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ature by the newest big novelist. Net
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and Red Death,” the most startling
novel ever written on the social evil
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The Ragged-Trousered Philanthro-
pist, by Robert Tressall. A master-
piece of realism by a Socialist tor So-
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Doing Us Good and Plenty, by
Charles Edward Russell. The case
against capitalism brought down to
date in Russell’s unique style. Cloth.
sec., postpaid. Kerr & Co.

Why the Capitalisti’ by Frederick
Haller, LL.B. In this book a law-
yer throws down the gauntlet to the
defenders of capitalism. The book
is a brief in refutation of the doc-
trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.10.

Capital, by Karl Marx. Greatest of
Socialist books. Cloth, 3 volumes,
S6.00. Write for co-operative plan
tor getting a Socialist library at cost.
Charles H. Kerr & Company, 122 Kin-
zie St., Chicago.
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Special jubilee edition. Cloth. $
net; paper, $1.00 net. Socialist Liter-
ature Co.
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“White Slavery—a Necessity Under
Present  Civilization,” by  Ralph
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Kings of Wealth vs. The American
People, by Edward N. Olly. Sug-
gests a practical method to secure a
re-adjustment of capital; to have one
million “thousand” aires instead of one
thousand “million” aires. Cloth. $I1.15
postpaid. J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co.

Marriage Laws. The author says:
Divorce is woman’s privilege. Better
99 divorces than one unwelcome child.
Most striking book ever published in
this respect. Send $1.05.

Mysteries of the People, by Eugene
Sue. Depicting the Class struggles
through the ages from Caesar to

1848. Complete in 21 volumes.
Cloth. Per set, $14.75 net. Send
for descriptive booklet. New York

Labor News Co.

Mother Earth Magazine, the anar-
chist monthly. Alexander Berkman,
editor; Emma Goldman, publisher.
10 cents a copy, $1.00 a year.

Not Guilty, by Robert Blatchford. A
defence of the bottom dog. $.60
postpaid. A. and C. Boni.

Women as World-Builders, by Floyd
Dell. “An exhilarating book, truly
voung with the strength and daring
of youth,” says Chicago Tribune.
so cents net. The Masses.

$1.50.

Reflections on Violence, by Georges
Sorel. At last a translation of the
tamous philosophy of syndicalism.
$2.25 net. B. W. Huebsch.

Summing It Up, by Henry Lewis
Hubbard. Shows why all the troubles
of the present day are due to greed
and traces the progress and results of
this greed germ from ancient times;
suggesting a remedy to bring health
and happiness to mankind. Cloth. 30
cents, postpaid; paper bound, 25 cents.
J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co.

“Polyandry—there should be a limit,
say 25 males.” By Ralph Brandt.
Send 8o cents.

Standard Oil or The People. The
book that will end the wealth-pow-
er of Rockefeller and restore the
government to the people. How
Rockereller and associates control
the wealth of the nation. 235 cents
paper; 50 cents half cloth. Henry
H. Klein, Tribune Bldg., New York.

Social Environment and Moral Prog-
ress, by Dr. Alfred Russell Wallace.
“Our whole system of society 1s
rotten and the social environment
the worst the world has seen.” Funk
& Wagnalls. Send $1.25.

Economics as the Basis of Living
Ethics, by John G. Murdoch. A
study in scientific social philosophy.
Publisher’s price is $2. Sent on re-
receipt of $1.00. Rand School Social
Science.

Socialism and the Great State, by F.
G. Wells and others. $2 net. Har-
per & Brothers.

Life in America One Hundred Years
Ago, by Gaillard Hunt. $1.50 net.
Harper & Brothers.

The Anti-Trust Act and the Supreme
Court, by Hon. William H. Taft.
$1.25 net. Harper & Brothers.

Socialism Summed Up, by Morris
Hillquit. This authoritative work
first appeared in Metropolitan Mag-
azine. Fine cloth edition, 25 cents:
paper, 15 cents. Rand School Social
Science.

Wisconsin: An experiment in
democracy. By Frederick C.
Howe. Dark red cloth, $1.33.
The Public.

American Labor Unions (by a mem-
ber), Helen Marot. $1.25 net.
Henry Holt & Co. Comprehensive.
informed and just statement of the
union case.

Socialism and Democracy in Europe,
bv S. P. Orth. $1.50 net. Henryv
Holt & Co. Besides a clear exposi-
tion of the status and organization
abroad it gives latest socialist “pro-
grammes.”

Christianity and the Social Rage, by
Adolph A. Berle. The author points
out that no enduring social advance
can be made without an underlying
moral and spiritual base. 12mo.
$1.50 net. Postage 12 cents.

Mothers and Children, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher. $1.25 net. Henry
Holt & Co. Clear and informed ad-
vice and discussion for modern
minded mothers.

—

Co-Partnership and Profit Sharing,
by Aneurin Williams. 50 cts. net.
Henry Holt & Co. Explains the
types of co-partnership or profit-
sharing, or both, and gives details
of the arrangements in many indus-
tries.

