for pubhcatwn Wlth letters to 
the editors or publishers. 

other parts of the country the sketch is being 
put on as propaganda and to raise funds for 
the Everett Prisoners' Defense. 

As a pamphlet the sketch sets forth the 
workers' side of the case in a most readable 
manner. If you cannot see it acted you should 
at least read it. 

Single copies are ten cents; lots of fifty or 
more are six cents. The supply is very limited. 
Orders may be sent to Walker C. Smith, 7409 
lOth Ave., N. E., Seattle, Wash. 
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The. Press Censorship Bill 

l ·. OOK. out for the press censorship 
.· 'bill! 

·... .: It has been drafted by the Army 
War College and will be intro

duced in Congress, probably, on the day 
that Congress declares war, if it should, 
and an attempt will be made to drive it 
thru both houses under the emotional 
stress of that occasion. 

The bill is exceedingly dangerous and 
should be defeated. It is aimed, not at 
the enemy, but at the complete control 
of public opinion in this country in time 
of war. If passed it would set up a com
plete censorship machinery thruout the 
country_ and forbid the publication in 
newspapers, periodicals or pamphlets of 
any discussion of the war except by spe
cial permission of the censor. 

Make no mistake about it; this bill was 
drafted with an eye to those newspapers 
which, in the event of war, might attempt 
to criticise the conduct of the war, those 
newspapers (to borrow the language of 
the War College's statement) which "by 
their editorials and presentation of news 
. . . may sway the people 
against the war and thus . by ad
verse criticism tend to destroy the effi
ciency of these (the military) agencies." 
The quotation is from monograph which 
the Army War College has drafted in 
support of its bill; it is entitled "The 
Proper Relationship Between the Army 
and the Press in Time of War." This 
monograph may be secured from the Su
perintendent of Public Documents, Wash
ington, D. C., for five cents. Send for it. 

This argument is easily recognized; it 
is the old argument of autocracy, with its 
efficiency, real or imagined, and demo
cracy. The argument holds just as strong
ly against popular discussion of civic 
officials as of military officials. The only 
difference is that public officials have be
come habituated to the idea of respon
sibility to the people and military officials 
would evade this embarrassment if they 
could. Democracies, however, have faced 
the problem of free speech and settled in 
favor of it despite its fancied inconven
iences. Now is no time to abandon it, 
especially in favor of a group so danger
ous to civil liberties and democratic ideals 
as the military group. 

The metropolitan press has been won 
over to the support of the bill by repre
sentations that "practical newspaper men, 
with army experience," would be ap
pointed as censors. Moreover, they know 
their power and, like Lord N orthcliffe, 
they are not much afraid of what the 
censor will do to their editorial columns. 
But the really independent press must be 
made to realize the threat concealed in 
this bill and all lovers of democracy must 
be aroused to fight it even before it makes 
its appearance in Congress. 

Write to the President about it. Write 
to your congressman. Write to your 
editor. Make him realize that public 
opinion will back him if he fights this 
bill in the name of freedom of the press 
which is our freedom as well. (C. T. H. 
-American Union Against Militarism.) 

"My Dear Brown: "Out-of-the-Way-Home, January 31, 1917. 
"Your magazine 'The Modern School,' certainly is a credit to you, editorially, typo

graphically and every other way. It ought to wield a real influence. 
"I must congratulate you on the publication of that poem by Rose Florence Free

man. In its mingled passion and delicacy, and perfect grace, yet artistic restraint of 
utterance, I have never seen a sex poem to excel it. It is notable and will be immortal. 

"Cordially, · 
"]. WILLIAM LLOYD." 

In the February issue: "Spent," a beautiful poem by Rose Freeman; "The Case 
of Nietzsche," by]. Wm. Lloyd, etc. 

In the March number: The Great Debate between Clarence Darrow and Scott 
Nearing, etc. 

One Dollar a Year. Address THE MODERN SCHOOL, 
Stelton, N. ]. 



IN~I~ERNATION AL NOTES 
BY WILLIAM E. BOHN 

Prench 
Soclalillt 
Congreaa 

The annual congress of 
French Socialists took place 
in Paris, December 25-29. 

