
‘7
4

.!
I.

.l
..

u
m

Q
‘t

h
\‘

\.
;

.1
..
.

.

V

..

3
!]

.

.

.1
In

m
fl
w

n
fi
n
‘"

V.
.

.

.T
.

4
1

9
%

.“
!

r
in

”,

,

.l
lc

lé
m

m
fl

.l
fl
u
v
f

0
“

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:5

6
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/m
d
p
.3

9
0

1
5

0
8

3
9

2
7

4
1

1
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



/

Weses
HIS Magazine is Own

ed and Published Co
operatively by its Ed

- itors. It has no Dividends
to Pay, and nobody is try
ing to make Money out of
it. A Revolutionary and
not a Reform Magazine; a
Magazine with a Sense of
Humor and no Respect for
the Respectable; Frank;
A r rog a n t; lmpertinent;
Searching for the Tru e
Causes; a Magazine Di
rected against Rigidity
and Dogma wherever it is
found; Printing what is
too Naked or True for a
Money-Making Press; a
Magazine whose final Pol
icy is to do as it Pleases
and Conciliate Nobody,
not even its Readers—A
Free Magazine.

EDITOR
Max Eastman

MANAGING EDITOR
Floyd Dell

CONTRIBUTING EDITORS
ART LITERATURE
Arthur Young John Reed

Louis Untermeyer
Howard Brubaker

Mary Heaton Verse
Max Eastman

Arthur Bullard
English Walling

K. R. Chamberlain
CorneliaBarns
GeorgeBellows
G. 8. Sparks
John Barber
RobertMinor Wm.
BoardmanRobinson Floyd Del)
H. J. Glintenkamp Frank Bohn' Helen Marot

. i-u-i .

BUSINESS MANAGER
John Lyons A,

.-' J ‘l
' I

SUBSCRIPTION RATES
' Half Yearly 75Cents
$1.50a Year. , Foreign,$2.00.Rateson

bundleordersandtonewsdealers
onapplication

' -(Dt
Enteredl'o'ssecond-classmatter,Decem

ber 27, 1910,at the postotiiceof
NewYork City, undertheAct~ 7of March 8

,

1879.

Published Monthly by
TheLlMa’ssq‘esPublishing Co.
Editorial ind lBiislness Office,

33 West ‘ridrst, .

New York.
"

a
.

~J";
rJ

Doh’T FORGET
YOUR UNION?

The One Big Union of the class struggle is the Union for education,for
whatevermaybe our opinionsconcerningtacticsor policiesin this great battle,
WE ALL BELIEVE IN EDUCATION. 80 you, whoeveryou are, you belong
with us in THE PEOPLE’S COLLEGE UNION.

What is '

T

The. People’s College Union 0
The People's College Union is the founder of The People’s College and

everymemberof the Union is a Directorof the College.

j The People’s College Union Has Two Aimsza;
i 1.—-Tobring educationwithin the reachof everyworker. .

1 2.—To teachfrom the viewpointof the working-class.

The membershipfee is $5.00,payable$1.00per year for a period of five
years. Fifty cents of this amountpays for your subscriptionto The People’s
CollegeNews. a live-wire magazine,which will tell you of the work of The
Collegeand keep you in touch with the educationalwork from the working
class point of view.

Write at oncefor informationaboutthe vital factor in the classwar to

THE PEOPLE’S COLLEGE UNION
FORT SCOTT, KANSAS

MURIAN WHARTON, Secretary EUGENE V. DEBS, President

OUR advertisers believe in The Masses. Encourage their faith, and
' We are not publishing The Masses for

Patronize our ad
it will encourage us.

profit, but we do want to have it self-supporting.
vertisers. Tell them you saw their Ad. in The Masses.

Bound Volumes
Tii‘e Masses?!

for 1915
More copies bound in
'supply the’ unusual

mand for the 1915 se'

Previous numbers sold out.

$8.00EXPRESS PAID

Keep L‘OM’ ‘ite

~
1

1
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FROM DOOMSDAY T0 KINGDOM COME
By SEYMOUR DEMING i

A masterly presentation—by the author of A MESSAGE TO THE
MIDDLE CLAss and THE PILLAR OF FIRE—of the meaning of the
developments of the past quarter-century in the world’s progress.
with special reference to the United States; a real interpretation of
the bearing of the European war on the present and the future of
mankind. A book that will go far. Narrow 121120.Cloth. Net,
50 cents.

CLEAR AND IMPRESSIVE
“This literature should live. It has impressed me more than all

I have read on the war.- The public owes you a big debt for the
information imparted and for a superb method of expressing it.”—
From a letter of one of the most [>1'01-114'11mitAmerican“socialists.

TRIAL . BY FIRE,
By RICHARD MATTHEWS HALLET

“A worthy companionof Ernest Poole’s ‘THE HARBOR,’ ” says the
New York Call. of this absorbingnovelby RichardMatthewsHallet. “Both
men.” says the Call, “have done valiant service for the hard-driven
workerson the lakesandseas.”

With FrontispiecewbyVCESARE Lately ~withthe~NEW YORK SUN
‘

12mo. Cloth $1.25~
' .

“Thestoryflames"“"lth'iniensit)‘.Heat-sappedmenmoveWierdly
throughits'pages.withsouls-~)staringoutof sickbodies,terriblein theirprophecy,and
theirhatredol’theblackmagicwhichholdsthemslaves.. . . And it holdsmuchof
philosophy—thoughtheinterestneverfalters—philosophybornof thegrimwarbetween
thosewhodo theroughworkof theworldandthosewhoreapthewealththatmen
produce." ~ _The"NewYork.Timessays:“Thereis somethingdistinctlyAmericanin thisstory.

'w

TheCalladds:

.Ah
,

. . . . CageyandWopandHereYouandSlimandShortywiththeirslangandtheir
~= humorandtheirphilosophybelongtous." _ _
F8! LifesaysthatTRIALBY FIRE is ffasstarklystrippedtothe@arebonesotlanguage

(if: andlife asMr. Hallet'sfirst.novel,THE LADYAFT.” .7

1’2?"' TheChicagoHerald: “All
"Bill in 801119811dVlViflin throughtheprimitive,scorching

{Q execution,"_writcsthe Phlla- yarn,fittinegcrudeandcru

ia
r

"s dolpblr’- .' Jilfl“\- “In I cialin manner,the‘firesdom

{
fs ! its l‘ll‘l- > .u'ituroof ' a _6X- mate—thephysicalandspiritual

Ids isnmce1 Hi: Inim-antrmen. fires."
in. its inn:we,of u'un at (1 its "Thepowerof Mr. Hallct’s

‘&

.v WP on will]owners!'0"salons work,"saystheBostonPost.,. ‘~ —-yll'htllll]l"lysir;:l)')tlo the "liesin thetremendousforce—
bul Mr. .‘l 1’“ ‘ '5one fulnesswithwhichhe depicts

.t
,

of schismum !- a llt- characters,theoriginalphilos

ft
- era ophythatperman his taless 'iison."

andthevividnesswithwhich

._ nnmu hepicturesevents."
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by ’“‘ ‘ 65Publishing Company,as West 14th Street, New York.
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A full line of

Artists’ Materials

E
. II
.

& A
.

C
.

Friedrichs C0.
169West57thStreet

Phone,Columbus6282 NEW YORK CITY

—ior Artists’ Materials.-~
Go to Lee’s Art Shop—
940 Eighth Avenue,opp. Van Dyke
Studios,N. Y. City,Phone“Circle187”
RembrantOil Colors.TemperaColors.
Manufacturerof Artists’ Woodenware

Mai! orderspromptlyattendedto.

Artists’ Materials,
At Halpern’s

Showinga completeY line o
f

Martiniand

3 East30thSt.,
Tel.Mad.Sq.6928
NEWYORKCITY OilandWaterColors.

MSS. SUCCESSFULLY PLACED
Criticised.Revised,Typed.SendforleafletM.

References:EdwinMarkhamandothers.Establishedl890
UNITED LITERARY PRESS,1235thAve.,N. Y.

—nndagencyforyourterritory.
_ RideinaBushCar.Payforit

' ' ‘ ' myAO-pageca ogue
AddressJ. H. BUSH,President,Dept.635.

I BUSHMOTORCOMPA‘SY,BushTemple,Chicago,Ill.

THE Fifi-AME
Joiirnalfor the New Age

Free,Fearless,Realistic,Mad,Merry,
and Profound. Some of the best ‘
writers and artists in America are
helpingmakeit.

TheFlameburnsagainstoppression
and stupidity everywhere. 'Its
creed is thatLabor is alwaysright; ' '

Fifty Centsa Year—5ca Copy
Help up with a subscriptionor a

contributionin verse,prose.or crayon.
Address:'Room 9

,

“14 Park thaare.Boston,Mass.
With theMassesfor OneYear81.60

WRITERS ‘ . .

ARTISTS
TURN YOUR IDEAS lNTO MONEY

_ We 5011stories,peems,illustrationsand
designson commission.Staff of ex
periencedsalesmenandeditorsin close
touch with magazines,advertising
agenciesandpicturepublishers.v\Vrite
for list of subjectsnow in demand.

Writers & Illustrators Exchange
833U.S.RubberBldg. NewYorkCity
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FICTION
A Hero of Our Time, from the Rus

sian of M. Y. Lermontov. This
noted Russian classic is now pub
lished in America for the first time.

Works of Ivan Turgenev. Translated
by Constance Garnett. Titles: “Ru
din,” “A House of Gentlefolk,” “On
the Eve,” “Father and Children,”
“Smoke,” “Virgin Soil” (2 vols.),
“Sportsman’s Sketches” (2 vols.),
“Dream Tales and Prose Poems”
“A Diary of a Superfluous Man,
etc., “A Desperate Character,’
“The Torrents of Spring,” etc., “A
Lear of The Steppes,” “The Jew,”
etc. Each 16°, $1.10 postpaid. Set,
in 15 vols., $13 postpaid.

I

The Best Short Stories of 1915 and
the Year Book of the American
Short Story. Edward J. O’Brien,
Editor. The twenty short stories in
this volume are those selected by
Mr. O’Brien as the best that were
written during the year 1915. His
survey of the whole field formed
the basis of his authoritative article
published, as an annual estimate of
the output, in the Boston Evening
Transcript, an article which has
attracted wide discussion. Net,

SOCIOLOGY ETC.
Above the Battle, by Romain Rolland

(France), author of “Jean Chris
toph.” These essays were sup
pressed in France becauSe they de
nounced war and called upon social
ists in France and Germany to de
clare a strike. $1.00net.

A B C of Socialism, by I. G. Savoy

$1.50.

The Spy, by Maxim Gorky. A novel
of the revolutionary movement in
Russia. Formerly sold at $1.50;our
price, 80 cents.

Generally known as the first psy
chological novel to appear in Rus
sia. The translation, a remarkably
faithful one in form and spirit, is by
J. H. Wisdom and Marr Murray.
$1.40.

The Bomb, by Frank Harris. Emma
Goldman says: “It’s not the monu
ment at Waldheim that will keep
alive these great heroes—heroes in
their innocence and simplicity—but
it will be ‘The Bomb.’ ” Published,
$1.50; onr price, 75c.

The Way of All Flesh, by Samuel

Twenty-six and One', by Maxim
Gorky. Three of the best of Gor
ky’s short stories. Formerly sold

Love in Youth, by Frank Harris. “Ac
quaintance with this courageous and

gfigjna’. Englisl? alflthor,s geculiarly
Butler- IntI'OductOI‘y essay by at $125; our price’ 70 cents' and M. O. Teck. This book is not

ISthtlve WOT W1 soon e as nec‘ William Lyon Phelps. New Amer- - academic. It is written for the
essary a mark of the really modern ican edition. Floyd Dell’s and T11; 136;??? affix; osftgzygif1213170362; every-day reader who, having but
reader here as It 15 1T1England- Louis Untermeyer’s choice. S-end Iridia 5'60 pages C0101. frontig_ a few hours a day wishes to gain 0.
Nat, $I-25- $1.60. piece' $I 35

' ‘
fundamental knowledge of the basic' ' '
principles of Socialism. It is a
book of big ideas in small words.The Woman Gives, by Owen John
60c. postpaid.son. “Women are the givers of this

world, and men take their love, de
votion and beauty with careless
ness.” $1.50postpaid.

The Little Angel, by L. N. Andreyev.
You are acquainted with Andreyev’s
plays. But his stories represent his
best work. Ask anyone who knows.
Here are fifteen of them. $1.25.

The Strangers’ Wedding, by W. L.
George. The Bookman says: “It
represents another stride forward
as great as the one which separates
‘The Second Blooming’ from the
work he has done before.”

The Cruise of the Jasper B., by Don
Marquis. Under the crust of a
commonplace newspaper editor,
Clement J. Claggett is a volcano of
romance. This is the story of his
unexpected acquisition of half a
million. $1.30.

“Wood and Stone,” by John Cowper

The Old House and Other Stories.
Translated from the Russian of
Feodor Sologub by John Cournos.
Price, $1.50.

Green Mansions, by W. H. Hudson;
introduction by John Galsworthy.
A romance of the tropical forest
which combines scientific observa
tion of nature, poetic imagination,
and polished style. $1.50.

The Genius, by' Theodore Dreiser.'
A novel of monumental proportions
and significance. $1.60,postpaid.

The Revolt of the Angels, by Anatole
France. Contains a “chapter which
all revolutionists ought to read for
the good of their souls and minds.”
$I-75

Study in Socialism, by Benedict Elder.
An attack on Socialism. Send $1.10.

New Wars for Old, by John Haynes
Holmes. A “statement of radical
pacifism” by the leading advocate
of non-resistance. $1.50.

The Crock of Gold, by James Ste—
phens. A masterpiece of contem
porary Irish fiction. A story of the
open air, deep forests, rock-strewn
pastures and mountain tops, and Of
the fairy folk of Old Ireland with
the God Pan. $1.50,postpaid.

Poverty and Social Progress, by Mau
rice Parmelee, author of “The Sci
ence of Human Behavior.” Net,
$1.75

A The Single Tax Movement in the
United States, by Arthur Nichols
Young. Net, $1.50.

The Theoretical System of Karl
Marx, by Louis B. Boudin, author
of “Socialism and War.” It is an
excellent synthesis of the Socialist
ideas of the world, history, society,

$1.00,postpaid.

Jean-Christophe, Romain Rolland’s
world famous novel. Translated by
Gilbert Cannan. In three volumes,
each complete in itself. $1.50 net
per volume. “ ‘Hats off, gentlemen
—a genius.’ . . . It is moderate
praise to call it with Edmund Gosse
‘thd noblest work of fiction of the
twentieth century.’ ” ——Springfield
Republican.

Murder, by David Greenberg.
strong, powerful, red-blooded novel
of the underdog on his way from
the cradle to the electric chair. 600
pages, cloth. Send $1.50. Postpaid.

Held to Answer, by Peter Clark Mac
farlane. A big emotional American
novel which has already become the
text of scores of sermons. Now in etc
1ts 30th thousand. $I.35 net' An Economic Interpretation of the

Constitution, by Prof. Charles A.
Beard. A valuable and stimulating
book by a thorough student of the
subject. $2.25,postpaid.

The Night Cometh, by Paul Bourget;
tr. by C. Frederic Lees. $1.35 net.
Imaginative story written under the
influence of the present war.

Powys. A new departure in English Y‘éitgsie—SAglyQWéfgedzndM'gggag?:tr
fiction. It suggests Dostorevsky Translated by Mrs John Galswor:
rather than Mr. Wells, and Balzac thv Introduction 'b Josc h Com
rather than Mr. Galsworthy. In its ra-d' Send $140

y p

attempt to answer some of _themore
dangerous dogmas cmmmated by Come Out of the Kitchen! by Alice

The Pastor’s Wife, by the author of_ Immigration and Labor, by Isaac A.
“Elizabeth and Her German Gar— '

Hourwich. A study of a v1tal prob
detl,” C'EC- Extracts from a recent Nietzsche, it does not scruple to Duer Miller_ A modern romance lem by a specialist. Indispensable
"VIEW 1“ THE MA55E5?_ make drastic use of that great with an unusuallv fresh plot, en- to Socialists, radicals and all inter
better than H- G- wells psychologist’s devastating insight. livened with humo'r and satire" pic_ ested in the future of labor. The
the Story. Of almost every Woman MORE than 650 DalZCS- $I-50 "Ct- tures by Meylan. Price, $1.25net. New York Times saysi “Funness

of knowledge evidenced on every
page of this studious book.”
$2.50.

who marries almost any man .
a disturbing book. Net, $1.35. Price,

The Dark Forest, by Hugh Walpole.
A Story of Russia in the war_ It is Social Insurance, by I. M. Rubinow.

The only comprehensive book on
the subject. Includes Employers’
Liability, Sick Insurance, Old Age
Pensions, Insurance Against Unem
ployment, etc. Price, $3.15.

UR Book Shop will give you prompt and courteous

service. We have convinced skeptics that we can fill
rich with art and wonderful with a. _ _ orders by mail carefully and efficiently. And we will

geeyrgirédtollt5521;631:3512agts’l’lvc’gh’ii gladly answer book inquiries, even if no books are ordered.
is literature. Net, $1.35. The Masses is aided by The Masses Book Shop and we ask

our subscribers to send us their orders. Thank.you.

THE MASSES BOOK SHOP
33 West 14th Street

New York

The Unchastened Woman, by Louis
Anspacher. A remarkable picture
Of a worldly modern woman and
her influence. Mr. Anspacher’s
greatest success and New York’s
success of the season—a play to
read as well as to see. Net, $1.25.

Woman Under Socialism, by August
Bebel. One of the greatest Social
ist books ever written. This is the
book from which garbled extracts
are taken to show that Socialists
advocate “free love.” Price, $1.50
postpaid.
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@ in MASSES BOOK SHOP @@
Criminality and Economic Conditions,

by William Adrian Bonger; tr. by H
P. Horton; with an editorial pref
ace by E. Lindsey; and with an
introd. by Fk. H. Norcross. $5.50
net. First half of book sets forth,
in extracts, the theories, methods,
and results of all prior writers deal
ing with the subject. Second half
takes up the different phases of
criminality.

A B C of the Government of the
United States, by Perley Morse,
Certified Public Accountant. Price,
75C

The Socialism of Today, edited by
William English Walling, Jessie
Wallace Hughan, J. G. Phelps
Stokes, Harry W. Laidler, and other
members of the Intercollegiate So
cialist Society. About 500 pages.
$1.60net.

Inviting War to America. A timely
book by' Allan L. Benson, the So
cialist candidate for president. $1.00
net.

Socialism in America, by John Macy.
A vivid and interesting description
of Socialist principles and tactics
from the revolutionary point of
view. Price, $1 net.

An Introduction to the Study of So
ciology, by Professor
Cary Hayes, University of Illinois.
The latest, most up-to-date volume
in its field. 710pages. Send $2.65.

What Women Want, by Beatrice
Forbes-Robertson Hale. A treat
ment of feminism bound to interest
everyone; to sum up and illumine
the movement. “A great book. It
stands beside those of Olive Shrei—
her and Ellen Key.”-—Professor
George Herbert Palmer. Net, $1.25.

Socialism and War, by L. B. Boudin.
“This book is a masterly review and
summing up of the war from a
Socialist viewpoint and deserves the
widest possible reading and circula
tion.”——EugeneV. Debs. “Boudin’s
work is well worthy the attention
of every careful student of the
problems raised by the war.”—
Joshua Wanhope. Handsomely
bound in cloth, $1.10 postpaid.

Marx’s Capital. Greatest of all Social
ist works. 3 vols. Price, $6.00post
paid.

RELIGION
The Study of Religion, by Morris

Jastrow, Jr. Discusses the me—
thodics of the subject, and shows
that religious origins and develop
ments cannot be understood unless
studied in relation to the general
historical conditions. Send $1.60.

History of the Conflict Between Sci
ence and Religion, by Wm. J. Dra
per. A classic on the subject. $1.75
postpaid.

The Rise of Religious Liberty in
America, by Sanford H. Cobb. A
historical work of prime impor
tance. $2.00,postpaid.

The Religious Revolution of To-day,
by Prof. James Shotwell. $1.10,
postpaid.

POETRY AND DRAMA
Three new plays just received from

England: '
Youth, by Miles Malleson. 40 cents.
The Dear Departing, from the Rus

sian of Andreyef. 25 cents.
Theatre of the Soul, from the Russian

of Evreinof. 25 cents.
The three books sent for $1.00 post

paid.

War Brides. A play by Marion Craig
Wentworth. Illustrated with pho
tographs of Alla Nazimova and her
company. I6mo, boards. Send 55c.

Poems of the Irish Revolutionary
Brotherhood. Thomas ' MacDon
agh, P. H. Pearse, Joseph Mary
Plunkett, Sir Roger Casement. Ed
ited, with an introduction, by Pad
raic Colum and Edward J. O’Brien.
A collection of the principal poems
by the leaders of the recent Irish
insurrection, the first three of
whom have been executed. The bi
ographical and historical introduc
tion by Padraic Colum is intensely
interesting. Send 55c.

Edward -

The Terrible Meek, by Charles Rann
Kennedy, author of “The Servant
in the House,” “The, Winterfeast.”
Here is the strangest play ever writ—
ten—a play as dramatic and thrill
ing to read as to act. Think of it——
it is a play to be played in the dark!
Send $1.10.

Others: An Anthology of the New
Verse, edited by Alfred Kreymborg‘.
Contains selections from the work
of about fifty American poets who
are exponents of the new verse
forms. $1.50.

Humorous Poems, by Ignatius Bren
nan. Don’t read this book if life
to you is one dull, dark, dismal
frown. If, however, you see laugh
ter lurking even amidst the crash
ing storm, then get busy. And, after
you read it

,

don’t lend it
,

for your
friend will pass it along and you’ll
never get it back. $1.25postpaid.

Today and Tomorrow, by Charles
Hanson Towne. Author of “Man
hattan,” “The Quiet Singer,” and
several other volumes. Mr. Towne

is recognized as one of the foremost
of the younger American poets. Net,
$1.00.

Three Plays: Woman on Her Own;
The Red Robe; and False Gods, by
Eugene Brieux. $1.50net.

Mushrooms, by Alfred Kreymborg.
$1.25 net.

Plays, by Lord Dunsany. The Gods
of the Mountain; The Golden
Doom; King Argimenes and the
Unknown Warrior; The Glittering
Gate; The Lost Silk Hat. $1.25net.

Five Russian Plays, with one from the
Ukrainian. Translated from the
originals “Evreinov.” “Von Vizin,”
“Chehiov,” “Lesya Ukrainka,” with
an introduction by C. E. Bechhofer.
$1.25net.

The Awakening of Spring, by Frank
VVedekind. A tragedy of childhood
dealing with the sex question in its
relationship to the education of chil
dren. Fifth edition. Cloth. gilt toD,
deckle edge, $1.25 net. By mail,
$I-3s

Two Deaths in the Bronx, by Donald
Evans. The modernism, mistakenly
called Futurism, that in the “Son
nets from the Patagonian” some
times merely amazed, in the present
instance, stimulates and satisfies.
The volume is a series of pitiless
photographs of profiigate men and
women who fritter away life, seek
ing new pleasures, new sensations.
$1.00 net.

Ships in Port, by Lewis Worthington
Smith. A book of glowing, colorful
verse now vibrant with deep organ
tones of emotion, now inspired by
the wild breath of salt-laden gales
that sweep over tumultuous seas,
and again, singing of the crackling
warmth of a Winter hearth. Verse
of varied appeal and distinctive
charm. $1.25net.

“—and Other Poets,” by Louis Unter
meyer, author of “Challenge,” etc.
$1.25net. The modern Parnassians,
Frost, Masefield, Masters, Yeats,
Amy Lowell, Noyes, Pound, “F. P.
A.,” etc., are the victims in this ir

reverent volume of mirth and
thought provoking parodies.

The Poet in the Desert, by Charles
Erskine Scott Wood. A series of
rebel poems from the Great Ameri—
can Desert, dealing with Nature,
Life and all phases of Revolution
arv Thought. Octove, gray boards.
Price, $1.00.

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar Lee
Masters. “The richest mine of the
new poetry that has yet been opened
up.” Price, $1.25.

EDUCATION
Democracy and Education, by Prof.

John Dewey. “No one can read it

with understanding and fail to find
fresh significance in all his human
relationships. It is a great book be
cause it expresses more deeply and
more comprehensively than any
other that could be named the best
hope of liberal men. The mature
wisdom of the finest and most
powerful intellect devoted to the fu
ture of American civilization.”-—The
New Republic. Send $1.50.

Honesty; a Study of the Causes and
Treatment of Dishonesty Among
Children, by William Healy, Direc
tor of the Juvenile Psychopathic In
stitute. $1.00 net.

Self-Reliance, by' Dorothy Canfield
Fisher. This book helps children

'to help themselves which every sane
mother knows to be true, but which
they may fail to practice in the
hurry and press of domestic life.
$1.00net.

Education Unmasked, by Rev. Ealer.
A protest against the mental slaugh
ter of teachers. 25c.

Self-Reliance. Practical methods of
developing initiative and responsi
bility in the young. By Dorothy
Canfield Fisher,» author of “A Mon
tessori Mother,” “Mothers and
Children,” etc. Send $1.10.

Infancy and Childhood, by Walter
Reeve Ramsey, M. D., assistant pro
fessor of Diseases of Children, Uni
versity of Minnesota. Popular book
on the care of children. Price, $1.25
net. .

PSYCHOLOGY. ETC.
The Psychology of Relaxation, by

George Thomas White Patrick. A
notable and unusually interesting
volume explaining the importance
of sports, laughter, profanity, the
use of alcohol, and even war as fur
nishing needed relaxation to the
higher nerve centers. $1.25net.

Psychology of the Unconscious, by
Dr. C. G. Jung. Authorized transla
tion by Beatrice M. Hinkle, M.D.
The work is an outgrowth of
Freud’s method of psycho-analysis.
The translator is a member of the
Neurological Department of Cornell
University and the New York Post
Graduate Medical School. $4.

Three Introductory Lectures on the
Science of Thought,.by F. Max Miil
ler. 35c.

Science of
35c.

Three Lectures on the
Language, by F. Max Miiller.

A Beginner’s Psychology, by Edward
Bradford Titchener. “The things
on which stress is laid are not the
details that interest the expert, but
the questions that beginners na
turally ask.” Price, $1.10.

The Freudian Wish, by Edwin B.
Holt. A remarkably clear and in
teresting exposition of Freud’s the
ories with special consideration of
their bearing upon ethics. Second
printing. $1.25 net.

Thinking as a Science, by Henry Haz
litt. Telling us how to think, and
how to search for the rules and
methods of procedure which will
help us in thinking creatively, origi
nally and, not least of all, surely,
correctly. Net $1.00.

A Critical History of Philosophical
Theories, by Aaron Schuyler. A
scholarly, discriminating examina
tion of the theories of the philoso
phers 0f the various schools. “An
admirable digest of the teachings of
all known schools of philosphy
down to that of the present day.”—
Galveston News. $2.25postpaid.

\Essays in Experimental Logic, by
John Dewey, professor of Philoso
phy in Columbia University. This
new volume by Professor Dewey
will be‘ of peculiar interest to that
great and increasing circle of teach
ers and students who have come to
recognize in the author one of the
ablest thinkers and writers in the
country on philosophical subjects.
Send $1.35. I

SCIENCE
The Evolution of Man, Boelsche.

Darwinism up to date, in simple
language, with complete proof. Il
lustrated, cloth, 50c.

Modern Chemistry and Its Wonders,
by Geoffrey hlartin. This is a

popular and entertaining account of
some of the more remarkable recent
advances in chemical science. Send
$2.15.

(Continued on Page 39)
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The Masses versus Ward a 00W
Statement of Max Eastman

Before The Senator Thompson Legislative Committee

ENATOR THOMPSON, in making a com

plaint against the firm of Ward & Gow for

excluding our magazine from the subway

stands, I do not mean to impugn the motives

of that firm. I have no doubt that Mr. Ward is

acting up to his best judgment of what he owes to

the community. I say this because I know that his

firm loses a considerable sum of money by refusing

to handle our magazine, and I do not suppose that

he has any personal interest in losing money. No

doubt he is a good deal bothered by certain interests

who would like to consign our magazine to hell, but

we have no adequate reason to believe that his own

motive is identical with theirs. I think it is his

judgment and not his motive which is unenlight—

ened. And in presenting my complaint I am as

much moved by the hope of enlightening Mr. ward’s
judgment in the matter as I am of securing through

legislative channels a redress for this grievance.

I have been told by one of the most eminent law—

yers in New York that Mr. Ward has no legal right

to refuse to sell us space on his newsstands so long

as we do not publish anything that is unlawful. But

I was told in the same breath that we could not

prove this unless we had money enough to employ

expert counsel and carry out a very extended legal

proceeding. I believe it is a question whether dis

tributing information and selling space on these

newsstands is a “public service” or not; and to the
lay mind, it is so obviously a public service that I
suppose the phrase must have some very particular

I can’t discuss that. But I un

Ward himself said before this

excluded any magazine

meaning in the law.

derstand that Mr.

committee that he never
from these stands except on grounds of decency or
religion. I suppose, then, that Mr. Ward will have
to say that our magazine is indecent or blasphemous.

Now, the publication of indecency or blasphemy is a

crime. And I would like to ask Mr. Ward, not as a
point of law, but just as a point of ordinary pro
priety of conduct, if he does not think the proper
proceeding for those who complain to him that our
magazine is a criminal magazine is to go to the
District Attorney about it. Wouldn’t it be easier
for him to say to those people who ask him not to
handle our magazine, “Why, you are asking me to
accuse this editor of a crime! I cannot do that.
That is not the business of a private citizen. It is
the business of the District Attorney.”

This seems to be the answer which is made to
those interests who complain of our magazine by a
number of respectable institutions.

THE MA$$Es is on the reading tables of the New
York Public Library, the Library of Barnard Col
lege, the Library of the School of Journalism at
Columbia. It is strange the number of respectable
people in this community who pay $1 a year for this
monthly instalment of blasphemy and indecency.

I might pause to say that John D. Rockefeller, Jr.,

has personally subscribed to THE MASSES, though we
try to make it as unpleasant reading for him as we

possibly can.

Whatever may be the law, Senator Thompson,

from the point of view of very ordinary justice, this

Russian censorship exercised by Artemas Ward on

those newsstands is outrageous. Let us suppose

THE MASSES is an ordinary business and the pub

lishers are making a small living out of it. We obvi—
ously could not make a large living out of the maga

zine, because it is too good and too artistic. We

sell from 1,000to 2,000copies in the subway. That

brings us an income of from $',o to $140 a month.

Moreover, it gives us an excellent advertisement,

and it means that our published advertisements are

read by 3,000 or 4,000 people. It means also that

advertisers see our magazine in the subway, and

they know it is a live magazine. That makes a dif

ference, I suppose, ’or another $100 or $200. Mr.

Ward damages our business to the amount of about

$300 a month by this tyrannical action of his. In
other words, assuming that we are in this as busi

ness men, he drives us out of business on the ground

that we are committing the crime of publishing

blasphemy and indecency, although he has not, and

nobody has ever had, the audacity to make such a

complaint to the District Attorney. The injustice

of such a situation is obvious enough.

But, as a matter of fact, the injustice is greater

than that, for we are not business men and this
magazine is not an ordinary business. None of the

owners (who are also the contributing editors) de

rives any income from this magazine. At present

we pay $25 a week to a managing editor who reads
the manuscripts and makes up the magazine, and $20
to his assistant, and that is all we pay for editorial
expenses. We are in this thing because we have an
ideal of what an illustrated magazine ought to be,
and we want to give such a magazine to America.
THE MASSES has never paid a' cent for any article,
story, poem or picture, and yet it is edited and con
tributed to by the people whose things are pur

chased at a high price by all the popular magazines.I
A glance at our list of contributors will show you

how many of the people who supply the regular

of Mr. Ward’s
newsstands, are supplying “irreligion” and “inde

I),
cency to THE MASSES at the same time.

literary and artistic furnishings

These are a few of the artists who contribute to
THE MASSES: Art Young, George Bellows, W. J.
Glackens, Robert Henri, John Sloan, Maurice Beck
er, K. R. Chamberlain, Robert Minor, Boardman
Robinson, 0. E. Cesare, Arthur B. Davies.

And here is a brief list of writers: John Reed,

James Hopper, Mary Heaton Vorse, Inez Haynes
Gillmore, Lincoln Steffens, Charles Hanson Towne,
Professor Charles Beard, Leroy Scott, Amos Pin
chot, Congressman Isaac R. Sherwood, James Op

penheim, Louis Untermeyer, John Macy, Howard
Brubaker, Floyd Dell, Arturo Giovannitti, Ernest Poole.

Now you may ask why it is that all these men
and women who can make good money out of the
money-making magazines put their very best things
in THE MASSES for nothing. And I will tell you why
it is: it is because they have a religion. Their relig
ion, I admit, is not quite the same as that of the
people who complain to Mr. Ward about THE
MAsSEs. The main purpose of their religion is not
to make sure of the welfare of their own soul in the
next world on Sundays, and then grab all the money
they can off the counters of this world every other
day in the week. The main purpose of their religion
is to make humanity in this world more free and
more happy. That is what they are trying to do,
and because they find that they cannot do that as
they want to in the ordinary magazine, whose
ruling motive is the desire to make money, they
come around to our office once every month or so
and give the most intimate product of their hearts
and brains to THE MASSES.

You can see, Senator Thompson, that a magazine
which is created in that spirit and which is not
continually held in leash by the desire to increase
its subscription list, is bound to show a very wide
range in the material it publishes. If I were an
Editor who sat up in a high chair, as Mr. Ward
would like to have me do, to censor the religion and

' the art of the things these authors and artists give
me, we would not have any magazine at all. Our
policy is exactly the opposite. We think that what
America most needs is free forums of public expres
sion, and what we try to do with THE MASSES within
the limitations that are inevitably set by our own
temperament, is to make this magazine hospitable
to every strong and sincere expression of opinion
or feeling that can not find a voice in the money
making press. My ideal is a free humanity, and I
think the best way I can serve that ideal now is to
help these gifted men and women get out one free
magazine in America.