Unemployment, by A. C. Pigou. 50
cts. net. - Henry Holt & Co. The
meaning, measurement, distribution,
and effects of unemployment, its re-
lation to wages, trade fluctuations,
and disputes, and some proposals of
remedy or relief.

Marxism Versus Socialism, by V. G.
Simkhovitch. $1.50 net. Henry
Holt & Co.

These Shifting Scenes, by Charles
Edward Russell. The most vivid and
significant scenes in all of Russell’s
years of newspaper work—from mur-
der mysteries to the inside of presi-
dential  conventions. Net, $r1.50.
George H. Doran Co.

Social Welfare in New Zealand, by
Hugh H. Lusk. Send $1.62. Actual,
definite, indisputable results of 20
years of legislation of a Socialist na-
ture, not a plea for Utopian theory.
Sturgis and Walton Co.

Henri Bergson—A study in Radical
Evolution. By Emil Carl Wilm. $1.35
postpaid. A successful attempt to-
state the salient ideas of the great
Frenchman in dignified and scholarly
way, to the educated layman. Sturgis
and Walton Co.

Progressivism—and After, 'a vital,
stimulating, necessary book, by Wil-
Itam English Walling. Sent postpaid
for $1.30.

Human Worth, by Charlotte Per-
kins Gilman. Elucidation of the prob-
lem of social economics. Send $1.10.
Charlton Co.

THE WAR

Imperial Germany, by Prince Bern-
hard von Biilow. There are all
sorts of books about German states-
manship by people who are neither
Germans nor statesmen. But here
is a new, tremendously significant
book on the subject by the man who
was Chancellor of the German Em-
pire from 1900 to 1909. $I.30 net.
Dodd, Mead & Company.

(Continued on page 22)
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ISTHE TRUTH OBSCENE?

studio that I met William Sanger and heard the
morbid story of our government that I am going
to tell.
ing, too, some echo of the music and lovely vision of
ideal and notural life that youth gives us in that studio.

IT WAS an hour after a visit to Isadora Duncan’s
And I am loath to tell it without convey-

From the tragic death of her own children Isadora
Duncan seems.to have risen to create, in her language
of motion, a poem of the children of the future—chil-
dren of a time when life shall be both frank and free,
and proceed under the sky with happy fearlessness of
faith in ‘the beauty of its' real nature. So at least I
perceived the dancing of those girls, free-clad .and
strong of limb.

Be sure it is a vision like this toward which they are
striving, who spend their youth in the old struggle
against ignorance and money-tyranny. It is a happier
task to draw costly patterns in the air of what the world
shall yet become, than to stay at the soiled and dis-
reputable business of dragging it along. Yet both these
tasks are necessary, and I only wish the visible joy
of the one might mingle a little oftener with the dark
labor of the other.

To Margaret Sanger came the conviction which has
come to many of us, that second if not almost first,
of the steps toward perfecting life on the earth, is to
make sure that no unwanted and insupportable life is

born on the earth. The birth of a child should be the

deliberate and chosen act of its parents. To this opinion,
as it applies to the upper classes of America, there is
small honest objection, for it is a custom of the mar-
ried in those classes to receive from their physician
illegal information as to the means of controlling con-
ception. But when this opinion is generalized to in-
clude all classes, and is acted upon in a generous and
forthright campaign of instruction, then it suddenly
becomes obscene. It becomes socially abhorrent, moral-
ly degenerate, and of criminal intent, involving a pen-
alty of five years’ imprisonment and $s5000 fine for
each offensive act. The postal authorities, the secret
service, Anthony Comstock and other detectors of por-
nographic literature, are brought into service—and the
whole power of the United States Government, and the
State Governments too, is invoked in the suppression
of the moral, and indeed constitutional, right of an in-
dividual to speak to his neighbor concerning vital truth.

In 1913 Margaret Sanger, who is a trained nurse of
unusual intelligence and wide experience, began to pub-
lish in the New York Sunday Call a series of articles
entitled “What Every Girl Should Know.” They were
a simple elucidation of the nature of sex and its prob-
lems, and were to include, at the appropriate time, al-
lusions to the all-important question of birth-control.
These articles were spied out by the ferreting eye of

Max Eastman

Anthony Comstock, who represents, through the suf-
ferance of an apathetic citizenry, the sovereign power
of the United States. They were suppressed, and the
New York Call appeared with the following epitaph in
their accustomed place:

“What Every Girl Should Know.”
NOTHING!
By Order of the Post Office Department.

Thereupon so many hundreds of letters and pleas
and petitions from a public genuinely concerned to
know, poured in upon Mrs. Sanger that she had her
articles published in book form. She then set out to
raise the funds to issue a paper, which should be a
forerunner and advertiser of leaflets upon the subject
of birth-control, and of birth-control leagues, a. great
many of which were subsequently formed all over the
United States.

The March, May, July, August, September and Oc-
tober, 1914, issues of this paper—The Woman Rebel—
were suppressed and confiscated by the Post Office, and
Margaret Sanger was placed under indictment for cir-
culating obscene literature through the mail. So per-
secute we the prophets.

