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Twenty Books
Recommended by

Louis Untermeyer

The Psychology of the Unconscious.
by Dr. C. G. Jung, $4.00.

The Sexual Question, by August Fo
rel, $1.60.

Mothers and Children, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher, $1.25.

The Child and the Book, by Gerald
Stanley Lee, $1.50.

Are Women People? by Alice Duer
Miller, 60 cents.

The Cry for Justice, edited by Upton
Sinclair, $2.00.

Anthology of Magazine Verse for
1915, edited by W. S. Braithwaite,
$1.50.

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar
Lee Masters, $1.25.

Ngrth
of Boston, by Robert Frost,

1.25.

Clgcago
Poems, by Carl Sandburg,

1.30.
Six French Poets, by Amy Lowell,

$2.50.
'

What Nietzsche Taught, by Willard
Huntington Wright, $2.00. ~

Drift and Mastery, by Walter Lipp
mann, $1.50.

The Weavers, by Gerhart Haupt
mann, $1.00.

'

Plays, by John Galsworthy, $1.35.
Justice, by John Galsworthy, 75 cents.
The Art of the Moving Picture, by

Vachel Lindsay, $1.25.
Youth, by Joseph Conrad. $1.35.
God’s Puppets, by William Allen

White, $1.25.
The Research Magnificent, by H. G.

Wells, $1.50.
The Way of All Flesh, by Samuel

Butler, $1.50.
I have not tried to arrange this list

of twenty books in any but the most
casual sort of groups. Nor is the or
der in which they appear supposed to
indicate their relative importance.
With one exception. And that is the
very first book on the list—first, ty
pographically and figuratively. “The
Psychology of the Unconscious,” by
C. G. Jung, is not only, as its
publishers announce, “a brillian con
tribution to the science of psychol
analysis and analytic psychology,”
but it is the greatest contribu
tion to the history of thought that
our generation has produced. This
profound and revolutionary volume
has been splendidly translated by
Dr. Beatrice M. Hinkle, who has a-d'd
ed to the wealth of the original work
a preface of her own in which occurs
the clearest and most concise explana
tion of the Oedipus complex, the unity
of the antique and modern psychol
ogy, the ideas of resistance and re
gress1on, and the whole theory and
method of psycho-analysis that has
yet been written. Against a back
ground of myths Dr. Jung has co-or
dmated the half-blind groupings of
the race; in all the various manifesta
t1ons of energy, which he calls libido,
he shows man reaching through sex

(Continued on page 31)

Poetry and Drama
Towards Democracy, by Edward Car

penter, With portraits. 530 pages.
This is Mr. Carpenter’s greatest
work. In ways it resembles Walt
Whitman’s “Leaves of Grass,” but
it is more modern, more an interpre
tation of our own age. $2.00net.

The Tongues of Toil, by \V. F. Bar
nard. Price, 60c. postpaid. Reedy’s
Mirror says: “A glorious book of
verse truly is “The Tongues of
Toil,” which the armies of the night
may be proud to have inspired.”

Four Plays, by Emile Augier. Trans
lated by Barrett H. Clark, with a
preface by Brieux. The chief work
of Augier who Brieux said was “the
greatest master in his line.” Price,
$1.50.

'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.

Songs and Satires, by Edgar Lee Mas
ters. The author of “Spoon River
Anthology” has here a new collec
tion of poems showing the same
qualities that won attention to his
first volume. $1.25.

Good Friday and Other Poems. John
Masefield’s new book. Cloth, $1.25;
leather, $1.50.

Gustaf Froding’s Poems, translated
from the Swedish by C. Wharton
Stork. “No lyric poet since Goethe
has surpassed his range and power.”
—The Bellman. $1.25.

The Bab Ballads, by W. S. Gilbert.
The excruciatingly funny classic il
lustrated by the author. Price, 55c.

Chicago Poems, by Carl Sandberg.
$1.30 net. Distinguished by its
trenchant note of social criticism
order. Carl Sandberg wrote the
and by its vision of a better social
famous “Billy Sunday” poem in The
Masses.

Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1915
and Year Book of American Poetry.
Ed. by Wm. S. Braithwaite. $1.50
net.

Souls on Fifth, by Granville Barker.
A satire on social life in Fifth Ave
nue as the author sees it. FrOntis
piece. $1.00net.

"—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.

My Marjonary, by Robert Carlton
Brown of THE MASSES. Phantasy
and verse, of distinct originality and
personality. One of the few fesh
notes sounded among American
writers of to-day. Boards, net, $1.

Rhymes and Vowlymes, by Fuller
Miller. “Readable, radical, liberal
in thought, and all popular."—-Port
land Oregonian. “He has projected
against the world a new form of fu
turist verse which he calls vowl
ymes.”—S. F .Call. “The verse it
self, like the preface, in which these
forms and the plea for freedom
from conventions is made, is revo
lutionary.”—~OreganJournal. Cloth.
6oc.; leather, 80c.

Songs of Love and Rebellion. Cov
ington Hall’s best and finest poems
on Revolution, Love and Miscel
laneous Visions. Send 40c.

Songs of Labor. Translated from the
great Jewish poet, Morris Rosen
feld, by ROSe Pastor Stokes. Suit
able for gift. Send 75 cents.

Child of the Amazons, and other
Poems by Max Eastman. “Mr. East
man has the gift of the singin line.”
—Vida D. Scudder. “A poet 0 beau
tiful form and feeling.”—Wm. Marion
Reedy. $1.00 net.

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
ary Thought. Octavo gray boards.
Price, $1.00.

Six French Poets. Studies in con
temporary literature. By Amy
Lowell. $2.50 net.

Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyarn. The
famous Mosher Edition made on
Van' Gelder paper, boxed. Send
$1.35.

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar
Lee Masters. Price $1.25.

\ \l Ill

HisPoems, by G. K. Chesterton.
verse, no less than his prose, con
tains delicibus humor and deep phi
losophy. $1.25net.

Goethe’s “Faust.” Translated by
Anna Swanswick, LL.D. Introduc
tion, etc., by Prof. Karl Breul. Bohn
Library. Price 40c. postpaid.

Flction
The Alibi,-by George Allan England.

One of the biggest crime stories in
years, vivid, fascinating and thrill
ing. By the author of “Darkness
and Dawn.” Send $1.35.

The Confession, by Maxim Gorky.
Translated and with introduction by
Rose Strunsky. Gorky’s most artis
tic and philosophical work. A re
markable piece of fiction with a

vivid Russian background. $1.35
net.

The Wandering Jew, by Eugene Sue.
The complete novel in one volume
of 652 pages. Regular price, $2.50.
Our price. $1.25.

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

In Midsummer Days, by Strindberg. A
collection of stories which show the
keen philosophy and good humor of
the great writer. Price, $1.25net.

Fair Haven and Foul Strand, by
August Strindberg. These stories
show Strindberg in a comfortable
mood. Send $1.25.

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.

Yvette—A Novelette—and Ten Other
Stories, by Guy de Maupassant.
Translated by Mrs. John Galswor
thy. Introduction by Joseph Con
rad. Send $1.40.

“Wood and Stone,” by John Cowper
Powys. A new departure in English
fiction. It suggests Dostoievsky
rather than Mr. Wells, and Balzac
rather than Mr. Galsworthy. In its
attempt to answer some of the more
dangerous dogmas enunciated by
Nietzsche, it does not scruple to
make drastic use of that great
psychologist’s devastating insight.
More than 650 pages. $1.50net.

Magazine.

or not.
without charge.
cash or stamps to

The Masses Book Shop helps us to get out the Masses
It helps you by personal attention to your

tastes, prompt and efficient service, and thorough
knowledge of the book-publishing trade. We can obtain
for you anything you want, whether it is advertised here

Lists of books on special subjects made up
Send checks, express or money orders,

THE MASSES BOOK SHOP, 33 West 14th St., New York City

The Harbor, by Ernest Poole. A

novel of remarkable power and vis
ion in which are depicted the great
changes taking place in American
life, business and ideals. Under the
tremendous influence of the great
New York harbor and its workers,

a young writer passes, in the devel
opment of his-life and work, from a

blind worship of enterprise and effi
ciency to a deeper knowledge and
understanding of humanity. Send
$1.50.

(Continued on page 31)
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CHIVALRY—By Elizabeth Hines Hanley
IT

was more than the stinging cold of the early

dawn that made Sally Miller shiver as she let her

husband into their draughty, unboard'ed, “double

pen” log house that winter morning. She knew

what he had been doing, and, although he had

been on a similar mission a time or two before, the

thought of it now, somehow, chilled her like an icy

wind. She couldn’t look at him when he came in,

and he noticed it.

“Here!” he said, swinging her around by the

shoulder. “What’s the matter with you?”

“Nothin’,” she answered meekly, but still unable

to make herself look at him. .

Tightening his grip on her shoulder, he stooped

and blew his breath in her face.

“Is it that?” he sneered.

She knew he was still “braced” with the “Red'

Eye” that had nerved him to go out on that soul

damning errand, and that she was a fool to irritate

him, but, even if it were to save her life, she

couldn’t force herself to turn her eyes to him.

“No,” she said then, twisting her face away from

his heavy breath. His hand shot out and jerked her

head around and back so that her widening eyes

stared up to his.
“Then, by God! why don’t you want to look at

me?” he blazed. “I own this house an"everything

in it—you, to boot—an’ I’m goin’ to be treated like

it! I won’t have anybody actin’ like I’m not fit to

look at!”

“It—it ain’t that, Joe,” she disavowed with serv

ile hastiness. “It’s—-it’s—-”

Her voice broke in a gasp of actual horror. She

belonged to that great army of women in the wilds

of the world everywhere to whom the husband still

stands as the oracle of heaven and earth. Even to

question him in her heart 'is'a heresy impossible to

a wife of prop-er mind and morals. The realization

of this suddenly gripped Sally Miller like a literal

hand on her throat. But she was one of a breed of

fighters, also, ready always to die for principle or

conviction. So, almost in the moment of her weak

ening, she came back stronger to the contest.

"It’s the lynchin’!” she cried then ringingly, fac

ing him squarely with “You

didn’t know that man was guilty—nobody did. It
challenging eyes.

seemed more like he was innocent, an’ until it was

proved he wasn’t, he ought ’ve been allowed to

live!”
He stared at her a moment, then shook her with sud

den rage.

“So you’ve been readin’ them damn outside pa

pers!” he bellowed. He gripped her as if he were

going to beat her head against the wall behind.

“Maybe you think the hound was innocent, too. Do

you? Do you?”
'

“Yes!” she gasped undauntedly. “The evidence

left no doubt except to them that didn’t want to see
it!”

He couldn’t answer her, and, in a sort of mad
exaltation, she took advantage of the opportunity
to pour out, particularly, what had perhaps been
seething in her, generally, for years.

“An’ killin’ a thousand men wouldn’t do that poor

little girl no good! All you men would much better

have done something for her while she was livin’—--v
seen that she got her growth an’ education before

she was sent up against the dangers of the world!

I’ve got a daughter, too, an’ it’s the thought of her

that’s made me feel like this. I don’t want men

murderin’ for her when she’s dead—I want ’em to

see she is safe an’ sheltered an’—an’ happy while
7”she’s livin. Her voice rose almost to a maniacal

shriek, and she veered off into half-hysterical irrele

vance. “Anyhow, I don’t see as it’s any worse to

be killed outright than by degrees, as thousands of

men are killin’ women all the time. They ought to

be lynched if the others are—~there’sjust as much

cause an’—an’ justice!”

She ended from utter prostration, and sagged

limply in his grip for a momentlike a worn-out rag

doll. Then he jerked her up stiff and tense.

“An’ you’re a Southern woman!” he rasped in

INDEPENDENCE HALL!
HERE is an old, old city

Beside the Delaware,

Whose life flows round the cloister

Called Independence Square;

Beneath the cool green arches

_ Reared by its quiet trees,

Through all the long hot summer

There runs a little breeze.

A breath of air that rises

And dies away again,

As fleeting as the longings

Of tired workingmen,

Who sit there on the benches

Too tired to move or laugh,

With eyes fixed on Old Glory,

Drooping from the tall staff;

And there they talk together

About the shady Square

And wonder why that building

Should still be standing there. "IQ,

SAMUEL McCor.

the tone of a growling dog. “Born an’ bred in a

land where chivalry is a household word—”

Despite herself, her lip curled, and the sight en

raged him beyond reason. He released her with a

push that sent her staggering against the wallI and

the violence stirred to a sudden flame the long

banked spark of her self-respect.