A vigorous debate on party policy ended 
just as all such debates have ended in 
France since the war began. A resolution 
in favor of continuing to support the war 
was carried by a vote of 2,838 to 109. 
Another in favor of permitting socialists 
to become cabinet ministers received 
1,637 in favor to 708 against. A third in 
favor of refusing to meet the Germans in 
conference before the Germans have ex
plained their attitude toward their gov
ernment's peace move was carried by 
1,537 to 1,407. A fourth against allowing 
the Kienthalers, or the left wing, to par
ticipate in the editing of f Humanite was 
adopted "almost unanimously." This 
probably means that the three members 
of the Chamber who attended the famous 
conference at Kienthal were the only ones 
who voted against it. Their names are: 
Blanc, Raffin-dugen and" Brizon. there 
will be a conference of Allied Socialists in 
March. A special congress is to formu
late a program for the French delegates. 

One interesting and important sugges
tion was made during the discussion on 
reopening relations with the German 
Socialists. Those in favor of this move 
said there was no longer any sense in re
ferring to Scheidemann and his majority 
as Socialists. What was wanted was to 

I establish relations with Liebkn'echt and 
the other real Socialists. Let us hope that 
this idea will gain wide currency. 

The various peace moves of President 
Wilson were much discussed at this con-

gress, and his name occurs frequently in 
various resolutions adopted. 

Strike of 
J!'rench 
lllunlt1on 
Worll:era 

* * * 
Toward the end of January 
several thousand workers in 
the munition factory of 
Schneider and Company, 

Harfleur, went on strike. Albert Thomas, 
Socialist and Minister of Munitions, went 
up to persuade them to return to work. 
He is reported to have said: "The gov
ernment does not want to use the means 
the law gives it, and it appeals to your 
patriotism, to your affection for the fight
ers who are at the front and to your rea
son, for everyone to be present tomorrow 
at the factory. According to a decree, the 
government has the right to mobilize 
workmen or requisition works. Besides, 
it has the right to decide issues between 
employers and workmen." 

* * * 
Engllah This conference took place 
Labor Party at Manchester on January 
Confe1"8D.ce 23-25. The action of Hen-
derson, Hodge and Barnes in taking posi
tions in the new cabinet was approved. 
A general enthusiasm for· peace was 
shown by five minutes of applause which 
greeted a chance mention of the name 
of President Wilson. But a determina
tion to carry on the war was evinced in 
many definite actions taken. For exam
ple, the representation of the Independent 
Labor Party on the Executive Committee 
was so cut down as to give this vigorous 
group of internationalists little influence 
between congresses. 

568 
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The Confederation held a Confederation 
General conference at Christmas time. 
du '.l'ravan There was a long and heated 
debate about the support which the or
ganization is giving the government in 
the prosecution of the war. The vote was 
91 to 25 in favor of continuing to give 
this support. 

* * * 
Help Needed For the past nine years it 
for worll: has been almost impossible 
1n JapaJI. to carry on Socialist work 
among the Japanese. At the time the 
publication of Socialist papers was 
stopped, Socialist books in Japanese were 
confiscated, and even books on Socialism 
in the libraries were withdrawn from cir
culation. One group of Socialists meets 
secretly in Tokio. The government 
makes a regular annual appropriation of 
about $90,000 to suppress Socialism. All 
Socialists are registered at the police sta
tions and their movements are closely 
watched. 

Comrade S. Katayama, who has been 
hounded by the government for nearly 
twenty-five years, is now in this country. 
With almost no help from any source, he 
writes copy for a little paper, prints it 
with his own hands and circulates it as 
best he can. He can do more for Japan
ese Socialism from this side of the Pacific 
than he could at home. By rousing inter
est among Japanese residents in this 
country and by sending copies of his 
paper back to Japan, he is doing as much 
as possible to keep things moving. 