But by a good fortune it happened that Mrs. Sanger
was released without bail, and in order to win the fruit

of her labor and daring before losing her liberty, she -

left the country and proceeded at once to prepare the
leaflets which she had promised to her subscribers in
The Woman Rebel. The first leaflet is completed, and
has been (criminally) circulated in this country, by the
friends of posterity, to the number of one hundred
thousand. Two other leaflets are in process of prepa-
ration, and upon their completion and distribution,
Margaret Sanger intends to return to America and
make her fight, and the fight of civilization, before the
courts.

In the meantime, the postal authorities have become
anxious lest their virgin innocence was being secretly
violated,, and they have planned and executed, with the
help of Anthony Comstock, a stroke which was supposed
to bring Margaret Sanger home begging before her
work was done.

On December 19th a gentleman called upon her hus-
band, William Sanger, an architect, at his studio, 10
East Fifteenth Street, and asked him for one of those
leaflets, entitled “Family Limitation.” Mr. Sanger said
that he did not distribute them and doubted whether
there was one to be found in the studio. After much
insistence from his visitor, however, who asserted that
he was a friend of Mrs. Sanger and interested in her
work, he instituted a search through some bundles of
his wife’s papers, and found one of the leaflets. The
visitor took it and departed.

In due time he returned with Anthony Comstock and
a search warrant. Mr. Comstock arrested Mr. Sanger
for distributing obscene literature, and then proceeded
to turn his studio inside out. He found nothing to
satisfy his taste, but he proceeded to take Mr. Sanger
in custody as far on the way to the police court as a
convenient restaurant. There, although Mr. Sanger
insisted on being taken at once to the court, and re-
fused to join the party, Mr. Comstock and his detec-
tive sat down to a meal, and a little conversational
campaign. They tried to induce him to discuss the
whereabouts and the present plans and activities of his
wife. Failing of that, they took the following course:

“Young man,” said Mr. Comstock, “I want to act as
a brother to you, and I want you to take my advice.
Plead guilty to this charge, and I will ask for a sus-
pended sentence. You can be quite sure of a suspended
sentence.”

Mr. Sanger replied that he had committed no crime,
and that his principles were at stake, and that he would
plead not guilty.

“You know as well as I do that there is nothing ob-
scene in that pamphlet,” he said to Mr. Comstock.

“Young man,” said Mr. Comstock, “I have been in
this work for twenty years, and that leaflet is the worst
thing I have ever seen. Just look here,”—and he drew
it from his pocket, and pointed to some words explain-
ing, in the simplest scientific manner possible, contra-
ceptive devices that are advertised in the public press
in France, and Belgium and Holland, and that are dis-
tributed legally in England to anyone who declares in
writing that he or she is about to be married.

Surely this country is old enough to get along with-
out a prurient-prudish supervision of its education in
hygiene.

Well,—after a quite futile attempt to induce Mr.
Sanger to reveal his wife’s plans, and agree to commit
an error that would seriously compromise her chances
before the courts upon her return,—Mr. Comstock fin-
ished his afternoon meal, and managed to arrive at the
police court so late that his prisoner could not get into
communication with an attorney and a bonding office,
and had to spend the night in jail

Upon their arrival, when the police officer asked Mr.
Sanger how he wished to plead, I am told that Mr.
Comstock replied :

“He pleads guilty.”

“I do not plead guilty,” said Mr. Sanger, “I plead
not guilty.”

On the following day Mr. Sanger was bailed out,
and he has been held for trial in the Court of Special
Sessions. He believes in the propaganda that his
wife has been conducting, and he believes in his con-
stitutional right of free speech, and he is ready to
fight and go to jail for it. Gilbert E. Roe is his at-
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torney, and the fight is on.

But Mr. Sanger has neither
wealth nor what are called social
connections, and it will require
the public support of all men
and women who believe either
in the truth, or in constitu-
tional liberty, to win this case.
It must not go by in the dark.
Five hundred New York phy-
sicians ought to come down to
that trial and testify that they
have committed the crime of
imparting information as to the
control of conception. Fifty
leaders of the women’s move-
ment ought to appear there, and
say that Margaret Sanger has
offered herself in sacrifice to a
great principle, and has per-
formed a duty that every one
of them has known must be
performed.

It is unfortunate that her
husband’s trial must come first,
for it is obviously less easy to
defend a man than a woman
upon the principle involved. But
that is the essence of the trick.
If Mr. Sanger is convicted of
“circulating obscene literature”
for giving this one pamphlet to
an importunate visitor, there re-
mains little legal doubt that
Margaret Sanger has produced
and circulated obscene litera-
ture. We must make the fight
on William Sanger’s case, if we
are going to make the fight at
all. And are we not?

Shall we let those little re-
sistances which we feel against
public acknowledgment of a pri-
vate truth, a truth as vital as
birth itself, silence us in this
critical fight for humanity?

I wish I could quote the

thousands of letters Margaret

Sanger received from working
women in this country who ap-
pealed to her, as to a rescuer,
for that little buoy of knowl-
edge. I cannot do that, but I
quote this bit of the same sub-
stance from the organ of the

Neo-Malthusian Society that is doing a similar work,
without the burden of illegality, in England.