“An’lthat’s all it is!” she cried, backing against

the wall like a rat at bay. “Only one thing ever

makes it more, an’ women pray to die ruther than

be the cause of that. They’d ruther rouse it when

it’d be a help, like restin’ them, now an’ then, from

buildin’ fires an’ cookin’ an’ sweepin’ an’ dustin’, an'

makin’ beds an’ tendin’ children an' chickens an’

dogs an’ gardens, an’ countless other things, day in

an’ day out, until they drop into the grave! That’s

how I feel, an’ I dont’ keer what you do to me for

it—I just don’t keer!”

She raised her arms along the wall and threw

back her head between them in the position of one

nailed to a cross, and waited as if for him to do

something to her—thrust a spear in her heart, per

haps. But he stood gazing at her in a sort of stu

pefied consternation, and', presently, she inclined her

head and looked at him.

They stood so for an instant, staring curiously

into each other’s eyes, then abruptly he broke into

a cackling laugh.

“This thing's strained your mind,” he said face

tiously. “You want to keep to the work you're used

to—that ain’t ever drove nobody crazy yet!”

“Yes it has!” she contradicted with the vehe

mence of abandon—“your own Aunt Jinny, an’ ole

Miss Slaughter, an’—”

“An’ that’s enough!” he interrupted with the quick

snap of an ended patience. “I’m not goin' to argue

with a woman. I’m boss in this house, an’ as long

as you stay in it’ what I think, you think—hear?"

Suddenly, the thought of her children—of that

same daughter who needed her—burned like a hot

coal in her brain.

“Yes,” she answered hurriedly, and clutched again

at the wall.

“Then heed it!” he warned.

wasn’t for that same chivalry you despise, I’d—"

There was no need to finish—it was the eye of the

slave-driver that glowered into hers, the hand made

to wield the whip-lash that wavercd' above her cow—

ering head. Lower she sank along the wall, and

hung there a moment, staring up at him with eyes

in which the spirit slowly went out, like a snuffed

candle, then, still bent, she turned and shufi’ied off.

“I’ll get you some breakfast,” she said‘casually,

without looking back, and slunk out, her feet once

more firmly set on the treadmill of her daily

“An’ remember, if it

slavery.
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A Hall Bedroom Nun -By Adriana Spacioni
out, carrying a little bundle neatly wrapped.
She always went very quietly, closing the door

at the end of the long dark hall almost noiselessly. In
two hours, never more, she returned, carrying the same
sized bundle, wrapped in the same way. She never
glanced in at my open door, although I always hoped
she would. Nor did I ever summon the courage to

speak!to her. There was something about the quiet
ness of her that precluded intrusion. She seemed to
move through a mist of solitary silence like a figure
through a fog.

If she did not stop at my door, neither did she hurry
by, so that in time from brief glimpses I built the por
trait that I can see now when something recalls that
dingy house, that air heavy with the odor of millions
of dead dinners, those awful’months of loneliness. She
was a little above the average height, with a strong,
bony frame that somehow did not seem quite finished.
She was oddly like a building that had been commenced
and abandoned,with only the skeleton erected. It was
as if she had inherited the frame and then been quite
unable to feed and clothe it properly in keeping with

its promise. Her high cheek bones and the scrawny

wrists and the knuckles of her thin fingers seemed to
resent their nudity and to call attention to their un

finished state. There was something subtly assertive
about those cheekbonesand those knotted wrists above
the short black cotton gloves, something out of har
mony with the almost obtrusive silence with which she
came and went. Story after story I built about her
and the detached and lonely life she lived. For all the
part she took in life she might have been a nun of the
middle ages. A strong woman, for some reason shut
off from life, vowed to silence and fasting. Her pale
skin, stretched tightly across the prominent cheekbones,

looked always slightly damp as if with great fatigue,

and her large thin lips were almost colorless. But her
eyes were neither bitter nor tragic and story after
story that I wove went down before the memory of
her eyes. They were small and blue and dead. In the
very few times that I caught’their glance direct, they

reminded me of a clock that has run down. Some
thing happenedto her at some time, I decided,and she
just died. I knew that she had lived in that same room
five years and made fancy collars for a big factory

'downtown. I used to wonder what she thought about
as she stitched day after day in that cell.

Then suddenly one day the deathly stillness of our
third floor was broken. The big front room was
rented by a young couple, scarcely more than boy and
girl. They were very happy and very noisy. From
the sounds that camethrough the walls to me they must
have gamboled about like young puppies. There was
always the noise of furniture being pushed about, and
thuds upon thefloor and the soft plop of pillows hit
ting the wall, all cut by squeals of laughter from the
girl and deep happy chucklings from the boy.

Every morning, a few moments after twelve, the
telephone rang and the girl went flitting through the

4”
'

E
VERY third day at one in the afternoon she went

hall and down the stairs, the high heels of her bedroom
slippers tapping gaily, clouds of cheap perfume floated
from the flimsy kimono she gathered about her as she
ran. In the silence of that lonely house the high pitch
of her city voice came clearly up the narrow stairs.

“Me? Course it’s me, you old silly. Oh, go wan—
sure, YOUR Birdie—I am, too—well, I guess.” Then
a little interlude of the silliest, happiest giggling, fol
lowed by another insistent, “Sure. Your bugs, honey—

boy. Six? Gee, that’s late.” More laughter. “Yes.

Sure. I will.” And then she would come running

back, humming gaily to herself, the heels tapping

madly and I would hear her singing to herself.

It was perhaps the third day after the telephoning

had begun that, going into the hall, I saw the Nun’s

door was open and I caught the broken outline of

her figure sitting with her hands in her lap. Now,

never in the four months that we had shared the soli

tude of the third floor had I seen her door open and I
wondered for a moment whether she were ill. As I
stood hesitating whether to go and speak to her, Birdie

came humming from the floor below and the door at

the end of the hall closed gently. The next day when

the ’phone rang something impelled me to stop my

work and listen. Very softly I heard the Nun’s door

open and I knew that she was listening. I could feel

her there at the end of the hall, listening to the high

pitched, silly .giggling below, for by this time the daily

conversation, always the same,always accompanied by

the same jokes, punctuated by the same almost hys

terical giggle, the tap, tap of Birdie’s heels, the heavy

fragrance of the cheap perfume had begun to annoy

me. I tiptoed to my door and looked out. Her door

was open and I saw her as before, sitting with her

hands in her lap. Then the voice below stopped. The

door closed quietly. Birdie came tapping back upstairs.

For perhaps two weeks things went on exactly the

same. Then the ’phoning stopped. There was no more

laughter or rough-housing in the big room. No pil

lows plopped against my wall. For two days a stillness

as heavy as lead reigned before their coming lay over

the front room except in the morning just after the

young man left for work. Then I could hear Birdie

crying, sobbing like an angry child. On the afternoon

of the third day an expressman came for their trunk.

A few moments later Birdie went, her head held high,

defiant under her waving plumes. I laughed. It must

have been such a ridiculous little quarrel.

Now it happenedthat the Nun was out when the ex

pressmancame for'the trunk and I did not think of her

in connection with the young people’s going until a

few days later when a little after twelve I heard her

door open quietly. It stayed open for perhaps ten min

utes and then closed softly. The next day the same

thing happenedand the next. On the fourth I heard

her coming down the hall. At my door she stopped.

“They’re gone?” she said simply, nodding towards

the big room._
“Oh, yes. They went three days ago.”

THE STORMY STAR
HE stormy star of freedom

Sits steadfast in the sky;

Its light shakesnot nor falters
While clouds go pouring by.

Poised in the topmost zenith
It beckonsfrom afar;

Kings climb in vain against it
With ridge on ridge of war. . ..

And though all banners claim it
And rumors fill the night—

It knows no flag of battle,

Its only voice is light.
I

HARRY KEMP.

She stood looking at me quietly. “I’m sorry,” she
said at last. “I got terrible used to hearin’ her ’phone.

I used to like it
,

didn’t you P” Her tone included her

self and me in some real misfortune. I hadn’t the

courage to tell her that Birdie had got on my nerves.
“I su‘ppose,” I began and stopped, for the woman in

the door was smiling at me, but I knew she was not

thinking of me.

“She always said the same thing, did you notice?

‘Oh, go wan; Sure. Honeybunch.”’ The slang came
weirdly from those colorless thin lips. “You must have

been able to hear most everything they said.” She

nodded toward the dividing wall. “These houses ain’t

got very thick walls. It must have been nice evenin’s.”

The tone was quite natural, innocent of offense.

“I—I don’t believe—I listened. You see,” I added,

fearful she might construe my words as criticism,

“when I’m home at nights I generally read.”

The coldness in her small blue eyes softened with
regret for the opportunity I had missed. “Oh, people

are lots more interesting than books. I used to read

when I was younger; I used to read all the time. But
now, somehow book people don’t seem real. I don’t

feel like I knew ’em, not like I knew—Birdie. I did

feel like I knew what she was thinking. Now, couldn’t
you just tell she’d wear them high heeled pumps by the
way she used to say, ‘Go wan, Honeyboy’P”

I stared. But the woman in the door was simply

thinking aloud.

“And that Lily of the Valley—why, I could tell the
pattern o

f her kimono the first morning I smelled it in
the hall.”

“I’m afraid you’ll miss her,” I said.
doesn’t rent very well.”

i

“No. It doesn’t,but it’s better in the winter, although

men generally has it then and they don’t get home
till night and most times they’re out in the evenings.

And I do like to have people round. I can just sit and
listen and think about them. I never get tired of
people. They ain’t like books. They’re alive.”

I opened my lips and then I closed them—t0 listen
to the People! for in between the periods of her silence

I could hear the huge city, the millions and millions of
people, all alive. So I only nodded. With a laugh she
moved from the door.

“Well, I’ll never get my collars done if I stand here.
Ten dozen to be ready Thursday.” '

I rose and followed her a little way down the hall.
“When you’re tired doing collars,” I ventured, “or
lonely, won’t you come in? I get rather lonely myself
sometimes.”

She turned quickly. “You mustn’t do that, dearie.
You mustn’t get the habit of being lonely. There’s
such lots of things to think about. Lots of people.”

I wanted suddenly to cry. To put my head down
on that broad, hollow breast and cry. Instead I smiled.
“But that’s just it. I do get lonely because there are
so many people in the world.”

“That room

A really worried look came into her eyes. “You
mustn’t, dearie. There ain’t no call to be lonely when
there’s so many people everywhere. I ain’t got nobody
that really belongs to me, but I just make believe
they’re all mine. Why, I feel like I knew everyone
of them women that takes work from the factory I

get my collars and I don’t believe I’ve spoke to half

a dozen of ’em. Watching people makes you feel like
you knew ’em. When you get lonely, dear, somenights
just come in and I’ll tell you about ’em. You’ll like
’em, too.”
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THE MASSES

Drawn'by Arthur Young.
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,TURNING TO CHRISTIANITY
Rev. W. E. Strong, Secretary of the American Mission Board, reports that “one of the effects of

war has been to increase the 1nd1vidua1Turk’s respect for Christianity.
“He has been looking at, Christianity and the Christian people with me

interest, respect.

“Dead or Alive“
HE play, “Major Barbara,” turns upon the ques

tion of the propriety of the Salvation Army’s

We

may expect Bernard Shaw to become almost unbear

able when he hears that T. Coleman du Pont has con

tributed $10,000to the American Salvation Army.

accepting a fat check from a munition maker.

HE president of the Delaware and Hudson com—

plains that automobiles have cut into the passen

ger traffic of his railroad. As the automobile industry

helps the freight business enormously, there is only

one safe rule for pleasing a railroad man—buy ’em

.

but don’t ride in ’em.

THE
Plattsburg Camps offer four weeks of instruc

tion for $55.00. Cheap enough when you con

sider that it includes the privilege of being ordered

around by your betters.

ONE of the Standard Oil companies has declared a

._ dividend of 100 per cent. This may help to ex

plain why so many motorists are wearing a gasolean

'and hungry look.

6‘ E are a two—oceannation and should have a

two-ocean navy.”—Rear Admiral Peary. What

have they gone and done with the Panama Canal?

THE Germans continue to prove themselvesmasters

of the science of substitution. The olive branch

extended by Bethmann-Hollweg proved upon close in

spection to be poison ivy.