With a very little money he could ac
complish·much more. He has never asked 
for contributions. Let us send them 
without his asking. Money sent care of 
the Review will be forwarded. Those 
who prefer to send it directly can reach 
Comrade Katayama at 92 West End 
Avenue, Manhattan Beach, Long Island, 
N.Y. 

IS HE CRAZY? 
The owner of a large plantation in Missis

sippi, where the fine figs grow, is giving away 
a few five-acre fruit tracts. The only condition 
is that figs be planted. The owner wants 
enough figs raised to supply a cooperative can
ning factory. You can secure five acres and 
an interest in the canning factory by writing 
the Eubank Farms Company, 1233 Keystone, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. They will plant and care for 
your trees for $6 per month. Your prol'it 
should be $1,000 per year. Some think this 
man is crazy for giving away such valuable 
land, but there may be method in his madness. 

Days Free Trial 
and W•lllht: prtlpaltl on a new 1917 "RA-IER'' 
bicycle. W- at onoe for our big catalog and 
opecial ojfff'IJ, Take your choice from 4' stylea, 

eolora and sizes in the famous 6'RANQER'' line. 
arvelou•lmprovement•.ExtraordiD&rY v81aes 

in our 1917 price offers. You can,.ot Djford to 
bull without getting our lat68t proporitiono and 
Factory-to-Rider prices. 

m~:;k~~ :r're'!:~.=~7.::~d'=~~~ 
Get our liberal twme on a sample to iDtrodace 
the new ••RANGER.'' 

TIRES ~"if.':"g;~:l'.!'1==':.~d::Ueryt.!!.'!S 
pric6B. Writs toda11. A post ciard will do. 

M EAD CYCLE COMPANY 
Dept. S-225 Chlceao 

QUICK HAIR GROWTH 
Box Free To Youl 

PILES g~t~Iu8T~~! · Wonderful Treatment 
The internal method 

of treatment is the correct one, and is 
sanctioned by the best informed physicians and 
surgeons. Omtments, suppositories and other local 
applications give only temporary relief. 

II you laarJe pile• in any form write for a FREE sample of 
Page'• Pile Tablet• and you will blesa the day that you read 
this. Write today. E. R. PAGE, 318 11i1 St., llrslllll,lllic~. 

TOBACCO 
HABIT 

A very interestipg book has been published on tobacco 
habit-how to conquer it quickly and easily. It tells the 
dangers of excessive smoking, chewing, snuff using, etc., 
and explains how nervousness, irritability, sleeplessness, 
weak eyes, stomach troubles and numerous other disorders 
may be eliminated thru stopping self-poisoning by tobacco. 
The man who has written this book wants to genuinely 
help all who have become addicted to tobacco habit and 
says there's no need to suffer that awful craving or rest
lessness which comes when one tries to quit voluntarily. 
This is no mind-cure or temperance sermon tract, but 
plain common sense, clearly set forth. The author will 
send it free, postpaid, in plain wrapper. Write, givinc 
name and full address-a postcard will do. Address< 
Edward J, Woods, 242 P, Station E, New York City. 
Keep this advertisement; it is likely to prove the best 
news you ever read in this magazine. 
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ARE YOU STILL LIVING 
• 

-J 
ID the OLD STONE AGE? 

The men and women of the Old Stone Age were superstitious about 
many things. 

Some of these the world has outgrown, but the superstitions that 
cluster about economics and sex still crush the happiness of the race. 

In the domain of sex, the mass of our people still possess largely the 
psychology of fear and ignorance characteristic of the Old Stone Age. 

-Sex is to the majority a mysterious, terrible thing, a vice, or a 
pleasing sport. 

-Disease is rampant; and, that which is worse, the stultifying and 
brutalizing of sex. 

Are you, in matters of sex, still living in the Old Stone Age, or are you 
a free citizen of the commonwealth of Modern Knowledge? 

* * * 
The awakening popular interest in Sexology is not without its dan

gers, which only real knowledge may offset. 
Dr. William J. Robinson was the American pioneer of Birth Control, 

and the movement to popularize Sexology. His books are authoritative, 
instinct with sound judgment and radical sympathy. 

WOMAN: HER SEX and LOVE Ll FE 
By WILLIAM J. ROBINSON, M.D. 