They want to give to the American public their
own intimate conviction, their own art, their own
most sacred personal feelings. They are not able to
do that under the ordinary editor because he makes
them write and draw what he wants. He is a man
with a technical knowledge of the magazine market
and what he wants is a magazine that will sell.

There is no danger of such an editor offending many
people, because if he did, he would not make money,
but there is danger of THE MASSES offending many
people because nobody connected with it is trying to
make money.

Now with only one day’s notice, and particularly
at this time of the year, it was not possible for me
to get all the representative citizens I wanted to
get down here to tell you that they understand our
religion, but I have brought a few.
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WHEN THE WQRLD COMES GUT OF THE JUNGLE

Arthur Young.YDrawn b
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Vol. VIII. No. 11

OR five minutes, ever since the voices in the

kitchen had begun, Miss Cora MacAllister had

been uneasy. Now, as the unfamiliar male

voice boomed out, Miss Cora moved her slip

pered feet from their footstool and rose. That was not

the voice of Lizzie’s steady follower; this was not his

evening. Lizzie had no other gentlemenfriends. More

over, the tone of the sounds from the kitchen had an

ominous quality, unlike the tone of, an evening call.

Miss Cora walked quickly through the dining room,

and pushed open the door into the kitchen.

The girl by the stove turned, with a frightened

“Agh!” Her hat had slipped back from her face, and

her cloak was unfastened. Miss Cora glanced from

her distorted face to the man standing just inside the

outer door.

“What is it
,

Lizzie? Who’s that man?”

small gray head had an agitated jerk as she gazed at

him, a man in a checked suit, with heavy eyebrows al

most meeting in a pale, insignificant face. As Miss

Cora looked back at Lizzie, she saw dull, painful red

mount from the girl’s throat up to the smooth brown

Miss Cora’s

hair.

“He followed me.”

Cora. “I been telling him to go away.”

“You see, ma’am,”——theman thrust a hand into his

Lizzie shrank away from Miss

pocket—“here’sthe way ’tis—”

“Don’t you speak to her!”

a gasp.

“Is he somebody you know, Lizzie?” Miss Cora de

manded. The swaying of the door as her shoulder

touched it relieved her.

Still—in her own kitchen —

The man leaned against the table, crossing

Lizzie’s voice broke into

“Don’t you!”

She might escape, if he became

violent!

“Sure!”

one yellow shoe over the other. “Sure, she knows me.

Ask her l”

“What do you mean, sir, by annoying a lady in this

Miss Cora’s thin voice bit at him sharply.

“If Lizzie

doesn’twish to seeyou, you may go at once!”

I ain’t seen

manner?”

She didn’t like his pale, sneering eyes.

“They ain’t no call to get excited, lady.

Lizzie here fer some time, and I got a good offer to

makeher. What’s more, I got a right to make it. See'1,

“Right!” Lizzie’s hands twisted together at her

breast. “Right! You !” I
“Don’t twist your hands that way!” exclaimed Miss

Cora. “Tell me what he means. Shall I send for the

police?”

“Now, ma’am l” The man stepped forward alertly.

“Like’s not you don’t know. But Lizzie here, she can’t

be too particular. An’ all I want is to make her a de

cent woman. She’d ought to be

glad, stead of stirring up a row. I got a right to her.”

Miss Cora drew her small figure erect, a flash of pre

monition trembling through her.

I want to marry her.

SEPTEMBER. 1916

USURY
Helen R. Hull

“Lizzie”—she began, but the girl hurled herself
toward the man, her hands quivering in angry gestures,
so that he retreated before her.

“Right!” she cried. “What rights you got? You
got through with me once, three years back. Do you
get your rights from that? Say?”

Miss Cora pressed her lips together; she saw Lizzie
and the man from the vortex of a sickening whirl. A

street brawl had been transplanted to her respectable
kitchen! What had every one told her when she took
the girl! And there was the man who had ruined
Lizzie. Miss Cora sat down suddenly in the low chair
near the cupboards. Lizzie turned; the rage had
drained out of her, leaving her haggard, with terrified
eyes.

“That’s him,” she said. “Him what ran Off when I
asked him to get me out of the trouble he’d made for
me—and me only sixteen.”

“Lady, it was this way.”

jauntily. “I lost my job, see? And I went looking for
another. And I lost track of her, see?
to do the fair thing by her. I been a—lookingfor her.

Now I just found her again.

The man spoke almost

I always meant

I got a job, and any
feller needs a wife. She’d ought to marry me. Now.
ain’t that all there is to it?”

“He’s lying!” whispered Lizzie fiercely. “He ain’t

ever looked for me, no more’n for any other girls he
got wrong.”

“But—how did you find her?” Miss Cora sat stifiiy

away from the back of her chair, her brows drawn
together. She was trying frantically to pigeon-hole

What was happening; to drive it into some corner of

her brain, where she would know how to act. As soon
as she could classify things, she knew what to do.
Only once in all her life had she met an unprecedented
event, and acted otherwise than in accordance with
her neat principles. Tonight was a result of that act!

“How did he find you if he wasn’t hunting for you?”

she repeated.

“Three years I’ve been a-looking—”

“You lie !” exclaimed Lizzie. “Miss Cora, he ain’t
looked a minute in his life. He came out here from

the city to work in that new factory. Last week I

thought I saw him, but I says togmyself, couldn’t be

him. I wouldn’t have it be him. And then—tonight

he follows me here, and I couldn’t get away. Right up

to the porch he follows, sneaking behind, and when I

opens the door, there he is
,

putting his hand on me.
Marry him! I’d kill myself dead first.”

Lizzie’s wrath seemedto make her round, young body

expand; her head was back, and the cords stood out

along her soft throat. Miss Cora felt old and small as

she looked up at the girl. She pushed her chair back

and stood up. She could manage things better from

her feet.

SSES
Ionic No. 63

The father of your baby?”

Lizzie nodded, her body drooping again “But there

she defended herself “It was dead

“This is the man, then?

wasn’t any baby—”

—always."

’ The man addressed himself to

Miss Cora; his voice dropped to a confidential tone.

“You see, she belongs to me. I’ll make her a respecta—

ble woman again.”

“You—" Lizzie laughed.

spectable l”

Miss Cora looked steadily at the man.

“You see, ma’am—’

“You make a woman re—

There was

truth in his coarse arguing. Marriage was the way in

which such mistakes as Lizzie’s were remedied. She

flushed when he said, slyly, as though he saw _her
thought:

‘

"I’ll make her a good husband, ma’am, and no one’ll

have a word to throw agin her.”

i

“I’m a decentwoman.

You got round me with your soft words when I was

such a baby I didn’t know what you meant by them.

It’s too

“Who has now?” cried Lizzie.

Then when I needed you—where was you?

late now.”
“Maybe you’re foolin’ another fellow into thinking

he’s got a good piece of goods in yuh?”

Lizzie’s eyes sought Miss Cora’s for a moment; they

were imploring, panic-widened eyes.

“Eh?” The man snarled as he saw the glance.

“That’s it
,

is it? Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll
tell him what sorts you are. You can’t do nothing for

yourself but marry me.”

“Theres’ one thing you don’t seem to realize,” said

Miss Cora with heat. Lizzie’s glance drove her to say

“If you should get Lizzie as a wife,

you’d be having much more than you deserve—or any
somethingat once.

other man. You’re in no position to speak as if you

were doing her a favor. You’re a man ten years older

than she is
,

and you got her into trouble. If you are

ready to be a man—which you weren't three years

ago—” Miss Cora felt her cheeksprickling; she wasn’t

accustomed to say such things to men—“If you are,

that’s no more than your duty.”

“I never meanther no harm, ma’am.”

“You causedher a great deal of suffering,” said Miss

“It’s not to be wondered at that she

Slowly Miss Cora had been

growing aware of the direction which principle and

right demanded that she take, and she was uncom

Cora severely.

doesn’t wish to see you.”

fortable. The man, as a concrete embodiment of that

direction, was unpleasing. She wished he would go.

“Now—” she announced—“Now you may go. I wish

to talk with Lizzie. And you may return—tomorrow is

Sunday—Monday night :”

“No!”

come back!”

Lizzie’s voice was desperate. “Don’t let him
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“Hush, child,” said Miss Cora. “I’ll see him. You

have a good position, sir?”

“Two-fifty a day, ma’am,and regular work.I
Miss Cora interrupted his ingratiating whine.

“Good night, then. You may come back at seven

thirty Monday. Don’t you come before then."

The man backed slowly toward the door, his eyes

on Lizzie, who stood quite rigid, her face turned away.

“If it’s another fellow—” he began. Then his eyes

shifted to Miss Cora, and he bowed awkwardly. “You’ll

show her what’s the decent thing to do, ma’am,” he

finished.

Miss Cora waited until she heard his footsteps on the
stone walk in front of the house before she looked at
Lizzie. The girl’s face was drawn and hard; she looked
as she had the day Miss Cora first saw her, when her
sister, Miss Cora’s washerwoman, was turning her

out. Lizzie had come from the city a few days before
the baby was born. Her sister had railed at her a week,

and then driven her out. She had to keep her own

I can—”

character, didn’t she, if she went on washing for re- -

spectable people? Miss Cora had shrunk from her
as an abandoned woman; then, strangely enough, the
desperateyoung eyes had caught at the heart beneath
the rigid code of the spinster, and Miss Cora had taken
the girl home to her neat, lonely house. To her pro

testing friends she had said that she needed a maid, a
companion, and she was old enough not to be contam
inated. Moreover, she might be able to reform the
girl. _

“Let’s go into the sitting room,” she said, after a

moment. “You take off your coat, and we can sit down

and talk.” ‘

“You don’t want me to marry him !” Lizzie’s words
burst out almost inarticulately. “He—he’s bad!"

“Not so bad as we’ve thought, Lizzie, if he didn’t
mean to desert you. If he’s been looking for you—”

“Him! He just happens to see me. He never
looked—”

“Then why should he want to marry you now?” Miss

Cora brightened as she put that question. It seemedto
prove her point.

“I dunno. Maybe I’m better looking. Maybe I looked

sort of happy—and he thought he’d fix that. He’s that

bad!”

Miss Cora made a doubtful little clucking sound;

Lizzie was nice appearing.

“I might 0’ known I was having more’n I deserved.
Oh, Miss Cora!” Lizzie’s breathing tore through her

words. “You send him away—he’d go if you made
him— He can’t hurt Roy—cause I_told him—same’s
you said I should— You—you won’t make me marry

him—”

“Lizzie, my dear child—” Miss Cora was almost
gasping, herself— “Of course I won’t make you. But
if you see it’s the right thing to do—won’t you do it P”

“It ain't right! How could it be, and me hating
him !”

“You felt that way tonight. But you want to be a
good woman, don’t you? And here’s the man who was
the same as married to you once—could you go on
and marry Roy now and feel it was right P”

“’Twouldn’t make me a good woman, marrying him
wouldn’t. I’d be wanting to kill him— Oh, I can’tl”
Lizzie threw her arm across her eyes and turned to
lean against the wall. Under the folds of the rough
coat which she still wore, Miss Cora could see the
girl’s body tremble.

“Lizzie— It seems to me that this is a chance for
you to show that you are good. If it seemshard, that
may be God’s punishment for doing wrong. If that
man wants to make up to you what he did, I’m afraid
I think you ought to— You did love him once, before
you knew Roy—” ,

“I never loved him—not lovin’ like-— I didn’t know

THE MASSES.

anything—and he showed me attention—and I thought

I was smart, catching an older fellow— Now, there’s

Roy—~” Lizzie whirled on Miss Cora. “You know

how I’d cut myself to pieces for him. I—I could 0’

been a 'good wife to him—and now— Oh, my God !”

Miss Cora was aware of the beginning of fierce sur

render in Lizzie’s last words. The girl would heed her,

then, as she had heededher ever since Miss Cora had

started to help her struggle up from theabyssof despair

where she had beenthrust. For amoment Miss Cora had

a cold little fear; suppose she should misdirect Lizzie.

But only for a moment; she was sure there could be

no two ways out of this affair, no two right ways. If
it seemed difficult, it was so much the surer to be

right. The world was made that way. She was fond

of Lizzie, and proud of the wholesome, capable woman

into which the girl had developed. Probably she had

been too proud of her, and this was a test for her,
too.

“Miss Cora—” Lizzie faced her again, quiet except

for fingers which gripped into the palms, relaxed, and

gripped again with a passionate regularity. “Miss

Cora, doesn’t seem ’sif I could 0’ done anything bad

enough to have to marry that—”

“Don’t think just of yourself, Lizzie. Think of what’s
1

right to do.”'
“It’s me what’ll have to get married, Miss Cora.

Am I bad? Have you beena-thinking I was bad all the

time I beenhere with you I—I’ve tried—”

“No, no, child!” Miss Cora clasped her thin hands

togetherso that the old knuckles stood out. “We haven’t

thought about it—except for the time you had to tell

Roy. Why, I’ve f'orgottenit months at a time.”

“And Roy—he said ’twas me now he was wanting—

oh, he wouldn’t let me—”

The flash of white hope in Lizzie’s face frightened

Miss Cora, and she flung out a stern answer;

“Roy’s a good man, and he’ll do what you think is

right.” ~

As she saw Lizzie’s face settle again into stiff hope—

lessness, she added:

“Yotf must decide what to do, what to tell Roy be

fore he comes tomorrow.”

“If—if ’twas just somethingto do and be done with—
maybe I’d seehow I coulddo it. But getting married——
day—and night! Miss Coral and the little house me

and Roy planned— Why, it’s Saturday next week I
was goin’ to marry—”

“Lizzie, you’ve got to put your mind to what you

ought to do, not what you want to do. I’m afraid

we’ve beencareless—goingalong as if you’d never done

anything you might have to pay for.”
“Why don’t he have to pay? Why do I have to pay

all the rest of my life for one thing I done wrong?

Roy ain’t done a thing—and he’ll have to pay—”

“It’s hard for me, too.” Miss Cora looked up at

Lizzie piteously. “I’ve been glad to think you were
going to marry Roy, and I’ve liked helping you get

ready. I’ve liked thinking about how happy you

would be.” ~

“Oh, I can’t give him up, Miss Cora! I can’t!”
“Don’t you suppose—you might grow to like this

And any

way, if you married him, you’d have your duty to him

man—you must have liked him some, once.

as a wife.”

Lizzie lifted her eyes to Miss Cora’s, in a final en
treaty. Miss Cora felt as if she were pushing away the
fingers of a drowning woman from the piece of drift—

wood that might save her.

“It’s the only thing to do, Lizzie,” she said. and her

voice sounded fatuous in her own ears.

The girl moved slowly past her. Miss Cora watched

her in silence until she pushed open the door into the

next room. Then she cried out,

“Where are you going?”

Lizzie stopped,without turning. “Upstairs.”

“What for, Lizzie? What are you going to do?”

“I got to think what to tell Roy—”

The door swung shut, and Miss Cora brushed away

the tears which burned against her eyelids.

took things hard. Perhaps by morning she would be

more resigned. It was late; she felt very weary.

\Vhy couldn’t the man have come a week later, she

thought suddenly! Then he would have been too late.

She drew a little breath at her temerity in questioning

the ways of Providence. As she often said, things

would all come out for the best in the end. Her slip- ‘

pers scuffling slightly on the floor, she moved across to

the door, locked it
,

snapped out the lights, and went

slowly into her sitting room.
’

Lizzie

Her morris-chair drawn up near the reading lamp,

the magazine, the footstool, all were just as she had

left them. She stared at them with a certain disgust,

as though she suspectedtheir comfort of some lurking

sin. Perhaps her friends, and her own instincts for

that matter, had been right; perhaps you couldn’t har

bor a woman who had gone wrong without trouble.

But the girl had never had a chance in her desperate

young years until she had come to Miss Cora’s. Since

then—Miss Cora sighed. She would be lonely after

Lizzie had gone. And just becausethe girl had loyalty

to her—and self-respect—a desire to be good—there

she was upstairs, suffering. Miss Cora shivered; the

room had grown cold. She must go to bed herself.

She climbed the stairs slowly. The excitement of

the evening had stiffened her old knees. At the door

of Lizzie’s room she paused. There was no light in

side, and no sound. With a tightening of her lips

against a sigh, she went on into her own chamber.

She undresed, hung her garments carefully in their

places in the closet, folded back the stiff counterpane,

and snappedon the night light; then she tiptoed back to

Lizzie’s door. After listening for a moment, she called,

She thought she heard a faint movement,but

there was no answer. She returned to her own room,

and climbed into her large bed. She lay motionless;

her eyelids ached with her effort to keep them closed.

She kept hearing the silence behind Lizzie’s door, a

heavy, heart-breaking silence. Once she sat up in bed,

thinking that she must open that door. But she lay

down again; there was nothing she could say. Finally,

when the gray light of a winter morning came faintly

in to soften the curious shadows thrown by the night

light, Miss Cora fell asleep.

She woke early in the morning, and when she heard

Lizzie descending the stairs, she turned her face
against the pillow with a little mumbled prayer o

f

grate

fulness.

“Lizzie.”

Perhaps everything would seem better, now

that morning had come. Whatever she had feared
vaguely, nothing had happened.

Later, when she went down stairs, and Lizzie looked
up from the silver she was laying at Miss 'Cora’s place

with a good morning, Miss Cora assured herself, in
spite of the girl’s haggard face, that everything would
be all right now. Lizzie brought the toast and coffee
without raising her eyes.

the girl was thinking, and decided, somewhat wistfully,

that she couldn’t ask her, if she didn’t wish to talk.
The silence bothered Miss Cora; she was fond of the
friendly casual chatter the two usually had. Constraint
held her, as if she were wishing to speak out in

church.

When it was time for her to dress for church, she

was glad. She had been trying to read her Bible, but

for once the book seemedto have nothing to offer as

proof that she was making Lizzie do the right thing.

She read through the verses, “Let him who is without

’ But they gave her no sustenance. Perhaps the

minister would help. Only a few weeks ago he had

preached on the “j'oyous difficulty of right-doing.”

Miss Cora wondered what

guilt—’
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THE MASSES.

Drawnby K. R. Chamberlain.

IML ,

'0' tar-rmrawqhhemw.3'' 1'
,.x;_1_..‘,<',-1.:~:rn;g,.;~.,.7,,.,_

b“IVIaclam, this will make your Son more helpful and better mannered.“

“Military training will make the averageAmerican boy more helpful, obe
dient and better manneredthan he has learnedto be in the home.”—Rear
Admiral Goodrich.

After church she would dine with the old friends
with whom she always dined the last Sunday of the
month. She knew what they would say if she asked
them; they would agree with her. They had objected
to her taking in Lizzie, but they would agree with her
now. For some reason that thought disturbed her.

She couldn’t manage the hooks at the collar of her
gray silk. Lizzie appeared from her room so imme—
diatelyafter Miss Cora called, that the latter wondered
whethershe had been waiting for a summons.

PM She could see nothing

of the girl’s face in the mirror, just the blue gingham

morning dress.

“No. I—I guess I won’t go to church.”

How cold Lizzie’s fingers were! They fumbled at

the hooks, halted, as though Lizzie was thinking of

something else, was trying to say something.

“You’re not dressed, Lizzie

“You remember I’m going to dinner with'the For

rests?"

“Yes, Miss Cora.”

Miss Cora turned quickly. “Lizzie,” she said, catch
ing the girl’s hand. “Do you want something?”

Lizzie shook her head.

“You won’t be lonesome?" Miss Cora looked down
at her hand; old as it was, with the ridgesof veins
faintly underlined with blue along the back; it had more
warmth than the firm white hand it clung to.
don’t think you better come to church?"

“No, I can’t.” Lizzie raised her free hand to her fore
head, pushed back her hair, drew her fingers down to

“You
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IO

her lips for a moment. “I—I don’t feel right to go.

But—Miss Cora—” The hand in Miss Cora’s jerked——

“You won’t be very late?”

“No, Lizzie. If you want me, I could even say to
the Forrests that I couldn’t come. Although they would
think it strange—”

“No—no—it’s just—you’ll be home this afternoon be
fore Roy comes? I’m frightened to tell him.”

Miss Cora blinked rapidly against the tears which
came. Sunday afternoons had been such beautiful
hours for Lizzie, with Roy coming out from the city—

Oh, wasn’t it all too bad!
“I’ll be back very early.” She sniffled a little. “I—

I must go now, or I’ll be late.”

She wanted to throw her arms about Lizzie, to com
fort her; but the suffering had walled up around the
girl until she could not even touch her hand again.

“Don’t bother to come down stairs,” she said.
As she pinned on her hat in the hall below, she heard

the door into Lizzie’s room close softly.
Church that morning gave Miss Cora none of her

usual glow at a pleasant duty properly performed. The
sermon on foreign missions made her wonder whether
teaching heathen what was right ever filled the mis
sionaries with distress and confusion like hers. Later,
at dinner, for the first time in her life, the comfort of
the Forrest family seemeda thing so secure, so in ac
cordance with rule, that it felt unreal. When, in the
early dusk of the afternoon she steppeddown from the
car in which Mr. Forrest had driven her home, and
walked up to her front door, she tried to rally her con
victions about her for protection against the fear that
besiegedher.

She opened the door, and found the house warm, si
lent, just as she always found it. Then as she stood
drawing off her gloves, she heard a voice, a slow,
struggling voice.

“She says I’d ought to. She took me.
treated me ’sif I was dirt, and she took me. She says
I got to do it. If I’m a good woman. I got to be a
decentwoman. Roy! I couldn’t be your wife—’f I was
a bad one. You—you’re too good. I—I wouldn’t let
you marry a bad woman. You ought to gone away
when I told you what I was.”

“Do you want to marry him?”
“I’d rather first kill myself

(lead. Don’t look at me like
that!” ,

Lizzie’s voice had the terrify
ing quality of a suppressed
scream. Miss Cora put out her
hand to the wall to steady her
self against the lurching of the
floor. She must go out into the
dining room; she felt as if she
couldn’t lift her feet.

“I tell you it isn’t right, then!”
Roy’s voice called out, lashing
Miss Cora erect. “’Tisn’t right,
that’s all.” r

“If you been bad once, you
never get over it

,

seems.” Liz
zie’s voice dropped to its mono
tone again. “You pay for it

’slong’s you live.”
“You ain’t bad. You’re the

best girl I ever knew. You—
why, I can’t tell you, Lizzie!
You— You’re going to marry

Ain’t

You—

Everybody

me—you’re my woman.
we got it all planned?
Lizzie!”

“No— No! You—you can’t
touch me—- Oh-h!”

THE MASSES.

“Lizzie, you thought ’twas all right to’marry me,

didn’t you? You been planning on it ?”

“I—I always knew I wasn’t good enough for you.”

“That ain’t sense—if you love me—and you do!”

Miss Cora had reachedthe door into the small dining

room. Lizzie, seated by the table, had thrown back

her head to look up at the man standing in front o
f

her. The white glory in the girl’s face made Miss

Cora throw up her hand across her eyes.

“’F I didn’t love you, ’twouldn’t make no difference

’bout my being good. I love you—so I got to be good-’s

I can—” _
“You love me—so you’re going to let him have you—

going to have children by him—”

“Maybe I’ll die!” cried Lizzie.

against her body, clutching at her breasts.

feels ’sif I’d die.”

“You don’t think it’s right!

becauseshe said to!”

“I don’t know. She says—”

“She’s an old woman—how does she know?

She flung her arms

“In here it

You’re doing it just

She

never hada man—what right’s she got to tell you—”

“Hush!” Lizzie had seen Miss Cora. Her eyes

startlingly wide, with great dark circles about them, the

g
i ’ pushed back her chair, and retreated along the edge

of the table. The man turned, his round face flushed
up to his sandy hair. Miss Cora noticed mechanically

that he wore the new?suit Lizzie had helped him buy,

and the tie she herself had given him for Christmas.

“You think I’m an old woman—” Miss Cora tried

“And that I don’t know.

It’s what is

to steady her thin voice.

Don’t you see it isn’t just what I think?
right?”

“You’ll excuse me, Miss MacAllister—” Miss Cora

saw his usual manner of shy friendliness struggling a

moment against the great rush of emotion within him—

and whirling off in the flood. “How do you know

what’s right? Who told you?" His hands shot out

in awkward, right-angled gestures; they were square—

fingered, slow; honest hands, like the boy himself.

“You’re higher up than us—more learning—but who

told you what’s right?”

“Lizzie knows, too.

conscience ain’t telling her nothing but

Her consciencetells her.”

“Lizzie’s

A DRAWING BY MAURICE BECKER

_“Lizzie—
doing this because I say to, not because you think it

She never did anthing so bad as

What

what you told her.

trying to give a woman to a man she hated.

for?”
“Roy, when people make mistakes, they always have

to suffer—but it comes out—it comes out in the end—”

Miss Cora’s into silence. She
couldn’t rememberhow it came out in the end.

“Mistakes? Lizzie? ‘A kid work
ing in a pickle factory and living with a mean sister.

\Vho helped her? Along comes this pimp—and shows

her a little fun—and then—’cause who tells her what

he’s after, huh?—he gets her. What ought to happen

to him? ’Stead of that, you’d give him my Lizzie.

Mistakes? W'ho’s making ’em?”

Miss Cora put her hands up to her ears, as if the

words hurt her there, instead of deep within her heart.

Then she heard Lizzie’s voice, faint and from some

great distance, and she lowered her hands. Past the
square shoulders of the man she could see Lizzie’s face.

“Roy,” she was saying, “Roy!” And the boy turned,

an imploring humility coloring his assertiveness. “You

mustn’t talk like that. Miss Cora—she’s good—she—

knows what respectable folks think—she ought to

voice wavered off

\Vho made ’em?

know—3'

Miss Cora felt her old heart beating very slowly;

all her principles had hurried there, and lay in a cold,

inert mass, against which she could scarcely breathe.

She watched curiously the color draining out of the

boy’s neck, leaving just a line of chafed red above his

She knew that his face would be white,

It was, with sandy

Sunday collar.
too, when he turned to her again.

eyebrows bristling against its chalkiness.

“She’ll do what you say is right,” he said, haltingly.

“I—I’d kill that skunk before I’d let him touch her.

You-—you don’t want her to have children to him, do

you? Maybe I ain’t very good—but I’d be good to

her—”

Miss Cora, clasping her hands stiffly before her'
walked rigidly past Roy, around the table to Lizzie.

” she cleared her throat. “Lizzie, you are
is right ?”

Lizzie’s fingers were twisting a bit of the table cloth:
except for a slight contracting of her eyelids, she gave

no sign that she had heard.

“I can’t make you.” Miss

Cora tried to push her voice
out; it sounded queer and

frightened. “I can’t be sure I

know what you should do. l

thought I knew—but I can’t be

sure. I can’t tell you what to
do. Go ahead—asyou want to.”

Lizzie’s hand closed over the
table edge.

“You mean I won’t be a bad
Hwoman— she whispered.

“I hope not. Roy’s right.
I’m an old woman. I don’t
know.”

She watched the pale, tremu
lous light beating up into the
clay despair of Lizzie’ face.

After all, real love was a

good thing.

“God will let me take the
blame,” she said softly.

OTB—Our cover Page this

month is a drawing from

life by Frank Walts of Miss

Fania Marina as “Ariel” in “The

Tempest.”
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, THE MASSES. II

"my-x.

Drawn by E. Gminska.

HE saddest effect of the collapse of the Mexican

war, is that it leaves Roosevelt without an army

to general. Now, at any rate, he can appreciate the

feelings of John M. Parker, Bull Moose candidate for

vice-president.

INCE Carranza is too proud to fight, we are going

to lend him money. Uncle Sam’s sentimentsseem

to be, “Our money or your life.”

rt VENTUALLY, why not now”—under this caption

the New York Journal shows American flags

planted all the way to Panama. Hearst must have a

house and lot in Central America, too. .

OOD shortage on the border, water famine, and

companies all doubled up with ptomaine—the title

of this picture is
,

“The Spirit of ’98.”

THE Italians recently mined and blew up a moun

tain. They must be running low on faith.

VERY man who owns an automobile will sympa

thize with Candidate Hughes, who has a German—

American vote on his hands and cannot afford to keep

it or throw it away.
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SUFFERING PLEASURE

SAD commentaryupon our degeneratetimes is the

protest of the New York labor unionists against

the military, duty bills compelling them to shoot them

selves in time of strike, and another is the squashy sen

timent in the National Education Association against

training infants for homicide.

N the other hand, Marjorie’s battleship fund is

already large enough to buy a splendid rowboat.

HE levy on alcohol having proved a failure, France

proposes to revive the tax on doors and windows

last used in 1791. Has the government forgotten what

happened to everybody’s head about that time?

c ‘ WO Sharks Seen Near Oyster Bay,” says the New

The Pro

gressives who were left ivaiting at the church will not

be surprised at any news from Oyster Bay.

York Tribune, mentioning no names.

HE New York Stock Exchange has for the first

time expelled a member for cheating cusotmers.

If that carping spirit is allowed to spread it will bust

up the club.

Sad Words
n RS. HUGHES, Interviewed, Bars Quotation

Marks.” With everybody else down on the
hyphens, it’s a hard summer for punctuation.

HE official reports from Berlin upon the allied of

fensive on the Somme indicate that Germany has

mobilized its third line of liars.

“ HE reason why labor is not entitled to profit,”

says the New York Times, “is because it is

guaranteed its wage and puts nothing at risk.” Noth

ing, that is
,

except its life and its time, and odds and

ends of limbs and the subsistenceof its children and

the chancesof a solvent old age.

REVISED
version, after the landing of the sub

marine Deutschland, “Rule, Britannia, Britannia
rule the wave, except on Tuesdays and Saturdays.”

VERYBODY’S MAGAZINE says America is not fit

to belong to a League to enforce peace because
we hate to fight. The editor is mad becausewe haven’t
an army of twenty million to be peaceful with.

LOOKS
like a sad case of infantile paralysis.

HOWARDBRUBAKER.
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AN AMERICAN HOLIDAY
HE United States was recently on the point of

going to war on account of the killing of some

negro soldiers in Texas. But, as if to keep anybody

receiving from this an erroneous impression about

the American attitude toward the negro, the citizens

of Waco, Texas, at about the same time conducted a

lynching. A friend of THE MASSES,a woman of the

highest integrity and courage, who went to Waco

the day after the lynching and who investigated the
case, gives the following account of it:

A WHITE woman, the“wife of a farmer living near

the town of Robiqbon, near Waco, was assaulted

and murdered; spspiciori pointed to the hired hand, a

negro boy of seventeen, named Jesse Washington,

who seems to have been mentally deficient. He was

arrested, and a confession was obtained from him——

not in his writing, for he could not read or write.

Before the confession was had, a mob, loaded into

thirty automobiles, came from Robinson to Waco,

where the boy had been put in jail, intending to

lynch him. He had been taken to the county seat,

so the mob went there, only to find that he had been

taken to Dallas. Some people from Waco then

went to Robinson and urged that the law be allowed

to take its course; and on the promise that the negro

boy would vvaivehis legal right to appeal for a new

trial, and that the execution would take place at

once, the Robinson people agreed not to interfere

with the course of justice. The boy waived his

rights, was indicted, and taken to Waco, where he

was to be tried the next day—May 15.
The trial was hurried through, and the jury—on-e

member of which was a convicted murderer under

suspended sentence—brought in a verdict of guilty.

The little courtroom, which holds 500 people, was

packed with 1,500,and there was a crowd of two

thousand outside. The judge, a machine politician,

began writing in his docket. The sheriff, who had

sworn in fifty deputie-siwho were not present——

slipped out of the courtroom; he is running for re

election.
A tall man in the back of the room yelled “Get

the nigger!” The mob surged forward and seized

the boy. The judge, who had a revolver in his desk,

made no move to stop them. A door, which locked

by a peculiar device, had been fixed so that it would

open; the boy was dragged through that door and

down a narrow circular stairway.
I

These details were given me by people present at

the trial. What follows is according to other eye

witnesses,backed up by photographs of the event, sold

as souvenires.*
They put a chain around the boy’s body, and

hitched it to an automobile. The chain broke.

Shrieking and struggling, the boy was stripped of

his clothes and slashed with knives. Some one cut

his ear off; someone else unsexed him. A girl in a

law ofiice which looks down on the yard behind the

Court House, told me of seeing this done.
They dragged him half a mile to a bridge, where

one faction of the mob wanted to lynch him; but

another part of the mob insisted on taking him to

the City Hall, where a fire was already going. So
they dragged him back. One of the photographs

shows the waiting mob gathered about the tree,

under which the fire is blazing. The mob had got a

“Thesephotographs,togetherwith a more detailedaccount
of the lynching,maybe seenin the supplementto the CRisIs
of July.

‘doing anything they wanted to.”

little boy to light the fire, because a minor could

not be indicted.

While the fire was being fed the

naked negro boy was beaten with clubs, bricks,

shovels, and stabbed and cut until, according to the

with boxes,

.Waco Times-Herald, “his body was a solid color of

red, the blood of the many wounds inflicted covered

him from head to foot.” The chain was thrown over

a limb of the tree, and he was strung up; when he

tried to take hold of the chain, they cut off his fin

gers. Then they lowered him, by the chain about
his neck into the fire. . I have a photograph
showing the roasted body hanging to the tree—and
showing also the joyous, laughing, holiday faces of
the mob. Women and children also saw the lynch
ing. One man held up his little boy above the heads
of the crowd so that he could see; a little boy was in
the top of the tree, where he stayed till the fire be—
came too hot.

Then the body was torn to pieces, and divided as
souvenirs among the mob. 4People went about the
next day when I was there, showing fingers and toes.
Some one fastened irope about the torso, dragged
it through the streets of Waco. The head was put
on the stoop of a disreputable woman’s house in
Waco’s segregated district. Some little boys pulled

out the teeth and sold them for five dollars apiece.
The torso was taken to Robinson, exhibited, brought
back to Waco, and put on the fire again.