HOSE patriots who indignantly demanded an in

vestigation of Maurer’s insult to the flag only to

find that he was quoting a member of their cherished

Pennsylvania Constabulary, might write an instructive
article upon the habits and customs of: the boomerang.

HE defense leagues continue to whoop it up for
preparednessand the private manufacture of war

material. Munitionaries t0 the heathen?

IVE hundred prominent Americans have signed a

paper expressing their sympathies with the Allies,

who are “struggling to preserve the liberties of the
world and the highest ideals of civilization.” This, no
doubt, was kindly meant, but it will be a shock to the
poor old Czar.

HE militarists are trying to pin a new title upon

our Uncle Sam—The Slayboy of the Western

World.

SEVENTEEN-YEAR-OLD Thaw, though a

“model youth,” cannot keep the wolf from the

doors of his triplex apartment on less than $25,000 a

year. This might reasonably be established as a mini

mum wage for the unemployed.

CONSTANT but ill-natured reader of the Out

__ look has discovered that the Colonel was in an

unheroic mood about Belgium in September, 1914,and

urged Roosevelt

and Wilson disagree with themselves almost as much

as with each other.

“neutrality and non—interference.”

OVERNOR BRUMBAUGH, of Pennsylvania, ad

mits having sulzered away a $1,000 campaign

contribution.
’

BANG
goes another boom!

HOWARDBRUBAKER.

w eyes, with more wonder,
He has been buying the New Testament of late. . . .”

Our Own Thrift Campaign
With Apologies to the Evening World

Thrift Editor of The Masses:
RUN an elevator daytimes for $8 a week. Since

reading the Evening World, I decided to save
money: so I got an additional job as a night watch
man for the same salary, and gave up my room. I

now get $16 a week and haven’t any time to spend it.

Yours for economy,

G. W. B. Q.

Thrift Editor of The‘Masses:

I AM a poor workingman, but find it easy to save
money. When my wife and I take the subway to

The chopper
then tries to get two tickets out of me, but I fool him.

work, she goes through the gate first.

Yours for money in the bank,

R. K. FELLER.

Thrift Editor of The Masses:

USED to walk to work on Third Avenue and save
Since reading the Evening

World, I always walk down Fifth Avenue and save

ten cents.

only five cents carfare.

Yours thrivingly,

H. Dunn.

W E feel awfully good about this number of
Tm: MASSES. We begin this month to

publish The Masses Review (just back of the
double-page cartoon). We also call your atten
tion to the extra pages this month—and what is

printed on them! THE EDITORS.
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AM I A PATRIOT Y—By Charles W. Wood

M I a patriot? Do I believe in “America First"?

Well, terms are terms. Always they have to be

defined. Then, if we are to get anywhere in particu

lar, it is generally necessary to define the definitions.

I am a patriot and I believe in “America First"—if

you will let me define patriotism and put “America

First” in a setting that suits me.

Framed to suit me, the patriotic slogan would read:

“We Want the Earth—America First.” I’d like to see

all the workingmen in America chuck full of that kind

of patriotism. Why, I’m so patriotic in that way that

I once wrote a National Anthem:

I love my country, yes I do,

I love my Uncle Sam.

I also love my steak and eggs,

And beer and beans and ham.

If I went dead, I couldn’t eat,

And though I’d not be missed,

I'd miss my feed—oh, yes, indeed—

I guess I won't enlist.

I love the flag, I do, I do,

Which floats upon the breeze:

I also love my arms and legs

And neck and nose and knees.

One little shell might spoil ’em all

Or give 'em such a twist

They wouldn’t be no use to me—

I guess I won't enlist.

I love my country, yes I do,

I hope her folks stay well:

Without no arms or legs or things,

I think they’d look like hell.

Young men with faces shot away

Ain't fitten to be kissed:

I've read in books it spoils their looks-—

I guess I won’t enlist.

There was a lot more to it. Additional stanzas can

be procured at 20 cents a dozen. I quote only enough

to convince my readers that I love my country—all of

it that is mine—and that, if I were called upon to de

fend something I never heard of, I’d see America

First.
It has just been running through my mind that some

people wouldn’t call this fine emotion of mine patriot

ism. They would call it Sordid Materialism. It has

also been running through my mind that those same

some people are not very far from right.

And we revolutionists are in pretty‘small business4

if we seriously pretend to be patriotic.

Of course we may quibble if we care to. We can

prove logically that we are the only genuine patriots;

and we can do it so well that the average patriot will

pass us as orthodox at heart, even if he does disap

prove onr methods and conclusions. Internationalists

can pretend to be nationalists, in order to put over their

internationalism. But I have reached the conclusion

that internationalism can not be put over that way.

Isn’t it time to speak plainly; to speak in the lan

guage of the people we are talking to? We have no

misgivings as to what the average man means by

patriotism. We know what he means by “America

‘ First." We know that he means something fundamen

tally opposed to the ideals which we as internationalists

stand for. Why confuse the issue, why befuddle our

propaganda by pretending to those stricken with pa

triotism that we have the same disease.

I had the disease once and I got over it. I'm going

to say so and I wish more internationalists would
help me. In the language of the people, the only lan

guage we who assume to talk to the people have a

right to use, I am not a patriot. I do' not believe in

America First.

I want to make it a little plainer if I can. Patriot

ism, I would say, is an evidence of a small or unde
veloped mind. It is especially a disease of childhood

and is most virulent in such undeveloped persons as
Marjorie Sterrett and Theodore Roosevelt.

As for “America First,” it is the most vicious slogan

that could possibly be raised in this country at the
present time.

The prevalence of nationalism—“My Country First”

—made the world war possible. I do not say it was

the causeof the war, but its absencewould have made

fighting on a great scale impossible.

“My Country First" is a cry for war.

—No, Mr. Wilson, question your

“Americanism”: we simply call attention to it. Just
as provincialism and nationalism have brought infinite

agony to the other hemisphere, you do your worst to
generate provincialism and nationalism on this.

Every cry of

we do not

“America First!” Some of us are for Humanity

First and we were just simple enough to think that
you would be.

Personally, I am not only for Humanity First, but I
rail to see any reason why I should be particularly
partial to the United States. There are some things I
like about it

,
I admit, but is that any reason why I

should be partisan?

1 was born in Ogdensburg, N. Y. I might have been

born in Prescott, Ont., a mile or so further North. In

case of war between England and the United States,

does anyone think that mile or so would count with

me? Should I go out and shoot Englishmen because

I was delivered in Ogdensburg, or shoot Americans

because I was delivered in Prescott? According to
Boy Scout minds like Roosevelt, of course I should.
But I mean in the minds of intelligent people.

Then, why should I pretend anything else? Why

should anyone whose mind is big enough to cross the
nearest county line pretend that it has to stop at a

National boundary?

In case of war between the American government
and some other, I intend to remain perfectly neutral;

AND THOU. Too. AMERICA?

E blaze at what the Teuton sword hath done,

And of the war, with cursing hearts, men say

“Above all other nations it was they,

The armed, the well—prepared,who brought it on.”
Yet the same men of Congress ask anon

For ships and troops a hasty, huge outlay,

While poor men’s children still in gutters play,

And poor men’s lungs still rot for want of sun!

Is this authentic? Will my country, then,

Rather invest in tools for killing men

Than save the little children of her poor?

Speakest thou so, my country? Then be sure

Thou in thy heart dost not so much condemn

These German lords of war, as envy them.

SARAH N. CLEGHORN.

at least, until I am convinced by reason, not geography,

that one side is entitled to my support. I believe every

real internationalist feels the same way. Why should

we hedge or pretend or dodge or quibble? The time

may dawn upon us very soon when we can’t speak

openly on such matters as this; all the more reason

why we should make ourselves understood just now.

There are thirty million workers in the United States

waiting to be set right on this all-important question.

All the evidence goes to show that they are not hope—

lessly patriotic. They have not responded at all satis

factorin to the call for enlistments; and they have

been so lukewarm toward the preparedness propa—

ganda, where they have not actually opposed it
,

that

the advocates of preparedness have gone to scolding

frantically. Almost all the newspapers and almost all

the politicians of all the parties have been working vio

lently to rouse the country; and all admit that it is not
yet aroused. All of which to me looks hopeful. It
makes me feel that the American people may be out

growing such fool sentiments as patriotism and be
ginning to feel a passion for life unbounded.

Life unbounded! That’s it. That is Sordid Mate

rialism: let us plead guilty to that, too, and get the

whole thing straight. Anyone who fights for the reali

ties of life is a materialist. The idealist fights for
symbols and flags and vague intangible shadows which
he calls National Honor and other incomprehensible

names.

The materialist won’t fight for his country unless he

has a country. to fight for: the idealist will not haggle

over technicalities like that.

The idealist gives his life for geography and “col—
7’ors. The materialist saves his for concrete, tangible

The realities of life—
the things we want and know we want—are material.
The lies, the frauds, the things that turn us from our
real purposes and make us the slaves of other people’s
ambition, these are uniformly handed to us in the
guise of ideals.

things like wives and children.

Isn’t it time we freed ourselves from this whole

Isn’t it time we left the
maze of pretense and went directly, confessedly, for
the things we want?

because it is little and narrow, because it limits the joy.
of life, keeps us out of a hundred worlds worth know
ing and makes us slaves. And because it breeds war
Not a vague or idealistic reason in the bunch, but they
are enough for me.

dead-weight of idealism?

We are opposed to nationalism

And we are opposed to war because it limits life stili
further. Because it cuts off arms and legs and hus
bands and fathers and liberties and loves. Material
istic reasons all, but sufficient ones. Why try to add
to them the pretense that we are interested in any
such indefinable ideal as honor? I have been asking
everybody I know for the past two years to tell me
what honor means. None of them has come across
with a definition yet. Nobody knows what honor is;

and so, of course, every man with ideals will fight for
it. Ten million men are fighting for it today, when
every last one of them would rather be doing some—1
thing else.

’

Here’s for a bold, bad move. Let us chuck the
whole thing, not even pretend that we stand for it,

and set out straight for the things we want. Let honor
and such truck go to the devil: we’d rather have lungs

and livers and whole faces and whole families and a

whole material existence.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:5

0
 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



MAXI/“(LIAN
K‘PUNG HARDEN

T'I.“ .
_‘ _ _ _ "ii'ivmpkg.I
_mwz' ,xaaqzi -~~---~~c'>ed'' T4»N!f.'~*'n£22125.
. __ __ W,
3344:.g$§$n6s<i _..1.4%.;“:4,

~ - - tr~

“'— *“ _. A- “vulva-“rd- ' '1--v.41uachgnAwe'.RMMkm*bkwmwwM>-. 5" -~ _ . Mwum,w----4‘- .,~.--.¢.-..--'"J.-__

;l311-'_ésQ'-3~-.._ .b-‘ .. - 4:1mm FEM-2:3“..-_.,Md . ..'-._v.“

II /
\ y

,,,<\_/-—

_r.I W ' 3mm?_ ,

Drawnby K. R. Chamberlain.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:5

0
 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



'zr"..r

Drawn by BoardmanRobinson.

a I (a. $‘’ Oi" ‘D -'- 0F . , VO. .y. ra I ‘ ' ’ . -i .e . _0 . , Y' z .' o . _ _. o o . v I

..
v t

. .. '5'

a .,7.-,, a}!y_'_4'
‘ .- , ....‘.h 4I’0’..

b
I

..<'_u_
.

l"IP4‘I

..
' A

a OII
' ‘,

.- aI ’- i3 Q.I 0fl ’ J. I'-I ' ."Ill- ’-~-‘~.'".-°;'."-"'--'i." j ..{.itudm,It.1‘;a .J -,-. ,' ' 0 -0‘_ ": "ivy/#7343784 ’

(“u. . ‘a_."iv???"1*!0,6'' ‘qo'IQQJ'Id
,

a,’

' iQ.. er/'v\~‘.,~;~A0f

,0
".I

0
‘

Y
-q

'x
~

‘B '"
I ..

u‘.\

~

' _-‘ ‘0 ’ - 'o - a " .(fl'3‘17.. ._ H.I2
‘ 7,. I' Q
.