This is Dr. Robinson's newest book, and one of his best. It very happily combines theory 
and practice. Its purpose is to assist women in the comprehension and development of their 
sex life. The book presents popularly, but scientifically, all the information on this all-im
portant subject. It deals fully with the larger aspects, but equally with the "small things" 
that often make or break love and life. A book for the woman who seeks to control her own sexual 
destiny. Price, $3.00, postpaid. 

SEX KNOWLEDGE for MEN 
By WILLIAM J. ROBINSON,'M.D. 

A book of tremendous importance, a revelation of the delicacy, danger and beauty of the 
sex instinct. No quackery, no prudery; but the facts, scientifically presented by•a specialist 
of sympathy and imagination. While a popular book, it is in no sense the hash dished up by 
"popularizers," but the mature work of a great sexologist. Price, $2.00, postpaid. 

THE LIMITATION of OFFSPRING 
By WILLIAM J. ROBINSON, M.D. 

An epochal book, animated with social vision and s~nity of judgment. All the arguments for 
and against the voluntary prevention of conception. The great social issue of Birth Control dis
cussed by its pioneer, who fully realizes its human arrd social bearings. Price, $r.oo, postpaid. 

SEXUAL PROBLEMS of TODAY 
By WILLIAM J. ROBINSON, M.D. 

An astonishing book, in its scope, information and value. A few of the subjects discussed: 
The Relations Between the Sexes and Man's Inhumanity to Woman.-The Influence of Ab
stinence on Man's Sexua1 Health and Sexual Power.-The Double Standard of Morality and 
the Effect of Continence on Each Sex.-What to do with the Prostitute and How to Abolish 
Venereal Disease.-The Question of Abortion Considered in its Ethical and Social Aspects.
Torturing the Wife when the Husband is at Fault.-The Most Efficient Venereal Prophy
lactics, etc., etc. Price, $3.00, postpaid. 

NEVER-TOLD TALES 
By WILLIAM J. ROBINSON, M.D. 

No man sees more of the hidden tragedy and horror of life than a specialist in sexual diseases~ 
In the form of vivid fiction," this book tells some of these experiences. A warning and a guide. 
Jack London said of this book: "I wish every person, man and woman, young and old, could 
have a copy of 'Never-Told Tales."' Price, $r.oo, postpaid. · 

CHARLES H. KERR & CO.,, 341-349 East Ohio Street, CHICAGO 



BOOK REVIEWS 
The New Socialism. By Harold A. Russell, 

C. E. New York: The Shakespeare Press. 
111 pages. Cloth, $1.00; paper, 60c. 
The author of this book seems unaware that 

he has chosen a title already used by Robert 
Rives LaMonte for an excellent book, ·published 
at the nominal price of 10 cents. The book 
by Mr. Russell is really not on the subject of 
Socialism at all, but" of the State Capitalism 
already taking shape in Europe and likely to 
make rapid strides here after the war. As tci 
the effect of State Capitalism on the standard 
of living of the wage-workers he i!'! in our 
opinion unduly optimistic. For Harold A. 
Russell, Marx has written in vain. He im
agines that low prices will abolish poverty 
without any revolution. It is just as well that 
copies of his book are sold at high prices. 
since they would only confuse the minds of 
any wage-workers who might happen to take 
the author seriously. 

Germany and England. By ]. A. Cramb, M. A., 
late Professor of Modern History, Queens 
College, London. New York: E. P. Dutton 
& Co., price $1.00 net. 
This volume of lectures, delivered in London 

shortly before the outbreak of the world-war, 
was intended as a warning to the English. It 
serves now to explain the causes of the war, 
and especially the apparent unanimity of the 
Germans in their warcmadness. While the 
author does not neglect the economic explana
tion, the chief merit of his book is in his criti
cal analysis of the propaganda teaching the 
greatness and the conquering destiny of Ger
many which has been carried on for a genera
tion. Its greatest writer is Treitschke, who 
says of the British empire: "A thing that is 
wholly a sham cannot in this universe of ours 

. endure forever. It may endure for a day, but 
its doom is certain; there is no room for it in 
a world governed by valor, by the Will to 
Power." That is to say, England rules one
fifth of the globe because the ancestors of the 
English were crafty and lucky. Germany needs 
room to expand, and must, and will take it 

· from England by force of arms." This helps 
us understand why there is little hope of peace 
until the Prussian war lords and their dupes 
are crushed or else have conquered the world. 