“I was at St. George’s Church last Tuesday at
your meeting I thought it was splendid and I
have told 4 people already about it I am 27
years of age and I have been married 6 years
I have got 3 children and I regret to say I am
expecting again. I plead for your help, My hus-
band earns very little I shall be please hear your
methods of Limitation.

“Blackfriars Bridge Road. Mrs. P.”

“Having been handed a tract bearing an invita-
tion to write to you I beg to apply for a form
for the leaflet about family limitation. I may say
I am 24 yrs. of age and have been married nearly
2 yrs. and have one baby boy but am fearful of
my wife having any more children as she is sub-
ject to epileptic fits and am afraid of same being
hereditary. Also I may add my income is just
enough to keep us decently.

“Camberwell. . Mr. L

“Would you be so kind as to send me a leaflet.
I should be very thankful as my wife has had 5
Children having lost 2 and 1 only a week old.

Drawing l)y Georgc Beuows

I only get 25/- a week which is very hard to
keep them on, I am very sorry cannot send you
any more only postage I hope to send somethink
later on.

“Borough, S.E. Mr. B

“Would you be Kind enough to let me have

~ one of your leaflets on the limitation of a family

as I am only an Hawkers wife and have already
got six Children and it is a very hard struggle
to keep them the way things are just now so if
you would kindly send me one of your leaflets
I would be very Grateful and Oblige

“East Finchley. Mrs. B.”

“I should be very grateful for one of those
practical leaflets mentioned in an handbill left at
my door. I have never heard of such a thing
before, and having 3 little children myself and
bad health as well, you can imagine how much I
wish to avoid having any more at present. I sin-
cerely hope this grand thing will be made more
known amongst the poorer working classes, and
women unable to help themselves like myself
through sheer lack of knowledge. Trusting your
League will meet with every success.

“Wandsworth Road. Mrs. D.”

The acquittal of Mitchell Ken-
nerley, the publisher of “Hagar
Revelly” last spring, established
in a Federal court the right of
healthy-minded people to dis-
cuss vital truths of the body for
purposes of art.

Now shall we not stand up
and win the same right for the
purposes. of morality?

It is a harder fight, because
morality is not so much fun as
art. Mrs. Sanger’s pamphlet
will not justify itself to a jury
by the pleasure they get out of
reading it. It is pleasant read-
ing for those who need to know.
But it is a thousand times more
important to all. For the whole
world is gravid and sick with
untimely children.

Perhaps the masters of the
world, who use these untimely
children in their workshops, are
in great part responsible for the
hoarding of this knowledge.
Perhaps an old tradition from
the time when war and pesti-
lence and hunger ate up the
tribes, and innumerable babies
were the only hope of the race,
is responsible. Perhaps it is
the fear of the male that women
may become in reality free and
self-dependent individuals. Per-
haps it is the morbid terror of
truth in those who lack the
character to live in its presence.
Perhaps it is all these tyrants
that we must fight. But this is
certain—we need not sing the
songs nor dance the dances of
a future race of children—frank
and free and healthy growing
in their bodies and their souls
—aunless we are willing earnest-
ly and openly to consider, and
know, and make known to all,
the wise control of the physical
processes by which those chil-
dren shall be brought into the
world.

“Anarcllist "

FROM Harper's Weekly we learn that the Rev. Bouck
White conducts an “Anarchist” church. But
from some slight contact with Bouck’s congrega-
tion we know that is about as much an “Anarchist”
congregation as Harper's Weekly is an Anarchist
weekly. Sometimes we have heard peeved persons
call Norman Hapgood an Anarchist, as when, for
instance, he pressed home the Ballinger issue. We
could measure the motive pretty clearly in those
cases. But in the case of Norman’s weekly what
can the motive be? A. C.

UR Book Store is a business success. We

have to thank the loyalty of our readers.

If their support continues, we will announce

here some day, that the Masses is on a self-
supporting basis.
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Drawn by Cornelia Barns.

THE MASSES

“My Dear, I'll be economically independent if I have to borrow every cent!’

Sweetness and Light

HUS far the Industrial Commission hearings

I have brought out the following facts: that
Morgan believes ten dollars
enough if anybody is willing to work for that; that
young John D. wouldn’t strike Mother Jones
cept in self-defense; and that Elbert Hubbard is
willing to stem the drift toward I. W. W. socialism

a week is

ex-

at so much per stem.

ATER. Dr. Eliot favors labor unions provided
only that their treasuries are confiscated and
their members shot.

THE value of debating is no longer open to

The recent two-round bout be-
tween George Sylvester Viereck and Cecil Chester-
ton established the facts that England is a sea-

serpent and that the Crown Prince stole the spoons.

question.

RS. FRANK J. GOODWIN, who is among
our antiest citizens, charges that feminism
is “not the sweet, easy elevation of womanhood
which many suffragists believe, but the demand of
restless, discontented, unhappy women for greater
economic and social independence and for freedom
to interpret the question of motherhood as they
see fit.”
Line forms on this side.

uRAINY, gloomy weather has prevented all
fighting”—Official German report.

Whaddya mean, gloomy?