The of Waco those who
looked on, from his chambers in the City Hall——

Mayor was among

cursing, it is said, because the tree was being de
stroyed! The photographs were taken from the
City Hall, the photographic apparatus having been
brought there in readiness for the event.

Waco is a city of 30,000inhabitants, with 39 white,“
churches and four white colleges.

Only one of the newspapers commented editorially
on the lynching.

The sheriff, it is freely predicted, will succeedin be—
ing re-elected.

In the course of my 'investigation, I asked many
people if the same treatment would have been meted
out if the woman as well as the boy had been a negro.
They said: “We would not have stopped the niggers

I asked, if the woman
had been colored and the boy white, what would have
happened? “Nothing.” If they had both been white?
“Oh, white people don’t do things like that.” I said:
“Yes, they do. There is a
white man in Texas who cut his wife into little pieces
with a knife and took a day to do it. And he is still
at large.”

They do worse things.

I was told: “You don’t _know the niggers.” \Vell, I
went about in the colored quarter of Waco for days,
and talked to colored men,-and never once was there
a gesture or a glance or a tone that could possibly have
been thought objectionable; while during that same
period I was subjected by more than one white 'man
to disagreeableattentions; in some cases I had to fight
with them. An'ofiicial of the Waco jail tried to lock
me into a bedroom when I- went there to visit the pris
oners; and when I cameback that same day with some
tobacco for them, he shut the white prisoners in their
cells, put me in a corridor that ran ’round the build
ing, with all the colored men in the jail for company,
locked the door and left the jail for two hours. I did
not realize the significanceof this at the time: I talked
with them for an hour, and was treated with the great

est courtesy; and when I was ready to go I rattled the
door and called for the official.
in the warden’s office waiting for his release papers,
with whom I had been talking, dashed up the stairs,
his face pale, and asked if I was all right! He told me
the official had gone away for the afternoon. \Vhen
he finally returned and let me out, he grinned, and
asked-if I had had a pleasant time. I said I had.
“Well,” said this Southern gentleman, “I thought if a
decent white man wouldn’t suit you, maybe the Diggers

A prisoner who was

would.”

I went to a colored church, and asked if I might
speak after the services; and I apologized from the
pulpit on behalf of my own race for their treatment
of the negro. I took this story to the newspapers the
next day. “Do you really expect us to print that?” one
editor asked. “Why not?” I said. “There would be
another lynching,” he told me. I said I had heard that
sort of thing, and I wanted to

.

see what would really
happen. I was willing, I said, to take the chance. Not
one paper dared print the story.

During my stay in Waco my room in the hotel was
broken into and searched, my mail opened, and I was
followed by detectives; and I was warned to leave the

town.

* * *

THAT
lynching in Waco was one of 31 lynchings

I. Not
one year has passed, since 1885,when they began to
collect statistics on the subject, with less than sixty
lynchings of negroes; some years the number has been
as high as 155. In the last 30 years there have been
over two thousand eight hundred negroes put to death
in this manner in the United States.

of negroes in the United States since Jan.

The National Association for the Advancement of

_AaLColoredPeople proposes to raise immediately a fund of
at least $10,000to start a crusade against this modern
barbarism. Already $2,000 has been promised, con
ditional upon the whole amount being raised. Those
interested in this movement should write to Roy Nash,
secretary, 70 Fifth avenue,New York City.

This would be a better action on behalf of civilization
than merely giving relief to your feelings by denounc—
ing atrocities which happen to be German or advocat
ing that we send an army into Mexico to avenge the
incidental killing of a few American citizens during

a Mexican war for liberty.

Note For Bird-Lovers
UST the other day a woman, a gentle Christian

woman with white hair, told me tearfully: “My

heart was broken this noon, for the cat came in with
a robin in her mouth, and ate it greedily. It was 8

young robin which had fallen from its nest.”
“Perhaps,” I suggested, “the cat thought the bird

was a Mexican.”
’

“I wish it had been!” she exclaimed heartily.

G. B.

They Also Fought

“IT is to the Tsar, Whose determination to persevere
when the hour was darkest was so superb, that

our tribute is first due, and next it is due to the Rus—

sian Armies and the Russian people, who have set—

onded so devotedly the Imperial efforts, and are once

more saving the liberties of Europe.”—L0nd0n Times.
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Preparedness Advocatez—“If we don‘t prepare as they did. it‘ll happen to us l
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Educatlon I A Community Masque

A Stadium.
gongs. heard in the distance.

(Automobile horns, trolley
Night.)

The spokenword beingessential,accordingto, the authors
of masquesrecentlyproduced,lines are herewrthPTOVldCd.,
But it is understoodthat nobodyin the audiencecan hear
whatis said. Only the few havingthe priceto buy a libretto
beforehand,and with timeto readit, knowwhatis goingon.
Durin the performancelate-comerspassbetweenthe audience
and te scene,and by the time every one is seated,those
who havehad enoughbeginto file out. This furnishesthe
actionof the masque.

(Darkness,during whichhaveassembledin the foreground
collegepresidents,professors,instructorsand teachers. They
sin , while the scenegrowsbrighterand brighter,as though
a tioodof light werebeinglet in.)

Prologue.

ALL

There is a process known to man
Which human-kind is bent to;

It makes of every one it can

What Nature never meant to:

The one who might excel a bit
It levels to the many,

And that poor chap without a wit
Becomes as good as any:

A little turn, a little twist
Of natural adaptation,—

Who should have been a humorist

Turns out to rule the nation:

The afi‘luentwithout a bent,

The poor, who’d never do more,

Take their D.D.‘s with wonderment,

And never see the humor:

(With greatfervor.)

From out the past we have amassed 'e

Of each decaying nation,

The learning vast (which proved its last),

And called it Education!

LI
"

Act I.

(Darkness,piercedby a spot-lightwhich throws red and
rbluerays. stageappearsm the centerof the scenic d

e

--signat the further end of the stadium. Scott Nearing15
revealed,suit casein hand,his facetowardthe_audience,and
his backtowardthe Universityof Pennsylvania.He walks
OE slowly.)

SCOTTNEARING

Amid the glades of William 'Penn

I taught of pleasant things, and then

It seemedto me that eager youth

Should be conducted nearer truth:

That truth was of a vulgar stuff,—

That near enough was near enough,—

That things should false and pleasant be,—

Thus, thus they thought at U. of P.

(An invisibleorchestrastrikesup a march.)

(The trusteesof the Universityof Pennsylvaniatroopacross
the open spacein the foregroundof the Stadium. A dim
religiouslight playsuponthem. Following a short conference
theysing.)

TRUSTEESor THE UNIVERSITY OF PENNSYLVANIA.

A highly paid professor

Should impart a moral tone,

And his views are what we tell him,

Independent of his own;

And for the docile here’s a

Prodigality of pelf;

Should he wish to teach what he thinks,

Then he ought to pay himself.

'_ (Troop off, repeatingthe refrain.)$.21-

Seymour Barnard

Inner SCCH€.
(A stageappearsjust abovethat uponwhichScottNearing

stood. A lavenderlight, with a hint of yellow, revealing
NicholasMurray Butler on the stepsof the library of Co
lumbiaUniversity.)

NICHOLASMURRAY BUTLER

An easy liberality

Is here allowed to function,

Without that prodigality

Extremists view with unction:

“A lissome latitude allowed,”

Our tentative decision;

A recognition of the crowd,—

When it obstructs our vision.
(Simultaneouslywith the above,four radicalsof the faculty

of ColumbiaUniversitydancein the foreground.)

FOUR RADICALS
Ink and anarchy!

Ph. D. !
Rank rebellion

And history!

We’re the bane

Of the faculty,—

Irksome irritation:

Our atypical

Attitude,

Our complaint at ,

A platitude,

Lends the likeness of
Latitude,

To the Corporation!
(To soft music.)

Dance we now, and let us charm you,

What we say need not alarm you,

VVe’re_toofew by far to harm you,
Any one will testify.

Act II.
(Darkness,_piercedby a crimsonShaft. Scott Nearing is

Shownknockingat the gatesof HarvardUniverSIty.)

SCOTTNEARING
Place Athenian; time, Socratic,

Just a little more than static,

I’ve a messagehere for youth,

Ever burning, brightest truth!
A VOICE FROM WITHIN

(To slow,very slowmusic.)
This is but a seat of learning,

And no place for messageburning;

Flame and ardor, inspiration,

Here give way to Education.

Inner Scene.
(The precedingscenedarkens.

on the stageabove. The setting-representsa five-footbook
shelf.)

CHARLES W. ELIOT
In gentle, aphoristic vein

I comment on each timely topic,

Reiterating yet again
Opinions mild and philanthropic:

It little matters what I say

As subject for my peroration,

The unimportant things to-day

Attract the man of Education:

Then let our mental exercise
Ignore the substancefor the tissues,

Leave us the lesser things we prize,

The mob, the vulgar vital issues.

CharlesW. Elibt appears

Interlude . ‘

(Groupsof trusteesarrive, swathedin a white light. A
numberof freshmenfollow.A greenlight plays over them.)

TRUSTEES

(To freshmen.)
If after all your schooling

There should happen to survive,

A little of the human
And a little of the live,
If there still persists a notion
That it’s well to be of use,
That the human race is worthy
But decidedly obtuse, —

PROFESSORS

(From somewherein the dark,to freshmen.)

Be, ye unregenerate,

Satisfied to speculate,

Action’s for the vulgar
And the ones we fail to educate.

FRESHMEN

If furnished with a good excuse
We’ve no desire to be of use;

What better reason for stagnation
Than that of Higher Education?

(The freshmenare followedby a pageantof collegewomen,
bearing a banner Inscribed.“WE DEMAND ALL LA'BOR
FOR OUR PROVINCE”)

COLLEGE W0 MEN

Our colleges and seminaries
Supply the world with secretaries,
Though handicappedby certain shirkers
Behold the source of social workers;

We’ve teachers here, and decorators,

Modistes and some investigators;
O, how the men fear our ingressions
Into the field of the professions!

(A host of children from Gary, Ind., throng the scene.
They danceandSing.)

GARY CHILDREN.
We children of Gary,

Methodically gay,

Efficiently vary

Our work with our play;

Not only we’re taught, but
We’re doctored and fed;

O, home it is naught

But a place for a bed.

(Schoolboys,armedto the teethmarchacross.)

SCHOOLBOYS

Ye lads like us, though far away,

(One—two—three—I'our)
In- some such place as Paraguay,

(Wa r—war—war—war)

In England, Greece or Timbuctoo,

(Five—six—seven—eight)

Look out, for we’re prepared for you:

(Hate—hate—hate—hate)

That you were born without the gates

Of these aroused United States,

Remains the Strongest reason yet

For bullet, bomb, and bayonet.
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THE MASSES.

Act III.
ScottNearingknocksat the doorsof Yale.)

Scorr NEARING
Grimmest, greatest of the lot,
Make a place for homeless Scott;
Here is truth, assertive, searing;
Have you place for it and Nearing?

A V01c1:FROMWITHIN
Here is all-enduring knowledge,
Suitable for any college; .
That prepost’rous thing you’re preaching
VVouldn’t mix with what we’re teaching.

(ScottNearingsinksto the ground,wherehe is seengradually to fall asleep. Spritesfrom hio wing their way on thescene. They are cladonly in leavesand flowers.)
SPRITES

We’re from a land without a flaw,
Where Truth is dressed in candor,
As nearly naked as the law
\Vill guarantee to stand for:

(They lift ScottNearing.)
Our modest mortal looks away
\Vhen naked Truth we show him,
Or turns and runs in sheer dismay
Lest he should seem to know him.

(They fly slowlyaway,bearingNearing.)

Epilogue
pritesfly away,the professors,instructors,andassembledan massc1n the foreground. They

I
ALL

\Vith perfect equanimity,
With confidenceunshaken,
The past in close proximity,
Its echoes unmistaken,—

(A blue light.

(W'hilethe S
teachershave
sing.)

Unaltered our position is
,

Our rule, applied tradition:
To educate,our mission is;
Our 0bject,—inanition.

(Long beforethis the audiencehastakenits departure.Themasquemaythereforebebroughtto a close.)
’

A PORTRAIT BY PABLO PICASSO

A Telegram

‘ 7 AN KLECK ALLISON, 22 years, a former Columbia student

0 and Newspaper man, was sentenced to three years in the
penltentlary 111 Boston on July 20th, for having given a lying
plain clothes man a leaflet on birth control

_
The Officer told Allison that he was a married man in poor

clrcumstances and that his wife was giving birth to another child.
He could not afford more children and asked for methods.

.Allison was sentenced on four counts. Three were on the

_leaflet given the Officer, one was for publishing an article on birth
control b

y Dr. W. Robinson in Allison’s magazine, The Flame.
The tr1al was horrible. The District Attorney said the women

present in, the courtroom ought to blush for their womanhood.
Judge Murray had the verdict ready right after District Attorney
concluded. Judge said birth control was a blow at the founda
tions Of Divine Law.

‘

Appeal has been taken.

(From the Boston Journal, July 21.)
Van K. Allison, 'Columbia student, newspaperman

and social reformer, was found guilty and sentenced

to three years in the House of Correction yesterday

for having distributed literature to birth control.

Allison immediately appealed and was held in $3,000

bail for the Superior Court. Allison was later bailed.

Judge Murray, before whom the case was tried

in the Municipal Court, said in sentencing Allison

The fight is on.

that the latter had acted in defiance of the Divine

Law as well as the legislative enactments of the

Commonwealth of Massachusetts. Judge Murray

characterized the birth control “ob

scene, indecent, impure, vile and unchaste,” and said

that he could not “conceive of a pure-minded man

presuming to defend a course of this kind after he

literature as

had entered upon it.”

The case throughout was tried under the most

dramatic conditions. Many times during his plead

ing District Attorney Pelletier turned and verbally

lashed the men and women who filled the spectators’

benches, saying that the women ought to blush to be
seen at a “dirty sex” case.

District Attorney Pelletier asked Allison whether
he had ever discussed the subject with married wo

men.

“Yes,” the defendant answered quietly.

“Who were they?” Mr. Pelletier stormed, while

the spectators crowding the benches breathed with
difficulty. “Name them—every one of them.”

Allison hesitated.
room,” he said.

“Name them,” Pelletier demanded. “Was it this
woman, or this, or this?’ he shouted, pointing to
various women on the benches.

“Some of them are in the court

During the ensuing recess sixteen married women
signed their names to a paper in which they declared

that they were not afraid to discuss birth control, and

this was submitted to Judge Murray. Many of the

women declared later to reporters that they were in

”dignant at the personal methods used by the district

attorney.

The bail was furnished by Dr. Jennie Roitman of

East Boston and Mrs. Emilie Touifant of Brookline.

Mrs. Touifant had never met Allison, but had been

present in court as one interested in the fight for

free speech on birth control. She volunteered to

furnish bail when the need arose.
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A QUARREL
FOR

days the rain had fallen and the sky had been
blind, and all life had seemed gray to her. She

wondered what she wanted to do, but searching her
self she found no paths leading out from her. She
felt closed and dead inside, and there seemedto be a
weight upon her—crushing her. She longed to feel
alive again and find within the force to throw off the
load of unaccomplishment.

She looked to the hour when her husband would
come back from his sitting. He was the source of her
life and she looked to him to animate her sense of
living and to enliven her inert force, and she hated
him in advance for being the only element in her in
experience that could work this magic for her, chang
ing all things to vivid—causing her forces to flow out
—strong and even.

Sometimes she had to wrestle with him for her re
inforcement. She hated the struggle, somehow know
ing that it meant grappling with him for her life at his
cost. Yet she knew that it was the struggle that vivi
fied her—not the victory over him, for whether she
lost or won she lived again in the effort, and it was
the living that she craved.

Soon he came in. She felt nothing at his approach.
The heavy ennui continued; but her memory, which
was also her instinct, reminded her that underneath
all they loved each other and that he embodiedher re
lease. She looked at him searchingly, her intelligence
nervously scouring him for an entrance to that inner
most center where the life forces are stored. Her in
stinct was ready to force him should she find him
sealed.

She hated him as he stood before her, but she knew
what magic he had stored within him, and she felt
anew the burden she carried hidden, and secretly—
secret to herself—she plotted an exchange.

He looked at her uneasily. He had an insignificant
thing to tell her—something that he must say at once,
so that the motor would be in readiness in the morn
ing; but he hesitated because the slightest things so
often grew into overwhelming and monstrous creations
at their hands when they both seemed to call out an
energy of hating in each other.

I

“How did the work go?” she asked him. She knew
it hard gone well becausehe was full of light and his
face was clear. She coveted the light on his face.

Her own inner darkness deepenedas she spoke and
the darkness was her burden.

“Very well—but I have to go again tomorrow—and
I am going to stay for lunch and go on to see the
masque in the Turner’s garden—a lot of people will
be there I haven’t seen for a long time—it’s a good
chance.” '

He said it lightly because he knew that it was of
no consequencein itself, this trivial plan, yet he shiv
ered a little within him becausehe feared she would
give it some greater consequence. He went out to
give'the servant the order for the car. His lips had
tightened and his step was heavier.

The instant that he had spoken, she had felt the
change in her blood. His words had carried a dyna
mizing force in them. Her desire to preserve herself
quickened—her nerves vibrated as they became more
alert, and as her poisoned blood rushed through her
arteries, her muscles tightened invisibly as though for
the leap.

His words carried a meaning to, her secret in
stinct that whipped her into being, his words implied
an escape—an absence—and his escape signified-her

temporary extinction. He was her escape. He was

her outlet, his absence dammed up her energies and

his attention turned away even for a short time
scaled up her life inside of her until it fermented

He was her escape. She could
She

and poisoned her.

not let him evade her, she must pinion him.

bided her time.
“What time will you go?” was all she said—with

apparent indifference. He warmed to her at once.

He felt he had been unjust—disloyal—to fear her in

the moment that had just passed. He longed to

corroborate the sudden sense of fichness in their

love as it surged up in grateful relief. He longed to

be prodigal for once—0f ease and understanding and
security. So he overflowed to her in confidence,

generously whispering his suspicions of that enemy

of theirs who dwelt'within her.

“Wasn’t it ridiculous. . I hesitated to tell
you at first. I was almost afraid to—I knew how

immaterial it was but I thought you’d object—not

like it—if I went away for another’day—” His face
glowed and his well being affronted her, in her

malaise. All her blood had turned icy in her—and

she felt it course through her whole body to the

outermost tips of fingers and feet with its cold and

She rose and changed her seat.
her feet she felt her poison was her strength—her
weapon. She waited and while she waited the air
was charged With her malice so that it reached him

acid flux. Once on

before she spoke, and he sensed that the change in
her blood had divided them into separate and dif
ferent elements.

“You might be living away from here, for all I see
She discharged the words that were the

signal for battle between them.

of you.”

He felt sick and weakened for a moment, and the
light on his face wavered. He still knew that the
occasion of the struggle was trivial, but now he
knew that the struggle itself would not be trivial.
Each would pay in terms of life, greater life and
lesser life would ebb and flow between them. For
one a greater attrition—for the other more abun—
dance. One would be dispossessed .
possessing would be rifled.

He parried in the first encounter.

. the ione

He longed to
save them both from the destroying and corroding
flood she would further discharge. “1 don’t want to
be away from you—you know that. I tried to get
out of it

,

but I thought it was the least I could do,

I should
see more people than I do—one needs people.”

The cloud deepened upon his face and he felt a

weight come upon him, clamping him down. His
vitality seemed suddenly diminished. He knew it

was hopeless to try and fend off the obscure burden
she wanted to foist upon him.

‘

Her energy quickened in her at the release of her
exasperation. All day she had felt less alive—less
vital than now in the moment of her unrighteous
ness. She gathered herself, she felt her intensity
increase, and her intelligent instinct, cruel with per
versity, directed her attack with animal awareness of
his loosening control;

“Yes,” her voice was very firm and her words
measured. “Very well, let us stop quarreling. You
go your way. I will go mine. Let’s see how it will
work. Let us have separate lives, separated, in the
day time.” She seemed to him to triumph in calm
ness now, because he knew her anger, and because
he knew her anger he did not wince at the threat of

to go this time after refusing so often.

separateness implying other joys than common ones

. but her apparent indifference to his explana

tion struck him. She did not care to believe it. He

suddenly felt her perverse strength in her desire to

hurt him; her stupid and unknowing female strength

striking out false and mutinous, away from their
mutuality.

As he felt her strength, she too felt it. She felt

herself recovered—towering—filled with a capacity

"Go ahead to your garden party,

I too will look for my
for revenging life.

we won’t quarrel over it.
pleasures and my occupations somewhere else.”

The darkness came down upon him and he felt

himself powerless to lift himself from under it
,

from

under the weight of this woman’s heavy hand, de

siring to wound him.
During the evening they read from the light of

separate lamps, the woman sensing her strength,

the man wondering. Quite late she asked him the

time and he told it to her, and they both put out the
lights with even gestures and went to bed lying

beside each other in the dark.
Soon again she felt her anger surge violently in

her again at the sound of his even breathing, for he
slept beside her instead of lying awake to suffer
from their separation, and while he slept she felt
her strength slip from her once more.

He slept because he had worked hard and was
tired, and he could leave her awake with the sense
of their separateness. She hated the immunity his
work gave him, both sleeping and awake and she
coveted it. She moved restlessly that he might
awaken and suffer once more, so that once more she
might gain an immunity from pain in his pain.

He woke up but his instinct drew him away from
consciousness and he rose silently and went away
and slept in the next room. When he left, she too
sank into sleep, battling in the night for a more
certain victory.

When he opened his eyes in the morning she was
sitting by his side in the bed. He awoke drearily,
uneasily, and he felt tired, with a malaise at his
heart. He saw that she looked tired, and her voice
was reasonable when she spoke. There was no
sign upon her that she was his enemy, yet he
dreaded her and wished her away. He felt uneasy
and unreal. She began to speak and he hated,
weakly, her reasonableness.

“Listen, dear,” she said, “I have been thinking it

over in the night. I have made a mistake by trying
to satisfy myself by devoting myself to you. It
hasn’t been fair to you or to myself. I must find
something to do besides loving you. I must have
other contacts—other interests. I have so much
energy that I can’t use it all just on you. You have
your work. My work will be a different kind from
yours, not with a brush or an instrument. I must
use my power directly. I don’t want to.bother you
any more. I will find other—” Oh, how he hated her
toneless voice, and her words. He shuddered from
the discouragement of bitterness within him. Would
she never let him alone? Must she forever pierce
him and draw his life from him? He had sensed all
the future in her as she spoke. He felt another
imotive work in her than the one apparent in her
words. He was worn out from struggling against
her desire to wound him, not from the wounds
themselves. Because, at the bottom of all, they
loved one another, he always drew her meanings
from her atmosphere directly. Her words carried
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THE MASSES.

less weight than the air she breathed. Their com—

munication was magical. He sensed her strength

as she sat there deadly to him—sapping the strength

in him, deadly in her desire to mutilate and over

come him.

He guessed her meaning, her innate cruelty, her

instinct for picking out the raw nerve in his male

nature. He knew that he could not live with her

if she chose other interests than himself, not because

of the interest she would take away from him but

because she would be doing it to destroy him. He

felt her emphasis upon his crude jealousy, and this

emphasis did not make him cringe, but the motive

behind made him bow his head as though under a

She saw his pain and exulted. She had done

it to him. Now she thrilled at her life within. She

felt life in her, nearly filling her, nearly fulfilling her.

Now they were completely separated. The bur

den was on him. She was light. The fantastic

structure she had built rose between them, screen

ing them from each other as if it was a tower of

strength to her. She had projected it. He felt

utterly done, he saw life as a disaster, a wilful chaos.

The tears fiowedhfrom him.. He foreshadowed the

end between them even though he knew how they

loved one another. He felt done to death by her,

unable to move, unable to rise and go to his work.

She had drained him of the store of energy which

his work had given him and which had been lent

him to return to his WQrk.

yoke.

HUCIOG
GPtLER!

A DESIGN BY HUGO GELLERT

She, seeing his tears, exulted. She kissed him and

begged him to kiss her, but he was cold to her de

and his

warmth in her gesture.

She kissed him again while she wondered a little

at the coldness within her. She had not meant it to

She wanted to melt now in her triumph

natured presence, nature perceived no

continue.

and he marveled that they—loving one another—

could feel only coldness and indifference all that day

and the next.
along rigidly through the hours.

Like two frozen forms they moved

And her stolen power sank down in her leaving
only ashes and she could strike no fire from him to

warm her again.

And his depletion was not renewed until the tide
turned at last—as is the way of tides.

THREE POEMS

I. MOON-RISE

E walked contentedly along,
So at home in the night,

That when I saw a cozy, yellow moon
Reflected in a warm and shallow pool,
It seemed the comfortable lamp on my table
Mirrored in my cup of tea.

II. SONYA
HAT made your little, wizened face so kind,

And made me happy just to look at you;
And see your small and crooked-seeming body

Bend over household tasks or sewing
In that skilled way you had?
And what made the long-rebelling thought
Assa'il me, when your high, shrill voice

Pierced me in distant rooms, and I could hear you
Pouring love-words on my only child?

I knew your human need, your tender heart,

And took your lavish service and your love
With almost shame.

And you have gone,

Passed with fierce loyalty to another home,

And squander mother-love on strangers’ children
For twenty-seven dollars every month.

III. THE POTTERIES
HEN the blue clay glints through the rusty
hillsides,

It is not to the eye of Man it beckons
Nor to his creative fingers;

But to his world-old instinct of obedience
That bids him carry on the trade and tradition of his

Father,

Who wrought beauty

From the willing earth.

Jean Starr Untermeyer.
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Fighting Steel
HE Steel Trust. Billions of dollars; half a

million slaves; iron, fire, smoke, soot, fury,

blackness and uproar; machines and sweat;

machines and hunger; machines and greed;

machines and civilization and glory and beauty and

murder. The Steel Trust. America’s fore-hell of

Europe’s torture pits; peace and good will emblaz

oned on an escutcheon of blood; picks, crowbars,

dirks, automatics, cannon, armor plates, rails, chains,

cat o’nine tails, straight jackets, bull pens, coupons,

paychecks, overalls and silk hate, rags and velours,

madness and frenzy, serenity and joy commingling

and rotating in a fantastic swirl for the amusement

of the great American people. .
'

All-wise, all-seeing, all-powerful—nothing before

it, not even the will of God; behind it only the dull

and haggard face of the Fool who stirs the ashes

of the dead and writes history for those who have

not lived it and do not care. But who could write

the history of the- Steel Trust? Not even the re

cording archangel, not even the auditor of the
lodgers of hell.

For the history of the Steel Trust is a history of
peace—it is too one-sided, too uneventful to occupy

anyone who takes a personal interest in the doings

of life. Nobody ever dared to attack it; the St.
Georges or Don Quixotes who tilt and spar with all

the dragons and the windmills of the world rested

their lances before the haunts of this debonnair and
philanthropic monster and rode away in search of

more romantic adventures. Congress never inves
tigated it with a real intention; political parties fiat

tened their noses on the talisman of its slipper;

labor unions and labor leaders shrunk tremblingly

before the glare of its red eyes, and even private
vengeance which the demons gave to man when the
gods took their liberty away, never found a leaden
bullet or a handful of saltpeter and rusty nails for
this monster.

Nobody ever dared to rebel against it. Since the
Homestead strike, thirty years ago, when a dream
drunken youth shouted the madness of his protest
through the mouth of the pistol, rebellion was
crushed and ground to pulp, and never even at
tempted tp rise again. Since then the gory trinity
of the Fates and the harpies: Carnegie, Schwab and
Gary Sit immovable and serene on a pryamid of
white and gold: dollars and bones. Around it judges,
senators, bankers, profiteers, soldiers, gunmen, mur
der-mongers, the guardians of the sepul’chreand the
turnkeys of the dungeon, dance a drunken and furi
ous saraband of praise, grinning, chuckling, cavort
ing, swept away in a satyriasis of greed, vomiting
the red clots of their ghoulish surfeit on the bruised
face of the Republic.

Since then its domain has been sacred and im

passable—nothing entered it
,

not even the printed
word which has pried into all things impenetrable,
not even the roar of the outside world travailing in

the birth-throes of a renewed social consciousness.
Around this world’s mightiest throne stood the
barbed wire of an ultra human law, the redouth of
an unfathomable sacrcdncss, a fence of bayonets,
barbicans of beaten armor, ramparts of magic and
steel, and frightful cmbroideries of red blood on a

gray and black laccwork of prison bars.
And at the gate, outside, counting the'lost souls

that went in, stood the President of the world’s
greatest nation and the governors of seventeen

Arturo Giovannitti

states, in liveries of red and blue with stars on their

lapels and coat tails, smiling, waiting, bowing and

begging tips.

* a * .

One power alone could raise its arm against the

Steel Trust in these days when God and Demos are

nursing their wounds in the field hospitals. Not the

government, for the government is the head sales

man and the toll collector of the Steel Trust. Not

Public Opinion, for the trust has given it a perma

nent job as head eunuch in the harems of its favorite

actresses and odalisques. Not the press, for Amer

ica has no press, but only penny paper counterfeits

of the people’s currency.,~_Notthe American Federa

tion of Labor, for the helots of the Steel Trust are

not laborers and cannot pay dues. No, not even the

Church, even’if it wanted to, for all those helots,

half a million of thorn, are damned and belong for

ever to Him' That Denies. Only one power could do

it
,

for only one power 'was as godless, fearless and

ruthless as the Steel Trust; as disrespectful of tra

ditions, as disregardful o
f laws, as unafraid of gun

fire and hellfire, as unappeasably hungry for power,

as unslakably athirst with the passion of life—a

power as dark and ominous, yet lighted by the dis

tant gleam of the bonfire of men blazing on the

hilltops of the jungle of beasts—the I. W. W.

It tried to slay the beast'of Steel for ten years and

failed. It is now tryingagain. It will try forever

till it wins or dies. Let help it win or let us help

it die.

or the other.

It is everyman’s duty to do either one job

Look at these men in Minnesota. Here are the

St. Michaels of the everlasting hereafter, battering

down the closed gates o
f the new earth. Look at

them.
Twenty thousand iron miners, unfed, half clad, un

cultivated, rough, crude, dirty, ill-smelling, illiterate,

savagely primitive in their needs and longings, with

out visions, without philos‘ophies, chain bound to

the belly and the galley,'“are now embattled against

the Beast.

that is carrion before it is corpse.
Human worms, alive, gnawing at a giant

Look at and
study this struggle if you want to know about life.
Close up all your books—they are worthless. Yes

terday, today and tomorrow, what was and is and

will be, is right here. _

There is nothing unusual, nothing brilliant, noth
ing romantic; no human interest, no poetry, no sud

There

is nothing but the silent and invisible omnipotence

that made old worlds crumble to the dust, and new
archies, new orders, new kinships of men rise and be.
On one Side gold, brains, culture, refinement, the
invulnerability of righteousness, the bullets of the
State and the fulminations of the Church, and

around all this the silence of quailing little souls

that see but bear no witness. Onthe other side

hunger, fatigue, stupidity, pestilence,

dumb dread, inarticulate desires, aimlessness and

the chilling Silence of folded arms and eyes that

stare.

The bank on one side, the jail on the other. There

the Steel Trust with its two billion dollars and its

hosts of mighty men riding in state through the

aisle of a prostrate multitude of fools—here the

I. \V. \V. with Carlo Tresca and Joe Schmitt star
ing through the prison bars into the alert eyes of a

handful of living men. Who shall win? ‘

den great inspiration, no art in this struggle.

ignorance,

There is no question as to who shall win. It is

the weaker, for he alone who has no power has the

will to acquire it. But how long must it take?

* * *

I don’t know who you are who read these lines.

I don’t know what you do or can do—but I know

that you can think. Think, then, and if you think

straight, help these men win their battle, help them

Slay the Beast. Help them blow open the coffer

where the blood—booty of the world war iS stored,

and feed with it a new generation of fighters. Help

them batter down the jail walls, and release from the

purgatory the beasts of toil that they may be trans

figured into real men. Help them' come out of the

smoke and the furnace, the darkness and the depths.

Help them Tresca and Schmitt and the

seven other men accused of murder by those who

return,

have made murder synonymous with law and order,

to open the places where men meet to know and
Think,

Your voice first, if

your heart is between your lungs; a shout of defi

ance if your teeth are used to bite on the knuckles

of your enemies; a word of kindness if your lips

have been sweetened too long with the mead of life.

Then your

love each other through strife and turmoil.

and give them what you can.

They need your

Every cent that you don’t need out of this week’s

income does not belong to you. Send it to them,

through this magazine which belongs to them be

fore-it belongs to yOu. Invest your pennies in the
struggle against the coupons and remember that
bronze, in any form, is always mightier than gold.

But be quick. Don’t delay. This the the fore

thunderlof the great storm, the vanwind of the com
ing gale. There is still hope for America and the
world because of this. It is a Sign of the times, a

proof that the spirit of revolt is not dead, that the
Revolution is still forging forward on the red tides
of war. Ireland last spring—Spain yesterday—today
America in the sweat shops of New York and the
iron fields of Minnesota. The lines are being drawn,
slowly but surely. Tomorrow is at the threshold of
today. Red glares are in the skies.
in the eyes of all men, everywhere. If you want to
be alive and live this hour in the fulness of its
strength, see where you must go. Decide. Soldiers

and_militarism on one Side, all over the world—on
the other the first call of the Revolution and the
slow mobilization of the Mob.

money. money.

Red visions are

Logic

“PREPAREDNESS
causes war,” cries Herr Wil

helm ]. von Bryan. You don’t seem to get it?
Tut, it’s easy. It follows the axioms laid down in the
Matteawan Advanced Logic, thus:

“I. Umbrellas cause rain.”
“2. Shoes produce feet.”
“3. Hair causesbaldness.”
“4. Rainfall produces drought.”
And so on, and on, and on, to psychopathic infinity.
Herr von Bryan is not at all difficult to understand—

if you can get into the same mental state.——N.Y.
Herald.