‘41::. . .”'.1:0...-. ,

.' - 1
’ ' am»:attrié". ‘

ii}
,

.I
' ' ’

_

i .g
t

.
i

\ "i
s ’ f" ' . ,_
-'

-- '

' _

. . . - " "a .
C1V1lian: "'

_ all, What do you think _of war?
“

,-_.11. ,, {

Soldier: “Rotten—there’s no time for atrocltlesl
“

j g i t
O

'
_

h,-,,., .,= . , _ . , . 1,........ . ._

ix
“ _ , - o

rt» . .' ' ’ ’ i i i

r I If 0 ‘ \

in i ' , *l __, _ ‘ tr ‘»' ¢_:'.~“PM?!\.-‘a
‘-'t-o,.'1 .‘r i _1!. I g ' 'a _ - _ - ' ‘ v‘ , ' . ,

‘\

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:5

0
 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



II

The Mexican Tangle -— By John Reed
T last we have got ourselves into the apparently

inextricable snarl in Mexico that the inter- I
ventionists have always wanted. When Villa raided

the town of Columbus, New Mexico, there was so

much evidence that certain American interests were

concerned in inciting him to cross the line and mur

der American citizens and soldiers, that even Presi

dent Wilson made a public statement to the people

of the United States warning them against “the sin

ister influences at work in this country” to force in

tervention on any pretext. The preparedness advo
cates, equally unscrupulous in their desire to make

this a military nation in order that a strong army

and navy shall be built up to encourage wholesale
exploitation by American business men abroad, and

to guard foreign interests of American speculators

when they are obtained, do not hesitate to twist the
events of the life and death struggle of the Mexican
peons for freedom so as to bolster up their argu

ments. When Wilson refused to recognize Huerta,

a treacherous murderer and adventurer. and when
Huerta refused to be unrecognized, they told us that

America was being “humiliated” and that “Mexico
was laughing us to scorn.” When an irresponsible

minor officer refused to salute our stainless flag,

they said again that “Mexico was making a laughing

stock of us.” When Villa, with a hundred odd fol
lowers, came over and shot up Columbus, they talked

about the Mexican people “invading” the United

States.
Once before the interventionists and the military

party forced our army and navy to Vera Cruz,

whooping it up for war'and conquest all the time;

stock in dishonestly obtained American concessions

in Mexico flew skyward. But the President man—
aged' to get us out of Vera Cruz again without any

damage being done.
\Vhen the punitive expedition went after Villa :1

month ago, there was another cry that interven

tion was coming. and this time those of us who

know Mexico believed, and still believe, that they

were right.
Things have grown to look more'and more sin

ister down there. First it was our request to be

allowed to use the Mexican railways to transport

supplies and troops to the “punitive expedition”; re

fused by Carranza. Then came the rumors from
Washington that Carranza had asked Washington

to withdraw the American troops from Mexico, since
confirmed. All this time a hundred different Mexi
can sources gave out their scarcely veiled hostile
opinion that the Carranza soldiers could capture

Villa unaided, and that the Americans never could.
It was quite evident thatthe Mexican army was
making very little attempt to do so. This is not
astonishing; it looks like a miracle of self-restraint
that the armies of the various Mexican generals

have not united to attack the Americans before this.
That attack is to be expected, for the Mexicans
know as well as we do that this is the end of the

working out of their revolution.
On April 14th the de facto government of Mexico

gave out for publication the dispatches in the secret
exchange of notes between Carranza and the United
States, and revealed Carranza’s terrible anxiety in

the untenable position in which he now finds himself.
If he permits the American army to march all over

Mexico and stay months in the illusive chase of a

bandit whom even Diaz’s ten thousand rurales could

not capture in twenty years, the Mexican peons will

turn against their leader who encourages those
gringoes whom all Mexicans secretly feel are the

enemies of Mexico; if
,

on the other hand, he orders

the American troops to withdraw, why then he

knows that we will refuse and that the peons will
try to drive us out by force. In either case there is

not much chance for the President to accomplish

his desire of capturing Villa, and there is not much

chance for Mexico.
Such ultimatums as “Huerta must go,” “The flag

must be saluted,” and “Villa dead or alive,” leave
very few loopholes'for us to keep from conquering

Mexico. When we don’t do what we threaten to,

the interventionists find a great opportunity to

shout that we are “humiliated.” Even after making

these stern and dreadful boasts, the President up to

now has had the courage to draw out of Mexico

before it has been too late. But it looks as if he

won’t be able to do it this time. '

We have refused to order the troops out of Mex

ico until Villa is captured. And it is almost impos

sible that Villa should be captured.

This morning (April 15) the papers tell of the

second attack upon United States soldiers on the

outskirts of the town of Parral. Parral is the cen

ter of the old Villa country. Villa himself passed

through there a week ago, bound south for the deso

late Durango Mountains, where live a race of inso

lent and independent Indians who have never known

oppression, and who are Villa’s blood—brothers. Even

in the palmiest days of the Diaz regime the rurales

kept out of that region. Criminals who escaped

into the hills south of Parral were safe from further

pursuit. It is an arid country of stony peaks, cov

ered with cactus and sword-plants, without water;

of bewildering trails winding through deep canyons

and to the far camps of the charcoal-burners, who

are Urbanistas and Villistas to a man—and gringo

haters as well.

All this part of the country was fed for twenty

years by Villa and his band of outlaws, and pro

tected against the rapacity and expropriation of the

Diaz government officials and the rich. A large

section of Carranza’s army, commanded by Luis

Herrera, comes from this region. Besides this, most

of the Carranza soldiers drawn from Northen Mex

ico are Villistas at heart, and the rest consider him

a half-mythical monster with a charmed life, who is

always victorious in battle. The Mexican regular

soldiers would probably not aid Villa against Car

ranza at this stage of the game, because Carranza is

now promising' all that Villa once promised, and

Carranza’s party is now the stronger. But when it

comes to choosing between Villa and General Persh

ing, then Villa will get almost every Mexican’s

adherence.

Remember it was the townspeople of Parral who

fired on the American troops. In other words, it is

at last the Mexican peons, the workingmen, the

rancheros, their children and their wives, who are

rising against further American advance into Mex

ico. And as the American troops go farther south

they enter more and more deeply the Villa country,

the country of the gringo-haters, the region where

M-‘aderolived and where he first talked to the people,

and where after his death the revolution against

Huerta began.

B I R T H _ By Jean Starr Untermeyer
OMETIMES in the hollow dark,

Sometimes in the crowded day,

Comes the memory of your room.

The air, warm and faintly aromatic—

The starched rustle of the nurse’s gown—

The hushed stir, the busy whispers—

The wide bed, tightly folded in

And your young body, gracious even in pain.

Your head turned sideways on the pillow

Was flushed and stern,

The cords of your neck swelling

Up under the edge of your soft brown hair.

In that strained quiet
You seemed caught up in some vast, harmonious

rhythm,
Your limbs consenting dumbly to an unheard mark

ing of time;

Attaining in your labor a grandeur of beauty

That shamed your usual saucy prettiness.

I longed then, I remember, for the heroic marble

That would hold this triumph immortal.

You held hard to my hand.

Only your restless fingers were eloquent with pain.

And I marvelled at your' composure
And dignity,

You—the petulant, spoiled child!

Your lips moved soundlessly;

Little drops of moisture beaded your forehead;

Tiny ,tendrils of hair began to curl around your
brow;

And I remembered seeing it so on early summer
mornings

When we, two sisters, slept together.

At last your cry!

So sharp and smiting, and echoing like a call from a

far place.

And then, after a tense moment,

Trembling on the turbulent warmth,
Came the tentative whine of your child.
Your hands loosened and I left the room,

Somehow stumbling past the anxious faces,

Avoiding the banal, questioning mouths,

To where the air was cool

And where I could recover

From this miracle. .

For I had seen the naked mystery of birth

unfold itself;

Tortuous, heavy and slow.

And I had watched, alert and curious

To learn the meaning. .

And here I was more dazed and baffled than before.

Compelling my mind, stabbing my soul to courage,

Sometimes in the hollow dark,

Sometimes in the crowded day,

Comes the memory of your room.

And once again I feel

The terror and the triumph of that loneliness

That wraps us round,

Each in his greatest hour,

With exultation and with fertile pain.
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Drawn by Hugo Gellcrf.

I

, A so
I KNOW whatNature is and her largesse.

I know that her beauty is infinite.

Her freedom perfect and her tenderness everlasting.

My throat yearns to sing a song of beauty,

For my soul keeps in its secret chamber

The madness of a wind-swept hilltop,

Where, from under a shading laurel,

We watched the white clouds lure the winds, their

lovers,

.Down into the caverns of the sky,

And all was freedom.

The little birds fluttered in and out the leafy coverts;

The hawks slanted to the breeze,

And the squirrels ran about,

Sitting erect, suddenly, questioning.

The flowers blossomed without a governor,

And the beautiful madrona-trees,

With limbs smooth as the limbs of nymphs,

Whispered to the roving winds.

But you, my brothers and my sisters,

Cannot watch the depthless blue

From under a wide-spreading oak. ,,

There are hills for all and oaks for all,

And the airy blue covers the world;

But you may not lie at ease awhile upon a hilltop,

And examine your souls.

You sit under a dark roof through which

Filters neither sun, nor stars.

You are robbed of your inheritance.

From the hilltop may be seen the skyey threads

Which are the rivers.

I may go down to them and lie by them,

Refilling the vessels of my soul;

1] ~

NO OF
But what to you, oh work-worn, weary ones,

Are the secret conversations of the waters?

Do they carry you afar, enchanted and enthralled,

Like half-heard, mystic, murmured incantations

Of soft-shod, hushed magicians

Who lift you, sleeping, and in Lethean languor

Bear you unto the perfect meadows?

Do the white-handed nymphs await your coming

And hide within the fragrant fringes,

Slender rushes, mint and mallow?

Do you, Life-cheated brothers,

Hear the continuous warble of the hidden nymphs?

Their far, faint laughter?

Young lovers lie upon the grass

And listen to the river’s muttered conversations;

Little children splash their white bodies

With bright crystals,

And the indignant magpies fly, screaming,

From the willows; royal fellows in black-and-white,

Who surely were once a princess, appareled in

ermine;

All the beasts and fowl of the Desert,

In the evening, come to drink,

And the river refuses not life to any.

Far down its course, it is led out

Upon the alfalfa-fields, where the poplars

Watch about the garden, .

And an old man stands upon the bank.

To him the voices of the water murmur, “Peace.”

They are calling to him the call of Eternity.

But, to the haggard ones who toil,

The conversation of the waters

Comes as the sullen voice of Moloch,

BEAUTY '

Grumbling and growling in the roll of the wheels _

Which grind up flesh,

“Work! Work! Work!”

Endless as the river’s flowing.

“Toil! Toil! Toil!”

Ceaseless as the river’s murmur.

Never! Never! Never!

Knowing peace or beauty.

I am consumed with pity for the millions of weary

workers

Who drudge till their last shred snaps,

And over them, cowering, clouding,

Like a sentinel-ghost threatening, terrifying,

Ever stands the all-degrading Penury of Age;

A Dread, shadowy but relentless,
I

Which perches on your backs, my brothers and my

sisters,

As a magpie perches on the back of a lean cow,

Awaiting death by the dry water-hole;

Patient, persistent, never leaving.

The toilers know not the song of the waters,

Nor the sympathy of the grass;

They bathe not their souls in the pools of leisure,

Nor ever cast their eyes upward

Where the clouds, reckless, set their silver sails

upon the upper main, '

Nor ever look upon the meadows where the carefully

tended cattle lie among the buttereups.

They know not the sweet, respected weakness of
age.

Age cannot work, and Death delays too long.

CHARLES ERSKINE Scorr W001).
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THEIMASSES 13

Servants of Hospitality
E print the following account of conditions
which affect the women workers in one of

New York’s best-known hotels, with a view of show
ing the necessity for the organization of hotel work
ers for their own protection into trade unions. We
do not believe the conditions described are peculiar
to this hotel, but in view of its reputation the exist
ence of such conditions is a particularly flagrant
case requiring the fullest publicity. These condi
tions, which are dealt with fully below in an account
written by a girl who experienced them as an em
ployee, may be summarized briefly as follows:

Food unfit to be eaten.
Filthy and unsanitary dining-room.
Sleeping quarters infested with rats and vermin.
Refusal of the management to protect the women

workers from insulting and degrading treatment by
male employees.

Any complaint on the part of a worker invariably
followed by discharge.