"A Woman Free" and Other Poems. By Ruth 
Le Prade. Published by J. F. Sowny Press, 
Los Angeles, California. Price, 75c. 
The introduction to this book of charming 

verses is by Edwin Markham, and he says: 
"Ruth Le Prade comes with the simple speech 
of every day, declaring her compassion for the 
multitude, announcing her contempt of caste 
and conventionality, affirming her faith in the 
coming of the great day when Love shall take 
form in a Comrade Order, wherein all from 
the greatest to the least shall have the social 
and. material resources for living a rich and 
abundant life." · 

The Last War. By George Barrett. Published 
by the Workers' Freedom Group, 2 Hill St., 
Totterdown, Bristol, England, at one penny. 
This is the best brochure the war has 
brought .forth on war from the point of 
view of the working class.· 
Mr. Barrett calls on the workers of the 

world to seize the opportunity that war gives 
them to attack the Invaders of the World who 
have despoiled those who produce the world's 
wealth. An invaluable booklet to place in the 
hands of workingmen and women. The fol
lowing is a quotation from the wealth of good 
things Mr. Barrett says: 

War 
"It is war we proclaim, the last war, the 

international war in which the workers of all 
lands shall be united against the invaders-the 
rich who have seized the !and an'd lived on the 
labor of the poor. 

"This is the war that _remains yet to be 
1 fought. Is it possible? Nay, it is inevitable. 
J It may'be delayed, but it cannot be prevented. 

Already and ever'3'where dimly the worker sees 
the injustice of his lot and recognizes his folly 
in laboring so hard, while he enjoys so little 
of the fruit of his work. Many a man in each 

' army engaged today knows in his heart that 
, the enemy soldiers are men just as he is, no 
:better but little worse .. These dim thoughts 
only lack boldness, and they would make of 
each such soldier a revolutionist, who would 
refuse to fire in such a cause. 

"It is by this growing courage that the inter
national workers will presently form their 
army-not indeed an army like that which their 
masters pos.sess, where the soldiers blindly 
obey their officers and care not if their cause 
is right or wrong. The workers' army or
ganized for a different purpose must be a very 
different affair. 

Our Answer 
"Surely this is the answer we ought to be 

preparing ourselves to make. It would create 
a revolutionary situation, and no government 
faced with such internal difficulties, even though 
the workers were not yet strong enough to 
make a revolution, would dare to go to war. 
This would be the surest way to prevent an 
invasion, for certain it is that even though our 
comrades abroad were not perhaps sa strong 
in their organization as we were or we so bold 
as they, yet the workers would still be able 
to organize sufficient militant strikes to make 
their government very reluctant to send their 
army out of the country. 

"Have we not seen by the huge military 
camps established in Liverpool, London and 
other great centers during the recent great 
strike period, that the master class feels none 
too safe, even when the workers are, as now, 
entirely unarmed? It would need bat a com
paratively small labor movement in England 
and ~ermany at the present time to make these 
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governments very quickly change their minds 
as to who was the real enemy. 

"The danger of rebellion at home would 
make a fellow feeling between the opposing 
governments, and they would very quickly 
agree to withdraw their armies to shoot their 
own countrymen. True it is that we are not 
yet strong enough to thus defeat war and in
vasion, but great things have small beginnings, 
and if we are to wait until we can be successful 
before we throw our energies into a movement, 
we shall find that we are always behind. If 
we are but a few in this movement, which will 
by and by make war and oppression impossible, 
it is certain that we should exercise no more 
influence by joining the hosts of English, 
French and Russian invaders than we have by 
raising the standard of revolt in our countries 
at home. Powerful, or even powerless then, as 
the workers' movement may now be, it should 

; take up its stand of definite and uncompromis
. ing opposition to the war. 