Likewise Preparedness Insures Peace.
Thus:

I. Filling your house with nitro-glycerine ensures
against explosions. "

2. Rocking the boat ensures against drowningf

3
. Entering an automobile race ensures against acci

dent. '

4. Toting a loaded gun ensures amity with your
neighbor. T. H. R.
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STE 531’

Drawn by K. R. Chamberlain.

Irritation
E was not afraid; that was a relief to him. He

only felt keenly alive, for such an anaemic lit

tle person. He must get Beth in a life boat, then

look out for himself. Wouldn’t she ever come?

He made his way through horrors to their state

room. He could hear her inside mumbling. He

tried the door. It was locked. Then he rattled the

knob. “Quick, Beth, for God’s sake!” After a

moment she opened it. Her hat was crooked, and

her life belt wildly askew. There was a resigned

calm in her face.

“I’ve been praying. Edwin.”

WILL HE FOLLOW?

"Quick!"
realized what a difference her advantage in size

He pulled her to

He caught at her wrist. He had never

made between them physically.

the deck. There was something stolid and doughy

“Life boat!” he kept urging.

She just shook her head.

worthier.”

in the way she moved.

“There are others

Time was flying, too.
places in the last boat. If he could just have picked

her up and chucked her in, or pushed her. But

Besides she

There were only a few

one couldn’t fight—not at such a time.
was bigger than he.

A sailor lurched toward them.
quick, ma’am!”

“Last place—be

He didn’t dare look; but he knew she was shaking
her head. He heard her say, “I will stay with my
husband.” That meant he must stand there, calm
and resigned; wait with her for the end, not even
try to fight.

They launched the last boat.
hymn.

The band began 21
Then the ship shook as though the sea

gagged to swallow it
,

and began to sink swiftly.
He turned to her. She made an ineffectual dab to

straighten her hat: then looked at him. He knew
she expected that he would put his arms about her
or say something heroic. The sea roared close. He
couldn’t keep back the words:

“I hope you like it
,

you fool. It’s all your fault!"

CHARLES WILLIAM BRACKE'IT.
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ARE WE INDECENT?
HE opportunity to present the Ward 8: Gow

.censorshipof THE MASSESbefore the Thomp

son Legislative Committee, came to us rather

as a surprise. August Belmont, director and

former president of the subway company, had been,

questioned by the committee on the terms of sub—

way’s contract with \Vard & Gow, as a matter of pub

lic importance.

It seemed to us that the way Ward 8: Gow made

use of their privilege was no less a matter of public

interest; and we were glad to find that the chairman

of the committee, Senator Thompson, agreed with us.

A hearing was held on June 28.

August Belmont was the first witness, and was
given an interesting ten minutes. Max Eastman asked

if he could put some questions to Mr. Belmont. The\

first questionsdealt with the terms of the Ward & Gow
contract.

“Is there anything inthe terms of that contract,”

asked Mr. Eastman, “which allows Ward 81 Gow to

exercise a censorship as to what magazines they will

sell on the subway?”

A. "‘I don’t recall.”

Q. “\Vould you mind giving me your personal opin

ion as to whether you think they have a right to ex—

clude magazines from the subway stands becausethey
don’t like them?”

A. “I wouldn’t express an opinion as to that, a
personal opinion.”

Q. “Mr. Belmont, is Ward & Gow’s function there

a public service, in your opinion?”

A. “They conduct newsstands under the same privi

leges as any newsstand, I presume.”

Q. “\Nell, is the function of any newsstand public

service?”
i

A. “I don’t quite understand the purport ofrit. A
public service—they are newsstands. they conduct a

newsstand like any other newsstand. I don’t know

what you mean. Do you mean that they have a moral

obligation to the public? Is that what you mean? I
am more interested in their legal obligations than I
am in their moral obligations. I believe if they are of
public service, they have some legal obligations that
they have not if they are not of public service.
help you on that.”

I can’t

Q. “Mr. Belmont, the Interborough Company is of
public service, is it not?”

A. “Oh, yes.”

Q. “Well, does not the relation between the Inter
borough Company and Ward & Gow entail the con

clusion that they also are a public service?”

A. “I could not express anything but an opinion on

that subject.”

Q. “That is exactly what I want you to express.

It would help a lot if you would express an opinion.”

A. “Why?”

Q. “Because your opinion is very important.”

A. “I don’t see that it is. My private opinion does

not seem to be pertinent here on a question of that
kind. You are asking me about the actual relations

between the two, and so far as Ward & Gow is

involved as a public servant, I think it is. As to its

contract with the Interborough, I can’t give you an'
opinion.” "'

Q. “May I ask you if you have an opinion about

it?”

A. “As to whether an objectionable publication

should be sold there or not?”

Q. “Yes.”

A. “Yes, I think if there was any legal method of

preventing an objectionable publication from being

sold on a stand it ought to be done.”

Q. “\Vill you tell me whether you have an opinion

as to whether Ward & Gow is a public service?”

A. “I can’t give you that either, it would be worth

less.”

Mr. “Don’t you think, Senator Thomp

son, that Mr. Belmont’s opinion would be pertinent to

the question of whether a law on this subject would

be proper or not?”

Eastman:

Senator Thompson: “I should think so, very much

so.”

Mr. Eastman:

Mr. Belmont?”

Mr. Belmont: “I don’t think you want my opinion

on a subject like that.
very specific.”

“Won’t you give us your opinion,

You would have to make that

Mr. Eastman: “Senator Thompson, will you please

make my question specific?

how.”

I don’t seem to know

Senator Thompson: “. He wants to know

if in your opinion the sale of these magazines on the

newsstands of the Interborough is a public service,

that is
,

a service that they are bound to give to the

public; it is in the nature of a monopoly, and he also

wants an opinion as to whether, if it i's-not now under

the jurisdiction of the public service, it should be?”

Mr. “Yes, it is.”

The witness was excused, and Mr. Eastman pro

ceededto lay a complaint against the firm of Ward &

Gow for excluding THE MASSES from the subway

newsstands. His statement is printed on page five of

The grounds of exclusion having been the
“blasphemousand indecent” character of THE bIAssEs,

he asked a number of representativecitizens to testify

as to their opinion of the magazine. The first of these

witnesses was Professor John Dewey, of Columbia
University. Mr. Dewey said: I

“I have been a fairly regular reader of THE MASSES,

and I have never seen anything which I regarded as

either indecent or blasphemous.”

Q. “Do you think that Ward & Gow have a moral
right to exclude THE MASSESfrom the subway standsP”

A. “It is my personal opinion that it is very un

fortunate that any private business corporation should

have it in its power to determine in any way the trend
and set of thought and ideas that should percolate to

the community. That is to my mind the most serious

feature of the present case—the exercise of a censor
ship by a business organization.”

Belmont :

this issue.

Senator Thompon: “Is it a power that ought to re
side anywhere except in the Legislature?”

A. “My own judgment is that it should reside sim~
ply in the Legislature and in the decisions of the courts
pursuant to the acts of Legislature. I think otherwise
we might find that certain business interests might ob
ject to any propaganda and exercise their power to
cut it off.”

Lincoln Steffens was then called to the stand. He

told how he had gone, at the request of THE MASSES,
to see an official of the Ward 8

:

Gow Company, to see

if it were not possible to persuade Ward & Gow not

to exercise censorship over THE MASSES, and to put

it back on their stands. “The purpose of that move

from my point of view,” he .said, “was to see if we

could not get them to see the point about free speech

and free press, without making a fight.”

“Some of the men on THE MASSES wanted to make

a fight and I am against fighting except when it is

necessary. However, I went down to see Mr. Atkin

son and he received me and asked me curtly what my

business was and I said it was to ask him to raise the

embargo upon THE Masses, and he said, ‘That cannot

be done.’ I asked him if he would give me a hearing

and he said, ‘Yes.’ So I went inside and sat down at

his desk with him and I said, ‘Mr. Atkinson, I used

to be what they call a muckraker, had access to maga

zines which gave me a certain power and I abused it.

I used that power to blame men, to express more or

less my feelings against men, individuals, and I know

now that men are not at fault, and I said, ‘Now, here

comes THE MAs‘sEs, a lot of young men. They have

talent and their publication amounts to power.’ I said,

‘They abuse their power as they are bound to do, as

all men in power abuse power.’ I said, ‘Then come

\Vard & Gow and they have a privilege from a privi

leged concern, which gives them the power to say

what publications shall be presented in a certain way

to the oublic and which shall not, so of course Ward

8
:

Gow abuse their power.

ing.
This- usually means fight

Men can’t express themselves,can’t get together
and can’t have any understanding among themselves,

and so they go to \Var as they do in Europe.’ He said.
‘Well, why not make THE MASSESstop publishing what
they are publishing all the time?’ I said, ‘That is not

the way to begin. They are young men and they think

these things and feel these things, let them express

themselves. We don’t want them repressed.’ .
“Well, the result of the interview was that Mr. At

kinson said that it was a new point of view to him

and he said he would take it up with Mr. Ward and i

would try to persuade Mr. Ward. So he went to see

Mr. Ward and he told me a week later that they could

not move Mr. Ward. Then I got his permission to
make my appeal to Mr. Ward and I went and saw him,

and Mr. Ward was hard. He was very explicit. He
said that he had excluded THE MASSESfrom the stands

because it had offended his religious sense. ‘Now,’

he said, ‘I have a right on any-grounds to exclude any—
thing. I have two hundred applications for publica

tions for space on my stands and I can't receive them
all, so I have to exclude some, and, I exclude some
because there is not space, but in the case of THE
MASSES l exclude it because it offends my religious
sense.’ Then-I said, ‘Mr. Ward, you are acting as a

censor and you are deliberately taking over the re
sponsibility for everything that is on your stands.’ He
said, ‘I am willing to do that; THE MASSES shall not
go back on my stand. It is mine, it is my private
property, I rent and control it

,
it is mine.’ ‘Now, he

said, ‘I won’t say it never will go back on the stand,

because if they becomedecent and produce a publica
tion like the Atlantic, then I will let it back upon the
stand.’

“The whole point was that he was acting as a censor
and that is very clear.

“It seems to me,” Mr. Stelfens said, “that it is one
more entering wedge by which not only Ward & Gow,

but all of what we now call the interests, are closing

in on the press and all of us who write for the press,

to keep us from saying the things that will improve

conditions in the United' States.”

The Rev. Percy Stickney Grant, pastor of the Church

of the Ascension, took the stand, and said:
“I do not think THE MASSES should be excluded

from the subway stands. I do not think it is indecent

or blasphemous.” He had felt that the publication of

the “Ballad,” which was the cause of its exclusion,

was a matter of bad taste or of editorial inattention,

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/m
d
p
.3

9
0

1
5

0
8

3
9

2
7

4
1

1
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



22 400'..a-‘\.&

DrawnbyArthurYoung.

THEMASSES.
September,19I6.
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24 THE MASS ES.

“or it might have been carrying out the theory of

THE MAsses, which after all is the theory of giving

to the proletariat the widest expression of their be

liefs, carrying that expression to an extreme. And

yet," he said, I think that theory cannot be carried to

such an extreme as to make it wise to put that pub

lication under the ban on any stand. I am too

accustomed,”he said, “to free expression by working

men and their sympathizerson religious subjects, to be

personally disturbed.”

Asked if he read THE MAssi'Lsregularly, he replied:

“It is one of the papers that I look forward to with

great pleasure. I feel that the sympathy and intelli

gence of the writers, of THE MASSES,and their expert

knowledge of social and industrial conditions, make a

reader confident of the reality of what he gets in THE

MAssits. That is a great relief today, to a reader of

periodicals.”

Abraham Cahan, editor of the Jewish Daily For
ward, being put on the stand, said that he had been

brought up in Russia, and was used to the idea of

magazines being suppressed because they were good,

because they told the truth. “To me,” he said, “it is

a Russian affair all the way through. It almost makes

me homesick.”

Rose Pastor Stokes testified that she had been fa

miliar with the story of _Iesus as related in the “Bal

lad” printed in THE .\lAssEs. It was an old Jewish
legend, which she had never regarded as irreverent.

The Rev. lidward A. Saunderson, formerly pastor

MauriceBecker.Drawn by

of the Church of the Pilgrims in Brooklyn, and now

connected with the Good \Vill industries in the same

city, testitied that he did not regard THE .\IASSES as

blasphemous. “I am too familiar,” he said, “with the

Bible itself, to feel at all shocked by any of the con

ceptions either of God or Christ that have been pub—

lished there.
cerned, conceptionsof God which you can take out of

I feel that as far as blasphemy is con

the Old and New Testaments are far more of a cal

umny against God than anything I have ever seen in

Tm: MAssEs.”
Amos Pinchot testified to his belief that the exclu

sion of THE Masses was an infringement of the right

of free expression. He said: “History has shown

pretty plainly that all of these movements to guard

people from ideas, are unsound; and that the only

safe, conservative thing to do is to let the ideas loose

in the community. If they are bad ideas, they will be

destroyed by the good ideas that are in the world; if
they are sound ideas, they will maintain their position

in the world, and grow in strength.

“Now,” he said, “I have seen THE MASSES on tables

It is on my table. I never

I give it to my little

girl, becausethe art features of it are very, very fine,

I think. I like to have them read it; I like to have

them get away from" the idea of prudery and secret

things, and come right out in the open. I like to have

my children talk to me; I hope they always will, as

frankly as THE MASSES talks to the public, and I re—

of girls’ boarding schools.

miss a copy; my children read it.

gard it as a very, very valuable publication.

“I agree with Senator Thompson and Mr. Moss, that
the great danger to this country is in the control of
ideas, for ideas are the source of everything. Any

man that controls ideas, controls the world, and if

there is one single principle that is absolutely vital

to society, more vital than any kind of physical free
dom, it is mental freedom, for that is the basis of all

fredom.” .

Senator Thompson: “The question of what is de—

cent and what is indecent is one that is very hard to

pass upon.“ _
A. “Personally, I have never seen anything that I

considered indecent in ,THE MASSES.”

Invest Your Savings
ATT SCHMITT and Jo Caplan are the personifi

cation of that class-conscious pluck which is the

life of the labor tight.

retrial to invest your money in the real thing, in the

pluckiest fight that the revolutionary movement has

In the first trial of Caplan five of the jury

Conviction at the hands

You have the chancein Caplan’s

known.

of seven stood for acquittal.

of a new jury seems impossible and an acquittal is

Two or three thousand dollars to back up

Will you help do this?

Send your money, and get your friends to do the same

direct to .II. A. Schmidt, Cozmly Jail, Los Angeles.

You will be certain, in sending it to him, that the best
possible use will be made of your contribution.

probable.

the defense may free Caplan.

Laying Down our Lives for Their Country
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Our Legal Baptism

ESSRS. \VARD & GO\V, the Grand Inquis
itors charged with the protection of the sub
way morals and the expurgation and fumi
gation therefrpm of the virulent bacillus

had

the

goodly number of

revolutionarius, have a good opportunity to
editors of THE MAssEs

their ethical friends.

THE MasSEs has made its first

get acquainted with

and a

Also,

entrance law—abidingness,

where it was purged of its multi(ne)farious sins,

crimes and delinquencies, and was besprinkled with

incidentally,

into the baptistery of

the lustral waters of respectability by several arch

bishops, and was godfathered and godmothered by

judges, editors, society ladies and, last, but let us

hope not lastingly, by the Warden of Sing Sing

prison. The ceremonial was elaborate and impressing;

it was, indeed, extremely edifying and soul stirring,

many of the present being moved to tears. But my!

how those youngsters howled and squirmed and kicked

during that celebration.

For the sake of posterity,

cheated of the most momentous event that has

taken place in the ancient city of New York ever

since Barnum came to town for the first time, I

shall relate the memorable story in all its unbe

lievable simplicity, what took place in the

Municipal Building last month, was as simple and

inevitable as earthqriakes’in Italy, sharks in New

and lest history be

for

_lersey.

I must, however, warn all those who still cherish

the forlorn hope that THE MASSES will keep on be

ing the disreputable, immoral and law-and-orderless

magazine of the intellectual rabble and the moral

pauperism of this age, to refrain from reading this

story of treachery and backsliding.

\Nell, it happened this way: One of the make

believe editors whose function it is to be posted on

the doings of the several million legislative com—

mittees now running amuck through the country in

search of the ultimate lie that will make us all

happy, reported to another editor, who acts as

grand chamberlain and is the only one admitted to

the presence of the Editor in Chief, that he had been

informed by one of his sleuths that Senator Thomp

son was investigating the tapping of the telephone

wires by the Mayor. The Mayor, by the way, had

engaged in this extraordinary business presumably

for the purpose of solving the perplexing servant

problem by making the city administration do all

the eavesdropping and by municipalizing the gossip of

the community.

The rumor spread rapidly among all edifors and

office forces, and reached even the ears of the

Editor in Mis-chief, who forthwith began to scratch

his nose in order to allay his agitation. \Vhereupon

the holyghost of inspiration who had been looking

in vain for a job in Greenwich village, perched on

the bald spot of his head, evidently thinking that it

was an egg about to hatch. Well, hatch it did, for

several hours after, the editor in mis-chief was

actually struck with an idea.

"The fact”——argumented

have been tapped, a function hitherto generally ap

plied to kegs of beer, proves conclusively that the

world is moving ahead, which means that eventu—

ally it will be absorbed by the traction trust. Should

this take place, Ward and Gow will get a monopoly

on every newsstand and then Good By MASSES! \Ve

lie—“that telephones

Arturo Giovannitti

must, therefore, act at once, and see that the world
stays stationary, or see at least that as a means of
locomotion it does not come under the control of
New York Interborough. On to Senator Thomp
son, and let’s ask him for a hearing.”

On the day of the hearing, the environs of City

Hall, where it took place, were guarded by a double
cordon of policemen and soldiers, President Wilson
having temporarily postponed the Mexican war in

order to have the National Guard, under the per

sonal command of Gen. O’Ryan, pay all the mili
tary honors to THE MAssEs turnout. It looked like

a great holiday, even the sun shining out festantly

in spite of the frantic appeal for clouds and show

~ers on the front page of that super-spoiler of fun,

the New York Times.
The Hall where the hearing took place was deco

rated exclusively for. the occasion with an unusual

number of good looking ladies who almost succeed

ed in detracting the attention of everybody, includ
ing the painting of Mayor Gaynor on the wall, from
the Walrus-like aloofness and solemnity of Mr.

August Belmont, who was being interrogated by

several investigators about a bewildering variety

of subjects. After Mr. Belmont had given his ex

pert opinion on the social importance of strap

hanging, the refining influence of a pork and beans

diet on the manners and language of his guards and

ticket choppers, and the effects of the European

war on the sudden epidemics of corns which has

been ravaging the feet of the patrons of his sub

terranean roads, amidst nods of profound approval

on the part of his quizzers, Max Eastman, owner,

publisher, dictator, editor, etc. (except Paymaster,

alas!) of THE MAsSEs, was permitted by the court to

ask the said Mr. Belmont a few irreverent, immate

What

those questions were, I am, of course, in no position

rial, unimportant and impertinent questions.

to say. I hold as my especial criterion that every

question is explained by its answer, and as Max

Eastman’s questions were not answered, so I infer

that they either were not asked, or that they never

:_
T
’n

~

\

Drawn by ElisabethGrieg.

“When can I get my ten cents back?
there’snothingthe matter with the baby.”

The doctorsays

reached destination. .\lr. Belmont, in fact, looked
positively arctive, but once or twice, I believe, he

nodded and even attempted to smile. ln conclu
sion he admitted that the \Vard and Gow outfit
could be considered as a public service, but he held
that they were not worthy of any consideration

whatever and that, therefore, they could not be a

public service. Moreover, from all what Mr. Bel
mont did not say, it was proven clearly and beyond

a doubt that the only service he and his colleagues
felt in duty-bound to render the public, was to alle
viate it from the burden of carrying nickles in their
pockets.

At' this point, when Mr. Belmont left the hall, I

turned my eyes around and took a look at the peo—
ple assembled there. Being used to numericals on
account of my long counting out of surplus sylla—

bles in the regular verse of the regular magazines, I
'

counted the following people:

——-14artists, cartoonists and illustrators, chiefly dis
tinguishable by the soulful and inspired way they
were observing the clock;

—67 editors, easily detected by their uttermost lack
of respect of the ceremonies—they kept, in fact,
smoking, and spitting on the floor as if they were
moulding public opinion;

—27 sutfragettes, socialettcs, anarquettes and uncon
trollable birth-controllers, looking very wisely
across the span of time, that is the committee bench,
to the brotherhood of man as represented in the
person of Max Eastman, towering immaculate and
virginal in his white summer suit above a myriad
concentrical rainbows of smiles and fanned by a

pink zephyr of suppressed sighs.
—-An enormous pair of eyeglasses with a Helen
Marot attachment behind them;

—]ohn Lyons, business managerfif THE MASSES—
the man who manages, nobody li’nows how, to pay
some of the bills of THE MassEs and to run a scab
editorial shop mostly made up of Socialists and
Syndicalists who make ten dollars a week and yell
their heads off on Sunday to demand fifty for news
boys.

—That’s all. Of course, the committee also was
there, but that is entirely irrelevant.

A Letter from Johannsen
ERE is an extract of a letter from Anton johann<

sen, the irrepressible labor leader, to THE MAsSEs:
“Do you ever see Lincoln Steffens? If so, please

give him my best regards. Tell him I enjoyed his
article in the July MAssEs immensely. He is by far
the greatest man‘ in the present day and generation,
always pleading guilty for all of us and constantly
demanding a fair trial for the whole human race, and
he seems to have the ability to put it over.
him very much out here.

We miss

“The last number of THE MASSES was a cracker
jack. In fact, THE MASSES is a wonderful magazine

and by far outclasses anything that has been published

so far. We are all of the opinion that Giovannctti’s

article was a masterpiece. Give that Dago my best

Tell him to beware of lemonade, for that

is a very pestiferous, uninspiring drink. I look back

with a great deal of pleasure to his brief visit to the

Coast. . . .”

affections.
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THE CHERRY TREE

O N the hillside, back of the house,

Green against the blue sky, with its white sum

mer clouds,

Stands the old cherry tree, splotched now with dusky

red;

And under its broad, friendly branches,

On a mossy stone, chin-deep in the grass and clover,

Close by the old worm-fence

Sits a little three-year-old girl, with her lap full of

cherries.

Beneath her the low roof of the motherly farmhouse

Spreads, among maple trees, hard by the road;

Beyond that is a glimpse of a swift mountain river.

Above her the swallows wheel and chatter—

The only sound, save a sleepy distant cock-crow.

What is she thinking about, as she nibbles and looks,

This child with the cherry-stained lips and fingers,

Out of her wide blue eyes,

Over it all?

I only know it is so much fresher and fairer

Than my eyes see or my heart knows,

I could cry with longing to sit as a child again,

In the grass on the hillside, under the cherry tree.

llUBERT CROMBIEHOWE.

A VOICE
HEN we are ground into reluctant dust,

Unsmiling and unconquered, stubborn still;

When the last drop falls, when the dry touch of rust
Benumbs each will:
We will step from the boards still valorous, still

proud
(Hope for a halo, courage for a shroud):
We will go—but we will go unreconciled
And undefiled.

W. P. LAWSON.

THE COMING

T HERE must be golden poppies when my love

comes—

Golden poppies in the west-wind, and lupines ocean

blue;

And purple grass-nuts pushing up between green

ferns

Delicate as the green sea’s foam;

And on the burnished sand the strange mesémbry

anthemum,

That seems to move and crawl and sway like seal

anemones

Whose violet and rose and red fill tide-pools with

unearthly beauty,

Who move slowly and rhythmically under the green

tide-pools.

There must be sweet warm light of the sun;

And a ceaseless wind from the sea,

And the moon to whisper us to sleep.

LYDIA GIBsoN.

A WISH
HEN I am combing my hair

I think about my lover

And how I would like to fold it about him

And let it ripple over his great, strong body.

I would like to bind him

With unbreakable fine brown threads

Against my heart.

LOUISE BRYANT.

NOCTURNE

THE lake in the moonlight is beautiful as music.

The black silhouettes of the trees

Seem deep with mystery.

The trees fold and weave about their secrets.

In their hearts they smile,

Aloof and wise.

But their branches hide the smiles.

The air is still as though the world

Were hushed before the loveliness of night.

Lights are softened in the moonlight,

A line of hills is touched with light,

Poured from the great, gold moon.

Yet I have seen the lake like steel

In a dark day.

Or like heavy, molten metal,

Throwing thick, chopping waves,

In futile anger at the heavens.

The trees, sinister and wild,

Flinging their branches in gesticulation to the wind.

Disheveled, reckless eucalyptus,

Flinging their secrets to the wind.

The same lake and the same trees.

Are the souls of men like these,

Giving beauty in summer moonlight,—

Reckless and turbulent in storms?I

There are pine trees near the lake.

Straight and tall as towers.

They bend in the wind, and toss their harried

branches.

But I have not seen them angry.

They know an inner harmony

With wind and storms and moonlight,

A cataclysm might uproot them,

And leave the spirit of the pines inviolate.

Their secret smiles touched with scorn.

VIRGINIA BRASTOW.

WORLD’S END

N spite of Grenstone, men will roam,

Such men as Hercules,

But there are orchards nearer home

Which are Hesperides.

Where can the whole world farther lie

Than where these branches are

That daily dally with the sky

And nightly hold a star?

Plucking gold fruit and,old renown,

Would that be better labour
Than borrowing apples red and brown

From an unacquainted neighbor?

O where I lie adventure lies!

And seel—a farmer’s wagon
Conveys at last before my eyes

Two daughters of the dragon.

And she, the lovelier of the two,

Shall seek among the trees——
0 never doubt that I shall do

As well as Hercules!

WITTER BYNNER.

WATER COLORS

I. A CHICAGO PORTRAIT

SCARRED with sensuality and pain
And weary labor in a mind not hard

Enough to think, a heart too always tender,
Sits the Christ of failure with his lovers.
They are wiser than his parables,
But he more potent, for he has the gift
Of hopelessness, and want of faith, and love.

II. CAR-WINDOW

A LIGHT is laughing thro’ the scattered rain,
A color quickens in the meadow;

Drops are still, upon the window-pane—
They cast a silver shadow.

III. PROVINCETOWN

A SUMMER town where all the folks are old,
The fishers old with labor, and the rest

With Life, or Art, or some exotic thing.
A simple child who loved to run and laugh,
And look among the pebbles, and play ball,
Were lonely-hearted here. The gulls cry~sadly
As their shadows drift across the sand.

IV. PAINTING _ \

I WONDER, quaint-lipped maiden,
What you’re painting there,

With such busy rapture
In the sunny air.

I wonder if ’tis lively,
Or half so blithely dear
As the quaint-lipped picture
I am painting here.

I

V. KANSAS

SAD
are the signs of man’s immOrtal trying

In lonely labor for a lonely gain;
Sad is the old rusty reaper lying
Weather-lost and weary on the plain.

V1. TO LOVE

LOVE, often your delicate fingers beckon,
And always I follow. ,

O—if I could stay, and possess your beauty
Beckoning always!

Max EASTMAN.

GREEN 1 EAS
N some green hillside do I dwell where the

green sea is very near,

So in the day or in the night the moving waters I
may hear;

And every grove of liveoak is an echo underneath
the breeze

Of the unceasing restlessness of those dim, scented,
ancient seas.

The plains call to the tranquil ones, the hills hold
poets to their breasts; -

The forests speak to those who know, and in the
lake the stranger rests;

But the green hillside I have.known is not itself
beloved of me—

’

Only it is the couch from which I watch the green
and changing sea.

LYDIA GIBSON.
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THE MflJJEJ’ REUIELU
Combined With the New Review

DEVOTED TO THE SCIENCE OF PROGRESS TOWARDS LIBERTY AND DEMOCRACY

Marriage: A New Life
Elsie Clews Parsons

ORE than one girl has told me She was very much sur

prised to find that she. felt just the same the day after

_ her wedding as the day before. “\N’hat had you ex

pected ?” I have asked. “Oh, I couldn’t say exactly:

something different.” She had heard so often she was to begin

a new life with marriage that she had come to believe it.

In many communities a bride does in fact enter on a new
life after her marriage. Her habits have to be altered. She
dresses differently—even with us all her clothes are. new. She
has a trousseau. She puts off her virginal ornaments or puts on
new. The Thlinket bride changes the silver pin in her lip for a

pin or plug of wood or bone or stone. The straw through the ear

of a Khond girl is replaced by a brass ring. An Arab girl knows

that on the night of her wedding her bridegroom will take away
her she‘beyka, the mother of pearl ornament she has worn on her

forehead and cheek since She grew up.

At marriage a girl’s tattoo may be added to or she may be

painted after a new pattern, or she may for the first time take to

cosmetics, usually bad form in a girl. Ofter She does her hair

differently, wearing it long, when as a virgin she cut it short, or

shaving it like the Spartans, or dyeing it like the Albanians, or like

the old-time European Jewess hiding it under a wig.

After marriage a woman changes her residence, except when
her bridegroom is winning her like Isaac, by service, or her will—

ingness to leave home has been formalized. Even so she changes her

‘quarters, going from the nursery, or the rooms of the girls, to

that part of the dwelling assigned to the married. She may have to

live in a different part of the village or city, or go to a new coun

try altogether. Her companions are new—in the household or

outside of it. She has to adapt herself to her husband’s family
and sometimes make friends with his friends. In many places

She is also expected to worship his ancestors or his gods. Her
occupations and pastimes of course Change. She has to provide

for her husband or help his other wives or his servants to

keep house. For the first time she may‘keep a Check book. In
Japan or in Java She has to burn up her dolls and her toys. Mar—

ried Perhaps from nursery or school or convent, for the first time

She goes “into society” to take part in its entertainments, or con

trariwise, a more experienced bride, she.may be expected to forego

social frivolities, _The Spartan bride had to give up going to the.

public games. W' ere a Kiki'lyu bride to ask her husband to take

her to a dance, he would protest as vehemently as the tired-out

American husband. “What! I have bought you,” says the

Kiduyu, “and you want to go to a dance!”

Something different is in store for a man, too, when he mar

ries. The Corean man, like the Corean woman, changes his

coifife. He does up his hair. The newly wed Bondei has his

face painted, one stripe on the nose, two at the corner of each

eye. A bridegroom changes his residence, leaving a young men's

clubhouse, or perhaps his father’s house, to live in a house of his

own, or even in the house of his bride’s family. His position in

society at large changes. As a married man he may be allowed to

attend or speak in the councils closed to the unmarried. More is

expected Of him as a worker. He has a family to provide for, and

often a family-in-law. He has to settle down and assume new

responsibilities.

Is it these social changes which make of marriage a new life,
or are these changes the outcome of that very feeling about mar

riage, the feeling that marriage ought to begin a new life? If
the former relation holds, then, given little or no social changes,

marriage. will not be thought of, or treated as a break in life.

Today there may be, comparatively few social changes at marriage

—no changes of dress, of residence, of occupation, of property.

Nevertheless, even under these circumstances, getting married is

still regarded as a signal occurrence, it is still reputed the moment

in life of supreme importance.

Society, modern and primitive, stamps marriage with ex—

traneous features, insists upon making of it a novelty, because

society thereby controls it
,

or rather, through marriage thus arti—

ficialized, it controls sex. It eliminates Sex relationships from

life by concentrating them. It defers all notice of them until

marriage, and it narrows them at marriage by making that insti—

tution a barrier against those of the opposite sex. All extra

marital Sex-relations become illicit or illegal, subject to social

condemnation of one degree or another. “Mated once for all,

your sex life,” ordains the group, “must stay put. We have mar

ried you off, and we are done with you, that part of you. Don’t

trouble us again. You are married, and you must not only live

happy ever after, but you must see to it that we do. And the only

way to that end is not to bother us with changes in your life.

You must keep them out of sight, and still more effectually, you

must yourself believe or pretend to yourself that there are no

changes. Marriage iS marriage, a static, enduring relation, the

sex relation the least troublesome to ourselves that we can plan

for you. But of course we don’t explain all this to you, we don’t

say it to ourselves. We go no farther than saying that marriage

exists for the good of society. For whose good in society, for

yours or for ours, we do not expect you to ask.

“Nor do we expect you nowadays to marry for the good of
society. All we ask is that you forego the intimacies of sex out

of marriage, and that married you stay married. If you disap

point us,-we have punishment in store for you, plenty of it. But

we do not trust merely to your fear of punishment. There. is a

more effectual way. We inspire you with the feeling of perma
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28 THE .MASSES REVIEIV.

nency about your marriage, by convincing you that you are enter

ing on a new life, a life to which nothing has led up and from

which nothing leads away; a life, as we say, of new duties and

responsibilities, of new feelings and desires,.a mystical new life.

Indeed, were we to fail to give you this conviction, we should be

in sorry plight; you would then be in the way of satisfying your

needs of sex for yourself.”
’

ELSIE CLEws PARSONS.

(Next month we will publish a sociological-study 0f “Engagements”
by the same author.)

70 WARDS LIBERTY
The Method of Progress

Max Eastman

[n a series of conneafed articles under this general title, I am

going to present the scientific basis of the policy of my editorials

in THE MASSES. M. E.

I. TO BE SCIENTIFIC
HUNDRED years ago it was the opinion of men that

science is an account of the species of things which

exist in a changeless and orderly classification. Scien

tists were supposed to be concerned only with discov

ering and recording this classification. But within half a cen

tury an opinion arose that the true concern of science is not, or

ought not be, with things, but with processes; not with a change

less order, but with orderly change. And the duty was imposed

upon scientific men to find out the origins and explain the growth

and foretell the future of things. Sciences were appraised ac

cording to their ability to predict.