To which must as a matter'of course be added:
Unreasonably long hours of work for unreason

ably small pay.
A medieval lack of mechanical aids in the per

formance of work.
Complete neglect of any provision for the ele

mentary social needs of employees.
The first-hand account from which this summary

is drawn, follows. THE MASSES vouches for its truth
fulness. ‘

“One Tuesday afternoon in April I went to the
Hotel Martha Washington to see if I could get a
job there as chambermaid. The next morning at
half past eight I had my pass key and had' started
work. The references I had given, I found out
later, had not even been looked up.

“I had twenty-one rooms to attend to—some with
two beds. All the work was done in the old—fash
ioned manner with broom, carpet sweeper, feather
duster, etc., and one vacuum cleaner which came
around by request of the guest, but never oftener
than once a week to the same room. There were
endless trips down the long corridors carrying heavy
pitchers of water, etc., to and from the one public
bath, and never-ending excursions to the linen room
four floors below to get linen, which was doled out
to the maids three and four pieces at a time, all damp
and hot from the laundry.

“At eleven thirty we went

down stairs to dinner. The
dining room, which the cham

bermaids share with the Greek
house men and cleaners, is in
the basement, reached through

a pantry where we picked our
way through water which was
gushing forth from an open
drain. The dining room had
no outside window, no ventila
tion, and its walls were dark
with the dust and cobwebs of
years—On a partition of
wooden bars which divided off
part of the room into a kind of

store house, an ancient suf—
frage banner sagged dejectedly
——‘ColoradoWomen \Von the
Vote in I898.’

“We sat at long tables cov
ered with dirty oilcloth, and
our meal consisted of a kind
of meat stew, corned beef,
boiled potatoes and bread and

live till the morning should you drink that.’

butter. The bread was good, the beef was impossi
bly tough and salty, the stew disgusting, and the
potatoes (boiled in the skins) were very small and
cold and water-logged. One could not even bear
the smell of the butter—much less the taste. There
were pitchers of milk, three-fifths water and other
foreign substances—and a very thin and disagree
able soup which I was warned against as I reached
for the pitcher. The girls who sat on either side of
me ate the bread', and drank tea which they them
selves had provided together with the sugar for it.
There was tea and coffee in the pantry which no
one but the Greeks dared drink. When I tried the
coffee one of the women said—‘Sure and you’ll not

This
seemed to be the feeling about all thefood, and
though I tried everything, I soon came to the same
conclusion. Sometimes I could not even endure
the odor from the platters of meat and fish near by,
and I, too, soon came to the bread and tea diet (the.
tea my own) with sometimes potatoes.

“After dinner we hurried back to our floors. The
first few days I didn’t getthe work done until five
or six, after which I still had the towels to dis—
tribute. The towels were supposed to be up from
the laundry by three, but sometimes it was nearly
six before they were given to us, and even if our
work had been finished by two o’clock we were
obliged to stay and wait for our towels. After that,

we were free until the next morning, unless we
were ‘on watch’ that night—0n which we stayed on

the floor until ten o’clock.

“The girls’ rooms were in an old house adjoining

thehotel, where we slept—as many as eight in one

bedroom. There

was no place at all to receive a friend, or read, or

write, or amuse oneself. If anyone had no friends

to go to, there she sat in a straight-backed chair—or

put on her best clothes and set out to ‘pick up a square

There were also rats and-bugs.

meal.’ Just so long as she reported for work in the

morning, no one cared.

“Breakfast is much the came as other meals.

There is a tasteless porridge—but the same flies

buzzing from the open barrel of garbage by the

door to the food upon the dirty plates. The girls

really can eat very little; we would rather go hungry

than eat what we suspect to be horseflesh, and were

it not for'the scraps left over on the trays of the

H069
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guests, and the presents of food they sometimes give

us, we should fare very badly.

“Many of the guests seem to know what we were

up against, in some cases they had even brought to

the management complaints about such conditions

as I have been describing. The girls tell me, however,

that rooms being in great demand here, those guests

find that under such circumstances, their room is bet

ter than their company in the Hotel Martha \Nashing

ton, which was opened, I believe, some fourteen years

ago as a home for working girls and women.

“r\hings have changed since, then, and now—even

with the magnificent salary of $5.00 a month, the

Martha Washington finds it very diflicult to induce its

working girls and women to regard the hotel as their

do get some
week, though

permanent home. Of course the girls

tips. I got seventy—fivecents the first

as the amounts usually given are five and ten cents,

the total, you can see, is not very large, and I tell you

we earn what we get. If you could see the girls drop

on to their beds after work you would know how tired

we get. And one day I walked up and down the four

flights of stairs between my floor and the linen room

carrying heavy armfuls of linen, rather than ride in

the elevator with a certain elevator man who had

stopped the car between floors, caging me in alone with

him and helpless to escapehis unpleasant attentions,—

until the bell happenedto ring. So after this I walked.

Incidents like this were common, and it was useless

to complain to the management, as it would have

meant simply that the complainer would be fired. And

the one certain way to get your ‘timc' is to whisper

the word ‘strike!"'

VACATION PROTEST

MOONLIGHTAnd white sand,

And limbs of white
Pacing all night.

O free and unbewildered sky!

And is it I
Who on the morrow must return to work

In fourteen articles of clothing

And a derby?

O Night, my Mother,

You have my secret when I say

That I regard with loathing
The world that men epitomize

In fourteen articles of clothing
And a derby.

For in that world
Faith, hope and charity

Wear fourteen

clothing each,

And each a derby.

H. C. LONG.

articles of .

IN HEAVEN
AY, Lord, if this should be

That all our lost delight

Be garnered for eternal days,

And all that we had dreamed

Return to heal our loss
And bring forgetfulness,

It were not worth the pain

Of one lost child,

Crying within the night
And none to heed.

JEAN MORRIS.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:5

1
 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



14

ROOFS

STOOD upon a little hill,

And there before my eyes

Were all the roofs that ever man

Did sinfully devise.

Here was a great cathedral tower,
And there a dome of gilt;

No bit of April green showed through

These things that hands had built.

And turrets square, and turrets round,
And turrets tall were there;

A Gothic forest arrowed up
To prick the sooty air.

And humble cottage roofs of thatch
With slates were huddled in;

Gray spires flung shadows of the cross
On roofs that sheltered sin.

Low eaves and fretted cornices,
And leagues of ruddy tile——

Why, there were roofs of every age
And roofs of every style!

“Hullo!” says I, “and here’s a sight!
This must be London Town;”

And sure! I met a hatted man
Who bade me foot it down.

“We’ve roofs enough to house the world,
And roofs to.spare,” says he;

“Come, take your head from out of doors—
Here’s hospitality.”

And there I stood, all in the dawn,
Upon that little hill,

And that strange, hatted, smiling man,
A-wishing of me ill.

“Walk down,” says he, “and choose your inn——
As pleasant as you please;”

And all the while I smelt the moor.
Dew-sweet upon the breeze.

“I’m for the Road again, man dear;
I’ll find a roof,” says I;

And there upon that little hill
I gave him gay good-by.

\

THE SOUND OF THE. NEEDLES

ITOO, hold the knitting in my hand,
But my needles are still—

1 am listening, listening to the sound
That other women’s needles make.

I
How quietly the women sit—
Do they count stitches as they knit?

Click, click, click, click.
Do women count the dead that fall?
Did that one hear a dead man call?

Click, click, click, click.\

For every stitch a man laid low,
And sixty stitches in a row——
How fast the women’s needles g0!

hasre NELSON JENNINGS.

THE MASSES

II
What marching time the needles keep!

Will dead men hear that sound and sleep?

Click, click, click, click.

Can sophistry of court or king

Shout down the song the needles sing?

Click, click, click, click.

For every stitch a man lies dead—

But that is not the sound I dread,

The steady dropping of the lead.

III
Citoyens, aux armes! aux armes!

Do women sound that dread alarm?

Click, click, click, click.

Will deathcarts rumble on the ground?

Will women knitting near be found?

Click, click, click, click.

Do murderous thoughts like molten ore

Through ravaged brains and bodies flour?
They count aloud—“one, two, three, four.”

MARGARETFRENCH PATTON.

THEv HUMORIST
E was a perfect Cheshire Cat of a man—

With grin inextinguishable.

His every ready prank and joke and explosive laughter

Welcomed him to every bar room clique.

Even now,

Though for a breath

His moon face slumped,

As he glimpsed the corpse in its black casket

At last peaceful in the candles yellow flicker,

The next his face glowed again.

He turned to the earth-worn widow

With babe crushed to her breast.

“Jim’s had his, last souse, lady,”

He smiled at the humor of it.

The Woman’s dull stare wavered
An instant—

Then returned again to the coming hollow years.

PATRICK C. HANBURY.

The Big Laugh
“ AFF? I don’t know anything I ever got a

bigger latf out of,” the property man told us.
“It was that rich.

“You know Sadie Gross—her that was always
going with Eddie Daniel. Said he was going to

Straight as a die she is—or was. Well—

“Sadie was a pretty good fellow. Straight, you
know, but—well, broad-minded. She’d come up here
to the club with Eddie, and toss off her liquor like

a man. And think nothing of it. Only, she liked

to remind everybody now and then that she knew
just how far to go with everything, and when to
stop. Most of the other girls who come up here—

oh, you know how it is: they don’t care. There’s

got to be all sorts 0’ women.
‘

marry her.

“It was the night before Thanksgiving, and there

was the liveliest crowd up here you ever saw. Full

of the very devil. Sadie was going to meet Eddie

up here, but he was late, and she just sat around

with the rest of us, kidding along, drinking, and' all

' You know how it is.

that. You know. I reckon she must have drank a

good deal. We all did.

“Then Eddie came, and they sat off together at a

table, and talked. And drank, like good fellows

together.

“For the rest of us, it got to be consid’rable night.

Some sessions just turn out

to be regular parties, even if you haven’t planned any

thing in that line. We were loud, and' wild.

“After a while, Eddie and Sadie were going home,

but we locked the doors on them. They were good

fellows, though, and didn’t mind much, and the party

proceeded.

Of course, it wasn’t so long before some of the

bunch began to fall by the wayside. Went to sleep

in chairs, or under the table, or on the sofa, and on

the pool table. There was Mike. We filled his

pockets with Swiss cheese and his hair with mustard,

and put lumps of coal in his hands. And he sat

there with his head on one side, holding the coal and

snoring. It was rich. You know how a bunch gets,

though. -

“Eddie was one of them that went under. He was

always that way. Gus, the fiddler, wrote down the

'notes that Eddie’s snore made, and played them on

his fiddle. And Sadie helped us take off one of

Eddie’s shoes and throw it out of the window. Nine

stories.

“And soon there was only me and Gus on our feet.

Sadie was awake all right, but she was holding on to

the door with both hands and crying and saying

she’d got to go home. All I could think about Sadie

was that she was the girl who was always telling

us she knew how far to go. It was rich to see her

standing there. But the idea that Popped into _my

head' was richer. Well-—

“I told her I’d take her home, Gus and me, and

between us we lifted her down the stairs. Nine

The elevator don’t run at two o’clock, you

We went over to Joe’s hotel—a regular flop

house, you knoweand put her in a room.- She was
asleep that quick. Then we went back to the club.

stories.

know.

“Gee, that climb. Nine stories and dark most of

the way. But Gus and me, we were giggling all the

time over the big laugh we were going to have.

“We roused somebody. I don’t know who it was,

now. That piano player, maybe, or maybe it was
Mike, with the mustard in his hair, and all. I be
lieve it was Mike. Anyhow, he couldn’t keep his
feet. He was awake, and that was all. You know

“We took him to the hotel and up to the room.
Sadie’s room. To make it better, we locked' the

door.v Well—
I

“Gus and me, we laffed—say, I thought I would
die.”

TARLE'roN COLLIER.

JUSTICE
SING

a song of lawyers,

Pockets full of dough,

Four and twenty legal lights

Defending rich John Roe.

When the case is opened

Lawyers ’gin to say,

“Judge, this is misuse of power

To treat the man this way.”

Jury in the jury box think it’s awful funny,

Witnesses are planning what they’ll say to earn their
'

money, .
Judge begins to think it’s ’gainst the interests of the

place

To try a wealthy citizen—he decides to quash the case.

MARY FIELD.
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Drawn by John Barber.
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TRYING TO RECOVER FROM CIVILIZATION

The War For Equality

OVERHEARD
in the corridor of the Savoy Hotel,

London:

“Yes, I’ve enrolled at Oxford.”