"War is a part of the present system, but 
it is one of its most vulnerable parts, for the 
system is based on violence, and when the 
means of violence are fully occupied, a great 
opportunity occurs for those who have been 
kept in subjection and poverty by them at 

home. When we are prepared to take advan- ·~ 
tage of this opportunity we shall find that we ~ 
have not only rendered war impossible, but · i 
that we are perhaps powerful enough to cap- ·~ 
ture our country from the invaders who now 1 
hold it." 

A Memoir to the Life of Father Robert W. 
Haire. By E. Francis Atwood, State Secre
tary of the S. P. of So. Dak.; published by 
the Commonwealth Print, Mitchel, S. D. 
Price, lOc. Proceeds to go to the campaign 
~~ . 
Comrade Atwood has given the Socialist 

movement not only a warm and glowing tribute 
to Comrade Haire, whom he calls the founder 
of socialism in the Dakotas, but he also de
votes a large part of this excellent brochure 
to the work to which Comrade Haire, himself, 
devoted his life-the propaganda of Socialism. 
Not only to those who wish the loving ap
preciative memoir of this stimulating and un
tiring comrade, but to those who wish to still 
further spread the truth he taught, this little 
booklet will come as a happy opportunity. The 
proceeds from the sale of the book are to be 
donated to the campaign fund. 

::::~:~:~:~~Marx's CAPITAL 
You can be a Socialist without reading CAPITAL, but you cannot talk 

or write about Socialism, nor hold your own in debates with old-party poli
ticians, without a clear understanding of the principles and theories which 
are explained in this book. 

Until a few years ago, only one volume could be had in the English 
language, and that in an inferior edition. Then this publishing house took 
hold and published the entire work in three magnificent volumes, strongly 
bound in library cloth, with gold stamping. 

VOLUME I, entitled "The -of Capitalist Production," is praclieally eompi.W Ia itoelf. H ex• 
plains the 'ihlng which, up to the time thai Marx came on the scene, had confused all the economfsb:, namel7, 
SUrplu• Yelue. It explains exactly how the capitalisi extracts his profits. This Tolume might be called *he 
keystone of the Socialist; arch. 869 pages, $2.00. 

VOLUME II, •'The Proc- of ClrCua.tlon of C.pltad,'• explains the pari that the merchant and the 
banker play in the present system. and the laws that govern social eapUal. Unravels knots in which prel'foo1 
writer& bad become entangled. 618 pagq, $2.00. 

VOLUME III. in some respects the most interesting of all, treats of ........ Procesa of C.pltell•t Procluc
tluctlon •• a Whole." Predict. the rl- of Tru•ta and mate. clear the ca- of penlcs ud Indue• 
trial crl--. ShoWB how the small capitalist is swallowed. ExplaJna for all time the aubjeds <'f LIIIHII. Rent 
eml .......... 1,0{8 p&:es, $2.00. 

Price of the set $6.00, express prepaid. The only way to buy it for less is to be a stock· 
holder in our publishing house. Stockholders buy the set for $3.60, express prepaid. Ask for 
booklet explaining how easy it is to become a stockholder. Address 

Charles H. Kerr & Company, 341-349 East Ohio St., Chicago 



NEWS AND VIEWS 
Our Militant Scotch Comrades:-Two or

ders for our standard cloth-bound Socialist 
books amounting to $200 came in on one mail 
during the past week. One order was from 
the British Section of the International So
cialist Party at Edinburgh. The other was 
from the Socialist Labor Press of Glasgow. 
While the boneh.eads are busy blowing one 
another off the map, these comrades are busy 
circulating sound Socialist literature which is 
the only ammunition that counts. In other 
words, it will wise up the workers so that 
they will not point their guns at each other 
as they are doing now, but at their real enemy. 

Oil Field Flashes :-News comes in from 
many points in Kansas and Oklahoma that the 
oil field workers are waking up to the rotten 
conditions under which they have to work. 
The pipe-liners are lining up fast in the I. 
W. W. The I. W. W. way seems to be the 
winning way these days. 