THOSE who doubt that the world moves will

be confounded to learn that Rhode Island is
thinking some of abolishing the property qualifica-
tion for voters.

HEY ought to stop denouncing Billy Sunday
for cribbing an old soldiers’ oration from
Robert G. Ingersoll. Billy’s explanation should sat-
isfy any fair-minded person. He didn’t knew whom
he was stealing it from.

HowArp BRUBAKER.
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AT THE INDUSTRIAL HEARING

HE old City Hall, where the hearings of the
Federal Commission on Industrial Relations
were held, was a curious frame for the picture
within it.

The beautiful Board of Estimate room with its airy
colonial lines and chaste coloring, the crystal chan-
deliers, the stiff pewlike seats, the canopied dais on
which the Commission sat and outside a tablet
telling that near this spot George Washington, First
President of the United States, read the Declaration of
Independence.

And within this white, cool, exquisitely proportioned
spaciousness, an audience constantly at the boiling-
point of emotion—single-taxers, socialists, anarchists,
members of the A. F. of L. and of the I. W. W.,, poets,
novelists, dramatists, investigators of all kinds, reform-
ers and revolutionists of every description. To
look into those rows of eyes, eager, intense, shadowed,
many of them, by the melancholy of Israel or glowing
with the rebellion of Russia, was like looking into the
barrels of rows of guns.

That room seémed a lingering and beautiful expres-
sion of a long-established and indifferent past within
the husk of which a passionate and disorderly present
was struggling for the expression of its needs.

The juxtaposition which the world at large found
most poignant was that of Mother Jones, the venerable
labor-agitator, and John D. Rockefeller, Jr. The
newspapers pictured and paragraphed that strange
meeting; but no one can describe the thrill—half of
hope and half of horror—which ran through the audi-
ence. It was as though it were not a simple meeting
of two persons, but a portent of good or evil.

The days of the hearing were full of such impres-
sive juxtapositions—of personalities, of ideas, of facts.
Such were the testimonials of Miss Tarbell and Mrs.
Petrucci. Miss Tarbell had found the employing class
leaning toward the Golden Rule because, in effect, it
pays:

“There is a silent revolution in American industry,
towards the end of doing as you would be done by.
Throughout American business on the side of manage-
ment, there is a growing feeling that the common man
is worth a great deal more than the employers dreamed.
The most important thing in the world is this common
man; to give him full opportunity and full justice is
the greatest work that can be done.

“Everywhere you will find this idea at work, that it
is not well to ignore him, to deny his rights. Em-
ployers are struggling to express in the best possible
way that feeling in their business. Sometimes the
forms of expression are tentative, sometimes very full
expressions are found.”

One remembered this easy optimism of Miss Tar-
bell's when hearing, a few days later, the testimony of
Mrs. Petrucci. Chairman Walsh drew from her an
account of her experiences in the massacre at Ludlow,
and, in detail, the story of the death of her three chil-
dren, smothered in a cellar in the tent colony. Chair-
man Walsh asked her about her children. “How old
was the youngest?” — “Three. He would have been
four yesterday.” Then he asked her about her mental
condition the first of those nine days of stupor that
followed that hideous night.

“What were you thinking ?”

“I wasn’t thinking of anything.”

How different it would have been if Mrs. Petrucci
had known what Miss Tarbell knows—that employers

Inez Haynes Gﬂlmore

are struggling to express in the best possible way their
feeling that it is not well to deny the common man his
rights! She could have consoled herself with that.

Then there was the testimony of Antoni Wiater, pick
and shovel operator for the Liebig plant of the Ameri-
can Agricultural Chemical Company of Roosevelt,
N. J,, and that of A. Barton Hepburn, director in that
company.

Wiater’s story, shorn of its interruptions, hesitations
and inarticulatenesses, was this. There had been a
period when, although there were seven in the family,
he was fairly prosperous. He was earning three dol-
lars a day. By working every day in the week, Sun-
days and holidays and at night, he managed to break
even, and sometimes to save as much as five dollars a
month. Then came work at the Liebig plant at two
dollars a day—and hard times. Toil as hard as he
could, cutting down every possible superfluous ex-
pense, and even with his wife taking in washing, he
ran behind steadily. He did not drink or chew, al-
though he smoked a pipe. He never went to the
theater, or to the movies; nor did the children. His
shoes cost two' dollars and fifty cents, but they only
lasted a month, because he worked in acid. He had
had but one suit in nine years. On top of this came
the cut from two dollars a day to one-sixty—and he
struck.

Soon afterward Mr. Hepburn was questioned.
professed the wusual

He
ignorance in regard to labor
conditions in the industry which he helped to con-
trol. But, unlike other capitalists who had testified,
Hepburn had one burning instant of emotion.

Q.—Did you hear about the shooting in Roosevelt?

A—Yes, and I was very much surprised!

It was interesting to learn what these leaders of
the world of capital thought about labor. The New
York hearings of the Commission were notable in
that they brought so many of these leaders into the
open and compelled them to register their opinions.
As to these opinions, the capitalists seemed to divide
into four classes:

First—Those who pretend to neither knowledge nor
interest in the conditions of labor or in industrial
unrest—like Morgan.