“What, going back to school—at your ageP”

“Of course not, but we may have conscription. I

must put myself in position to get a commission if I

have to enlist.”

“What has Oxford got to do with getting a com_

mission in the army; is Oxford a military schoolP”

“No, no; but it shows one’s class, you know, and

one gets a commission. The British ‘Tommy’ will only

follow a gentleman.”

“How about military training?”

“Oh, I get that afterwards.”

IN

England, last December, I saw in the news—

papers the statement that Lord Kitchener had

given his word that no schoolboys under eighteen

would be given commissions thereafter. It is taken

for granted in the street talk of London that the son

A letter

from a bishop or a peer is considered far more influ

ential than a military fraining in getting a commission.

of a “gentleman” must be made an officer.

THERE
appeared in the London Daily Chronicle

about December 17th, a serious argument to this

effect: When a middle class man is forced. through

their being “not enough commissions to go around,"

to join the ranks as a common soldier, his wife and

children should receive more compensation from the

For

a wife must not be expected to “give up a fifty-pound
government than the family of a working man.

husband for the same compensation as given for a

ten~poundhusband.”

HE Czar of Russia just must be helped to pre

serve Equality. ROBERTMINOR.

INCARCERATED
H, I could weep sometimes to go to the public

schools

And see little children sitting in long rows

On hard board seats!

So many hours a day away from the green lanes and

butterflies,

So many hours away from the faces of mothers, the

ministries of home;

Sitting, sitting, Oh, so patiently, expectantly—

Sitting in long rows on hard board seats.

The smug, pleased face of the school mistress!

The sour, lined face, the peaked, petulant, neurotic

face of the school mistress!

But once in a h'undredtimes the face of a true Teacher

—pedagogue-—-leaderof children.

What is it all for, this wholesale incarceration of child

hood? '

I

I demand of you to show cause why it should be.

And I come to you with Nature's writ of habeascorpus,

That you release these children sitting so patiently,

pathetically—

Sitting in long rows on hard board seats.

ELIZABETH Whnnsmh

THE CONQUEROR

THAT
man who sees her lips love-red is gay as a

child—strong as a conqueror.
That man who sees her lips love-red whistles for

strength.

He throws out his arms and dances with his feet.
That man who sees her lips love—redlives as the lion

lives: .

He shakes his wavy mane, he looks out of steady eyes
and he is careless!

O, how h
e smiles and stretches his limbs lazily.

That man who seesher lips love-red—as a poppy red—,—

that man lives!

He whistles and dances, his eyes are no less powerful

than the sun at mid-day.

But her eyes?

Her eyes are like the shimmering stars—bright, miSty,
and far away.

They do not burn.

I

That man who sees those shimmering stars leaps his
path as a flame, cuts his path as a sword, sweeps
his path as a scythe.

His strength never wavers, his joy never ceases nor
his youth.

But his wisdom is as high as the tall towers of the rich

merchants of America.

He is guided.

He is conqueror.

He is king.
BARONESSVON FREYTAG.
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IF THE MASSES

ACTORS AND TEACHERS
A T a meeting of the Actors’ Equity Association, re

cently held in New York City to consider the

question of joining the White Rats, which is the trade

union of vaudeville actors, affiliated with the American

Federation of Labor, only one of the eight hundred
membersprcsent rose to object.

llis solitary protest, sounding oddly amid the enthu

siasm with which the eight hundred commenced their

new adventure, was an appeal to their feelings as art

ists. He knew they must stand together to get their

rights, he said, but why must they put themselves in

the same class as bricklaycrs and hodcarriers? Why

must they tie up with labor unions? Why not have

their own separate organization?

The question only exasperated the meeting; and

'when the chairman, Francis Wilson, explained to him

that the actors had tried it and found that it didn't

work, the storm of applause which followed signified

that they were all of one mind on that subject. They

had tried standing alone as artists, and it didn’t work;

they must fight for their rights as workingmen.

The organization of, a trade union of actors has been

in the air for some time. It was precipitated at a per

formance of llauptmann's labor play, “The Weavers,"

at the Garden Theater. The “Weavers” company,

which was managing its performance co-operatively,

gave an invitation performance to the actors in New

75m City, and between the acts one of the officers

of the Actors’ Equity Association made a speech, in

Which he told the thousand or more attors who were

present that the only power which had saved labor to

day from suffering the conditions endur :d by the weav

ers of 1840,was class-conscious organ tation. He ad—

vised them to apply the lesson whie common labor

had learned, to' their own profession This was fol

lowed by a call to a meeting of the Actors’ Equity

Association to consider the question of becoming a

trade union. Meetings were held simultaneously in

New York, Los Angeles, Chicago, Philadelphia and

Boston. John Drew, Francis Wilson, John Wesley and

Grant Mitchell presided at four of them. At every

meeting it was voted, in some cases unanimously, to

instruct the delegates at the annual meeting in May to

,vote for alliliation with the White Rats.

At the New York meeting, a representative of the

White Rats was one of the speakers. He said he

understood the reluctance of actors to taking any

action which would seem to imply that they were work

ingmen rather than artists. But, he told them, their

pride in being artists rather than workingmen was the

managers’ stock-in-trade; it was good business for the

managers to encourage them in thinking that way; for

his power over them would end the day they com

menced to think of themselves first and foremost as

human beings with human wants and necessities. "He

asked if
:

there was anyone in the room who had not

gone through some such experience as this: discovering

himself on‘waking before daylight, on a cold winter

morning in an out-of-the-way inn, his engagementhav—

ing terminated the night before; the only train out of.

town leaving at an hour which gave him no time for
breakfast; walking two miles to the station, and riding

in a train with no dining car; arriving in time for re

hearsal in a performance in which by luck he had tse

cured a part by wire the night before, and going
through the long rehearsal and the ensuing perform
ance, knowing that he would not get time to eat until

“Do you call that Art?” the White Rat

it work, and he

midnight.

asked. “A ln'icklayer would call

wouldn’t do it
,

and his union wouldn’t let him.”

it came out in the discussion that the actors were
tired of rehearsing or playing at extra performances

without pay; they were tired of making engagements

for a season, and at the end of a week finding them

selves with a broken contract and unemployed because

the receipts did not promise the manager the profits

he could secure from some other venture; they were
tired of having to pretend that managers were gen

tlemen; they were tired of pretending that their own
needs were different from those of the electricians and
stage hands who had made their fight for extra pay for
extra work and won it. They were glad to assert

(themselvesas human beings.

They wanted to belong to a trade union becausethat

was the clearest possible demonstration of their change

of heart. It made clear their position to themselves
and their fellow actors, and, what was still more to the
point, to the managers. It made the straightforward

announcement that they were in business to get a

living and as decent a living as could be got.

It was an interesting coincidence that on the evening

of ,the day when the actors held their meeting, two

thousand New York public school teachers voted to
carry forward.an agitation among their 'fellow teachers
for trade union organization. This movement among

> teachers and actors is an indication that some breaches

are being made in the social barriers which have so
long kept apart those who make their livings in slight—

ly different ways. One must not take those breaks in

the walls too seriously, however; the walls are still
there. Making a pleasure of their necessity, the actors
and teachers are enjoying the unwonted sensations of

But,’however integrated with
the trade union movement, they will be called “labor’s

democratic enthusiasms.

aristocracy”; and they will be. The actors were re

assured by various speakers that affiliation with the
A. F. of L. did not oblige them to invite teamsters and
longshoremen to tea. It was explained that they did
not have to strike in sympathy with the stage hands

if they didn’t want to. And somehow one feels that it

is probable that they will not want to. I did not attend
the teachers’ meeting, but I understand that nothing

was said about the value of solidarity between teach—
ers and janitors of school buildings.

These changes are not based on deep—seatedinstincts
of democracy, and anyone who hopes for any striking
emergenceof that sense among professional people, is

likely to be disappointed a little later on. But these
changes do offer a hope of substantial social benefits,

- 5

\

Drawnby Anne Moon.

- less or a few dollars a week more.

which their professional pride will help to bring about.

Both the actors and the teachers hold, in social esti
mation, commanding positions in their respective fields
of effort. The social tradition that teachers are the
authority in matters of education is very strong, in
spite of the fact that the governing power in education

is lodged in the hands of trustees who are politicians

and business men. It is the actors and not the the
atrical managers who command the.interest and regard

of theater patrons; a large part of the play-going

world is unconscious of the existence of managers,

and pays its respect whole—heartedlywhere it is really

due, that is
,

to the actors. And we may be sure that

neither teachers nor actors are behind the public in
appreciation of the importance of their work. These

facts make it seemlikely that their organizations, when
finally established on a realistic basis, will commence

a struggle, not merely for control of hours and wages,

but for control over the administration of the schools

and the stage.

The actors and the teachershave been driven into the

labor movementbecause it is the only movement which

has proven its ability and its intention to fight modern

business as it is constituted. It is fortunate for the

labor movement that conditions in the theater and the

schools have made this necessary; for the “aristocrats
of labor” are extremely unlikely to use their new
found strength solely in a fight for a few hours a day

It is in the nature
of the situation that the organizing of the teachers will
mean a fight to relegate board of education meddling

with their business, to the dust—heap. The organizing
of actors will mean a struggle to convert managers
into elected and paid servants of the actor’s union.
Any measure of successthey may achieve will establish
in the minds of the people the revolutionary signifi
cance of trade union organization, inspire labor with

a new desire for power, and initiate an era of real in
dustrial democracy.

HELEN MAROT.

THE DREAM

S it not strange that in this costly silk,

As exquisite as a flower, I should be sad?
Upon my breast is lace like moonlit haze
Of blossoms. See! the folds as white as milk
Across my shoulders, and my gems ablaze.
Yet never has this splendor made me glad.

Last night I dreamed. And now I know.

They came,—

A ghostly crow-d of girls with eyes too bright
And wistful—Ah! I could not hide my tears!
One child, as vivid as a slender flame,
NVas fashioning June roses with her shears.
Their crimson petals left her young lips white.

Another little one with hands as pale
As the soft, misty lace her touch caressed,
Wove all her star like loves and fantasies
Into its web until its beauty frail
Was part of her; but yet,—with aged knees
This little one crept homeward dimly drest.

Ah God! -A third with hair as bright as corn,
Who flashed her slender needle in a dream,
Looked up-at me. Her eyes were dark with pain..
Then I awoke and it was sunny morn——
But in the dawn there was for me no gleam,
——And I can never wear the dress again.

FLORENCE RIPLEY MASTIN.
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THE GROCERY
“ ULLO, Alice!”

“Hullo, Leon!”

v‘Say,Alice, gi’ me a couple

O’ them two for five cigars,

Will you?”

“\Nhere’s your nickle?”

“My! Ain’t you close!

Can’t trust a fellow, can you.”

“Trust you! Why

What you owe this store

Would set you up in business.

I can’t think why Father ’lows it.”

“Yer Father’s a sight more neighborly

Than you be. That’s a fact.

Besides, he knows I got a vote.”
~“A vote! Oh, yes, you got a vote!

A lot 0’ good the Senate’ll be to Father

When all his bank account

Has run away in credits.

There’s your cigars,

If you can relish smokin’

With all you owe us standin’.”

“I dunno as that makes ’em taste any diff’rent.

Yer ain’t fair to me, Alice, ’de‘edyer ain’t.

I work when anythin’s doin’.
’

I’ll get a carpenterin’ job next Summer sure.

Cleve was tellin’ me to-day he’d take me on come

Spring.”

“Come Spring, and this December!

I’ve no patience with you, Leon,

Shilly-shallyin’ the way you do.

Here, lift over them crates 0’ oranges

I wanter fix ’em in the window.”

“It riles yer, don’t it
,

me not havin’ work.

Yer pepper up about it somethin’ good.

Yer pick an’ pick, and that don’t help a mite.

Say, Alice, do come in out 0
’

that winder.

Th’ oranges can wait,

And I don’t like talkin’ to yer back.”

“Don’t you! Well, you’d better make the best 0'

what you can git.

Maybe you won’t have my back to talk to soon.

They look good in pyramids with the ’lectric light

on ’em,

Don’t they?

Now hand me them bananas
And I’ll string ’em right acrost.”

“What do yer mean
’Bout me not havin’ you to talk to?
Are yer springin’ somethin’ on me?”
“I don’t know ’bout springin’

When I’m tellin’ yer right out.
I’m goin’ away, that’s all.”
“Where? Why?