From a Vermont Reader:-Comrade Marsh 
of Rochester reviews his sub. and also sends 
in a subscription for the Public Library at 
Rochester. He closes his letter by saying, 
"There is but one fault I find with THE REVIEW; 
that is, there is not enough of it and it doesn't 
come often enough." 

A Massachusetts Comrade Writes :-"1 am 
glad to be alive and in a position to make one 
more kick for human rights. One of the 
pleasures I have in life is reviewing my sub
script-ion to THE REVIEW, I will always remem
ber Comrade Mary E. Marcy's observation 
"Take care of the stomachs, and the morals 
will take care of themselves."-H. L. J. 

Joe Hill-Memorial services in honor of Joe 
Hill, the I. W. W. poet who was murdered by 
the authorities of Salt Lake City last year, were 
held in San Jose, California, at South Park, 
January 14. Services opened by the signing of 
the Marseillaise by the I. W. W. local. Com
rade Cora P. Wilson of the Socialist Party 
delivered the oration. Services were continued 
at Inspiration Point, Alum Rock Park. Joe 
Hill's last poem was read and as the com
rades sang the "Red Flag," Rita Wilson, 9 
years old, let loose three balloons containing 
the ashes of Joe Hill, which the four winds 
wafted over the beautiful Santa Clara Valley. 

From Australia-A conference of branches 
of the Australian Socialist Party was held from 
December 24th to 29th, 1916, but owing to 
want of time for consideration of other than 
party business, Dr.· Rutgers' articles on Im
perialism and Mass Action were not brought 
forward as this branch had arranged. How
ever, it may be said safely that all comrades 
are in agreement with Dr. Rutgers and the 
Left Wing as to the tactics to be adopted on 
this most important matter. 

From Sidney, Ohio-Comrade Nutt added 
six new names to the subscription list just in 
time to get the February REVIEW. 

The Questions on Economics-Comrade Mrs. 

Truman of Erskine, Canada, sent in a subscrip
tion for the REVIEW and at the same time an
swered all of the questions on Economics asked 
in the outline which appeared in the January 
number correctly. We read her letter with 
great pleasure, as it is good to get in touch 
with a woman who is up on Marx. If there 
were a thousand more Mrs. Trumans the work 
of education in the labor movement would 
move twice as fast. Remember you cannot ex
plain current events unless you study Karl 
Marx. 

Donation from Alaska-Comrade Mrs. Keil 
of Alaska donated $5.00 to the REviEW to help 
pay the increased cost of the paper bill last 
month. This is certainly a practical way to 
help. 

Et tu Bohn?-That Carl D. Thompson and 
Chas. Edward Russell should revert to their 
class interests was to be expected from their 
previous leanings; but when Frank Bohn, whom 
we always thought a thorough red, falls for 
this nonpartisan dope, it fairly takes our 
breath away. 

Comrade Bohn is, of course, aware of the 
fact that the evolution of industry is at least 
a generation ahead of the corresponding men
tal status of society. The industries will, there
fore, be here and waiting for the necessary 
mental readjustment to make proper use of 
them. Therefore, as Socialists, we need not 
waste our time on the organization of the in
dustries. We can safely leave that to those 
most directly interested, "the great middle 
class, above all the professional class-the 
school teachers, college professors, editors, 
lawyers and physicians." 

These will no doubt be greatly benefited 
under state capitalism, though it is problemati
cal if the average wage earner, not under civil 
service) will fare any better, as the govern
ment has the reputation, amongst the un
skilled at least, of paying very low wages. To 
be sure this does not alter the fact that we 
shall have government ownership, willy nilly, 
but neither does this fact alter the further and 
much more important fact that it is democratic 
management of the industries and the full 
product of our labor that we, as wage earners, 
are interested in. Of course our representa-. 
tives in city council, legislatures and congress 
will, a:s consistent Socialists, vote for public 
or government ownership, whenever bills for 
this purpose are presented, but the main point 
in Socialist administration, democratic control, 
must always be emphasized. 