Second—Those who know all about these conditions,
but will not admit that they know; who with their
backs against the wall, are fighting labor—Ilike Ber-
wind, Belmont, and the Rockefellers.

Third—Those who understand the conditions and are
willing to give way to labor—to give way a little,
though not seriously enough to cut profits—like Per-
kins and Guggenheim.

Fourth—Those who think a paternalistic system in
industry will settle the question—like Ford.

From this point of view, Morgan made a very in-
teresting witness. He is handsome, debonair, charm-
ing. He has the manner of what we call “the gentle-
man” and the accent of what we call “culture.” One
feels that he would make a delightful dinner-guest,
an ideal week-end visitor. He knew ndthing about
labor conditions, had no opinions in regard to them,
and frankly admitted it. He was often a little
amused by the questions of the Commission and
sometimes a little bored. Once or twice it
obviously got to him that the situation might be im-
portant. And then a shade fell across his face. When
that shadow fell, it was as though the predatory
condor-like visage of his dead father peered ter-

rifically for an instant through his amiable eyes. .
When Commissioner Weinstock questioned him in re-
gard to collective bargaining, he asked what collective
bargaining was. And when Chairman Walsh asked
him if he thought a longshoreman could live on ten
dollars a week, he made the answer that has already,
as the Call says, become a classic: “If that’s all he
can get and he takes it, I should say it's enough.” It
has been suggested that this ignorance was an affecta-
tion, that his whole attitude was a bit of acting. That
is impossible. Not Irving, nor Salvini, could have
turned out such a finished piece of acting.

In comparison with Morgan, Perkins was alert and
astute. He had plenty of mental spryness and dapper-
ness. There can be no doubt that Mr. Perkins knows
that) there is industrial unrest. There was an air about
him of regretful candor in regard to it, one might
almost say of sympathetic alarm.

Ford aroused a great deal of friendliness in the
audience; for one reason because he unquestionably be-
lieves in what he is doing, and for another, because of
his announcement that he is willing to employ ex-con-
victs. He displayed rather a shame-faced attitude in
regard to his benefactions. You felt that he really did
not enjoy talking about them. Ford does not under-
stand yet that his system is only another phase of the
charity he deprecates.

The two days and a half in which John D. Rocke-
feller, Jr., and the one hour in which John D. Rocke-
feller, Sr., were on the stand were of course the events
of the Commission. Superficially young Rockefeller’s
attitude seemed ideal. He was courteous, apparently
frank, seemingly ready and willing to answer questions.
It was an hour perhaps before it developed that he
was a master of the art of evasion. He had a system
and he kept to it—to profess in his attitude toward
labor the maximum of abstract nobility and the mini-
mum of concrete information. In other words, when-
ever he could answer a specific question with a general
statement, he did. When facts in regard to labor were
demanded of him, he professed ignorance. When an
actual case was presented for his comment he answered
almost without variation, “I could not form an opinion
unless I knew all the circumstances.” Chairman Walsh
put one question to him certainly four—and I think
five—times. Only when he concluded, “Mr. Rockefeller,
I must ask you to answer this question by either a yes
or a no, or put yourself on record as not being willing
to answer it,” did he depart from his genera] state-
ment. Indeed one of the most interesting phases in
this battle of two days and a half was the contrast
between the two men: Walsh suave, bland, absolutely
undeflectable but informed always with the warmth of
his Celtic quality; Rockefeller gentle, - Christian-
ish, but cold as steel and unmalleable as stone. Gradu-
ally, however, Walsh’s masterly questioning drew a
web about the witness, and Rockefeller made the most
important admission of the three weeks’ hearing : that
he could conscientiously, acting as director in the
Rockefeller Foundation in the morning, advise one
course of action, and, acting as director in the Colorado
Fuel and Iron Company in the afternoon of the same
day advise an exactly opposite course of action.

The extraordinary temperamental coldness of young
Rockefeller I have never seen equalled except in the
case of his father. It was not a superficial coldness.
It went deep and was all-permeating. Young Rocke-
feller’s face moved only with the mechanism of speech,



never at the urge of emotion. I studied him one morn-
ing when he talked with Mother Jones, on the watch
for one gleam of appreciation of a character so re-
markable, one sparkle of enjoyment of a personality
so forthright.
that icy mask.

When in response to the call “Mr. Rockefeller,”
John D. Rockefeller, Senior, appeared at the door of
the ante-room, a hushed murmur ran through the audi-
ence. Had he been one of the crowned heads of
Europe, there could scarcely have been a greater sende
of dramatic tension. Rockefeller is a remarkable look-
ing man. Given the clothes of the period, he would
have emerged with absolute authenticity from the por-
trait of some aged mediaeval monarch. Age has mum-
mified him a little, but it has not made him physically
meagre. The skin of his head is parchment drawn so
tightly over the skull that the bones seem exposed.
The straight gray hair of his wig looked glued to that
parchment. A line drawn from the top of his fore-
head to the tip of his nose would make a perfect right-
angle with a line drawn from the tip of his nose to
the point of his chin. His ears are small, beautifully
meodeled, flat to his head. His eyes are blue, austere,
remote. When he looked off into the audience, his
glacial gaze seemed to come from a great distance
and to go to a great distance. It did not seem possible
that he saw us as human beings.