But this very attitude, when extended into the sciences of life,

entailed a further change in our opinion of what it is to be scien

tific. For the study of the origin and growth of man himself,

and of his nervous system and his brain especially, which are the

very machinery of science, brought us to see that science itself

is but part of a process. It is part of the process of adjustment

of life to the world. Nerve and brain and mind and all the

faculties we call intelligent, were developed in and for the service

of the. organism, and their function is to aid the species to adapt

itself and win control upon a hostile or indifferent world. Thus
even the most theoretic science is foredoomed to use the percepts,

and the concepts, and the signs, and language, and the whole

neural machinery of Practical adaptation. It cannot iii-erely

analyze and know the processes of things; it always knows them

from some point of view, the point of view of adaptation to some

situation, or of action towards some end. The wisest scientists

are they who realize this fact, and consciously resign their think—

ing to it. They know that all their meditation and experiment,

no matter how impersonal it seems, is ultimately directed towards

a vital end. Their function, and the function of all knowledge,

in the eyes of wisdom, is no longer merely to observe and measure

processes, but to guide them. And the highest test of their suc

cess is not their power to predict; it is their power to control or

use the change they anaylze. .

Science is the intellectual technique of purposive action. And
to be completely scientific is to formulate statements, not of mere

fact or mere necessity, but of method. “Under such and such
circumstances, if we do thus and so, this or that will result.”

This is the archetype to which, in the light of its genesis and

biologic function, a complete. science ought to conform. To be

scientific is to devote oneself to the enunciation and testing out of
working hypotheses.

Now “scientific socialism,”-the departure of Marx and Engels
in economics, was a part of the earlier change in our opinion of
what it is to be scientific. The “classic” economy had wished to

to do little but record and classify the current facts of business,

as though they had existed and would exist as they were forever.

And Marx’s great departure was to regard these facts as merely

the passing portion of a process of continual evolution. His sci

entific writings, taken all together, are an attempt to trace the

origin and growth of the systems of production and distribution

that he found in Europe, and by analyzing their tendencies to

predict what developments the near future must hold.

His chief prediction was that, owing to a gradual concentration

of capital in the hands of a few, what we call the middle classes,

the small owners, would tend to disappear, and the ranks of the

wage-worker be swelled to the point of revolution against that

few. We might say that he predicted the trusts, but he predicted

that they would dominate completely the character of industry and

commerce, and that the revolution when it came would be but an

appropriation of these gigantic assemblages of capital by the

wage-workers acting in a body, whether politically or at war.

This prediction of the Marxian analysis was so out of accord

with the sentiment of pecuniary respectability which illumines the

circles of academic learning, that it never entered into the body

of economic science. at all.1 It is
,

nevertheless, the one really

great work in economics which fulfilled the demands of that new

attitude in science which distinguished the latter half of the nine

teenth century. And if we could magically divest a predicted

revolution of its social disreputability, Marx’s “Capital” would

undoubtedly stand—true and false, like all the memorable systems

of science—as the chief monument of an evolutionary school of

economics.

It has far more truth and more value in it now, than the rela—

tively static systems which still prevail in our colleges, and which

might have been as they are, even if the nineteenth century had

never discovered that species change. Nevertheless, it is time to

recompose this system in the light of a truer conception of the

nature of science. For in its present form, as an objective statis

tical prediction, it is condemned to be either believed dogmatically

, without much regard to facts by earnest minds who desire a revo

lution, or too lightly refuted by professional commentary-writers

who desire nothing but to establish a social respectability upon

the basis of academic renown. <

What we want is not a prediction, but a method of progress.

We do not want to know what to watch, we want to know what to

do. For not only have biology and genetic psychology established

that knowledge is practical, but the whole tone and spirit of our

age and nation demands that it shall be. And if there is to be a

revolutionary movement which belongs to us, it must accede to

this demand. We cannot build a theory of liberty for America
in the twentieth century around the dictates of a mind committed

1Only yesterday it was necessaryfor Professor Simkhovitchto write a book
explainingto his colleaguesin the universitiesof Americathat Marx’s "Capital" is

not a homiletictreatiseon the rights of labor,and the ethicaldutiesof society,
but an analysisof theactualevolutionof capitalisticindustrycontaininga prediction
of its inevitableoutcome. ,.
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TH-E MASSES REVIEIV.

to the intellectualistic philosophy of a previous century in Europe.

Let us warmly confess, however, that ‘we shall find more of the

material for our own theory in the ideas of that mind than any

where else. For, however nobly he may have tried to eliminate

this consideration from his analysis, the mind of Karl Marx 'ZQ’GS

practical, it TC'OScommitted to the end of achieving human liberty.

And his “prediction” was—even more patently than some scientific

systems—a rationalization of his wish. We might declare, re

serving our respect for his attempt to breast the highest wis~

dom of his time, that Marx’s philosophic position in his great
work was a histrionic attitude. He did indeed retrace the history

of capital in England, as a master; he did analyze the processes

of business and foretell many things with marvellous precision;

and he did with supreme wit and erudition criticise and ridicule

the “Bourgeois Economics” of his time. But his pretense that

his own economics was more. cold and independent of his wish

than theirs, his science more impersonal, his hope a mere predic

tion on inexorable facts, was very thin. His passion breaks

through every chapter, and his most impersonal conclusions point

to action every time. He prophesies a social revolution, but he

rarely fails to tell you, if you want that revolutiOn, what to do.

And had his great book been written naively, as a bold appropria

tion' and rebuilding of the body of economics, for the ends of
revolution, in its essence it could hardly be assailed.

/ As it stands, however, we must alter and remodel what he

wrote, and make of it
,

and of what else our recent science offers,

. a doctrine that shall clearly have the nature of hypothesis, of

method for proceeding towards our end. A technique of progress,

offering a working guide, both tentative, indeed, and highly gen—

eral, but not vague, to those who wish for human liberty—that is

what today demands. And there are many minds today who

possess such a technique, though it never has been clearly formu

lated, and the difference between these minds and the rigid

Marxist or the emotional revolutionary has no public name.

I think it can be formulated with a little labor, and without an

expert’s knowledge of the desert intricacies of academic econom

ics. I am not a specialist in these sciences, and yet in those who

are is never seen that certainty and agreement which might war—

rant our esteeming their opinions higher than our own. Their
voluminous knowledge seems to consist for the most part in each

one’s knowing what all the others think. And that surely is not es

sential to the formulation in valid language of the working hy

pothesis which guides the leading agitators of our day and nation

in conducting a propaganda which they agree to call revolu

tionary.

11. WHAT WE MUST RENOUNCE

HE simplest act of adjustment in animals with a nervous

system divides itself into three parts. There is always a

stimulus, a purposive reaction, and intervening between these a

redirection of the neural current in the nervous centers or the

brain. And when conscious deliberation arises at this point of re—

direction, it ought to take account of these three factors. First

the stimulus, that is
,

the facts of the actual situation in its failure

to satisfy; second the end to be desired; and third the hypothesis,

or rule of action, for reaching the end on the basis of the facts.

The act of thinking in completeness is a movement back and

forth between the factual situation and the end desired, each

being comprehended and continually redefined in its relation to the

other, and the hypothesis progressively remodeled as the change

proceeds.

This much philosophy, or logic, is
, I think, essential to make

clear the thing I aim to do. I aim to render in convenient com

pass the present status of a working hypothesis. And by the law

of its own nature, this hypothesis must fall into three divisions.

First I shall define the aim, for I assume that the stimulus of vague

dissatisfaction with our present social state is general; and sec

ond. from the standpoint of that aim and one who seeks to reach

it
,

I shall indicate the revelant facts of human nature in society

so far as we pretend to know them; third I shall propose the

' general plan of action which, upon the basis of these facts, seems

fitted to attain in some degree the end I have defined.

It is impossible in presentation to pass continually back and

forth between these definitions as one does in thought; but it will
be evident when we are defining the aim that we are held always
in leash by the facts and what they leave possible. We shall not

outline an ideal society in which the law of gravitation does not

hold at least approximately true, nor shall we outline a society
in which men do not resist evil, or in which they feel happy when

food is taken out of their mouths. On the other hand, when we

define the facts of human nature and history, it will be evident

that we are selecting only such facts as are relevant, whether

favorably or unfavorably, to our achieving the aim we have de

fined. It is
,

indeed, not ourselves who define the aim, but the

facts, and not ourselves who define the facts, but our aim. And
these two together declare to our volition what we are to do.

All theories of progress in the past have required an adjustive

‘mechanism in those who hold them, namely “common sense.”

Men adopt a theory which gives aesthetic satisfaction because it is

the painting of a beautiful moral or social ideal, like Tolstoy’s, or

cognitive satisfaction because it is a peculiarly brutal statement of
certain facts, like Stirner’s, and then to that theory which re

volves in absolute purity of perfection within their minds, giving
off the finest kind of oratory and conversational epigram, they
attach a commutative device, namely this “common sense,” oiled

with casuistry, and by that means they manage to gear in some

what with a world whose problems really demand a continuous

free moving of judgment back and forth between the ideal and

the facts. When the true method 'of science, the method of the

working hypothesis, is fully understood, and it is known that this

is the method of all genuine wisdom, then we shall no longer have

any need for the device of “common sense,” nor for that medium

of intellectual dishonesty in which it works.

Another thing we must guard against is the creation of a new

philosophy of life. \Ve must build beneath all philosophies of life
upon life itself. It will be evident to anyone who reflects, that a

thousand-odd “philosophies,” each attracting the temperaments

it attracts, and surviving among the rest, and coming to no issue

or decision with them, can none of them be reasonably asserted

true, or of the same kin with general truth. They are real, to be

sure, in the individual experience of the temperaments that ap

propriate them; but if ever we are to get forward towards a day

of liberated experience for all temperaments, we cannot build

upon any of these propositions which only express the intellectual

emotions of a few. If all the brilliant idealists who have sur

rendered their intellects to a poet—to Christ, or Mahomet, or St.

Francis, or George Fox, or Tolstoy, or Browning, or Emerson, or

Carlyle, or Whitman, or Nietzsche—if they all had given these

poets their love and critical attention, and saved for the social

labor of creating and verifying general truth a working part of
their brains, we should be well along the road toward liberty and

wisdom now.

The temptation will come to every intellectual poet to create a

new philosophy of life. He has imagination, he has mood, he has

suppressed desires. He can so easily see the world under a form

that will exalt that imagination, eternalize the mood, and satisfy
the unsatisfied that life’s reality has' left in him. But this he

can no longer do, and call it general truth. All individual poetry
of experience must be called poetry, or it will be called quackery.2
The text-books of science, the statistics, the laboratory findings.

the field-reports—these modest beginnings have that sovereignty

latent in them. And those who are gifted with the power to paint

2Forexample,whatMax Dessoir(in his Outlinesof the History of Psychology)
calls psychosophyand psychognosis—theretail vehiclesof personalemotionand
happy-goJuckysagacity'--theyare whatall literatureand journalismcalls psychology.
Do theylooka little “easy”in the light of the analyticandexperimentaldiscipline,
eventodaywhenpsychologyis but an academicalbaby? What thenof the future?
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THE MASSES REVIEW.

their thoughts in glory, even those gods and prophets, must pre

pare to kneel at the homely shrine of experimental science.3

One thing again we must beware of, and that is the elaborate

prospectus. And this is the hardest thing for American people to

learn. The first thing they ask of a man who creates a necessary

disturbance somewhere, is what kind of an “ism” he represents.

And let us suppose that he says “socialism.” ‘
“Now Iwant to ask you a few questions,” says the discoverer.

“I understand that you believe in the co-operative ownership and

management of the instruments of production. N010! That

being the case, I want to ask you how you plan to provide for the

maintenance, under such a program, of an elastic currency?

What do you say to that ?”

“Well, that is a very penetrating question,” replies the dis

turber, and they two are launched upon a speculative exercise no

less irrelevant to the issues of progress than the high points of
theology.

“Read, for instancein “ContemporaryPortraits”by Frank Harris, Carlyle’s_ac
countof his meetingwith Darwin,his commentsof! Darwin’stheoryof evolution“ ‘The theory,man!the theoryis as old as the everlastinghills,’ impatientcon
temptin his voice. ‘There’snothingin it—nothing;it leadsno whither—allsound
and fury signifyingnaething,naething.. . . _“ ‘The fittest,’he wenton with unspeakablescorn,“the survivalof the fittest”;
there’san answerfor you to makea soul sick. What is your “fittest,”whatd’ye
meanby’t? Ari evasionI call it, a cowardly,sneakingevasion,withits tail betweenits legs. Is your “fittest”thebest,thenoblest,the mostunselfish?There’sa faith,
a beliefto live anddie by; but is thatyour “fittest,”eh? Answermethat. That’s
whatconcernsme,a man—thatand nothingelse.“ ‘Or is your “fittest”a poorserviletwo-leggedspanielsneakingroundfor_boriesand fawningon his master,beslobberinghis feet? Or just the greediermediocrity
amonghostsof mediocrities,theslightlystrongerpig or fox, eh?ay di me,ay di‘me
—the evil dreams! "Fittest," humph!’and he pursedhis lips and blinkedhis eyes
to getrid of theunshedtears.’”

In that we havethe wholeweaknessof whatwe call “literature”epitomized.A
passionate,brilliant,intellectual,but entirelyignorant,irrelevant,ineffectualreactionto a.scientifichypothesis—merel a reaction. And this from the “greatmind,”
the “leaderof men.” It is beautiful,but it is sad. _The truth is that our literaryintellectualswill haveto go to'work. They Wlll
haveto Passtheir examinations,in a way of speaking.Otherwisewe shall merely

The day of the social prospectus is dead. Science is dynamic.

It is the intellectual control of forces. And a man’s social philos

ophy is not the plan of some elaborated commonwealth that he

lays out in his mind; it is the act of aligning himself with a social

force, and his factual and ideal reasons therefor. That comes

first, plans second—plans of the immediate future second. For

every man may be confident that if the power he espouses comes

into preponderance, programs will be there to serve it
,

brains will

flock to him like blackbirds. He need not expend his brains in

advance upon that. Indeed he needs all that he has for the more

delicate task of maintaining his alignment in the complexity of
current change, and for fashioning the next steps, and ever the

next, as he proceeds. Time will be more creative than our im—

aginations can be. New events, new conditions, new inventions,

new ideas will enter- the world in the next few years, and all our

plans will have to be drawn anew. Our elaborate prospectus will

be wrong by a billion to one probability.

Therefore, along with the pleasure of framing ideal principles

inoperable in a real world, and compendiums of fact unrelated to

an ideal purpose, and along with the “philosophies of life,” we

shall have to renounce this alluring pleasure of drawing up plans

for new worlds, which would run like a mechanical toy if we

could only get somebody to start them. Our problem is to con

trol a condition of current change. And we can afford to outline

only in very general terms the ideal of social life toward which

our wishes bend; then we must hasten back to the business of

seeking out in this present world the powers that tend in that

direction.
enjoy 1

ought to do.
hemlike a song.and thengo look it up in the bookto find out whatwe

. . Scienceholds the power to makeall intellectualliterature'mere(lilettantism,andnothingbut resolutegiantsof brainwith feelingcanpreventit.

o

(The'title o
f the next chapter will be “The Aim o
f Agitation”)

0

“Fill The Ambulances”

HORTLY after the shooting of two striking

stevedores, the San Francisco Chamber of Com

merce called a mass meeting and decided to form a

“law and order” committee. A million dollars is to

be raised for the purpose of “curing San Francisco

of this insidious disease,” “free it from the reputa

.tion of being a class ruled city,” “maintain law and

order and establish the open shop.”

On June first, 16,000stevedores employed in the
ports from British Columbia to the Mexican border
struck for a raise of from 50 to 55 cents per hour
straight time and from 75 cents to $

1 an hour over
time. According to union men, 3,500 went out in

San Francisco. Shortly afterward the employers
agreed to grant all demands temporarily, pending
the outcome of arbitration. The men went back to
work.

While they worked the employers imported scabs,
an extraordinary number of graduates of Federal
jails, army deserters and counterfeiters, according
to deputy United States marshals. Already one
union man—unarmed—had been shot and killed in
Oakland by a scab riding in an automobile; then
presently another, named Olsen—unarmed, of
course—walking with two companions past a pier,
was shot in the back of the head. A negro strike
breaker is in the city jail awaiting trial for the kill
ing. Witnesses say he ran on to the pier, telling his
fellows: “I just shot a white man.”

At the time the employers admitted it was a re

grettable incident; nothing was said of the killings

at the mass meeting for law and order.

The killing angered the stevedores. Their presi

dent, J. J. Foley, informed the employers that unless

the strikebreakers were removed from the piers, his

organization would abrogate the temporary agree

ment. Some people say he lacked diplomacy, that
the stevedores, with victory in their grasp, bull—
headedly chose strife._ But the stevedores, at least
the ones I have talked to, are less interested in
diplomacy than they are in Olsen.

The strike continued, the piers became covered

with cargoes that couldn’t be stored. An appeal to
Mayor James Rolph for permission to place 1,000

armed guards on the waterfront met with a refusal
and a statement from Chief of Police White that his
200 extra patrolmen were plenty of protection for
the piers. So the mass meeting was called by the
Chamber of Commerce. 7

About 2,000 “prominent business men” attended,

They
cheered every mention of “action” like school boys.

When Captain Robert Dollar, multi-millionaire and
head of the Dollar Steamship Company, mounted
the speaker’s stand, the uproar was‘ deafening. The
ancient captain, white haired and white bearded,
thoughtfully wiped his spectacles; the 2,000 con
tained themselves with difficulty. I could tell by
the bright little twinkles in their eyes, their nudg
ings and their attention, that the Captain was ex

packing the floor of the stock exchange.

pected to say something good! He said it: “There

is one way to bring about industrial peace,” a dra
matic pause—“fill the ambulances with union men.”
Hurray! ‘

What followed frightened them a little. Some
laughed carefully. It wasn’t quite approved of by the
majority. The irrepressible captain said: “Jesus
Christ said turn the other cheek; well, he didn’t
know anything about the stevedores’ union when he
said that!” At least the Captain says what he
means. “Beat up two union men for every one

What cared he for
Raw and order gave him a pain,

quite obviously. So he said so. -

The others, the bank president, the Commercial
Club president, the railroad president, etc., talked
the usual hypocrisies: “This campaign .is not to be

strikebreaker,” he counseled.
law and order?

directed at the life of the unions; no law-abiding
union man of the most radical type need fear it.”
“We insist upon the right to employ union men or
non-union in whole or in part,” “the integrity of
contractural relations must be scrupulously ob—
served,” “we are ready to sacrifice ourselves for San
Francisco,” “we are ready to defend true American
ism, the right for any man to work for whom he
please,” etc., ad riauseam.

-

(Great Scott, how they lie to themselves, these
“prominent business men,” who cheer the mention
of ambulances and aPe afraid to laugh at the other
cheek doctrine because Jesus Christ said it.)
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Newspaper photographers high up on a shelf

filled the room with choking flashlight smoke; the

speeches at last were done with and the “law and

order” committee was decided upon, also the million,

though I noticed that mention of the need of "sacri

fice of business” for the cause was received with

little applause. I have attended hundreds of union

meetings; not one was so egregiously stupid. These

2,000prominent business men propose to stamp out

unionism forever! Most of them really believe they

can do it, being ignorant of history and every other

learning that might help them with an understand

ing of things as they are. So the history of Los

Asia and
HE war in Europe is regarded in Asia as primarily

a fight for the possession of Asia and Africa,

according to Lajpat Rai, an Indian Nationalist leader

now in this country. But more than that, Asia be

lieves that if the war keeps up at this rate long enough,

it will as a matter of fact end the European domina

tion of the rest of the world. So Asia is in no hurry

for peace!

Mr. Rai expressed these views so interestingly dur

ing a _visit to THE MAsSES’ office that we asked him to

sit down and write them out for us. And this is what

he wrote:

HE peoples of Asia, who have suffered much

from their own rulers, might have had a chance

to gain their liberty, if it had not been for the

coming of the Europeans. They came peacefully at

first, coaxing and bribing 'our rulers, obtaining privi

leges, concessions and monopolies of all kinds by ab

ject submissiveness and servile protestations. It is

amusing to read the letters written home by European

ambassadorscomplaining of the indignities heapedupon

them, in the observance of Oriental court etiquette.

They submitted to these “indignities” because they

wanted to make money, to obtain trade concessionsand

privileges. All kinds of promises of friendship and good

will were made by them—and accepted in good faith
by the rulers of India, China, Burmah, Indo—China,the

But after the Europeans had be—

come establishedas peaceful traders, they proceededto

take an interest in local politics, and sell arms to one

or the _other of rival claimants for power; they made

treaties with the rulers they had helped to set up;

they intrenched themselves in their privileges with
military power, and proceededto reduce the populations

to the position of forced laborers. That has been the

condition of Asia for over a century ground into

Malay Archipelago.

slavery betweenthe double tyranny of their own ruling

classes and the foreigners.

The wealth of Asia, thus obtained by force and
fraud, by flattery and falsehood, has made Europe fabu

lously rich, and caused its demoralization. But that

evil has brought its own retribution, in the shape of

the European war. That is how Asia looks at it;

though the satisfaction felt on the first outbreak of

the war has been somewhat modified by the war’s hav

ing been extended to Asia itself.

On the pretext of maintaining order, the English

have set up their empire in India and in Burmah, have

obtained their concessions in China, taken possession

of island after island in the Malay archipelago, an

nexed Ceylon; the French did the same in Indo-China.

Russia’s methods have been more open, less insidious,

THE JI‘ASSES REVIEW.

Angeles and Stockton is to be repeated in San

Francisco, strongest of union cities. They boast

that it is.
The city administration is pro-union labor, a ma

jority of the supervisors are union labor men; the
mayor, head of a big shipping company, granted the
men’s demands at the inception of the strike. He
has a canny eye on his votes, dearly loves to be
mayor and is quite willing to meet the remon
strances of his fellow capitalists for the sake of his
political future. What he will do under real pres~

Sure is something to guess.

N. H. MATSON.

the War ‘

though on the surface more brutal. Japan would have

met the same fate but for the interest America had

in her integrity, and also for the fact that the English

and French had their hands full for the time in South—

ern Asia. In the meantime the Japanese united and

consolidated and strengthened their kingdom, and are

today the only people in Asia that are safe from the

domination or the menaceof domination by Europe.

I

It is the brutal exploitation of Asiatics and Africans

that is being avenged on the plains of Flanders and

Galicia. Fighting for dominions and markets, the Euro

peans are paying the penalty of their crimes in Asia

and Africa. In its crushing of India, England taught

a peaceful and gentle people that goodness was ruin.

England taught India that it is efficiency in killing and

robbing that pays. Europe has taught Asia that meek

ness and humility are preached by people who mean

the opposite of what they say. European hypocrisy is

fully understood in Asia. The Hindus cannot say what

they think, because the “liberal” policy of the British

Empire stops their mouths with Press Acts and penal

sentences. But the Chinese and Japanese are under

no such disability, and it is a pleasure to hear a Japan

ese talking of European morality. The war may, or

may not, bring relief to the oppressed populations of

India, Indo—China,Persia and other parts of Asia, but

it has proved a golden egg for the Japanese. How they

chuckle over it
,

and drink the healths of the Kaiser,

Kitchener, and all the war—lords of Europe! Their

statesmen and diplomatists have to pretend a keen
anxiety in the way the conflict turns out, but in their

hearts what they desire is the continuance of the war.

No Asiatic who has learned the lesson of hate from
Europe desires an end to this war, even though they

feel that eventually the East might have to pay for it.

'The German Kaiser is a distant figure for them; they
have only heard of him and his Prussian militarism.
But the heels of the Czar, the soldiers of King George,
and worse still of the French Republic, are on their
throats all the time. They know that the day of their
deliverance is not yet, but they feel that the weakness
of the enemy may bring it nearer. So they pray that
the war may continue for some years to come. Japan

is doing good business. Her alliance with Russia may
be ominous in one way, and gratifying in another. The
Czar is no friend of the Asiatic's, and Japan in alliance
with Russia may mean the ruin of China; but it may

also mean the deliverance of Japan from the leading

If that is accomplished, it

might bring some relief to southern Asia.

strings of Great Britain.

Under no

circumstancescould Japan see China dominated by the
British. _The British are the most formidable rivals she
has in China, and Japan resents their interference with
her trade and influence. The treaty with Russia is

3I

most decidedly a counter-stroke against England. How

England will take it cannot be known until after the

war. Then-it will be both interesting and instructing

to watch the motions of British diplomacy in China.

It may be that the victory of the Allies may end in

the complete subjugation of Asia by the elimination of

Turkey, but that fact itself may be the prelude to Asiatic
unity on a large scale. One thing is certain, Asia is in

no mood to take things lying down, and the end of the

war may be the beginning of a great and continuous
and protracted struggle for freedom in Asia.

This accounts for the feeling of Asia that the first
thing to do is to throw off the foreign yoke; then to

educateherself in the principles and practice of demo
cratic government—and a just and equitable treatment
of the masses. The masses of Asia are at present
groaning under a double burden. They have to destroy
the one imposed from without, in'order to be able to
do away with the other.
present trying to assure the masses that their interests
demandthe continuanceof foreign rule. Will they suc—
ceed much longer?

The foreign powers are at

The Nationalists of India and China are under no

They do not expect that they will be able

to establishdemocraticnational government. The strug—

gle for democracy will commenceonly after the for

delusion.

eign exploiter has been turned out, or put in his place.

At present, it is believed, it is only in the unity of the
classes and the masses of Asia that the salvation lies.

The immediate future is uncertain; the struggle may

be long and bloody, but the eventual triumph of right

seems assured.

Educating the Teachers
HAD supposed that sentiment about “my school
teacher who laid the foundation of my adult life

at the little country school house,” was unserviceable

But I heard a man
preface his talk to a branch of the newly formed teach
ers’ union with just that gush the other day.

If there is any such sentiment left among teachers
the recent action of the Chicago Board of Education
has done what it could to bring them to earth.

There is something obviously inconsistent about
adorning a pedestal and being a member of the Amer
ican Federation of Labor. But the Chicago Board,
like other employers, finds union membership an ade
quate disqualification for teaching in the public schools.
The discharge of, or failure to re-elect, 38 teachers,
who were members of the Teachers’ Federation, and
the refusal to give reasons for the discharge, will
have the same effect on the organization of teachers
that it has had on other wage-earners’ organizations.

It will give the momentum to the movement through
out the country which its promoters have been pray
ing for.

today even in platform oratory.

But the organizers of trade unions among public
school teachersare not the only ones who deserve con
gratulations. These discharged teachers, excused from
their positions on the pedestal, will have a chance for
the first time to find out what life is in its adventur
ous aspects.

—This comment, I am told, sounds unfriendly. I

never felt more friendly towards anybody than I do
towards those teachers. And that is becausethey have
come down to my level and into the common experi
ence 3f wage-earners. The security of teachers’ jobs,
as well as the adulation of their profession, has iso
lated them, and made it difficult for them to know
what life is and what is most worth while. They are
going to have a better time than they have ever had
before. H. M.
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The Mexican Labor Movement

C‘OLONEL
MARTINEZ came to New York in 1915

and took up his residence there as the represen

tative of the Mexican Federation of Labor. His rea—
son for coming, the purpose of the Federation in send
ing him, is to make the organized workers of the
United States acquainted with the organized workers

of Mexico. Colonel Martinez was a railway train con
ductor in Mexico, a member of the Mexican Conduc
tors’ Union. He and his family had inherited large
estates,"his uncle was at one time the governor of the
state of Mexico, another member of his family was an
ambassadorto Austria, but Colonel Martinez renounced
the connections which his family had made with the
Liberal Party and became a rcvolutionist under Ma
dero.

HE present Mexican labor movement is of recent
origin, having sprung into existence with the

beginning of the Carranza revolution. The Mexican
Federation of Labor has since that time grown to a
strength of 250,000members. The Casa del Obrero
Mundial is very much like the I. W. W. There is no
quarrel between these organizations. We
much in common for that. We have raised wages
enormously in the last two years. Children have been
taken out of factories and mines and sent to school.
The organizations have been offered every help by

Carranza. The unions hold their meetings in school

houses and other public buildings. It would have been
impossible to have made this progress if the govern

ment had not considered the unions an organic part

of society.

have too

But our unions are now engaged in bringing about

a great revolution in the ownership of the land of

our country. It is the same great struggle in which

Mexico has been engaged from the beginning. The

labor movementhas been always linked with the strug—

gle to free Mexico, and in that sense it may be said

that our labor movement dates from colonial times.

Our heroes, Verdad, Hidalgo, Benito Juarez, Sebastian

Lerdo de Tejada, and their patriotic associates, were
all fighters on behalf of labor. But it was the treat

ment of the workers by Porfirio Diaz, who sold out

Mexico to the foreign corporations, and had his people

bayoneted and shot whenever they dared to ask for

higher wages, that aroused the last great revolt.

After one of these butcheries, that at Orizaba, the

workingmen began to try to organize. Several at

tempts were made. Aquiles Cerdan‘ and his associates

took up arms in defense of the workers of Mexico,

and being betrayed, fought to the death in the city of

Puebla. But other patriots rose up to take their place,

and one of these was our First Chief, Venustiano

Carranza. The outcome of this movement was the

overthrow of Diaz and the election of Francisco Ma

dero, who fell a victim to treachery before his re

forms in behalf of the working people of Mexico could

be completed. But the work was taken up again, and

the friends of labor rallied around Venustiano Car

ranza.

General Candido Aguilar is the strongest man

He is

young, and will do more for the working class
next to Carranza among the revolutionists.

movement in the end than any other man in the
country. He has spent thousands of dollars to help

the organization of labor, he has given without

favor to the unions as they asked it
,

to both the

Edmund E. Martinez

Federation and the Casa del Obrero Mundial. He

is the workers’ hero on and off the battlefield. It is

indicative of Carranza’s policy and his integrity that
he has given this man, the friend of labor, the most
important political office, that of secretary of state.

It was at General Carranza’s bidding that the Mexi
can Federation of Labor, the Casa del Obrero Mun~

dial and other labor organizations sprang into being.

Under Carranza the workers are not only encouraged

to organize, but their organization is a part of his plan

for the new state which he is trying to create.
The first necessityof labor, however, is to free Mex

ico; and so the Mexican Federation of Labor and the

other labor organizations formed battalions and went

into battle. And not only the men fight, but the

women follow their men to the field of battle, and

when the men fall fighting the very children take up

their father’s rifles and continue the fight. The Mexi

can labor movement was born amid the thunders of

war, and the first end of its efforts is to free Mexico

and keep her free.

Our organization of more than 250,000members is

We be

lieve that it is not right for the producers of the

country to maintain another class in dissipation, lazi

We believe that everybody should

work to earn his own living and to develop the re

resolved to die before becoming slaves again.

ness and crime.

sources of the country. We believe, moreover, that it

is not right that we should pay for the beliefs of

others, and we do not want to support a class of so—

called ministers of God in idleness and opulence. As

a people we are very religious, but we believe in free

dom of worship. We believe in freedom of speech,

freedom of thought, freedom of the press (even of

And we

think that there should be an understanding between

the peoples of this hemispherewhich will permit us to

use all our energies for achieving these things.

We do not believe that armies, which are paid for

by the toiiers and producers of our nation, should be

used to protect the interests of the rich, nor that these

soldiers should be turned into butchers of the working

people when they demand their rights. We do not be

lieve in a great standing army for the benefit of con

tractors. ‘

the corporation press), and a free ballot.

We are opposedto child labor; we want the children

to go to school and fit themselves for life. We are

opposed to women being made tools and chattels.

Women and-children shall not work in sweatshops in

Mexico if our revolution can prevent it. And we sug

gest that Mr. Hearst save the women and children of

his own country from their slavery before he sends

an army down here to saveiours.

We believe land should be taxed so as to compel a

fair distribution of it among those who use it. We

do not believe the present holders of huge estateshave

any valid right to them, and we propose to parcel these

out among their rightful owners; but we are willing

to have these estatesappraised and bought by the gov

ernment,”as we do not wish to have anybody say that

we are robbers. Imagine‘a single person owning the

whole State of Massachusetts,Kansas, or Illinois!

We are going to abolish the system of peonage,and

we are willing to be called bandits by the mercenary

press of the United States as long as it is necessary to

take the field and fight to free ourselves from this

system.

\Ve believe in women’s rights. Our companions, so

patient, noble and courageous, who accompany us on

the march, who carry water to the wounded, who fight

along with us, who take care of us, must be treated

as our equals. Certainly as men we have been very

infamous to them.’ We have tolerated in office drunken

criminals because they were men, and we have denied

a vote to women. A great feeling is coming all over

Mexico that we must give to woman all equality with

ourselves.

We of the Mexican labor movement believe that

President \Vilson’s intentions toward Mexico are good.

we believe that he, like our own Venustiano Car—

ranza, is watching over the dignity and welfare of his

people, with no malevolence toward his neighbors;

and we believe that these two leaders will be able to

prevent serious misunderstandings between these two

great peoples. \Vould to God that they could get to

gether and exchange thoughts! All the troubles would

disappear in a moment.

I/Ve believe that Venustiano Carranza will lead the

oppressedof Mexico and especially the working classes

into the true liberty.

We thank the American workers for their sympathy

in our struggle with oppression, and we will prove to

them that this is not in vain.

Unofliczal Diplomacy

WHILE
the press of the country and the. financial

interests were working overtime to bring about

intervention in Mexico, while the War Department

was mobilizing the troops for an invasion of the coun

try, and while Congress was appropriating millions

for the attack, representativesof the Mexican Federa

tion of Labor met in Washington in conference with

the officials of the American Federation of Labor.

This joint

proclamation protesting against intervention and de

manding the adjustment of the difficulties without

international labor conference issued a

war. It was arranged at that conference to detain in

Washington two representatives of the workers of

Mexico during'the crisis; to call at a later date an in

ternational conference to take definite action in the

interest of workers of both countries; to send envoys

to South America to establish permanent and official

connection among the workers of the Americas.

There is not a note of defiance in the whole procla

mation; there is no appeal to class action; on the con

trary, it calls for “a commission of high-minded citi

zens fully representative of nation.” The

proclamation is not a revolutionary document, but it

It is not heroic, but it is very

The men who were members of the conference

0111‘

is a labor expression.

real

knew that labor was not sufficiently class.conscious or

international to declare for a general strike in case

of war with _anypretense of success. The proclama

tion is a reflection of what labor in the present stage

of industrial development can do in opposition to an

organized political state. What it can do is to voice

the sentiment of American labor, which is against war.