\Vhat yer mean—goin’ away?”
“I’ve took a place

Down to Boston, in a candy store
For the holidays.”

“Good Land, Alice,
What in the Heavens fer!”
“To earn some.money,
And to git away from here, I guess.”
“Ain’t yer Father got enough? 7
Don’t he give yer proper pocket-money?”
“He’d have a plenty, if you folks paid him.”

’

“He’s rich, I tell yer.

I never figured he’d be close with you.”
“Oh, he ain’t. Not close.
That ain’t why.

Amy Lowell

But I must git away from here.

I must! I must!”
“Yer got a lot 0

’

reason in yer

To-night.

How long (1’you callate
Yer’ll be gone?”
“Maybe for always.”

“What ails yer, Alice?
Talkin’ wild like that.
Ain’t you an’ me goin’ to be married

Some day?”

“Some day! Some day!

I guess the sun’ll never rise on someday.”

“So that’s the trouble. ‘

Same old story.

’Cause I ain’t got the cash to settle. right now.

Yer know I love yer,
An’ I’ll marry yer as soon
As I can raise the money.”

“You’ve said that any time these five year,

But you don’t do nothin’.”
“Wot could I do?
There ain’t no work here Winters.
Not fer a carpenter, there ain’t.”
“I guess yer warn’t born a carpenter.

There’s ice-cuttin’ a-plenty.”
“I got a dret’ful tender throat;

Dr. Smiles he told me

I mustn’t resk ice-cuttin’.”
“WVhy haven’t you gone to Boston,

And hunted up a job?”

“Hev yer forgot the time I went express-in’

In the American office, down ther?”
“And come back two weeks later!

No I ain’t.”

“You didn’t want I should git hurted,

Did yer?

I’m a sight too light fer all that liftin’ work.
My back was commencin’ to strain, as ’twas.
Ef I was like yer brother now,

I’d ha’ be’n.down to the city long ago.

But I’m too clumsy fer a dancer.

I ain’t got Arthur’s luck.”

“Do you call it luck to be a disgrace to your folks, .
And git locked up in jail!”

“Oh, come now, Alice,

‘Disgrace’ is a mite strong.

Why, the jail was a joke.‘

Art’s all right.”

“All right!

All right to dance, and smirk, and lie
And then in the end

Fer a livin’,

Lead a silly girl to give you

What warn’t hers to give

By pretendin’ you’d marry her,—

And she a pupil.”

“He’d ha’ married her right enough,

Her folks was millionaires.”
“Yes, he’d.ha’ married her!

Thank God, they saved her that.”

“Art’s a fine fellah.

I wish I had his luck.

Swellin’ round in Hart, Schaffner & Marx fancy suits,

And eatin’ in rest’rants.
’

But somebody’s got to stick to the Old place,

Else Foxfield’d have to shut up shop,

Hey, Alice?”

“You admire him!

You admire Arthur!

You’d be like him only you can’t dance.

Oh, Shame! Shame!

And I’ve been like that silly girl.

Fooled with yer promises,

And 1 gave you all I had.

I knew it
,

oh, I knew it
,

But I wanted to git away ’fore 1 proved it.

You’ve shamed me through and through.

Why couldn’t you hold yer tongue,

And spared me seein’ you

As you really are.”
“\Nhat the Devil’s the row?

I only said Art was lucky.

What you spitfirin’ at me fer?
Fergit it

,

Alice.

We’ve had good times, ain’t we?
I’ll see Cleve ’bout that job agin’ to-morrer,

And we’ll be married ’fore hayin’ time."
“It’s like you to remind me o’ hayin’ time.
I’ve good cause to love it

,

ain’t I?
Many’s the night I’ve hid my face in the dark
To shet out thinkin’!”
“Why, that ain’t nothin’
You ain’t be’n half so kind to me
As lots 0

’

feller’s girls.

Gi’ me a kiss, Dear,

And let’s make up.”

“Make up!

You poor Fool.
Do you suppose I care a ten cent piece
For you now.
You’ve killed yourself for me.
Done it out 0

’

your own mouth.
You’ve took away my home,

I hate the sight 0’ the place.

' You’re all over it
,

Every stick an’ stone means you;
An’ I hate ’em all.” -

“Alice, I say,
Don’t go on like that.

I can’t marry yer

Boardin’ in one room,
But I’ll see Cleve to-morrer,
I’ll make him '~

'

“Oh, youfool!
You terrible fool!”
“Alice, don’t go yet,
Wait a minute,
I’ll see Cleve ”

“You terrible fool!”
“Alice, don’t go.
Alice ” (Door slams.)

A MY LOWELL.

TRUTH

YESTERDAY Truth was a rock
Of granite immutable

On which to stand, a bed
Unshakable on which to lie,
Our grandfathers believed, nor questioned why.

\

Today on a hollyhock
Truth lights, an inscrutable
Changeling, now here then fled
To another flower, a butterfly,
“Ephemeral insect truth!” our children cry.

MARY MACMILLAN
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CHURCHLY ROCKEFELLER
Max Eastman

UR magazine has been thrown out of the sub
way stands and rejected by the distributing
agencies in New York, Philadelphia, Boston,

and many small towns, besides being prohib—

ited from the Dominion of Canada, because of its
attitude toward churchdom. That churchdom as a
whole is against the struggle of the lower classes
toward liberty, is against discontent, is against re
bellion, is against the arrant assertion of human rights,
is against clear thinking as well as heroic action
toward a free and happy world—that is our attitude.
And to it we add the surmise that Jesus of Nazareth
was more than half in favor of these things, and that
the churches maintain their position by denying and
betraying him whom they profess to believe divine.

Meekness and preoccupation with the next world, or

with “spiritual” blessings, and “gifts of grace," are

the qualities of mind which make it easy to deprive

people of their material rights and the enjoyable

profits of their toil. They are the qualities which have

become most carefully associated with churchly wor-.
ship in the modern world. It is no surprise, there

fore, that Mr. Rockefeller, Jr.—the arch prince of our

benevolent-looking despotisms—should announce that

he will give away churches of all kinds, free for noth
ing, to any of his mining towns in Colorado where
“permanence of worship” can be guaranteed.

He was not willing to give back any of the money,

or any of the liberty, he had taken out of those towns.

He was not even willing to talk about such matters

with his serfs. He would not allow them to form

unions, but he will give them churches. They could

not meet to discuss their rights in this world, but he

will build them beautiful places in which to pray for

a chance in heaven. Permanence of worship among

his employees is permanence of peace and profit to

him. This is the underlying and most true explana

tion of Rock’efeller’s un-Christlike zeal to cherish the
souls of his workers while ignoring the demands of

their human natures. .

It is underlying and true, whether Rockefeller knows
it is or not.

The other day I was talking to a material scientist
who works in Rockefeller’s laboratory, and he told me
that—all appearancesto the contrary—Rockefeller is a
sincere man. His zeal for the welfare of his fellow
men is simple and genuine. “He is the kind of a fel
low that would light the light and get up at night,
trying to think what he could do for people!”

This is perfectly possible. It has been true of a
great many others, who nevertheless carefully guarded
their personal privilege and source of income against
every accident. The larger part of our mind is un
conscious, and it knows how to take care of these
emotions. We agonize over the misfortunes of others,
but our agony quite automatically forgets to get around
to the real point at which, by sacrificing our own
Power, we can relieve them.

Woodrow Wilson is an astoundineg candid man.
He always tells you everything that comes into his
mind. But he is so delicately adjusted by nature that
nothing ever comes into his mind except what he wants
to tell you.

Doubtless a similar if more insidious thing is true
of Rockefeller. He was the “shrewdest” witness that
Frank Walsh brought to the pillory before the Indus
trial Relations Committee. I am inclined myself to

doubt if a conscious hypocrite could be so shrewd.

The delicacy, the suavity, the perfection of poise with

which his answers clung to the paths of churchly and

conventional morality along which his hideous power

and tyranny might remain justified, surpassed any

astutenessI am willing to credit to his conscious mind.

I gladly acknowledge that he defends his self-inter

ested despotism with those abstract‘ideals in entire

childlike ignorance of what motives control him.

It becomesthe more necessary for us to unveil those

motives. We can show others what he is doing. And

perhaps even—the miracle was suggested by the mate

rial scientist—we can show him. Far be it from me to

oppose any wonders that look possible to a member of

the Rockefeller Institute!

An Exception
HAVE lately been reminded that in sociology

exceptions will be found to every general

truth. There are ministers and there are con

gregations who will even stand up for the re

volt of the poor. I was reminded of this by

an experience in Detroit, where one minister seemed

willing to go almost as far in defending a lecture on

the class struggle, as another went in vilifying the

lecturer. The latter, a Presbyterian, when he heard

that the editor of THE MASSES was to speak in the

Parish House of the Universalist Church, denounced

him in his pulpit as a blasphemer,and protested against

his being allowed to “pollute” by his presence the

house of God, or any of its outbuildings. He brought

along THE MASSES, and endeavored to read to his

congregation a ballad in praise of Joseph the Naza

rene, which we printed in our January number. But

his courage failed him. “I can not go on,” he said,

“it is too horrible.”

To his protest the Universalist, Rev. Willis A. Moore.

who conducts an Open Forum in his Parish House.
replied that his forum was really open, and that he

had no idea of curbing in his parish house the sincere
expression of any man’s truth.

After the lecture the Presbyterian returned to the

ring with a challenge to Dr. Moore in the public press

to read the ballad to his congregation.

Dr. Moore replied to this with some very spirited
utterances, and concluded with the remark that he

would challenge any Christian minister to read certain
Old Testament passageswhich he would name. “They

are not more fit for pulpit reading than ‘A Ballade.‘
If these vile anecdotesare fit to be printed and circu—
lated in the inspired Word of God, by the same token
the poem is fit to be printed in THE MASSES.” The
real objection to'the poem, according to Dr. Moore, is
not that its message is blasphemous, but that it is
worded in “the language of men at their work, un
couth and rude.”

I do not rehearse all this becauseof any resentment
against the Presbyterian minister. It gives one a pleas

urable excitement upon entering a city to be denounced
as a blasphemer,and also it gives one a splendid audi
ence. The amount of publicity which this pious man
and I divided among ourselves in the Detroit press

for 'two or three days would have sold a hundred
touring cars. I merely cite the opposition of these two

ministers as an example of the breadth of possibilities

which even so well retained an institution as the
church may hold.

A,

Drawnby 0. E. Cesare.
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THE MflJJEJ REUIELU
Editorials

LABOR AND THE FLAG
66 O hell with the stars and stripes!” According

to the New York Times, American and

Sun, this utterance was made by the President

of the Pennsylvania State Federation of Labor,

James H. Maurer, in a New York school building.

An investigation made by the board of education at
the demand of the mayor, established the fact that
the newspapers had lied. Mr. Maurer had quoted

a member of the Pennsylvania constabulary as mak
ing that remark, while engaged in breaking up a
peaceful parade of strikers who were carrying the
American flag. Mr. Maurer said he felt like telling

the “preparedness” cranks who stood for the kind

of patriotism represented by the Pennsylvania con
stabulary, to “go to hell.”

The real significance of the lying attack made on

Maurer by the Times, American and Sun is to

be found, however, what he did say. He told

his hearers that the constabulary bill pending in the

New York State Assembly was a guarantee to the

financial interests of this state that the same dirty

work would be performed for them that the Penn

sylvania constabulary has performed for the United

States Steel Corporation in his own state.

It was bad enough, in the view of these news

papers, for a labor leader to create sentiment hostile

to a bill fathered by interests which they are en

gaged in protecting. But that anyone should use

a public school building campaign

lighten the public on affairs,

felt to be a blow at the private control Of public

affairs. By falsifying his remarks, it would be pos

sible to divert attention from the real purpose of

the constabulary bill; and at the same time to put

out of business the “Labor Forum,” that device by

which the public is allowed the use of its own build

ings in the evening for discussion of public ques

tions. It was a bold and unscrupulous attempt,

which was not without some success. Mr. Maurer

has been discredited among a large number of those

in a to en—

contemporary was

readers who have a sentimental attachment to pa-
’

triotic symbols and an overweening confidence in

the truthfulness _o
f

their favorite newspaper.