He had been preceded on the stand by Carnegie.
Now Carnegie—it developed through his testimony—
has no more real social vision than Rockefeller. But
Carnegie, though mentally a little broken, radiated
warmth, sympathy, enjoyment. He was like a little
Santa Claus, jumping up and down on the stand, joking
the newspaper-men and the Commissioners, bubbling
with infectious laughter and good-humor. . When he
turned his wide, happy grin on the auditors, he
gathered them all in to the last I. W. W. in the hall.
In contrast the Rockefeller coldness seemed more than
normally frigid. Rockefeller also showed the effects
of eighty-odd years on his mentality, but not so much
as Carnegie. Carnegie could not “get” all the questions
nor could he answer them all that he got. But Rocke-
feller got them all and answered them all. It was as
though the machinery of his mind moved automatically,
answering with adequate accuracy though without in-
terpretive comments.

Not a gleam, not a sparkle came into

He seemed a shell of a man from
which the personality—no, you could not feel that that
shell had ever housed anything so vibrant as personal-
ity—the cold spirit had departed. With Carnegie, you
felt that the thinking apparatus was broken, leaving the
warm personality untouched.

Like his son, Rockefeller professed always the maxi-
mum of abstract nobility in his relation to labor.
The young Rockefeller has, I believe, expréssed a de-
sire to know the truth about Colorado, even to go there
with Mother Jones on a tour of investigation. We all
welcome the idea of that pilgrimage!
ever, until something is done about those hundreds of
indictments in Colorado, I feel Well, I'll quote
in full a remarkably apposite poem from “The Shrop-
shire Lad”:

When I came last to Ludlow
Amidst the moonlight pale,

Two friends kept step beside me,
Two honest lads and hale.

Now Dick lies long in the churchyard,
And Ned lies long in jail,

And I come home to Ludlow
Amidst the moonlight pale.

Let me confess that I brought to these hearings a
kind of apprehension. I had seen a few of the big
figures in the world of labor. I had seen none of the

(Continued in third column)

Personally, how-.
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“De Gink™

RESH from the road forty hoboes were
F gathered to the bosom of Elbert H. Gary,
chairman of the Mayor’s Committee on Un-
employment, and chairman of the Board of Direc-
tors of the U. S. Steel Corporation. ‘
Gary liked them. They wanted a city building to

“flop” in, at no cost to any rich man. And so
gladly they were given it.
L DE GINK
RULES
Y

1

“SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY

The forty hoboes were handed brooms, and they
cleaned a flopping place for 200 other hoboes and
themselves.
off and
made police clubs of them with which the original
forty, now called “Jungle Bulls,” bossed the 200
later arrivals.

Then they sawed the broom handles

Drawn by John Barber.

Getting gay with the authorities became the chief
offence and anybody who got gay got from the
jungle bulls a rap on the coco and a sentence to
bread and water in solitary confinement.

NO PROPAGANDA!”

“su !

The propagandist, like the Devil, was duly
shunned, and. each day a Mulligan stew was brewed.

Thus did Judge Gary bring what Mayor Mitchel
called his “vast mental resources and wide experi-
ences as an organizer” to play in solving the prob-
lem of the unemployed. I. R.

Industrial Hcaring

(Continued from first column)

big figures in the world of capital, but I had attributed
to them a great and sinister ability, simply because
they were mysterious ond inaccessible. It has always
seemed to me that the most cruel thing about life is not
its artificial inequalities but its real inequalities. I
mean that some people seem to be born beautiful,
charming, able, enterprising, efficient, resourceful,
while others are born the reverse. “Now,” I said to
myself, “I am going to see some of these great ‘Cap-
tains of Industry, these ‘Napoleons of Finance’ It
may be that I shall discover that they have been un-
fairly dowered by Nature with a commanding genius.
It may be that I shall be forced to the conclusion that
it is futile for labor even to attempt to fight capital!”

But I did not get that impression of superhuman
ability on the part of the leaders of capital. It seemed
to me that they contrasted to their great disadvantage
with the leaders of labor. I felt this particularly when
I compared their craft, their cunning, their fox-like
evasions and downright mendacity, with the frankness,
sincerity, candor, straightforwardness, the passionate
conviction and the forthright expression of a man like
Lawson. And when I put them beside the big labor
men of the Pacific Coast, Andrew Gallagher, Anton
Johansen, Austin Lewis, Paul Scharrenborg, and Olaf
Tveitmoe, they seem to belong not only to another
generation, but to another century, to another world.
Indeed, the investigation of the Conimission convinced
me that they are of an order that is passing. How
long that passing will take and at what expense—of
spiritual courage, mental anguish, bodily suffering,
death—nobody knows. It would be foolish to prophesy,
futile to conjecture. But at last we have let the light
It is not so much that we see them as
they are, as that they have shown us what they are.
The writing did not appear on the wall. They wrote it
there themselves.