The crystallization of that sentiment and the leader—

ship given to it by the labor Ofl'lClalS is what gives the

proclamation and action of the conference its diS

tinction.

' i ' H. M.
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BOOKS THAT ARE INTERESTING
A MONTHLY REVIEW CONDUCTED BY FLOYD DELL

Shaw and Jesus
Androcles and the Lion, Overruled, and Pygmalion,

by Bernard Shaw. $1.50. [Brentano’s.]
Bernard Shaw as an exponent of Christianity is a

spectacle that might very well drive a Bishop to de

spair. Shaw, in spite of the silly old talk about “clever

paradox,” is so convincing a writer that when he turns

(as he does in the preface to “Androcles and the Lion”)
to arguing for Christianity, he will be like to convert

us all to the teachings of Jesus: and then what will

become of the church!

I solemnly profess that he has converted"me. At

least, he has finished the job that the War began. Up

to 1914 I was, like the rest of the civilized world, a

believer in the gospel of force. Like the Kaiser and

Sir Edward Grey and Colonel Roosevelt and the Mc

Namara boys, I believed that a judicious use of high

explosives would bring to pass a Kingdom of Heaven

on Earth. 'And I am still so recent a convert that I am

afraid I might backslide if Colonel Max Eastman

asked my modest assistance in building a barricade.

But at present writing, it looks as though I should have

a considerable space of time in which to establish my—

self in my new faith.
It is an odd feeling, this being a Christian. But,

after all, what is a fellow to do? Optimist by tem

perament though I am, I really cannot go on believing

in this silly war. To see anything in it but a hysterical

attempt on the part of civilization to commit suicide,

requires an intensity of credulity which my mind can—

not sustain for more than the few minutes a day in

which I read the newspapers. But if one does not be—

lieve that the world is going to be made saner and

sweeter and finer by a victory of the Allies over Ger

many (or vice versa), then one is perilously near

Christianity. If we are not to take a gun and shoot

the people who disagree with us (the simplicity of

which method has always appealed to me), we must

find some way of getting along with them. Now that

is “loving your enemies,”and a general attempt to put

it in practice would involve a catastrophic dissolution

of the State, the Prison System, Property Rights, and

almost Everything Else one could think of.

Once upon a time I read the gospel of St. Mark, and

conceived a qualified admiration for the haughty, im

perious, masterful, clever, epigrammatic young thau

maturgist who is its hero. In his sayings, moreover,

there seemedto be a certain pith' of wisdom. He re

sented family ties, like Samuel Butler; he was an im

patiently hostile critic of marriage, like Ibsen; he had

a deepcontempt for work done not in joy but for bread

and butter, just as William Morris had; and he be

lieved that the kingdom of heaven is within us, like

Bob Ingersoll, from whom I first learned that revolu

tionary doctrine. I felt, as I always feel when I hear

of some little group who are going to retire from the

ugliness and evil of the world and found a little para

dise of their own, the charm of that sentiment. But

I did not want to go along. I desired money with

which to buy beautiful neckties and my favorite brand

of cigarettes, and I was,willing to do stupid and un

necessary work, like writing book-reviews, in order to

get it; I desired to live with my sweetheart,and I was

more than willing to assert and even to believe the

most improbable things in order to effect this. And,

finally, I did not really wish to leave this ugly and
‘ I I 0 I /

wicked world; I wanted to stay right 1n 1t, and see if

I could not play the game as well as anybody else.

I felt a malicious pleasure in the thought of putting a

few things over on my wicked and unsuspecting con—

temporaries.

I still feel that way.

Shaw comes in.

That is where Mr.

He agrees with me that I am quite

He tells me that it would be foolish, and a

waste of what unchristian talents I possess, for me to

start in being Christian before everybody else does.

He points out that Christianity “must be left out of

the question in human affairs until it is made prac

tically applicable to them by complicated political de

vices.” If Jesus, he remarks, could have worked out

the practical details of his great idea in “a Communist

constitution, an admitted obligation to deal with crime

without revenge or punishment, and a full assumption

by humanity of divine responsibilities, he would have

conferred an incalculable benefit on mankind”: but he

didn’t. We still have the details to work out ourselves

in some statesmanlikefashion. And it may be that in

the working out of those details there will be enough

fighting to satisfy what stomach for it the unregen

erate Adam in me still possesses.

right.

This seems to leave me, somewhat to my chagrin,

just about where I started. Indeed my teacher says

plainly: “I am no more a Christian than Pilate was,

or you, gentle reader, and yet, like Pilate, I greatly

prefer Jesus to and Caiaphas; and I

am ready to admit that after contemplating the world
and human nature for nearly sixty years, I see no way

out of the world’s misery but the way which would

have been found by Christ’s will if he had undertaken

the work of a modern practical statesman."

So it appears that, despite my conversion, I am to

be permitted to write unnecessarybook-reviews, solace
myself with neckties and Virginia cigarettes, and culti

vate the society of my Best Beloved: in the intervals
of which unchristian occupations, grace may be given

me to think out one of the minor clauses of the'Com
munist Constitution, or even to take an astigmatic aim

over that barricade. .
My only disappointment with this book is that Mr.

Shaw does not introduce Jesus as a character. Judg—
ing from what happenedto THE Mixsslzs when we did

it in a mild way in that “Ballad” of ours, it is just as
well for his peace of mind that he didn’t. But Mr.

Shaw is fully aware of what would happen if he did.

Nota bene:
“You may deny the divinity of Jesus; you may doubt

whether he ever existed; you may reject Christianity
for Judaism, Mahometanism, Shintoism or Fire Wor
ship; and the iconolaters, placidly contemptuous, will
only classify you as a freethinker or a heathen. But
if you venture to wonder how Christ would have
looked if he had shaved and had his hair cut, or what
size in shoes he took, or whether he swore when he
stood on a nail in the carpenter’s shop, or could not
button his robe when he was in a hurry, or whether he
laughed over the repartee by which he baffled the
priests when they tried to trap him into sedition and
blasphemy,or even if you tell any part of his story in

the vivid terms of'modern colloquial slang, you will
produce an extraordinary dismay and horror among

the iconolaters. You will have made the picture come

out of its frame, the statue descend from its pedestal,

the story become real, with all the incalculable conse
quences that may flow from this terrifying miracle.

It is at such moments that you realize that the icon

Annas

olaters have never for a moment conceived Christ as

a real person who meant what he said, as a fact, as a

force like electricity, only needing the invention of

suitable political machinery to be applied to the affairs

of mankind with revolutionary effect.

“Thus it is not disbelief that is dangerous in our

society; it is belief. The moment it strikes you (as it
may any day) that Christ is not the lifeless, harmless
image he has hitherto been to you, but a rallying 'cen
ter for revolutionary influences which all established
States and Churches fight, you must look to your
selves; for you have brought the image to life; and
the mob may not be able to bear that horror.”

There are—I had almost forgot to say—three de—
lightful plays in this book, too. F_ D

Frank Harris on OSCQI‘
Wilde

Oscar Wilde: His Life and Confessions, by Frank
Harris. 2 vols. $10net. [Published by the author,

3 \Vashington Square, New York]
HEN Frank Harris first met Oscar Wilde in

some London drawing-room, he felt, he says,

a repulsion, as from something “dirty.” Five minutes

later, charmed with Wildean conversation, he had for

gotten that impression; and when he remembered it

afterward, he wondered at it.

That was apparently the effect that Wilde had on

people—an effect of first arousing some singular and

perhaps vague, but profound hostility; and then con

quering them with words. Some years after that meet

ing, when the Wilde scandal had grown to enormous
proportions and was about to break in the open fury

of a criminal prosecution, an English country gentle

man invited Wilde over from a neighboring state. The

room into which he entered was full of men, sports

men, hunting squires, not at all a literary crowd, and

all full of contempt for Wilde. When he came in, they

buried themselves in their newspapers or looked the
other way. Wilde commencedto talk to his host; and
in a few minutes every man in the room was gathered

about him, listening delightedly.

When he was put on the witness stand in the rash
folly of the Queensberry libel suit, which led to his
downfall, and cross-examined by a clever lawyer, his
replies on the first day were such as drew applause
from a hostile courtroom.

All that the magic of words could effect, it was in
Oscar Wilde’s power to achieve. And that, it would
seem,was his sole strength. When that weapon failed
him, he was lost. Mr. Harris draws a picture of him
as a youth, before he went to Oxford. A dreamer, dis—
liking the coarseness of public school life, feeling in
himself the possession of great powers, he was as a
matter of fact unprepared,except for his gift of words,
for any struggle with the world. His creative faculty
was poor, he was dependent for his style and mate—
rials and ideas upon others.
sistent resolution.
he could talk.

In “De Profundis” he says (I quote from memory) 2
“The two determining events in my life were my
father's sending me to Oxford, and society’s sending
me to prison." Mr. Harris makes clear the meaning
of the Oxford reference. It was a time when demo
cratic idealism was waning in England, and the pseudo
Greek idealism of Pater was in the ascendant among

He was lacking in con
He was ignorant of the world. But
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34 THE MASSES REVIEIV.

delicate—mindedidealists. Wilde was touched with

both influences. The determining thing was his friend

ship with a coterie of admirers of pseudo-Greek ideals

and inverted notions about sex. \Vhen Wilde left

Oxford, ambiguous gossip was already busy with his

name.

He encouraged this by his fantastic dress, his Bun

thorne parade of zestheticism. But, not so much with

those freakishnesses as by the irresistible quality of

his talk, be conquered London. Presently it became

necessary to publish a book to prove that he was a

poet. It went against the grain, perhaps, to work; for

the composition of poetry is a sweating, shirt-sleeve

job, and as such naturally repugnant to a true

aesthete. But he did it; and the book, echoing from

end to end of Keats, Shelley, Rossetti, Swinburne,

Morris, and less definitely, Verlaine and Baudelaire,

had a considerable sale, though it had no critical rec—

ognition.

It seems strange, when one looks through these

harmless productions, to realize that they had for

Wilde’s contemporaries a Satanic flavor. It was big

oted, narrow-minded, cruel and a little absurd to
pounce upon these pretty trifies; but—unless we are

to believe that Wilde’s actual perversity was a weak

willed response to the public demand for wickedness!

—it would seem that their flair was true.

Frank Harris, it seems, was completely taken in, or

rather in his generosity of spirit allowed himself to be ‘

deceived by Wilde about the facts. That Wilde had

denied the charges whispered about him was sufficient;

and in spite of the most suspicious incidents, Harris

did not believe the truth until Wilde miserably ad

mitted it on the very day that he was arrested. The

fact is a tribute equally to Harris’ quixotic sympathies

and to Wilde’s skill in weaving words. Wilde was
actually able to bluff a blackmailer, who had got hold

of a letter of his, into believing that it was a “prose

poem,” so that the man gave it back to him for noth

ing when he had come to sell it for £65! And he was

able to tell Harrisv the story in such a way as to make

Harris feel sorry for him as a victim of unjust sus

picions.

Only after Wilde had been released from prison,

did he attempt to explain or defend his conduct; and

even then in a way which caused Harris to say, in

effect: “You did not really believe that what you did

was right. If you had, you would have had a pride

and a strength that would have borne you through

the criminal proceedings like a Copernicus or a Socra

tes. At heart you really agreed with your prosecutors.”

To which Wilde replied, in effect: “Really, you are

almos: rude!”

That quality of disbelief in his own revolt against

conventional morality is what vitiates most of Wilde’s
writing. His plays are a mockery of conventional
virtue, but it is significant that conventional virtue
always triumphs in the last act. The half-heartedness

of his paganism accounts also for his becoming so ex—
ceedingly Christian in that rather mawkish production,

“De Profundis,” and in that perhaps immortal poem,

“The. Ballad of Reading Gaol.” It accounts further
for his failure to produce anything more for the rest

of his life. A pagan who believed in paganism would
have gone on writing. But a pagan who had to be
bolstered up in his belief would naturally be shattered
by the terrible experiences of prison life.

It is interesting to note, in this connection, that
Dostoievsky (as appears from the recent volume of
his “Letters”l was something of a pagan before he
went to prison. He came out, like Wilde, a Christian;

but his mind could at least believe whole-heartedly:
and a Christian he stayed. \Vilde’s Christianity could
not survive fresh air; and his paganism had been

smothered in solitary confinement. He could not be—

lieve. He merely had a taste for beautiful things.

That taste, which had led him to reject the love of

woman as gross and unbeautiful, was sufficiently out

raged by the actual facts of the relationships to which

he turned by preference. Blackmail was the least of

the uglinesses which besmearedthem. It is an appro
priate irony that Oscar \Vilde, who above all things

hated coarseness, brutality and violence, should have

suffered from “scenes” of the most hideous and dis

gusting nature. It is almost as appropriate an irony

as the manner in which this lover of beauty died.

It would be interesting to quote some of Mr. Harris’

pages. Especially as I discover that I have been

dwelling on my own inexpert opinions here rather than

on Mr. Harris’ facts. I hasten to say that he has

written not only the best, because the only truth-at

tempting biography of Wilde, but also, by capturing

that personal quality which Wilde but imperfectly re

vealed in his own writings, a book more important than

anything \Vilde ever did. It requires a man of insight,

of sympathy, of courage, and of sane and normal

views to tell the truth about \Nilde. Wilde could not

have done it himself. Mr. Harris has done it. And at

the same time, quite simply and unconsciously, he has

incidentally given us in himself a picture of a mag—

nificent friend—iinromantic, honest, no flatterer, and

more steadfast in the hour of danger and disgrace than

It is a candid, revealing, and

F. D.

in the hour of triumph.

noble piece of literature.

Diplomats and .Destiny
The Diplomacy of the Great War, by Arthur Bul

lard. $1.50net.' [The Macmillan Co.]

HAT can we do about the war? \Vell, we can

understand it
,

for one thing. Beyond the heat
of partisanship, beyond the wild hopes and fears of
glory and disaster for mankind, beyond even the in

evitable boredom with too much heroism and heart
break, there is the fascination of learning something

new. And the book which above all others furnishes
that fascination, the book to which one returns when
weary of hope, fear, anger or sheer indifference, is

Arthur Bullard’s “The Diplomacy of the Great War.”

It has the peculiar value of being about the future
while seeming to be mainly about the past. It un
tangles forty years of European diplomacy in order
that we may understand,not so much the present war,
as the peacewhich will follow it. For when the futile
lieroisms are over, when the great drives are accom
plished or given up, when the soldiers have finished,
the diplomatists will take what is left of Europe and
patch it up between themselves.

That patchingmp is something which all our knowl
edge of the present war will not. enable us to under
stand. It will not resemble the brave declarations of
editors or statesmen. “One morning we will read of
acrimonious debates about \iValfisch Bay in South
West Africa, the next of a wrangle over the harbor
dues of Trieste. There will be suave but virulent dis
cussion over whether the name of the capital of Ga
licia should be spelt after the German or Russian,
Polish or Ruthenian fashion. There will be apparently
undue excitement over the question whether the ma
jority of the population of the little town of Temes
var is Roumanian or Magyar or Serb.” And mean—
while, behind the scenes, who knows what?

Mr. Bullard has
studied it with the strange passion with which an
entomologist studies bugs. But he has a hope, care

Diplomacy is a world of its own.

fully restrained, for the future, a vision, modestly and

cautiously set forth, of something better than these

insect intrigues. But that is relegated to the latter

portion of his book.

The first part deals with that generation-long strug

gle which began with the Congress of Berlin and the

diplomatic domination of Europe by Bismarck’s Ger

many; then the resurrection of France, the cooling of

the Anglo-German friendship, the upbuilding of the

Entente Cordiale, the Algeciras prelude to the struggle

against Germany, the eight years of tension with Mo

rocco and the Balkans threatening to let loose the

storm—and finally the “fatal year” of 19I4.

It is an elementary lecture, brilliantly delivered, on

European diplomacy: the whole set forth with scientific

expertness and calm cynicism. The second

part deals with “The New Elements of Diplomacy”—

the rights of nations, dollar diplomacy, the colonial
world (this being an especially interesting and valu

able chapter), and the growth of public opinion. Part

three takes u
p

“The Liquidation of this War,” in the

event either of Germany or of the Allies gaining a

decisive victory—and also in the event of the third

more probable alternative. The chapter on “Demo

cratic Control” is one which poses this question now

seen as the most important raised by the war—how

can diplomacy be democratized? The fourth and last

part is a discussion of our own diplomatic problems,

with some remarks on our relationship to the other

nations of this hemisphere that are particularly perti

nent and suggestive in the present crisis.

If one thing is needed to give confidence in Mr.

Bullard’s historical analysis, it is his frank confession

of his own sympathies. His book exhibits a rare

mingling of vast and detailed knowledge with infor

Few scholars can carry their wisdom

F. D

rnality and ease.

so gracefully.

English Youth
Letters from America, by Rupert Brooke. With a

preface by Henry James. $1 net. [Charles Scrib
ner’s Sons]

BRILLIANT
and boyish,these“letters from America”

show what must have been the charm of Rupert
Brooke alive; and the preface by Henry James is an
heroic effort to preserve that charm by the spell of
words now that Rupert Brooke is dead. There is no
gainsaying the impression that Rupert Brooke made on
all who knew him: an impression that is poignantly ex
pressed in the glowing admiration and tender regret of
Mr. James’ tribute to the dead youth. It is the im
pression of his being a poet quite apart from his
poetry; indeed, Mr. James seems to say that one felt

it unnecesasry for Rupert Brooke to write poetry to
prove that he was a poet.

not for itself, does not have the specific charm that the
poet himself possessedand was loved for. It is, at its
most striking, a rebellion against beauty. And of such '

rebellions, “The Channel Passage,” for instance, Mr.

James remarks in his own terms that it waspart of
the golden fortune which attended this youth that he
could not quite succeed in the rebellion: some sweet

And his poetry, admired or

ness peculiar to him graced the attempt.
It is of such a youth, attended by such a fortune,

that Mr. James writes. A fortunate youth, upon whom
the goddesseshad showered all their gifts. Beautiful,
strong, skilful; with not even a club-foot like Byron’s
to make him envious of the world, nor a disease like
Keats’ to remind him that Joy’s “hand is ever at its
lips, bidding adieu”; and least of all any passionate
hatred like Shelley’s, of the world’s evil to set him
apart from his fellows in loneliness. There was noth
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ing to keep him from enjoying life to the full. He

was universally beloved. Few, says Mr. James, have

had to carry such a burden of “being liked”; but he

carried it
,

as he did all else, with his unspoiled charm.

Some reviewer once reproached the friend of the

dead poet for including, in his account of Rupert

Brooke’s life, such statementsas how good a swimmer

and cricketer he was. The reviewer did not under
stand; it was just these boyish activities and enthu

siasms which won the world: a world tired enough of

civilization to believe in a young Greek god when he

came along, to worship him, as Mr. James almost
worships him, for the nobilty of beauty and strength.

Not Greek,perhaps,after all, so much as that truly Eng—

lish boyishness,with English parentage,English educa

tion and English ideals, which approaches the Greek
perfection only (in the English view) to transcend it:
of such was Brooke compounded. It is Mr. James’
boast for it that such English life, with its manliness
and its niceness, satisfied Rupert Brooke completely:

he never asked for any privileges outside its bounds.
He should have been happy. His poems,however, as

has been said, fail to record that happiness which so

much impressed his observing friends; his poems are
impatient, annoyed, some of them deliberately ugly

save that as Mr. James says, he could not quite

achieve ugliness: the goddesseshad seen to that.
He could not, as many a poet has succeededeasily

in doing, offend people; they loved him anyway; they

would not believe that he was aught but the Golden
Youth; they excused, laughingly, his “Channel Pas—
sages,”as Mr. James excuses them. They said, he is a

poet nevertheless: they loved him. And when he went
off to the war expecting to be killed, he wrote with
light criticism that _hedidn’t care, it would be a change
anyway from—

“dirty songs and dreary,

And all the little emptiness of love.”

He died of sunstroke far from the field of battle;

an irony that he would have enjoyed. And his friends

called him a hero; they compared his death—as Mr.

James does in this preface—to Byron’s, fighting for

Greek freedom! Rupert Brooke becameall at once the

popularly-acclaimed Greek English Poet—channel pas

sagesand all. They only stoppedshort—Heaven knows

whyl—of burying him in Westminster Abbey.

The Golden Youth is gone. He does not live in his

poems: there, rather, is a somewhat peevish, quarrel

some, crabbed, wistful, not uninteresting poet who

might, however, have been as homely as Browning,

and as unathletic as Christina Rossetti. The Golden

Youth, so English, so manly and so nice, lived only

in the tortured pages of Mr. James’ preface—and in

the letter on Samoa, where Rupert Brooke does for

once seem contentedly to identify himself with his

Legend.

vMeanwhile,one wonders—what will the next genera

tion, with Rupert Brooke’s poems before them—make

of the Rupert Brooke Myth? Will they, perhaps, take

the poems for what they are, and as for the poet, re

member the remark of W. B. Yeats: “He is the hand

somest man in England and wears the most beautiful

shirts”? F. D.

Dreams
The Dream Problem, by Dr. A. E. Moeder, of Zurich.

Translated by Drs. Frank Mead Hallock and Smith

Ely Jellitfe, of New York. Nervous and Mental

Disease Monograph Series, No. 22. 60 cents.

[Nervous and Mental Diseases Publishing Co., New

York.]
In his “Theory of Psychoanalysis,” published in this

series, Dr. Jung threw out a hint of a new departure

THE MASSES REVIEW.

in psychoanalytic theory, viz.: the consideration of

dreams not only in their backward-looking but in their

forward-looking aspect. That is to say, the dream is

not to be considered as simply a wish-fulfillment, but

rather as a dramatization of the patient’s state of

mind, a quasi-artistic arrangement of 'the conflict with

which he is dealing in real life, and as such, furnishing

an indication of the right solution of that conflict.

This fascinating idea is dealt with briefly in this

monograph by Dr. A. E. Moeder of the “Jung school.”

It is impossible here to do more than call it to the at

tention of those who are interested in the subject, and

especially those who have been unsatisfied with the

idea of the dream as a purely regressive wish-fulfilling

In this new develop

ment, the “manifest content” of the dream is ’given a

decided importance, and its relationship to “conscious”

works of art is pointed out.

able field of investigation has been here opened up!

F. D.

structure referring back to sex.

A new and most profit

Jeffersonian Democracy
Economic Origins of Jeffersonian Democracy, by

Charles A. Beard, Professor of Politics in Columbia
University. $2. [The Macmillan Co.]

In a previous volume, “An Economic Interpreta—

tion of the Constitution of the United States,” Pro—

fessor Beard set forth with elaborate proof 'the in

tentions of the capitalists and financiers who, in a

secret coup d’etat, overthrew the existing govern

ment which they had been called together to find

ways of strengthening, and sprung upon the people

a Constitution providing for a new State. Their

intentions, as frankly set forth by Hamilton, Jay

and others, were to set up such a government as

would have the support of “influential” men, in

Hamilton’s phrase, by virtue of being a government

strong enough to take care of their interests and

committed to doing so. The struggle which ended

in the adoption of a form of government to which
by far most of the people in America were opposed.

This volume takes up the struggle which followed

when those who had “put over” the Constitution
proceeded to go ahead to fulfil their good intentions

toward the “influential” class.

The first thing to be done for them was to settle

the question of “public paper.” During the Revolu

tion all patriotic citizens had lent what money they

could to the government. It was uriderstood that

the new government would raise money by taxation
and pay it back. But as much of this “public paper”

had been bought up at five cents on the dollar by

speculators, it was being proposed by various radi

cals to discriminate between the original and the
speculative holders, and see that the money was
paid back to the people who had actually lent it—
people who were now, perhaps, languishing miserably
in debtors’ prisons. But such was not the intention of
the men who had framed the Constitution.

What their intentions were came out in the dar
ing scheme of Hamilton for a funding of the entire
debt, principal and interest, at its face value; the
assumption of state debts, to be funded in the same
manner; the establishment of a national bank based
practically on funded government securities; the
use of customs duties for [revenue and “protection”;
the disposal of public lands in great blocks to specu

lators, and the acceptance of government securities
as payment therefor; and the use of a government

sinking fund to “bull” government securities in the

market! In a word, the repayment of the debt to

its original lenders was replaced by a magnificent

financial scheme to increase fluid capital, stimulate

'Jl3

finance, commerce and manufacture, and give gov

ernment aid to the capitalist and financial class in

These intentions are clearly

explained in Hamilton’s own words.

After a bitter fight in Congress the scheme was

put through by the men who were to be enriched

and made powerful by it. It is amusing to read that

as soon as it was known that the funding bill would

pass, “the base scramble began,” according to Jef
ferson. “Couriers and relay horses by land, and

swift sailing pilot boats by sea, were flying in all

directions. Active partners and agents were asso

ciated and employed in every state, town and coun

try neighborhood, and this paper was bought up at

five shillings and even as low as two shillings in

the pound, before the holder knew that Congress

had already provided for its redemption at par. Im

mense sums were thus filched from the poor and

It should be noted that an examination

of the Treasury records shows a number of security

return for its support!

ignorant.”

holders who voted against assumption and contrary

to their personal interest; though in conformity to

the economic interest of the districts they repre

sented.
The success of Hamilton’s measures was immedi

ate; the commercial and financial classes were firmly

established in power, and their allegiance to their

government was confirmed. The measures and their

results aroused violent antagonism in the agrarian

districts, which finally broke out in the “Whiskey

Rebellion” against the excise tax: a rebellion which

'Washington and Hamilton headed an army to quell.

A mass of agrarian discontent was gathering weight

which was to result later in the election of Jeffer
son.

But meanwhile it is interesting to note that John
Adams, controverting the opinion of a man who had

asserted that the United States did not possess the

materials for forming an aristocracy, asserted: “But

we do possess one material which actually consti

That

He instanced the state of Con

necticut, which “has always been governed by an

aristocracy, more decisively than the empire of

Great Britain is. Half a dozen, or, at most a dozen
families, have controlled that country when a col
ony, as well as since it has been a state.” It was

Adams’ view that “in every society where property

exists, there will ever be a struggle between the rich

and poor.” He believed that a good government

must protect each class against the other! A sort of

Professor Richard T. Ely in ofiice . . distrusted

and disliked by both sides.

Then came the election of 1800, when a tie be

tween Jefferson and Burr threw the decision into the
hands of Congress. “Jefferson had been denounced
up and down the land as an enemy of property.”

“Tremble then in case of Mr. Jefferson’s election,
all ye hodlers of public funds for your ruin is at

tutes an aristocracy that governs the nation.

material is wealth.”

hand. Old men . . widows and orphans .
banks . . insurance companies . . charitable
institutions . . will be involved in one common,

It was true that

Jefferson hated capitalism; he had no use for manu
facturers, and would have preferred to see America
import things from England rather than turn her
citizens into wage-laborers working in factories. He

believed that America had a destiny as a nation of
independent farmers. He abhorred Hamilton’s finan
cial schemes, and explained the fact that he had
helped Hamilton put them oyer in the crisis, by say
ing that he had been duped; he had, in fact, traded
his support for an agreement to establish the capital
of the United States in Virginia, as he relates.

Perhaps Hamilton knew him better than anybody

certain, and not very distant, ruin.
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else; for when the Federalist Congress was about to
elect Burr, he threw his influence to Jefferson’s
side. “Nor is it true,” he wrote, “that Jefferson is
zealot enough to do anything which will contravene
his popularity or interest. He is as likely as any
man I know to temporize.” So Jefferson was ap
proached by the Federalist boss, Bayard, who “held
the election, in the hollow of his hand,” and after
certain conversations with Jefferson he reported that
the man was safe. (One is reminded of that “little
dinner” at which Colonel Roosevelt talked it over
with the “malefactors of great wealth.”) And so,
with no great fear of consequences, the capitalists
turned over the presidency to Jefferson with
results that seemed fairly to justify their confidence.
Isn't it amusing? Hamilton recommends his arch-en
emy, the Monarchist Financier gives his whole system
into the hands of the Terrible Jacobin. There is
nothing like being able to read character after all!

I suspect Professor Beard of being slightly less
interested in the economics of Jeffersonian democ
racy than he is in the economics of Jefferson’s Fed
eral antagonists. There is, apparently, very little in
the farmer to be interested in. The agrarian inter
ests are clear enough in the attack on capitalism, but
the constructive side of the agrarian or Jeffersonian
program—if it had one—escapes me. I also suspect
the historian of taking, incidentally, a certain mali
cious pleasure in puncturing the phrase which there
has been some attempt to revive in connection with
President Wilson’s policy. There is very little left
to Jefferson’s this book gets
through with him: even his heroic attack on the
Supreme Court is decidedly farcicalized by the fact,
revealed here, that Jefferson was at one time pre
pared to arrogate to himself that power of declaring
a law null and void which he so eloquently de
nounced in Justice Marshall (p. 454).

democracy when

I pass on to the suffragists this statement of Jef
ferson’s views on woman suffrage, which is, as Pro
fessor Beard says, “curious and interesting.” “Were
our state a pure democracy, in which all its inhabi
tants should meet together to transact all their busi
ness, there would yet be excluded from their delib
erations: I. Infants until arrived at years of discre
tion. 2. Women, who, to Prevent deprawtion of
morals and ambiguity of issue, could not mix bromis
cuouslv in the public meetings of men. 3. Slaves.”
Jefferson was a Southerner, you know.

If it be permissible to make a moral deduction
from a scientific work, that deduction might run in
this wise: It is no use for people who are up against
new situations to hunt around for historical labels.
Because some one like Professor Beard will come
along and write a book that will make you look
rather foolish behind that label.

The. book also suggests to me the question: Is
President Wilson a Jeffersonian Democrat?
not. But I wonder!

I hope

F. D.

The Russmn therary Drive
The Memoirs of a Physician, by Vikenty Veressayov.

$1.50net. [Alfred A. Knopf.]

For the past year or so Mr. Alfred A. Knopf has
been issuing a remarkable series of translations, chiefly
of Russian fiction, including novels and tales by Artzi
bashev, Lermontov, Garshin and Sologub, and a book
on Russian literature by Prince Kropotkin. These, and
the translations of Gogol and Gorky issued by Fred
erick A. Stokes Co., and the autobiography of Gorky
published by Houghton Mifflin, together with the mon
umental Macmillan edition of Dostoievsky, and the

plays and tales of Tchekhov recently published by

Scribners, amplifying our old impressions gained from
Tolstoi and Turgeniev—all this wealth of literary con

quest,l dazzling, intoxicating and sometimes bewilder

ing and annoying us, has made it hard to generalize

about Russian literature. The Russian soul, as‘pre

sented by this multitude of extraordinary analysts, no

longer seemsso simple as it once did. It is like getting

really acquainted with a woman; one no longer knows,

as one did at the first meeting, what she is like.

But a book just issued by Mr. Knopf brings back

that first impression, which is so often, in all its ob

viousness, the essential and significant fact. It is not

a book of fiction at all, it is a revelation of the mind

and soul of a doctor. It is, in one sense, not at all

extraordinary. There are many doctors who think

and feel like the one set forth here; there are some

even, in these United States, who talk like that; but

one must go to Russia to find a man who can write

that way. Candor—simple-hearted self-revelation: that

is all.

Dr. Veressayov is a man who believes in his profes~

sion with all his soul; believes in it so much that he

does not need to fool himself about it. He can see

his limitations and those of his profession without

evasion, cynicism, or, least of all, despair. There are

facts in his book which the Anglo-Saxon temperament

would either forget and declare to be nonsense,or else

on the other hand use sensationally, luridly, unjustly.

Dr. Veressayov loves his work so much that he can

know and face all these things, with a simple, good

hearted, wise candor.

The book which it most resembles is Metchnikoff’s

“Nature of Man”: a more profoundly thoughtful and

only less intimately human book by another Russian.

Candor: will it ever come to be natural to us? Shall

we ever be able to tell the truth, except as it were in

a strained voice and with a sense of our own heroism

and the extraordinariness of the whole proceedings?

Not until we have gone to school to the Russians a

while longer. Tolstoi and Turgeniev and Dostoievsky

have already changed the direction of English fiction.

Galsworthy and Beresford and Wells have the Russian

flavor mixed curiously with their own English sap.

And the other day I read a strange and not unimpres

sive book which was a frank attempt by an English

author to get the Russian spirit in an English novel,

with a Russian setting and an English hero. The re—

sult ought to have been lamentable, but it wasn’t; it

was interesting: the book is really a remarkable feat.

(“The Dark Forest,” by Hugh Walpole. $I.35 net.

George H. Doran Co.)

Perhaps—one feels after reading a book like “The

Memoirs of a Physician”—~theessential thing in Rus

sian fiction, the thing which will not change as their

institutions change, the thing which will survive revo

lution or reaction, communism or capitalism, the thing

which Russian literature can give-the world, is the gift

of truth-telling. F. D.

'-’“Sanin,”by MichaelArtzibashev.$1.40net. Knopf.
“The Millionaire”and OtherTales,by MichaelArtzibashev.

$1.35net. Knopf.

K“Tl}e
BreakingPoint,” by MichaelArtzibashev. $1.35net.

nop.“ Hero of Our Time,” by M. Y. Lermontov. $1.35net.
Knopf.“ he Signal”and OtherStories,by W. H. Garshin. $1.35
net. Knopf.

“The Little Demon,”by F. Sologub.
“Ideals and Realities in Russian Literature,”

Kropotkin. $1.50net. Knopf.
“DeadSouls,”by N. Gogol.

$1.35net.' Knopf.
by Prince

$1125net. Stokes.
“Twenty-SixMen and a Girl” and Other Stories,by Maxim

Gorky. 60cents. Stokes.

S “lll‘he
Confession.”A Novel,by Maxim Gorky. $1.35net.

to es.
“The Spy,” by MaximGorky. 90 cents. Huebsch.
“Mother.”by MaximGorky. $1.50.Appletons.
“My Childhood.” An Autobiography,by MaximGorky. $2.