No, comrades, don't let us waste our time. 
The tendency towards fusion and compromise 
is strong enough without encouraging it. 

The industries are regular Frankensteins. 
They will destroy their masters·in time. They 
are waiting, even now, on the necessary intel
ligence of the workers to use them. It is 
scientific socialism that must be taught and 
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Try Before You Buy 
the 

this, of course, includes the principle of in
dustrial unionism. 

I am sorry to see that the REVIEW, usually 
so clear sighted, should be so hasty in accept
ing this so-called 8-hour law as an accom
plished fact and Bohn mentions it in the same 
light. . 

There is no evidence among the train crews 
here of an 8-hour day. In the quotation from 
the president that I saw it did not state that 
"The nation now sanctions an 8-hour day for 
all workers," but that "The 8-hour day has the 
sanction of society"-potentially very different. 
No, the Adamson law has not yet forced the 
American railroads to accept the 8-hour day 
principle. Not yet.-From 0. H. Stow, Wash-
ington. · 

Constructive Program of Socialism-"These 
are the times that try men's souls," was bravely 
spoken by Thomas Paine in the revolutionary 
days of this country. One can imagine what 
it was to be a lover of liberty at that day and 
time and brave men like Paine must have seen 
mountains of difficulties to overcome in over
throwing the government by kings. The tradi
tions. and superstitions of his day were more in 
control of the minds of the people than at the 
present time. But he never gave up, because 
the "vote fell off," instead, his reply to "He 
kept us out of war," was the harder the conflict 
the more glorious the triumph. Heaven knows 
how to set a proper price upon its goods and 
it would be strange indeed if freedom would 
not be highly rated. 

How well those words of one of the most 
illustrious sons of freedom fit the present clay 
and time. 

Do the votes determine the strength of our 
forces? Can we measure our achievements by 
votes? Can't we of the great working class 
movement realize that the seeds we have been 
sowing are growing in other parts of society, 
as well as the political field? Perhaps it is 
best that we did not get too large a vote. It 
might encourage our opportunists to adopt too 
many immediate demands to get into office like 
Wilson did. Then they would be very much 
embarassecl-that is if they were real Socialists 
-to be elected to office without sufficient eco
nomic education to back them up. We have 
lost no Socialist votes, notwithstanding we did 
not poll as many votes as we did in 1912. But 
we have clone other things and that most im-

portant of all things was bringing together 
against the entrenched capitalists of this nation 
almost a solid labor action of the railroad 
unions of this nation. So much for Socialists' 
education. 'Those organizations were brought 
nearer together; they felt their united strength 
for the first time. It was only a brief spell 
that this mighty railroad united body were to
gether, but they felt their strength, and they 
will NOT FORGET. What would 3,000,000 
votes for the Socialist Party mean without that 
splendid demonstration that brought Congress 
to act to keep the giant labor asleep? Oh, 
you of little vision! Do you not see the world 
is in travail? That the deeds from the brain 
of Marx is stirring ·society as it was never 
stirred before? Labor organizations, fraternal' 
societies, religious bodies, civic and political,· 
are being forced to investigate economics. 
Churches are being forced to seek relief for 
members, or the ministers will go hungry. 
Fraternal orders feel the increase demand for 
sick benefits-out of employment being found 
the CAUSE. 

We are inclined to be too pessimistic as to 
immediate results and we show our lack of 
social vision by condemning the embryo for 
not breaking all laws of nature. 

Let us go into ·the great religious, fraternal 
and labor bodies and teach them how to win. 
Let us teach them to unite for their mutual 
good. Let us avoid their prejudices and culti
vate their friendship. The lack of comrade
ship and icy conduct of many Socialists have. 
done more to set the brakes upon the wheels 
of social enlightenment than all the powers of 
the master class. Our friends, the S. L. P., 
have reaped the bitter reward of carrying on 
a campaign of bitterness, instead of one of per
suasion and kindness. The people are ripe for 
the new order of things. It is up to you and 
I to blaze the way and they will follow.-J as. 
Pen dragon. 
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