A Contcntcd Woman

M RS. COOMBS is a widow. She washes

clothes for a living for herself and two
children. She is a devout member of the church.
The ladies of her church are very good to her, as
goodness is measured under this “poor-ye-have-al-

in on them.

ways-with-you” system.

Recently Mrs. Coombs’ cook stove began to show
signs of falling to pieces. The good church ladies
took up a collection and bought her a new one.
The widow’s heart was touched. She fell down on
her knees and thanked God.
me,” she said.

Said the widow to a neighbor: “I prayed to God
for a new stove and now I have it; I prayed for
more clothes to wash and now I have three more
customers. I have all I can do from 5 a. m. until
late at night. Hadn’t I
oughter be thankful to
God and everybody?”

E.N. R.

“God is so good to

MONG the hard-

ships resulting from
the war may be men-
tioned the fact that the
Krupps have declared a
dividend of 12 per cent.
against 14 per cent. last
year. The decrease was
due to the unfortunate
necessity of trebling the
capital.

“NOT FER ME—CHARITY I
caLLs 1T!”
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POEMS—BY LYDIA GIBSON

ESOERIS

[Esoéris was a great lady : her mummy and sarcophagus are in the museum.]

ND this was once Esoeris,
This swathed and chrysolided thing:
Broken and bound the straining wing—
Broken and brown and bound she is.

Lie dreaming in your little boat,
Your painted ship with carven prow;
Silent your mouth, tranquil your brow,
And stilled the pulsing of your throat.

Between black carven bands of hair
How ivory warm the painted flesh;
How dark the inlaid eyebrows’ mesh—

How the carved eyelids veil the stare

Of eyes once quick to light with bliss;

And the long painted robe of wood

Clothes all that once was smooth and good—
Clothes all that was Esoeris.

ARTEMIS

VOICE—the voice of Artemis, resonant over the sea:
“Search through valleys and marshes, and ye shall come
to me;
Over the vanishing tide-swept ribbon of shoreway come,

Into the hill-locked forest, for I am your mother and home.

“I, the childless and husbandless: I, the slender of feet,
Lithe of flank and of shoulder: unmaternal and fleet;
All ye may crave Aphrodite: to me after Mary ye come—
I the untamed am your mother; I am your lover and home.

“And when your voices are weary, and your songs are grown
harsh and old,
I shall not comfort nor coddle: my arms shall never enfold.
Go seek your motherly goddess!—lay down your heads on her
breast— ”
Ye shall speed to me fleetly, lightly, when ye have waked
from rest.

“My songs are songs for the strong ones, my rule is no rule for
the weak. .
Over the shore and the mountains come—I am yours to seek.
Swim the rivers swiftly; lightly and gladly run:
Ye pray to your motherly Marys: but I am the ultimate one.”

II

Our Village School Board

ROBABLY you regard the American public
school system as dating from the landing of
the pilgrims—or else from the declaration of inde-
pendence. As a matter of fact, it did not exist in
New York and the East generally until about ten
years before the Civil War. The more progressive
West had made allotment of public lands for school
purposes almost half a century before. But public
control-of education did not spread very far over the
whole country until about 1840.

-Imagine a great nation deciding that it was about
time to have a public school system. It wasn’t a
mere matter of-a wave of the legislative hand, and
presto! an army of trained school-teachers, scientific-
ally arranged courses of instruction, training schools,
educational theories, lecture-courses, and all the para-
phernalia of modern public instruction. These things
simply didn’t exist.

So they started with what they had. For teachers
they had: item, one ex-minister; item, one disabled
soldier; item, one poor widow; item, one young
woman waiting to get married—and so on. To su-
pervise their work, to outline educational policies
and plans, to choose school sites and arrange the
details of buildings, to decide what should be taught
and how, a school board was chosen. It comprised:
one minister (not an ex-); one banker; one lawyer;
and two leading merchants, let us say. They were
chosen because they were the most intelligent men
in the community, and had either had some advanced
schooling themselves or proved by their ability to
make money that they could get along without it.

This was the beginning of the American public

Zchool system. From this it has progressed, until to-
ay

Well, teaching is no longer a job like that of
night-watchman, given to aged or disabled members
of the community. It has even ceased pretty much
to be an easy way of earning a dowry. It is being
entered into as a permanent profession. Its stand-
ards have been raised until the typical teacher is a
highly-trained professional worker, familiar with the
best educational thought of the past, practised in
methods of educational experimentation, and skilled
in the technique of school work.

But the school board—it is the same group of min-
isters, bankers, lawyers and business men, chosen
because of their position in the community. These
men, external to and unfamiliar with the intimate
processes of education, have almost exclusive con-
trol of our public schools.

In the great city of New York these gifted ama-
teurs decide that a mother is not fit to teach school,
and make pregnancy a crime punishable by dismissal.
They are so certain of their right to decide these
matters, or so filled with a sense of their own admin-
istrative dignity, that they prohibit criticism from
within the teaching body. The case of Miss Rod-
man, who was suspended from service for three-
fourths of a year with loss of pay, for having pub-
lished a letter criticising the board for its stand on’
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