HoughtonMifflin.
“Crimeand Punishment,”“The Idiot,” “The BrothersKara

inamv,”“The 'DeadHouse.”“A Raw Youth,” “Insult and In
Jury," etc.,by FeodorDostoevsky.$1.50neteach. Macmillan.

The Authors’ Union

ECONOMIC
interests are leveling the aristocracy of

the professions and necessity is turning the pro—

The day of actors’,

A committee
fessionalists into trade unionists.

teachers’, and authors’ leagues is over.

of the Authors’ League reports to its members that

protection of the authors’ product requires the League’s

affiliation with the American Federation of Labor.

The “movies” are responsible. They precipitated the

A. F. of L. Committee of the Authors’ League and its

recommendation. This committee says to its mem

bers:

“From the viewpoint of the author, conditions in

the motion-picture industry are perhaps more unsatis

factory than in any other field in which he is active.

The author is practically at the mercy of irresponsible

and dishonest producers. Piracy is rampant and re:

dress uncertain, copyrighted questions are obscure and

contract matters indescribably chaotic. For example,

it is charged that plays and novels by authors so promi

nent and seemingly well-protected as Hall Caine, J.
M. Barrie and Gilbert Parker have been stolen for

screen production and that thus far redress has been

denied. There is scarcely an American author of fic

tion who has not in some degree suffered from the

unsatisfactory methods and practices in this, the new

est field of literary endeavor.

“The deliberate use of well-known titles, cunningly

contrived. piracy, even outright theft of plots—these

practices are becoming even more common; but, un

fortunately, these things are difficult of proof, and

under existing conditions, and in view of the chaos

arising from vexed questions of film copyright, the

author is at a tremendous disadvantage, not only in

protecting his property, but in all his dealings with

picture producers. . . .
“In this field, it is the League’s most serious business

to strive for better contract conditions and forms, to

devise means for securing the enforcement of these

contracts, to endeavor to secure more accurate and

equitable methods of accounting and of calculating

royalties, and to attend to a score of other matters,

comparatively minor, but in themselves important.”

The committee recites as well the time-worn diffi—

culties of authors with theatrical producers, with pub

lishers in the book and magazine business, with the

international copyright law, but it was that most mod—

ern device for manufacturing entertainment, the cine

matograph, that reduced the intellectual élite to bid—

ding for the laboring man’s protection and shelter in

his organization.

“Affiliation would give us the support of the Federa

tion with its 2,500,000members, almost all of whom

are voters. It would further give us the right to place

before the various unions (and there are many whose
interests are closely identified with the interests of the

author) a statementof any differences we might have.

The particular union thus approachedcould

then aid us in any way it might see fit, even to the
extent of a strike. ”

The statementhints at the possibility of the _authors’
union having to reciprocate such favors, giving very

satisfactory evidence at the outset that the committee
has grasped the meaning of solidarity and that most
advanced stage of unionism “sympatheticaction.”_ The
authors’ union promises a more intelligent compre

hension of unionism than the average working man
would give the average author credit for.

Further book reviews will be found on Page 39
and succeeding Pages.
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AN INTERNATIONAL DIGEST
Liebknecht

WE
read in a leaflet issued by the revolutionary

wing of the Berlin Socialists:
“In the secret session of the Reichstag, David

(leader of the pro-Kaiser Socialists) referred to Karl
Liebknecht as a dog who barks loudly but does not
bite. The answer should be given by the starving and
oppressed proletarian masses, who are being used for
cannon-food. And the use of the word ‘dog’ by the
leader of the Socialist majority should not be for—
gotten. 7

“He is a dog, who licks the boots of the ruling
classes that have done nothing but to kick him for

decades. I
' i ‘

“He is a dog who is happy to go about in the muzzle
of martial law fawning upon the nobility and looking
into their eyes for favors.

“He is a dog who forgets the whole past of his party
and repudiates everything that was dear to it for
decades and steps enthusiastically into the dirt at the
word of command of the government.”

That this gives a correct impression of the strength
and bitterness of the feeling of the Berlin Socialists
may be gathered from the fact that at the end of

June they re-elected their revolutionary officials and
repudiated the oflicial Party organization by a vote of
more than four to one. Throughout Germany the
radical Socialists continue to hold their own—though
there is no sign of further advance at the present
moment. As in April, when the new independent So
cialist Group in the Reichstag was formed—by Haase,
Bernstein, and Kautsky—they represent approximately
two-fifths of the Reichstag Socialists and a like pro
portion of their constituents. This means that the
pro-Kaiser and anti—Kaiser Socialists in the country
as a whole are still approximately equal in numbers.
Food riots and military defeats, however, may soon
increase the opposition.

‘

In the meanwhile a member of the minority, Stadt
hagen, introduced a document in the Reichstag show
ing the collusion existing between the majority and
the Government.

that an article from the Italian Socialist organ, the
Atlantiphad been suppressed in Germany on the ex
press ground that it “went against the majority.”

He proved from a secret document

Whatever we may think of the Socialists in this
combination, we can be surprised neither at the Gov—

ernment’s appreciation of the majority, nor at its hos—
tility towards the minority. For example, it seems
highly improbable that Liebknecht was guilty of any
thing approaching treason. Still we can scarcely be
astonished that the military authorities felt obliged to
do something against a man who was reaching the
people with the very truths they had suppressed. Part
of the charge on which he was sentenced were the
following expressions in his May Day manifesto:

_ “Poverty and misery, need and starvation, are ruling
in Germany. Belgium, Poland and Serbia, whose blood
the vampire of imperialism is sucking, resemble vast
cemeteries: The entire world, the much praised Euro
pean civilization, are falling into ruins through the
anarchy which has been let loose by the world war.

“Those who profit from the war want war with the
United_States. To_morrow, perhaps, they may order
us to aim lethal weapons against new groups of breth
ren, against our fellow workers in the United States,
and fight America, too.

“Consider well this fact: As long as the German

people does not arise and force through its own will
the assassinationof the people will continue.

“Let thousands of voices shout ‘Down with the
shamelessextermination of nations! Down with those
responsible for these crimes!’

“Our enemy is not the English, French, nor Russian
people, but _the.great German landed proprietors, the
German capitalists and their executive committee.

“Forward, let us fight the government; let us fight
these mortal enemiesof all freedom. Let us fight for
everything which means the future triumph of the
working classes, the future of humanity and civiliza—
tion.”

The manifesto was written in April and secretly
promulgated.

The Anti-Kaiser Socialists
HE Anti-Kaiser Socialists in the Reichstag are

divided into three groups. The extremists are

representedby Liebknecht and Ri'ihle in the Reichstag,

and Rosa Luxemburg and Clara Zetkin, the Party’s

two most eminent women, outside of that body. The

two former were expelled from the Reichstag Group

though not from the Party. The centreis represented

by the new Socialist Fellowship, an independent

Reichstag group of eighteenmembers headed by Haase

and Bernstein and supported by Kautsky, the Neue

Zeit (the Party weekly) and Vorwaerts (the Party

daily). A third faction of twenty-two or twenty-four

Reichstag members remain as an Opposition minority
within the official Socialist Reichstag Group, which is

supporting the Kaiser.

Naturally the anti~warSocialists are best represented

by the centre rather than these moderates or the ex

tremists. It is difficult to tell whether the centre fac

tion hopes for a revolution in Germany or not. Its

official spokesman in the June session of the Reichs

tag, Ledebour of Berlin, boldly suggested the prob

ability of a general European revolution. He said:

“The right of revolution is a demonstrated right of

every people. I am glad to hear no opposition to this

proposition from the governmental benches,and we all

know the government is extending a helping hand to

revolutions I have the greatest

sympathy with the Irish Home Rulers and do not hold

it against the Government that it is helping the Irish

revolutionists. Thus we have recognized, in principle,

the right of revolution. That is splendid progress in

comparison with the Holy Alliance which existed to

Prince

in other countries.

suppress revolution in every corner of Europe.

Buelow spoke contemptuously of the Russian revolu

tionists as conspirators and beggars. To-day the gov

ernment would be glad to see these conspirators and

beggars on its side.”

All this talk has one and only one self-evident pur

pose. What then ai‘e we to make of the radical So

cialist Strobell’s talk in the Prussian Landtag?

At a session of the Prussian House of Deputies the
Socialists protested vigorously against a proposed
measure for increased taxation for the duration of the
war.

Strobel, Socialist, demanded what sane person be
lieved the war would last a year. He made a vehe
ment protest against the people being burdened with
fresh indirect taxation after their sacrifices of blood
and treasure and also their sacrifice of health owing to
what he termed the present ruinous food prices.

He accused the drafters of the bill of intending to
save the classes from further direct taxation by sad
dling the masses with the burden of indirect taxes.

\

_“If the classes were made to pay milliards of marks
direct taxes, as in England, we would have peace to—
morrow,” the speaker asserted.

Strobcl demanded that an end he made of this
“senselessmurder of Nations" by a sensible arrange
ment, else, he predicted, both the Prussian House and
Prussian junkerdom were doomed to destruction.

Ledebour exults that the war is leading to a Euro

pean revolution. Strobell demands an early peace on

the ground that a long war might lead to revolution

and the destruction of the German military caste.

The Conference of Socialists

THE
postponed conference of the Socialists of the

neutral countries, officially organized by the In—

ternational Socialist Bureau, takes place in The Hague

on July 3Ist. The Scandinavian, Swiss, Dutch, Ameri

can and Argentine parties have promised to send dele

gates. The American Party has notified the Bureau,

through its delegate, Hillquit, that it will move the

calling of a full session of the Bureau, including dele

gates from the belligerent as well as the neutral na

tions. The Italian party also calls for such a “full”

conference and even protests against the right of the

Bureau to confine the present conference to the Social—

ists of the neutral countries.

The Bureau, in calling the conference, had stated

that the war had created conflicts betweenthe Socialist

parties of the various nations. This statement the

Italian Party denies—out of the consciousness of its

own international rectitude.

The position of the Italian Party has been unique

from the beginning. Its present argument for a con

ference to include the belligerent parties which are sup

porting their governments in the war is therefore of

double interest. It denies that “the Socialist parties of

Germany, Austria, France, and England" had any jus

tification “in imitating ,their ruling classes.” This

statement recognizes the Labor Party as the chief So

cialist Party of England—a fact that can hardly be

denied by any official Socialist, since it was the de

clared Socialist groups of England that introduced the

Labor Party into the international Socialist Congresses

and secured for it and the labor unions 95 per cent. of

the votes of “the British Section of the Socialist In

ternational.”

The Italian Party goes further and declares that

there is no pacifism of any promise outside Socialist

ranks. It
i

the very principle of the

League to Enforce Peace. The Italians denounce the

International Socialist Bureau for having expressed

the hope that “the eflorts of the capitalistic states of

Europe might bring about a condition in the future

that would put a final end to war."

I'CIIOLUICQS

The International Bureau, however, has made no

apologies, and has proceeded to call its conference.

Compulsory Liberation

HAT every people wants and should have is the

right freely to choose the country of its alle

giance. The result would be that while some peoples

would transfer their allegiance, others would prefer

autonomy under their present governments. So the

Letts in the Baltic Provinces of Russia, as well as the
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'
majority of Russian Poles are fighting to the last ditch

against the “liberation from the Russian yoke,” which

the Kaiser is trying to force upon them. Such lib

eration, they point out, would mean either economic

dependenceupon Germany, or at best economic isola

tion and starvation. The point is well brought out by

the Lettish Social Democrats in replying torthe recent

threat of the German Chancellor to “liberate” the bor

der provinces occupiedby German troops. After show?

ing that only 7 per cent. of the population of the Baltic

Provinces is German, and that the German barons

there have been even worse oppressors than the Rus

sian Government which has supported them, the Lettish

Socialists—who compose the majority of the Lettish

population—explain that what they want is not separa

tion from Russia, but a certain measure of autonomy.

“For Livonia a separation from Russia would amount

to a separation from its conditions of economic ex

istence; Livonia would be lowered from its present

position as a border province involved in modern

economic and cultural developmentsto a mere agricul

tural province exploited by Germany, while at the same

time the Letts would be subject to a compulsory ex

propriation of their lands and a compulsory coloniza

tion of Germans '(as in German Poland).
“For Russia the separation of Livonia would be to

shut it off from the sea, which would mean a suffoca

tion of its economic life.

“For Europe this would mean a lasting threat of

war, since the coming emancipated Russia will not

allow itself to be suffocated.

“United with all other democratic elements in the

struggle for this free Russia, as early as 1905we Letts

called down upon ourselves all the horrors of the

counter-revolution led by the Baltic German nobility.

And now, when the German Government has taken up

the cause of this nobility as well as that of the re

actionary nobility of Prussia, we are merely continuing

the same struggle. It is
'

from this struggle that we

expect liberation and not from either government—a

free Livonia in a free Russia.”

This declaration has especial importance in view of

the fact that the German Chancellor’s “liberation” pro

posals have the public support of S‘cheidemannand

the German Socialist majority.

A merican [nternationalists

HE proclamation of the International Labor Con

ference (which has been noticed in the preceding

pages) and the action of the Union against Militar

ism are the two movements opposing the invasion

of Mexico which deserve to be recorded to the

credit of a civilized people.

The plan of the Union was to send three Mexican
delegates and three United States delegates to con

fer at El Paso in hopes of checking the invasion

which the mobilization of the troops-was threaten
ing. Modesto C. Rolland and David Starr Jordan
met in El Paso but after a short conference they

decided that it would be better to meet in Wash
ington. The Washington conference resulted in the
formation of the Inter-American Peace Committee.
The statementwhich this committee issued was a clear
characterization and evaluation of the international
situation which had reached a crisis at the time it was
made:

“We believe that the American people should
understand the sources of the Mexican revolution,
the purposes which have guided it

,

the nature and
causes of the disorders and crimes which have
been incidentally associated with it

,

and the efforts

of the de facto government to reduce disorder and

to prevent atrocities.

“We believe that the American people should

learn that the Mexican people are not an aggregate

of irresponsible bands, but rather that Mexico has

within herself all the elements of regeneration, that

new institutions, free schools, land adjustments, co

operative municipalities, temperance legislation, en

couragements to industry and thrift, are springing

up like fresh grass after a prairie fire.

’

“In short, we should remember that revolutions

never move backward, and that the regime of Diaz

is as impossible for Mexico today as the regime of

Louis XV would be for the France of today.”

The Revoltecl A ngel

EORGE R. LUNN, one time hero of the Social

ist Party, is today persona non grata. Not

being dependent on the “Socialist machine,” Mr.

Lunn becomes philosophic about it. If Socialists

can forgive their own past ingenuousness in having

adopted Mr. Lunn for their own, they will appreci

ate him as commentator. He appears in this role in

the Metro/volitan for August:

“If members of various political party machines

would contract the healthy habit of freely laughing

at their own inconsistency, it would be most condu

cive to the progress of good government. This is

especially true of the Socialist machine.

“When the members of the Socialist machine of

America read this statement they will do everything

but laugh; they will indignantly deny that the

Socialist party has a machine.

“Being more fully acquainted with the workings

of the New York State Socialist machine, an illus

tration can be drawn from that quarter. Possibly no

set of men in New York state has been so uncom

promising in their condemnation of the tyranny of

the two old party machines as have been the Social

ists.” One of their speakers, Mr. Lunn says, “would

argue that the people should not in effect be dis

franchised by having the acts of their elected offi

cials controlled by a self-constituted party organiza

tion. Yet this very injustice is practised by the

Socialist machine, as evidenced by the action of the

State Committee of the party in expelling the Mayor

of Schenectady, the President of the Common Coun

cil, Dr. Charles P. Steinmetz, and many other Social

ist officials.

“An enrolled Socialist party member who does not

join the local organization has no voice in party

affairs. That is, he has no voice except at the pri

maries, where he is expected to endorse the various

candidates selected by the local organization or

machine.
“If a group of enrolled Socialists opposed to the

candidates suggested by the organization Socialists

should bring forth a different set of candidates at

the primaries and Should succeed in having them

nominated, the Socialist machine would at once re

pudiate these nominees as trz'iitors to Socialism.

The state organization would use all its power to

defeat these men. The effect therefore of.the Social

ist practise at the present timeis ‘to disfranchise

every enrolled Socialist voter who does not abide

by the decisions of an organization of which he is

not even a member.

“The method of organization is a splendid one

for propaganda purposes alone. But the moment

Socialists enter the political field they are guilty of

grossest tyranny at every point where they seek to

disfranchise from active and effective participation

in nominations for office, etc., all Socialist voters

who are not members of their small coterie.”

So much for the light which has come with his

loss of prestige. \Ye ought to appreciate this, espe

cially as Mr. Lunn has shown conspicuously in his

political career that it was not the light of socialism

but of liberalism that guided him and determined

his affiliation with the Socialist Party. Mr. Lunn

never even pretended to stand for the class struggle.

When he stood by it
,

as he did on several occasions,

it was not because he recognized it as the most

advanced political method but as an immediate

necessity of an exploited people. In the article

quoted above he restates this position which he has

always held: “I shall stand by the principles that I

have believed in and for which I have worked for

years and not surrender them at this time. I do not

consider any individual fit to hold public office who

gives his highest allegiance to anything less than

the 'whole people. Under no conditions would I

accept a nomination for any office where the con

dition of my running is circumscribed by my surren

der of the rights of the people.”

If Mr. Lunn had ever suffered. the socialist bap~

tism he would not have said “the people” he would
He did not slip up

Mr.

Lunn’s article is a justification of his course in not

have said the “working class.”

on that, he meant the people and not the class.

taking dictation from the party. It is an old quarrel.

It need never have occurred in the case of Mr. Lunn

if the party had unfalteringly bid for class conscious
notes.

H. M.

Correcting an Error

THROUGH
an editorial mistake, some passages in

an article by William English Walling on “A Na
tionalist International” were changed so as to distort
seriously the meaning and in one caseto reverse it. The
passage in question, after quoting the New Statesman
on the resolution adopted by the Independent Labor
Party of Great Britain, represented Mr. Walling as
saying that the position of the New Statesman in the
matter is “the old Fabian, opportunist attitude toward
revolutionary action.” The New Statesman has said
that “there is nothing in the history or principles of
Socialism, as it had developed in any European coun
try, to warrant its identifichtion with either Tolstoy
anism or Quakerism.” Mr. Walling was further repre—
sented as saying that “it is rather undiscriminating for
such an intellectual organ as the New Statesman to
lump the uncompromising opposition of the anti-mili—
tarist Socialists to capitalist warfare, or warfare di—
rected and promoted by capitalistic States, with Quak—
ers, Tolstoyans or other professional pacifists.” This
does not represent Mr. Walling’s views. He says:

“I pointed out on the contrary that a considerable
number of the British anti—war Socialists were as a

matter of fact Quakers and avowed Tolstoyans. (I

am personally acquainted with several of each group.)
Moreover, the opposition of the Independent Labor
Party to every war, even when defensive, is not the
same as opposition to ‘capitalistic warfare or warfare
directed and promoted by capitalistic States.’ And
finally Bernstein and other opportunists have been
among the chief opponents of the present war, while
the leading French revolutionists and syndicalists—
without, in my opinion, losing any of their revolution—
ism—have urged most strongly that it was the duty of
internationalists to the.international to support the
capitalistic French government in its warfare against
German militarism.”
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SEX
Rational Sex Ethics, by W. F. Robie,

M.D. Sold only to members of the
medical and legal professions. From
an investigation of the sex lives of
several hundred normal, right-think—
ing men and women. $4.25postpaid.

Sex in Relation of Society, by Have
lock Ellis. An indispensable book
to the student of social problems of
sex. Price, $3.25 postpaid. Sold
only to professionals.

Problems of Sex, by Profs. Thomson
and Geddes. Regular price, 50c.; by
M. B. S., 35c. postpaid.

The Sexual Life, by C. W. Malchow,
M.D. Third edition.
Sold only to physicians, dentists,
lawyers, clergymen, also students of
sociology.

Being Well-Born, by Michael F. Guy
er, Professor of Zoology, Univer
sity of Wisconsin. D-ecidedly the
best of American Texts on Eugen
ics. Price, $1.00.

Sexual Life of Our Times, by Prof.
Iwan Bloch. “The most radical and
profound study of sex yet pub
lished.” Price, $5. Sold only to
professionals.

Love’s Coming-of-Age, by Edward
Carpenter. The truth about Sex, told
frankly, boldly, wisely, charmingly.
Price, $1.00.

Kisch on the Sexual Life of Woman.
Medical Edition, $5.00. New gen
eral edition, $1.60postpaid. This is

the first time that Prof. Heinrich
Kisch’s exhaustive study of woman

is obtainable by the lay reader. Jur
ists, officers, social workers and
writers will find this famous work
of inestimable value.

Love, by Dr. Bernard S
. Talmey. A

Treatise on the Science of Sex At
traction. For the use of physicians,
lawyers, sociolOgists and writers on
the subject. Price $4.

The Sexual Question, by Prof. August
Forel (Zurich). A scientific, psy
chological, hygienic, legal and socio
logical work for the cultured classes.
By Europe’s foremost nerve spec
ialist. Medical edition $5.50. Posi
tively the same book, cheaper bind
ing, now $1.60.

The Small Family System: Is it in
jurious or immoral? by Dr. C. V.
Drysdale. An exhaustive examina
tion by a scientist, proving that both
public and private health and morals
are improved by control of births.
$1.-Iopostpaid.

Sex-Education, by Maurice A. Bige
low, professor of biology and di
rector of the School of Practical
Arts, Teachers’ College, Columbia
University. A series of lectures con
cerning knowledge of sex in its re
lation to human life. $1.25net.

The Limitation of Offspring by the
Prevention of Pregnancy, by Dr.
Robinson. Send $1.10.

Sex Knowledge for Boys and Men, by
William J. Robinson, M.D. An ele
mentary book written in plain, un
derstandable language, which should
be in the possession of every adoles
cent boy and every parent. Send
$2.00. Postpaid.

Never Told Tales, by. Dr. Robinson.
It should be read by everyone, phy
sician and layman, especially those
contemplating marriage. Cloth.
Send $1.10. .

Price, $3.

'

MISCELLANEOUS
Above the Battle, by Romain Rolland.

“No saner counsel has yet been
heard above the turmoil of the con
flict.” He sees his mission in up
holding the ideals of brotherhood
that national hatreds have broken
down.” $1.00.

What Is Coming? by H. G. Wells. A
forecast of the consequences of the
war. $1.65postpaid.

The War in Eastern Europe, de
scribed by John Reed and pictured
by Boardman Robinson—two wel
come contributors to THE Masses
They viewed not only the battle
fronts, but obtained the homely, un
familiar life of the people at the
crucial period. $2.10 postpaid.

Culture and War, by Prof. Simon N.
Patten. He does not discuss the
merits of the present war, but ex
plains the psychology of the German
and his ideals, contrasting them
with those of the Englishman, with
a view to a clearer understanding
between the peoples than now ex
ists. 60 cents net.

Young India, an Interpretation and a

History of the Nationalist Move
ment from Within, by Lajpat Rai.
The leader of the struggle for self
government in India tells the story
of that nation’s wrongs, its aspiras
tions and demands. It is a passion
ate yet scholarly statement of a peo—
ple’s oppression that will appeal to
lovers of liberty. $1.50net.

The Art of Massage. Revised and
enlarged edition, by J. H. Kellogg,
M. D. $2.50 postpaid. This work
pictures as clearly as possible the
various procedures of massage as
practiced at the Battle Creek San
itarium, where there has been, per
haps, a larger and more continuous
experience with massage that at any
other center in the United States.

Headaches: How to Prevent Them,
by W. H. Riley, M.D. Thirty years
member Battle Creek Sanitarium
Medical Staff. Send $1.25.

Writing for Vaudeville, with nine
complete examples of various vaude
ville forms by Richard Harding Da—
vis, Aaron Hoffman, Edgar Allan
Woolf, Taylor Granville, Louis
Weslyn, Arthur Denvir, and James
Madison. The first and only book
ever written on this fascinating sub—
ject. By Brett Page, author of
“Close Harmony,” “Camping Days,”
“Memories,” etc., dramatic editor,
Newspaper Feature Service, New
York. Send $2.15,postpaid.

The Art of Public Speaking. An in
spirational working handbook of in
struction for all who would become
efficient public speakers. .By J. Berg
Esenwein, author of “How to At
tract and Hold an Audience,” etc.,
and Dale Carnagey, instructor in
public speaking, Y. M. C. A.
Schools, and the New York Chapter
of the American Institute of Bank
ing. Postpaid $1.75.

Writing the Photoplay. The standard
text-book on the technique of pho
toplay construction. A complete
manual of instruction in the writing
and marketing of the moving-pic
ture play. By J. Berg Esenwein,
editor of The Writer’s Monthly,
and Arthur Leeds, late editor of
scripts for Thomas A. Edison, Inc.
Send $2.15,postpaid.

SuppliedthroughThe MassesBook Shop.
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New Poems
Flashlights, by Mary Aldis.

[Dufiield & Co.]
A remarkable little book of poems,

mainly in free verse, by a new poet—
who, happily, is one of those who go
out on the highroads and in the by
paths of life and bring back odd and
interesting stories about other people,
rather than one of those who sit in a

corner and study the delicate and shift—
ing colors of their own moods. “The
Barber Shop,” which opens this volume,
has been printed in THE Masses. “Love
in the Loop,” “Converse,” “Window
Wishings,” “A Little Old Woman” and
“Ellis” are some of the most successful
of these little stories, each one done
very simply and as if directly from life,
with a refreshing and utter absenceof
any literary-reminiscence about them.
Brief, hard, a little brutal, they at first
come near to shocking with their sug
gestion of a certain heartlessness; but
after reading a few more pages, one
finds in that reserve which hardens it

self against tears, an added poignancy.
The poems are unequal, and there is

somethingtentative about many of them
which suggests that this book is the
prologue to a more intense, vivid and
revealing work. There is a quality of
“almost” in such passages as the fol
lowing:
My sistershad beentalkingtogetherall the

long afternoon,
\Vhile I satsewingandsilent,
Clacking,clackingawaywhile the lilac scent

,_ camein at thewindow
And thebranchesbeckonedandsighed.
This is whattheysaid——
“How did that papercomeinto our house?”
“Fit to beburnt,don’tyouthink?”
Thenthe third, “It’s a shamelesssheet
To print sucha sensualthing.”
The paperlay on thetablethere,betweenmy

threesisters,
With my poemin it—
My happylittle poemwithoutany name.

I had beenwith him when-I wroteit. .
Eachread it in turn
Holdingthepaperfar off withthetips of her

fingers.
Thentheyhustled it into thefire,
Giving it an extra poke with the tongs, a

viciouspoke.

$1.25net.

Then eachsistersettledbackto her sewing
With a satisfiedair.

I lookedat themand I wondered.

I lookedat eachone;
And I wentto him thatnight—
Wherehe waswaiting.

There is, even if one gives up, or
perhaps esPecially if one gives up the
formal music of meter, a more appealing
kind of word-music which can touch
the depths of the listening heart. One
will expect that next time from the
author of “Flashlights.”

SuppliedthroughThe MassesBook Shop.

The Highest Duty
Above the Battle, by Romain Rolland.

Translated by C. K. Ogden. $
1 net.

[Open Court Publishing Co.]

T HE breath of sanity exhales from
the first lines of this book. “A

great nation has not only its frontiers to
protect: it must also protect its good
sense.” That is the task, neglected in
the universal hysteria of war, that R0
main Rolland has taken up—the task of
being a civilized human being. He
warns the thinking people of France—
and of the world—that if they subordi
nate thought to the passions of their
country, they may be useful instruments
of a passing hatred; but they are be
traying “the spirit, which is not the least
part of a people’s patrimony.” It is

necessary to remember the past and not
to lose the vision of the future.

It is hard to do this. Romain Rolland
does not always succeed. He says:
“The reader will notice, in the stress
of events, certain contradictions and
hasty judgments which I would modify
today.” But these have arisen out of

39

the sentiments“of indignation and pity.”
The famous letter to Gerhart Haupt
mann, asking him to repudiate German
“Hunnishness” might have met a more
favorable response if Rolland had
seemed conscious that France had, or
ever did have, or ever might have, any
thing to apologize for. But in another
mood he recovers his poise—almost his
sense of humor. “There is not one
amongst the leaders of thought in each
country who does not proclaim with
conviction that the cause of his people

is the cause of God, the cause of liberty
and of human progress. And I, too,
proclaim it.” One forgives the chauvin
1sm of a man who can confess it like
that.

In view of the fact that Rolland’s
sanity is here exhibited as desperately
struggling with the warmest sympathies
for his country, and only at times rising
clearly above them, it seems a sad re
fiection on the state of! thought in
France that these very writings have
been known there only through “scraps
of phrases arbitrarily extracted and mu
tilated” by enemies. In fact the chief
essay in this volume gained currency in
France only through the zeal of an en
emy who quoted it almost in full in or
der to refute it! '

In that essay Rolland does forget for
the moment that he is a citizen of
France. He becomes a citizen of the
world. “The worst enemy of each na
tion,” he says, “is not without, but with
in its frontiers, and none has the cour
age to fight against it.”

It is these moments of unprejudiced
vision that lend power to the parts of
the book in which, with eloquence and
conviction, he tears apart thehypocrisies
chiefly of German defenders of impos
sible things. One feels that he has a

right, after he has demonstrated his
good faith toward civilization, to attack
his country’s enemy; for he is never
quite out of touch with a standard of
truth that is above national passion.
When he tells why he prefers Russia to
Germany as an influence on the world,
one feels that he is not blinded by the
war; and these pages of keen analysis
are among the most valuable in the
book.

Doubtless Rolland does not altogether
succeedin his effort to keep his thought
clear of emotional partizanship; but he
has kept it clear enough to be called a

traitor by his fellow-patriots: and that

is a badge of clear—thinkingsufficient to
commendhim to our admiration.

Indignation and pity are also dear to
civilization: and when they do not
march to government orders, they have
their share in helping to restore sanity
to a world gone mad. There are pages
in this book which show the patriot and
the citizen of Europe\finding a single
voice with which to sneak of the disas
ter in which mankind is plunged: and
to that voice one must listen with re
spect. \

It is above all, for the warning that it
utters again and again that this is so
precious a document: “But for us, the
artists and poets,Priests and thinkers of
all countries, remains another task.
Even in time of 'war it remains a crime
for finer spirits to compromise the in
tegrity of their thought.”

SuppliedthroughThe MassesBook Shot».

Playing with Souls
Souls on Fifth, by Granville Barker.

With frontispiece by Norman Wilkin
son. $

1 net. [Little, Brown & Co.]
RANVILLE BARKER, in this little

book, veraciously narrates how he
walked along Fifth Avenue early one
morning, and caught a soul in his hand.
There were lots of them about—
drifting through the air like snowflakes
or dead leaves. “What on earth is it?”
he said to himself. And the soul re
plied: .

“I am the soul of the late Mrs. Henry
Brett van Gayten and I’ll trouble you to

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/m
d
p
.3

9
0

1
5

0
8

3
9

2
7

4
1

1
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



‘
THE MASSES.

4
S

.
0

‘I
lll

lll
lll

lll
Ill

lll
lll

lll
lll

lll
l'

\l
lll

lll
lll

lll
lll

lll
lll

lll

THE MASSES BOOK SHOP
.Il

l"
lll

lll
lll

lll
llI

lll
lll

lll
lll

.

(Continued from page 39)

The Memoirs of a Physician. Trans
lated from the Russian of Vikenty
Veressayov, by Simeon Linden. Ed
ited by Henry Pleasants, Jr., M.D
This is the chief work of a Russian
writer of the first rank. $1.50.

Father, Mother and Babe, by Mrs.
Anna Jenness-Miller. A remarkable
book by a remarkable woman. She
has attained to an international
fame and standing, and her book is

the very last word for the mother
and all interested in the care of
children, from infancy to puberty.
$1.00net.

Certain Contemporaries, by Alb. Eug.
Gallatin. A set of notes in art criti
cism. $3 net. Contents: William
Glackens; Ernest Lawson; John
Sloan, his graphic work; Some mas
ters of the water-color; Walter
Gay’s paintings of interiors; A
French salon des humoristes in New
York; Boardman Robinson.

Art, by Clive Bell. The author, well
known as a critic, warmly cham—
pions the cause of the post-impres
sionists and puts forward a new
theory of art. Net, $1.50.

The Social Significance of the Modern
Drama, by Emma Goldman. “The
material covers the prominent
works of Scandinavian, German,
French, Irish, English, and Russian
drama. It is revolutionary only as
truth is revolutionary; its teachings
are consistent with Miss Goldman’s

long battle for her own ideas of
growth and of freedom.”—The Re
view of Reviews. $1.00net.

The New History, by Prof. James
Harvey Robinson. Reviewed in the
June issue. Price, $1.50.

Modern Swimming, by J. H. P.
Brown; an illustrated manual with
40 drawings by Jansson. $

1 net.
Elementary lessons for beginners,
and all the new strokes for experts.

Latchstring to Maine Woods and
Waters, by Walter Emerson. $2.00
net. An account of the recreational
possibilities and facilities of the
State which has become perhaps the
principal outdoor recreational cen—
ter for the city dweller of the East.

The New Cookery. “Dieting a De
light,” by Lenna Frances Cooper,
head dietitian Battle Creek Sanitar
ium, director Battle Creek Sanitar
ium, School of Home Economics.
New edition, revised and enlarged.
Cloth, $1.50 postpaid. The aim of
the author is to be of service to
those who need a guide in cookery
which has as its object, efficiency of
body and mind.

Tennis As I Play It, by Maurice E.
McLoughlin. New Revised Edition.
More than seventy photographic il

lustrations, with elaborate com
ments on each detail of them by
the author. The most important
outdoor book of the year! Net,
$1.50.

“Visions and Revisions," bv~ John
Cowper Powys. A book of essays
on great literature. The New York
Times said “It is too brilliant, that

is the trouble.” 300 pp., $2.00net.

Maurice Maeterlinck, by Una Taylor.

A Critical Study. $2 net.

Free Speech for Radicals, by Theo
dore Schroeder. A new and en
larged edition of one of the most
important books on Free Speech
ever written. Price, $1.50.

German Philosophy and Politics, by
John Dewey. A pragmatic apprais
al, incisive and conclusive. No man

is better titted than Dewey to write
such a book. Concludes with an
inspiring Internationalism. $1.00.

Vision and Vesture, by Charles Gard
ner. Deals with the teachings of
Blake, Goethe, Ibsen, and Nietzsche.
$1.25 net.

Joseph Fels, His Life-Work, by Mary
Fels. A biography of profound in
terest to Americans; showing the
larger life of a business man who
abandoned money-making to devote
himself to the quest for equal op
portunity for all. $1.00 net.

Alfred Russel Wallace: Letters and
Reminiscences, by James Marchant.
A book of letters and reminiscences
of the famous English scientist, sup
plemented by biographical particu
lars. Send $5.00.

Maurice Maeterlinck, by MacDonald
Clark. The art and philosophy of
Maeterlinck. The poet’s life, the de
velopment of his thought and of his
art are here searched deeply and
illuminatingly. $2.50 net.

From Doomsday to Kingdom Come,
by Seymour Deming. A masterly
presentation of the meaning of the
past quarter-century in the world’s
progress, with special reference to
the United States. 55 cents.

One Hundred Best Books, compiled
by John Cowper Powys. It con
tains a commentary on each book
and an essay on “Books and Read
ing.” 75 cents net.

What Every Business Woman Should
Know, by Lillian C. Kearney. Gives
much information that the average
woman, in business or out, should
know. By a practical business
woman of many years’ experience.

Arrdanged
alphabetically. $1.70post

pai .

Unmentionable, by Rev. Ealer. Small
leaflet on the most hidden and vital
of all subjects. 10c.

Drops from a Bleeding Heart, by Rev.
Ealer. Shows the wondrous results
of man’s intellect. 35c.

The Irish Orators, by Claude Bowers.
“A treasure 'house of information on

a noble subject.” $1.50net.

The Soliloquy of a Hermit, by Theo
dore Francis Powys. Price, $1.

Boon: The Mind of the Race, The
Wild Asses of the Devil, and The
Last Trump, by H. G. Wells. Start
ling and amusing satires on his con
temporaries. Price, $1.35.

Shakespeare, by John Masefield. A
sympathetic and valuable study.
Price, 50 cents.

Radical Views, by Ralph Brandt. An
interesting collection. Bound in
limp leather. Price, $1.00.

The Soul of Woman, An Interpreta
tion of. the Philosophy of Feminism,
by Paul Jordan Smith, English De
partment, Univer51ty of California,
Price $1.00postpaid.

if youwantforselfor
friends, a paperthat

combatsall religiousdogma,send 50c.
for each andgetthe
subscriber hottestpa
per published.Don't delay. Sendtoday.

The Crucible, V, Paper
1330lat Avenue,Seattle. 50 CENTS

He piit her down hastily. . . .
That was the beginning. He used to go
walking late at night on Fifth, inter
viewing souls. All he had to be careful
of was that his conduct did not strike
the policeman as odd. He talked to the
soul of a' fashionable clergyman, who
helped him to understand why, instead
of going to heaven or hell, these souls
drifted along Fifth. “In our lifetime,
this, at its best, was all we strove
towards, and in our death we have come
‘to our own place.’”

There were many other souls: souls
of politicians, of painters—and at last a

little female soul. The little female
soul didn’t like being there. She had
lived, it is true, “on Fifth”; but she
hadn’t wanted to: she had loved wild
things. He contradicted her. What we
want, he pointed out, is shown by what
we do. A healthy doctrine.
There are too many feeble folk (’spe
cially women) who console themselves
with the'foolish fancy that “All I could
never be—All, men ignored in me—This
was I worth to God.”

Well, they pursue their transcendental
affair until it is time for him to leave
New York. He is going West. She
begs to be taken along. He hesitates.
The well-known Mann act, to be sure,
has never been construed to apply to in
cidents of just this kind. But still he
hesitates. He doesn’t like her well
enough. She cries a little at that.

“That’s because I’ve lost my body,”
she says. “If I had my body back I’d
make you like me fast enough—oh,
dear; oh, dear!”

He soothes her: and consents. After
all, she only wants to be taken to a

prairie and let loose for the winds to
carry away. That seems the least that

a gentleman could do for a lady’s soul.
But thesewomen—you never can trust

them! They always have an arriére
pensée. When it came to the point——
when they were alone on the prairie,
and the great wind was ready to carry
her away, she didn’t want to be blown
away. Instead, she began to tell him
how well she understood him. She said
he needed “a little common sense, a lit—
tle patience, a little tenderness towards
helpless things.” And no doubt it was
all true. It usually is. She could give
him those things. And she wanted to,
for she loved him.—Women, it appears,
are just the same, dead or alive.

Hear him protest. “I never heard
anything so ridiculous in my life. We’re
absolutely unsuited to each other in
every way. Not a tradition or taste in
common. Besides—” Oh, it was cruel
to say that !—“you are dead.”

Nevertheless, if he could learn to love,
her just enough, her soul might pass
utterly into his—and have an end of
this useless existence,that was not life.

She told him that he neededher bad—
ly, and it was very conceited of him
to pretend he didn’t. “And, oh, my
dear,” she cried—“and the very soul of
her seemed to be throbbing”—“Love is

often like this, you know—how is it that
you don’t knOWP—Death to give, but
always life to him that will dare take
the offered love. And how gladly one
dies to give it!”

“I do not love you,” he said, “and

I won’t pretend to. I never loved any-
one and I never will. It’s not worth it.

SAFEGUARD YOUR CHILDREN

- s.»
NATURE’S LAXATIVE N0 DRUGS
“LES FRUITS” (The Fruits)
A food composedentirelyof Arabian fruits and leaves,
a. confectionLOVED BY CHILDREN AND ADULTS.
This natural food gives effective,healthybowelaction.
Cleansesand tonesthe alimentarytract and makesfor
betterhealth.DRUGSWEAKEN—FOODSSTRENGTHEN.
Endorsedby physicians.

For Booklet and samples of
ARABIAN FRUITS 00., Dept.Y, 1170Broadway,N. Y.

I made up my mind to that long ago.”
“Very well,” she said. “It doesn’t

matter. Please put me down.”
He put her down. “Good bye.” “Good

bye.” But still he did not go. But then
the storm wind swept down on them.
But she was afraid of the storm wind.
She wanted to be taken back to Fifth.

“No, no,” he whispered, “not back to
that. That’s worse than any hell. We
musn’t be cowards, we two, must weP”

“But I can’t be lonely through all
eternity,” she wailed. “I can’t, I can’t.
It isn’t fair to ask me.”

Suddenly— But are you really inter
ested in knowing what happened? I

would never have believed it. .
No, surely not! I had better stop.

Youth: A Play in Three Acts, by Miles
Malleson. [Importedz for sale by
Masses Book Store]
Louis Untermeyer promised us as

he started on his vacation that he
would send us a review of this play.
It will doubtless reach us just as we
have gone irrevocably to press. It will
be a delightful review, and we shall
print it next month. But in the mean
time we must tell you to read the play.

It is full of the charm, the ingenuous—
ness, the courage, and . the troubled
striving of youth. Its theme is ex
pressed in two lines of James Stephens’
printed on the title-page:

“You will die unless you do
Find a mate to whisper to.”

It is—but Mr. Untermeyer will explain
next month why you must read it.

OPINIONS
A LOVE MATCH!

THE
union of the NEW REVIEWwith THE

MASSESis a far morenaturalunionthan
anything I know of, even more than many ’

of our present-daymarriages. I beganread
ing the NEw REVIEWwith its first number,
but I havereadTHE MASSESoften,and now
sincethey are both in one book it is much
more comfortableand convenient.

The articlesin the NEw REVIEWhaveal
ways been a sourceof inspirationto me.
They keep one in a revolutionaryspirit—a
very essentialassetto a modernSocialist,in
viewof theexistenceof so muchopportunism
on the part of our so-called“leaders.”

HARRYW. FREEMAN.
Houston,Tex.

PLEA FOR DIVORCE
HATE the new MASSES! I am readyto

go on the barricadesand fight like a

tigeragainstit. It haslost its youthandhas
becomepedanticand verbose. It is fit only
for incurableMarxiansandcollegeinstructors
to read. It is not for the massesany more.

THE MASSEShasswervedmorebright,prom
ising young peoplethan any other radical
propagandathis nationhas seen. Now you
are trying hard to throw awaythis effective
ness. I can only mourn.

I hatethis complacencyabouthavinggrown
up becauseyou haveshut humorand irony
andnoble,realisticart awayin a cornerfrom
“thought.”

I shouldlike to seethe NEWREVIEWkept
alive, for it is valuable. But I' want more
to seethe MAssEssavedfrom death. Must
one pull a long face and spoutpolysyllables
to be esteemedthoughtful? Must one keep
one’s left and right hands in ignoranceof
eachotherin this fashion? I doubtwhether

it is so necessary. '

Park& TilfordStom

Half Dollar the Half Pound.
“LES FRUITS” write
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THE MASSES.

My

thirdtheregularprice.I will

I

alsoincludea. completebody-buildingcourseof ~
instructionscontaining24selectedexercises.The \\
MuscleBuilderwill meettherequirementsof any \person—weakorstrong—man,womanorchild. Canbeused

toexerciseanymusclein thebody.
A CHEST-EXPANDER ALSO

witheachoutfit. I will givean extrahandle,without
charge,bywhichtheMuscleBuildercaninstantlybecon
vertedintoa.mosteffectiveChestExpanderto beusedpfg;AAdevelopingthechestandlungs. Takeadvantageof
opportunitywhileit lasts.Sendyourordertoday.

$3.00 Exerciser Reducedlo $ 12‘!

PROF. ANTHONY BARKER, Studio49,410W. 42dStreet,NewYork City

WOMEN AND MORALITY
a masculineview.
divorced—asthe malemind is so capableof being—fromrealities.

shouldpermit that institutionto be maintainedfor their ‘benefit.’
hesitatelong at the implicationsof that demolition.

gardensfit to be inhabitedby the humansoul... Womenhave a surer

civilization.. .”
Haveyou readthebookfrom whichthis passageis taken?

Builders: Studiesin ModernFeminism,”by Floyd Dell.
THE MASSES BOOK SHOP, 33 West 14thSt., New York.

“The view that femininechastityis well purchasedat the price of prostitution,is
It is a pieceof the sinisterand cruel idealismof the malemind,

No womanwould
eTrerhavecreatedprostitutionto preservethe chastityof part of her own sex; and
it seemsimpossiblethat women,when they cometo think and act for themselves,

Nor will they
With the adventof womeninto

a largerlife, our jerry-builtvirtueswill haveto go, to makeroomfor mansionsand

thanmenfor the preservationof the truesthumanvalues,but their very actsof con
servationwill seemto timid mindslike the shatteringof all virtue, the debacleof

It is “\Vomenas World
Sent postpaidfor 55 cents.

instinct

By Robert H. Hutchinson

England and Germany,France and Russia have all been forced to

of wars.
What is State Socialism?

it has beentried?
Mr.

How has it worked out in the countries

perhapsany other place in the world. >

Handsomer Bound in Cloth, $1.10 Postpaid
THE MASSES BOOK SHOP.

The “Socialism” of New Zealand
The War has again brought State Socialism to the fore

State Socialist measuresin order to survive through this most destructive

Hutchinson’sbook is without doubt the best study of State Socialism
that has appeared. He has madea. thoroughstudy of its operationin New
Zoaland, the country where more of it has been put in operationthan in

adopt

where

“Breath!” he cried. “Breath is life. Without
'

food and drink and shelter, man can live
awhile. Even without water, for some

hours. But without air—they die, inevi~

tably and at once. And if I make air my

own, then I am master of all life.” “Air!”
he cried exultantly. “An Air Trust.”

By God in Heaven, it can be done! “It will
be—and it must!”

Isaac Flint was a typical millionaire of the cap

italistic system who oppresses the workers. Read
how Gabriel, the Socialist, deals with him in that
powerful novel—THE

AIR TRUST
By GEORGE ALLAN ENGLAND

With Illustrations by John Sloan, the Soclallst artist.

Thousands haveenjoyed this'masterpiece.You must read it.

This $l.25 book will be sent to readers of

the MASSES at the special price of $l.OO

THE NATIONAL RIP SAW
PONTIAC BLDG. ST. LOUIS, MO.

Let theNEWREVIEWleadits ownindividual
life. Publish it separately. Let the old
MASSEsgo on its merry,potent,gallantway,
with its beautiful,far-reachingdrawings,its
stirringstories,its happy,profoundburlesque,
and its grave,golden,flashesof wisdom. It
wasbetterso, for it wascompleteas a man
or magazineoughtbe, insteadof stodgyand
slow-footedand consciously“intellectual,”as
areacademicseverywhere.

Yours for liberty,fightand joic dc vivrc,
IRWINGRANICH.

Boston,Mass.

OBEY THAT IMPULSE
HE new MASSESis unbelievablygood. It

is the keenestthing published,without
theshadowof a doubt. My hat is off to you,
and I feel an impulseto removemy coat
also and ’goafter subscriptions.

R. W. Cuuncn.
Plattsburg,Kan.

TANDEM

FOR
fear of mixingbothtill little of either

remainsI say publishthe ,‘MassesRe
viewandNewReviewas a sectionII, stitched
separatelyand insertedfor mailing in the
middleof the regular MASSESas the New

_ Republicfor instancedoeswith its occasional
supplements.That meansno additionalcover
printing or other extra expenseexceptthat
for the stitchingand folding—doesit?

I and otherswhoseopinionsI haveheard
like both the MASSESand the NEW REVIEW
so well we shouldhateto lose the essentials
of eitherin the combinationprocess.

Goodluck to the new publication(or pub
lications)!

HOWARDS. HAIRE.
Chicago,Ill.

REMINDER

THE
review is neithertoo large nor too

heavy. There is no law compellingthe
flippantto read it. I' wouldn’tbind them
separately.I think the paperin its present
form is bully.

IIOWARDBRUBAKER.
’ 4 , .Green5 Farms COHI‘I

TO THE POINT!

PLEASE
cancelat oncemy subscription.I'

subscribedto THE NEWREVIEWbut I do
not wantyour publication.If I cannot have
the one withoutthe other I prefer to have
neither.

S. H. BUGBEE.
Malden,Mass.

AS ,IT WERE
HE AugustMA55Esis a “peach.”

FRANKP. WALSH.
KansasCity, Mo.

IMPERTINENCE
INDLY stop sendingme THE MASSES.

Somemisguidedpersonhas senta sub
scriptionin my behalf,whichin view of the
fact that I considerSocialismthe most0b
noxiousproposalmadeseemsto me imperti
nence.

Yours truly,
FRANKLINGRADY.

N. Y. C.

OBVIOUSLY.
F courseI like the combinationof THE

MASSESand THE NEW REVIEW.
W. E. WALLING.

Nantucket,Mass.

UNTIE- THE KNOT

T HE stupidistnumberI‘ 'haveever seen"
that’swhatthe Massesreadersare say

ing, and THE NEW REVIEWreadersmustfeel
as thoughtheir steadyold car werehitched
to a hydroplane.Do untietheknot!

MARYW. OVINGTON.
Seal Harbor,Me.

NO INHIBITION
AM so tremendouslyinterestedin the new

MASSESandso keento seeit go on with
theREVIEWthatI amwritingto tell you so—
for whatit is worth.

No—it doesn’tinhibit the MASSESfrom be
ing itself and neitherdoes the MASSESin
hibit the REVIEWfrom being itself. They
belongtogether. The REVIEWwas just what
the Massnsneeded.

VIRGINIABRASTOW.
San Francisco. ,

41'

r——\
Exchange

Department

A New Feature of MASSES

Service for our readers.

Advertising in these columns
5c. a word

MAIL ORDERS-
Anything you wish to

get and are in doubt
where — communicate
with our

Exchange Department.

We will procure for you—
if you really want it—a

Yacht,
Talking Machine,
Automobile,
Typewriter,
Aeroplane,
Piano,
Furniture,
Camera,
House, etc. , etc.

anything you may de

sire. So have your say

and tell us of your needs.

THE MASSES EXCHANGE
DEPARTMENT

33Westlllh St., NEW YORK CITY

Do you want to get a BER
LITZ Language course cheap?
Write L. Hilb, care Masses.

Correspondence on radical sub
jects invited. Address Richard
Eberspaecher — N. Taniarinde
laan I4, Weltevreden, Java.
Neth. E. Indies.

I will exchange good photo
graphic studies. Irene Bonné,
care Masses.

3 VALUABLE BODKLETS
“Diana” -
"Marriage Myths"

Revealthesecretofhappinessinmarriage.
“RightEatingaScienceandaFineArt"

Howtoweighjustwhatyouohouldl
17cEach—All threefor 50cPostpaid.

V.KIMMEL,225W.39thSt.,NewYork

GOOD
WANTED LIVE PHOTOGRAPHS
News events; Feature series; Snaps of
prominentpeople;Oddities;Scientificand
industrialphotos,etc.—withtextor simple
captions.Can handleon a fifty-fiftycom
missionbasis.
PressIllustratingService3‘31}???NewYork
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42 THE MASSES.

$2.75
Combination

BOOK
BARGAINS

SEPTEMBER

These are a
ll

clean new books,

taken from our

overstock. Many

o
f

them are des

cribed in The

Masses Book

Shop pages.

Select ONE book

from EACH class;

remit $2.75 and

the Books will

b
e

forwarded to

you a
t once.

Send Money orders, cash, stamps or checks (add for bank exchange)to

THE MASSES BOOK SHOP
33 West 14th Street, New York

The prices quoted below are net. We prepay the postage.

Wood and Stone, John Cowper Powys, $1.50
Green Mansions, W. H. Hudson, $1.40
Yvette and Ten Other Stories, Guy de Maupassant, $1.40
The Signal and Other Stories, Garshin, $1.50
Moyle Church Town, John Trevena, $1.40
The Scarlet Woman, Joseph Hocking, $1.50
Boon: the Mind of the Race, etc., H. G. Wells, $1.35
Four Plays, Emile Augier, $1.50
Anthology of Magazine Verse, $1.50
Others, an Anthology of the New Verse, $1.50
The Lord of Misrule, Alfred Noyes, $1.60
Socialism of Today, $1.60
Socialized Germany, Frederick C. Howe, $1.50
Within Prison Walls, Thomas Mott Osborne, $1.50
Visions and Revisions, John Cowper Powys, $2.00
Ideals and Realities in Russian Literature, Kropotkin, $1.50
The Sexual Question, Forel, $1.60
Sexual Life of Woman, Kisch, $1.60
Sex Hygiene for the Male, Lydstone, $2.00
Maurice Maeterlinck, Una Taylor, $2.00
Free Speech for Radicals, Theo. Schroeder, $1.50

Class

The Bomb, Frank Harris, $1.50
The Unchastened Woman, Anspacher, $1.25
The Upholstered Cage, Knowles, $1.50
Little Angel, Andreyev, $1.25
Chelkas, Maxim Gorky, $1.35
—and other Poets, Louis Untermeyer, $1.25
Enjoyment of Poetry, Max Eastman, $1.35
Spoon River Anthology, Edgar Lee Masters, $1.25
Man Who Rocked the Earth, Arthur Train, $1.25
The Confession, Maxim Gorky, $1.35
Fair Haven and Foul Strand, Stindberg, $1.25
Dead Souls, Gogol, $1.25
Child of the Amazons, Max Eastman, $1.00
New Wars for Old, John Haynes Holmes, $1.50
What Women Want, Beatrice Forbes Hale, $1.25
Woman and Labor, Olive Schreiner, $1.25
Socialism and War, L. B. Boudin, $1.00
On Dreams, Freud, $1.10
Poet in the Desert, Charles Erskine Wood, $1.00
The World’s Social Evil, William Burgess, $1.50
The Spy, Maxim Gorky, $1.50

Class

Socialism in America, John Macy, $1.00
New Womanhood, Winifred Harper Cooley, $1.00
Anthracite, Scott Nearing, $1.00
Sex Problems in Worry and Work, Howard, $1.00
Limitation of Offspring, Robinson, $1.00
Love’s Coming of Age, Carpenter, $1.00
Why the Capitalist:rl Frederick ,Haller, $1.00
The Soliloquy of a Hermit, Theo. Francis Cowpys, $1.00
Family Health, Solis-Cohen, M.D., $1.00
How to Obtain Citizenship, Fowler, $1.00

\ ‘ Songs of Labor, Rosenfeld, $.75
Why Be Fat? Summerville, $.80
Twenty Six and One, Gorky, $1.00
Vitality Supreme, MacFadden, $1.00
Stories of the Great Railroads, Chas. Edw. Russell, $1.00
Some Imagist Poets, $.75
War—What For? Kirkpatrick, $1.00
Eat and Be Will, Dr. Christian, $1.00
King, Kaiser, and Irish Freedom, $1.00
Radical Views, Ralph Brandt, $1.00
Schopenhauer’s Essays, $1.00

SALE LIMITED TO STOCK ON HAND

NO HARD FEELINGS
HILE I have no hard feeling toward

THE Masses, it has alwaysseemedto
me an ugly publicationwithoutany reason
for being. Pleasestrikemy namefrom the
mailinglist.

I sent in somesubscriptionsto THE NEW
REVIEW. . . Please strike them from
your list. I told eachof thesementhat it

was a socialistpublicationI wassending,and

I do not wish them to becomeprejudiced
againstsocialismby your paper.

Very truly andwithoutmalice,
EMERSONSTRINGHAM.

Hamilton.I'll.

THE ORDER OF MERIT.
AM inclosing subscription,but can you

listen for a momentwhile I disclosemy
perturbationin so doing:

In an officialcapacityduring the recent
Iowa campaignfor suffrage, I entertained
variouswanderingspeakers.No soonerdid
eachonecrossthethresholdthanobliviousto
all elseshewentstraightfor [HE MASSES.It
matterednot if it was with othermagazines
or in the farthestcorner of the houseor
still incasedin its wrapper,theyseizeduporl
it. Of coursethis wasmostnaturalandcom
mendable,but that is not all—

Unfailingly they then turned and grasped
my hand in a fervent,secret-ordersort of
clasp. They admiredme. I wasperplexed.

“In a respectablecommunitylike this how
do youdaretakeTHE Masses?”saidone.

“Do your friends know you take it?”
whisperedanother.

One woman,memberof the Ford peace
party, who quarrelledwith me all the time,
said mostsolemnly,“I alwaysfeel at home
when I enter a householdwherethey read
THE MassEs,”just as she mighthavesaid,
“wherefamilyprayersareheld,”or “where I

seethe Bible on the centertable.”

I havealwayssubscribedfor your magazine
quitecasually,evenlightly,for the particular
kind of its literaryquality(a subjecton which

I mightwrite at length,but won’t),andnow

I suspect it of beingan “organ.”
Can you imagineany one in slipperedease

derivingaestheticpleasurefrom an "organ?"
Worse yet, did you ever dreamthat one

would gain virtue by being a subscriberto
THE MASSEs?

I am sure you will sympathizewith my
aversionto acquiremerit,and I trust I shall
nothaveto stopTHE MASSESin orderto avoid
it. HELENBURLING.

SORRY!
HAT is the matterwith THE MASSES?

I couldfind nothingof interestin the
last two numbers. I have just read your
remarkson your letterhead—Isee thereby
that my opinion is not solicited—however,I

give it to you in spiteof your remarksthat
you “pleaseand conciliatenobody,not even
your readers.”

SUSANNEVAN PRAGG.
N. Y. C.

TRIBUTE.

I

HAVE just receivedcopiesof the July
and the AugustMasses. And I am sur

prisedand delightedto see what fine work
hasbeengoingon while I havebeenin exile.
Thesecopiesare unquestionablyto my way
of thinking,copiesof the keenestminded,
most definitelyalive and most interesting
magazineI knowof. -

J. B. KERroor.
“Life” PublishingCo., New York.

ASHAMED.

T HE first copyof THE MASSEShasreached
me, and, muchto my surprise, I find

it is a monthlypublication.
This is a surprisebecauseI haveseenso

manygoodthingsquotedfrom it that I took

it for grantedthat it mustbe issuingdaily
or at leastweekly.

Its low subscriptionprice contrastsso
sharply with its high quality that one is

ashamedto remitthe singledollarcalledfor,
henceyouwill find hereinmycheckfor three
dollars. 1

If your proudsoul resentsacceptingmore
thanyour regularrate,pleaseaddthesurplus
to your fund for sendingTHE MASSESto
thosewhoneedit—captai-nsof industry,states
men,kings,etc., etc.

FRANKS. INGOLDSBY.
Pontiac,Mich.

LIFE STUDlES
DRAPED AND IN THE NUDE

OriginalPhotographsin Portfolio:

The Basinof an Art-Training in
Figure-Wor

These are direct, black photo—
graphic prints on double-weight
paper, intended for the exclusive
use of painters, illustrators, archi
tects, designers and art—students.
Hundreds of such men have ac—
corded them high praise for
beauty of pose, excellenceof pho
tographic technique and sincerity
of purpose.

There is no catalog, samples
are not submitted nor are the
sets sent on approval; but they
are sold under the Photo-Era
Guaranty, which is known to be
an absolute assurance of satisfac
tion in every respect.

Sets A or C. 20—5x 7 Prints
Sets B

,

D, E, F, G
,

H or I.

12—8x 10 Prints

Price, $5.00each, express paid

With Photo-Era,l year,$6.00 _
Cheques require 10 cents addi

tional for exchange

PHOTO-ERA, Trade Agent
383BoylatonSt. Boston

Will He Come
Back ?

A One Act Comedy

By FELIX GRENDON ,

Gives a clue to the changing
sex morality of our time and
illustrates a new way in
which women are feeling
and acting toward men.

Twenty Five Cents

The Masses Book Shop

A War Time Barg'ain

PROBLEM§

o
r six

y

Professor 1
.

ARTHUR THOMSON
(Unlversltyo

f

Aberdeen)
and ,

ProfessorPATRICK GEDDES
(Unlvmltyo

f

St.Andrews)
Authorso

f

“TheEvolutiono
f

Sex"
We have obtained from the
publisherstheremainderstock
andno morewill bepublished.
They are offered to Mane:
reader: at

. 35 Cents

The Masses Book Shop

3
3

West14thSt. NewYork
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SCENE AT THE CONSCBIPTION
TRIBUNAL

The Tribunal: “You are Frank
Hendersonof HendersonBros, 66
CharingCrossRoad, London?”

The Applicant: “Yes Sir.”
Tribunal: “Did you not at first

desire total exemptionon the
ground of beingopposedto war?
\Vhy have you droppedthat ob
jection?”

Applicant: “1 have decidedto
appealon businessgrounds. If I
go to the war, our businesswill
be ruined.”

Tribunal: “Is not your business
known as the ‘Bomb Shop,’ and
is not your literatureread by all
the blood-redrevolutionists?”

Applicant: “Yes Sir.” .
Tribunal: “No Exemption!"

Moral—Buythe BombShopLiter
ature.

Jack Carney.

not wonderful Plays!
Received from

“The (Bomb

SKQP”
of London

YOUTH
By Miles Malleson'

41) cents

THE DEAR DEPARTING
By Andreyev

Translated by Julius West

25 cents

THEATRE OF THE SOUL
By Evreinof

Translated by Julius I'Vest

25 cents

Postage Extra. Send a dollar
for these three hitherto un
published ’plays. Only six
hundred copies received.

The
Masses Book Shop

The Pagan
A Magazine for Eudoemonists

Original Translations Art
Stories from the Contributionsby
Poems Russian Robert Henri
Essays French George Bellows
Reviews German Auerbach-Levy

Yiddish And others
Scandinavian

Ten Cents Per Copy—One Dollar a Year

The Pagan Pub. Co., 174 Center S
t.

,

New York

A Unique Monthly

Spoon River
Anthology
By Edgar Lee Masters
“The natural child of \Valt Whit

nan."——JohnCowper Powys, in the
New York Times.

“It at once takes its placeamong
thosemasterpieceswhichare not of a

tuneor a Iocality."—BostonTranscript.
“A work s lendid in observation,

marvelousin e artistryof exclusion
yet of democraticinclusiveness,pier
einglyanalyticof character,of plastic
lctility of handling,sympatheticunder
neathirony,humorous,pathetic,tragic,
comic, particular yet universal—a
Cameos:Huminv—a creation of a
whole communityof personalities."—
William Marion Rudy.

Price $1.25 Postpaid

Made from identically the some plates as the expensive medical edition.
The only difference is in paper and binding.

THE SEXUAL QUESTION
By Prof. August Forel

The world famous scientist of Zurich.

New Edition Price $1.60 Postpaid
Translated by Dr. C. F. Marshall, of London.

Should be read by every social worker, police officer, physician,
sociologist and writer. This book has been translated into every
European language as well as the Japanese. Only the English
edition obtainable at this time.

Send $1.60,and if dissatisfiedwith the book, return it after two daysand money
will berefunded. Specialpricesto Localson quantity orders.

THE MASS
33 West 14th Street - -

ES BOOK SHOP
'- New York

Execute the Executioner!
Read

MURDER
By DAVID GREENBERG

AH'IIIOI’of "A Bunchof Little Thieves"
A strong, powerful, red-blooded

novelof theunderdogonhis wayfrom
the cradleto the electricchair. The
most scathingindictmentof Capital
punishmentsinceVictor Ilugo’s “Last
'Dayof a CondemnedMan."
This is not a story of innocenceand
judicial mistakes; it is not a senti
mental plea for the sacrednessI of
humanlife—it is a call for menand
womenof this day to applythe torch
to the scaffoldand the pick to the
prisonwalls.

Just offthepress. 600pages,cloth.
$1.50net.

For sale at
THE MASSES BOOK SHOP

33 West 14th Street
New York City

A Shocking-1yStimulatingBookI

‘S '- i ' 77

s Radical V iews
if Printed; 'for you conservatives

BY; RALPH 'BRANDT
If you wantto get at the impressions
of an iconoclastthis book will give
you a bettercollectionthan the Con
gressionalLibrary. '

Limp binding, hand-sewed‘withred
cord, on sterling deckleedgepaper,
with initials in red. Limited edition.

$1.00 A COPY POSTPAID
Soldby

The Masses Book Shop

30 Cents Postpaid
THE CHILDREN’S
ENCYCLOPEDIA

Why do we dream?
What is thunder?
What makes the rainbow?
Why do sea-shells “roar”?
Why are the lips red?
Why have fish fins?
Why have we two eyes?
“Armed with this little manu

al, which is admirably indexed,
and profusely illustrated, one
could face the most inquisitive
stranger, or even the infant son
with perfect equanimity.”-——Son
Francisco Chronicle.

THE MASSES BOOKSHOP.
33 West 14th St., New York

Just Off the Press!

A New Book b
y Dr. Robinson

Sex
Knowledge
for Boys and

Men

B
y

WILLIAM J. ROBINSON, M. D
.

An honest, unbiased, truthfulpl,
strictly scientific and up—to-date"';-;.
book, dealing with the anatomy
and physiology of the male sex
organs, with the venereal dis
eases and their prevention, and
manifestations of the sex' instinct
in boys and men.“

Absolutely free fromwany
cant, hypocrisy, falsehood,
exaggeration,compromise,or
any attemptto conciliatethe
stupid or ignorant.

An elementary book written
in plain, understandable lan—
guage, whiche should be in the
possession of every adolescent
boy and every parent.

Dr. Robinsonbelievesthat FEAR
shouldhaveno placein our life, for
moralitybaseduponfear is not mor
alityat all, onlycowardice.He believes
there is a better method,and that
methodhe usesin his book.

Price, cloth bou'nd, $2.00

The Masses Book Shop

What
the War
Really Means

([ WAR is a pitiless revealer of
motives.

([ The present war is a struggle
fOr economic supremacy be
tween the capitalist interests
of various nations.

([ But—What are the deeper
economiccauses? The “law
of motion” driving the nations
to slaughter?

] soclALlsm
AND WAR
By LOUIS B. BOUDIN

Authoro
f

"TheTheoreticalSystemo
f

KarlMarx."

([ This book tells you, in a pop
ular but thoroughly scientific
way.

([ “Socialism and War” has at
tracted attention in Europe
and America. Boudin is a
great Marxian scholar. His
explanation of the economic
basis of Imperialism is superb.

([No scientific jargon — a
clear intelligible study Of
Socialism, Capitalism a n d

War.

Price $1.10, Postpaid

The Masses Book Shop

33 West 14th St.

New York

Books You Should Hairs

THE SEXUAL LIFE
Embracing the natural sexual im
pulse, normal sexual habits, and
propagation, together with sexual
hysiology and hygiene. By Cu-W.
ALCHOW, M.D. vThird edition,

619 inches, 318 pages. Price, $3.00.
Soldonly to membersof the medicaland
ental professions,to lawyers;clergymen,

alsorecognizedstudentsof homology)“

NATURAL LAWS OF SEXUAL LIFE
Embracing medico-sociological re
searches. By ANTON NYSTROM,
M.D., Stockholm, Sweden. Trans
lated by Carl Sandzen, M.D. 260
pages, 6x9 inches. . . . ..Price, $2.00. 'I

CAUSES AND CURES OF CRIME

A popular study of Criminology
from the bio—socialviewpoint. By
THOMAS SPEED MOSBY, former
Pardon Attorney State of Missouri,
Member American Institute of Crim
inal Law and Criminology, etc. 356
pages,with 100original illustrations.

Price, $2.00.

SUGGESTIVE THERAPEUTICS,
APPLIED HYPNO'I'ISM AND

PSYCHIC SCIENCE

A manual of practical psychotherapy
and hypnotism. By HENRY S

.

MUNRO, M.D., Omaha, Nebraska.
"0 pp. 6x9 inches, frontispieos.
Third Edition . . . . . . . . ..Price, $4.50.

Thu 0
.

V
.

Mosby Company,Puhllslls '

I14” [dropout-ll Mill!
It. Louis, W. I. L

SOLD BY THE MASSES BOOK SHOP,
33 West 14th St., New York.
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