HE most injurious effect of the misquotation, in

Mr. Maurer’s opinion and in ours, has been in

the confusion Of the issue that has resulted from

dragging abstract and alien issues into the discus

sion. The question Of the respect due _tothe national

emblem has nothing to do with the constabulary

bill. Unfortunately, the confusion is not alone

among those who like to regard themselves as “the

public,” and who in their ignorance Of their eco

nomic interests have some excuse for muddled' think

ing. The confusion also exists in the radical camp.

While some in the socialist and labor movements.
of whom Mr. Maurer is a representative, are anxious

to keep the issues between capital and labor clear of

abstract obstructions, and to center attention on

questions of wages, hours, opportunities to work.
opportunities to organize, and freedom to speak

and write about these questions, there are others
who are only too ready to divert their energies from

concrete matters to such theoretical questions as

whether a flag ought to be spit upon or saluted.

One can understand their point of view without

falling into their habit of mind. Their position is,
“What does the flag stand for but a system of rob
bery? It is,” they feel, “mere hypocrisy for an in
telligent workingman to withhold the expression of
his contempt for the symbol of industrial exploita
tion.” It is not by fighting it out on this line.
however, that the battle for industrial freedom will
ever be won.

NYONE who has ever broken away from the
traditions of a long line of Quaker ancestors

will know very specifically just how profitable the

focusing of theenergies of the human spirit into a

hostility toward symbols, is likely to be. The

Quakers, in the cause of the Brotherhood of Man

and the Fatherhood of God, refused to bare their

heads to royalty. It was a ’logical and heroic stand.

which we cannot but admire. But this uncomprom

ising hostility toward symbols is at best a negative

virtue, and at worst it has become a literal, unim

aginative'hostility toward art and beauty. It has

not helped very far to bring about the Brotherhood

of Man. '

It may be said, with due apologies to both for

the injury done their feelings in making the com

parison, that there are many points of likeness in

the Quaker and' the Anarchist. Various Anarchists

have scoffed at the proposal that Mr. Maurer

should enter suit against the New'York papers

which falsified his remarks about the flag. They

feel that he should not in any case resent the im

putation of lack of respect for the flag. They fail

to remember, in their hatred of symbols. that the

public press is an important factor in the class

struggle and the flag is not.
HELEN MAROT.

/‘
.

THE GERMAN PARADISE

N attempt to explain why the German work

ingman fights for the Kaiser is made by Fred

eric C. Howe in an article in Pearson’s. .I—Iisex

planation is, in brief, that the German workingman

is so well served by the state-socialism of his coun

try. Mr. HOWe illustrates his thesis, to begin with,

by a report of a conversation with a German work

ingman who, after a thorough trial of America, pre;

ferred to return to his fatherland. This man felt

that in spite of the greater freedom, better wages,

and greater opportunity for advancement in America,

he would be better off under the sheltering care

which the German government bestows upon the

working class. The willingness of the German work
ing class to fight is represented as a by-product of

its devotion to social insurance and “municipal so

cialism.” Mr. Howe believes that a government

which inaugurates such reforms will inevitably

awaken the confidence and love Of the working

class. It is a far-fetched hope. For one thing, the

case of Mr.‘Howe's workingman who preferred to

return to Germany, which he takes as typical, is a

rare one. \iVithin a generation only a handful of

Germans have returned to their native land, while

hundreds of thousands have remained here, many

of them choosing to cut intimate ties rather than

endure the benevolent feudalism of their own country.

Insurance and Old-age pensions, municipal
’theaters\

O

and municipal tramcars do not so easily compensate
for military brutality, the three-class school and

election system, the persecution of even moderate

socialist opinion, and the practical impossibility for

the children of workingmen to change their status.

To offset German brutality in industrial situations,

which is so efficient that the workers do not dare

to riot, Mr. Howe cites the struggle of our West
Virginia and Colorado strikers. But these instances

prove that in America it is at least possible for the

workers to rebel. Mr. Howe says that the only

trouble with the German system is the undemo

cratic way it is worked. But if the results were so
wholly beneficent, it would have been proved' that

democracy was not needed. Democracy is a means

to achieve social happiness and well-being, and if

these blessings can be achieved without it nobody

would ever mention the word again. And, by the
bye, is not the recommending of state-socialism as

a means of achieving militaristic efficiency a strange

position for a pacifist like Mr. Howe?

WILLIAM ENGLISH WALLING.

WATER POWER

A N enormous grab at the public wealth has recently

been made by big corporations with the help of
the United States Senate.

The Shields Water Power Bill, which has passed the

Senate and is now in the House of Representatives of

Congress, is the worst attempt to get the natural re—

sources Of the people into private hands that has been

pulled off in years.

Unless the people back home beat this iniquitous grab

‘in the House of Representatives the biggest remaining

source of public wealth will pass into the hands of

private privilege, WITHOUT COMPENSATION
AND FOREVER.

The bill will give away all the water power of all

the navigable rivers of the United States.

The natural wealth thus to be lost to the people if

this Shields Bill goes through the House would pay the

It would pay the

as

cost Of any sort of “preparedness.”

cost of such rightful “preparedness for peace”

would safeguard the health Of workers, at least lessen

the evils of unemployment, and give the great body of

the people a real stake in their government.

“Vigorous and unrelenting prosecution to regain all
land, water power and mineral rights secured from

the government by fraud” was recommended by the

main, or Manly, report of the Commission on Indus—

trial . Relations.

“The enormous incomes and inheritances that imperil

our republic and the enormous power Over others that

go with these fortunes,” said Frank P. Walsh. in a

recent statement issued by this Committee on Indus

trial Relations, “are based on the unnatural possession

by a comparative few of our mines and our highways

of commerce and Of most of our richest farming

lands.”

The people, the workers, can stop this grab if they

will act quickly and protest to their Congressmen.

What is left of the people’s earth here in America, and

what can be taken back from Privilege grabbers,

should be controlled and developed by the people for

the people.

. DANTE BARTON.
Committeeof Industrial Relations.
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INTELLECTUAL RADICALISM
An Interview with James Harvey Robinson

[JamesHarveyRobinsonis professorof historyat Columbia
University,authorof an inspiringvolumeof essayson “The
New History” and a representativeof the newtypeof scholar
whoseeksto use knowledgecourageouslyfor “The betterment
of man’sestate.” ProfessorRobinsonhas beenengagedin a
historicalstudy of the intellectuallife of mankind. He was
askedby one of our editorsto tell us, in- the light of these
researches,what we haveachievedin the way of intellectualprogress.and

]what
hopewe haveof the future. We print his

answerbelow.

[T
is only within the most recent times, as biolo—’
gists count time, that man has begun to use his

mind' freely. He has been living on the earth as an

upright animal for a half million years—perhaps a

million. Several hundreds of thousands of years

slipped by before he began using- chipped stone

tools. Another 100,000years and more passed be

fore he emerge’d into the period of pottery, agricul

ture and rude dwellings erected with his own hands.

Then from the time the first vestiges of Egyptian

civilization began to appear, until the time when the

Greek philosophers began to experiment with the

use of their minds, was a space of something like
4,000 years. It is only in the last twenty-five hun

dred years that mankind has attempted to use

d'irected thinking.

From the historian’s point of view, that twenty

five hundred years is the time we now live in.
Thales, Pythagoras, Socrates, Plato and Aristotle

are our contemporaries. If they did not discover as

much about the world as Darwin and Marx discov

ered a few historical minutes later, it is not because

their minds were not equal to it. As Lord Bacon

says, they had no knowledge of antiquity and no
antiquity of knowledge. Enchanted with the won

drous workings of the newly appreciated instrument

of intellect, and' placing too great a reliance upon

its unaided operations, most of the thinkers sought

to discover truth in These Greek

thinkers had the good fortune to be gentlemen of
leisure, but'their leisure served them the ill turn of

making them despise practical affairs as being the

Satisfied on the whole with the

state of the world, they lacked the driving restless

ness which would have made them examine the

material facts of their existence. As it was, they

demonstrated the capacity of our intellects in pro

digious feats of intellection in the fields of ethics,

They d'ealt

ideas alone.

concern of slaves.

metaphysics, logic and mathematics.
largely in abstract conceptions.

But the abounding vitality, the vast speculative

range, the profound philosophic penetration of that

intellectual life, turned, as it was, away from the

consideration of common things, led the way back

into mysticism, and for the space of two thousand
years one form of mystical thinking after another

held the day.

Catholic and Protestant, and a horde of popular
Stoicism, Neo-Platonism, Christianity,

cults from Asia, were so many attempts to discover

truth without looking at the actual world. The re

discovered writings of Aristotle, in bad translations,

gave aid and comfort to the unearthly logic of

Thomas Aquinas.

The enthusiasm for this kind of ideation was still

tremendously in vogue when, in the thirteenth cen
tury, Roger Bacon and others spoke with a pro

phetic voice of the .unused possibilities of natural
science. Roger Bacon said that it was better that
all the works of Aristotle should be destroyed than
that scholars should labor eternally to get at the

sense of bad translations and neglect utterly the
simple, honest things that farmers and old women
knew about. He declared that experimental science

would enable men to move ships without rowers and
carriages without horses. But it was not until some
three hundred years later that scholars began to turn
their attention seriously to the outer world.

This new period, which began with the Seven
teenth Century, had its herald, its “buccinator,” as
he called himself, in Francis Bacon. He announced
that the proper object of study was the “Kingdom of

Man,” and the end and aim of knowledge “the bet
terment of man’s estate.”_ He undermined the re
spect for the ancients by pointing out that we are
their elders in knowledge. He proclaimed the de

sire for progress. With that proclamation the con

scious intellectual progress of mankind may be
said to have definitely begun.

Another bold spirit, Descartes, conceived the 10c..
of casting out of his mind the old and presumably

erroneous conceptions of the world with which it

was filled, and starting anew to discover the truth

about things. It is true that he found a ready ex

cuse for putting back most of the old and erroneous
notions he had cast out; he could not do otherwise.
There was not in existence scientific experimental

apparatus for discovering truth.

But those means were rapidly being provided.

Galileo, Harvey and Newton were laying the basis
of new sciences; the telescope, microscope, barometer

and thermometer were discovered in the Seventeenth
Century; Spinoza, Locke, and others were furthering

a destructive criticism of old mystical conceptions.

An epoch of free thought had opened, that within

the course of a century and a half had founded the

modern sciences of astronomy, physics, chemistry,

anatomy and' botany, broken the chains of authority

and passed far beyond the bounds of Greek thought

at its best. This

with the idea of progress—stimulated without any
experimental science, together

question by an underlying change in the economic

order of society—in the brief space of another hun

dred years revolutionized the whole aspect of the

earth.
elements entered to widen the range of these con

scious changes.

And while this was going on, some new

The first of these was the sense of democracy, a

respect for the common man, which followed, per

haps naturally upon respect for common things. Of

this spirit have been born the sciences of political

economy, anthropology, the comparative study of
sociology and psychology. Next,

the industrial revolution has brought before the

mind of man the difficult but exhilarating problem

of consciously affecting such economic adjustments

as will make Man the master and not the servant of

the Machine. Most potent of all, the evolutionary

point of view has reinforced our desire for progress

with the knowledge that man has progressed and

that he can

any longer to regard anything in the world as fixed

and unchangeable. We institutions, politics,

religion, morals, in the light of historical knowledge

There are no more

religions, social

r'olimtarily Progress. It is impossible

see

“eternalas changing things.

verifies.”

So vast has been the increase of our knowledge

within this last period—so significant, even, the dis

coveries of the last twenty-five years—that we are

now in a position to take up again the bold plan of
Descartes, and commence all our thinking anew.

Descartes did not know where his ideas came

from, or why he held them. l/Ve know. The explo

ration of the world, the study of “primitive” peo

ples, the researches of archeologists and historians,

the comparative study of myth, custom and religion,

the researches into animal behavior, the new dis

coveries in psychology, have given us an under

standing of the origin of the chief ideas now current

in. the world. We are able to test these ideas in the

light of that knowledge and learn whether or not

they have any validity as conceptions of the world

we now live in.

It is not an easy task, in spite of all our new
knowledge. Our very processes of thinking are
largely survivals from an outworn past. Our lan
guage is cluttered up with meaningless words and
phrases—“National Honor” and “National Insults”
are two examples with which we have to reckon
today—We must criticise and perfect our tools of

thought: we must shape language to fit our task.
Language itself is infected with mystical tendencies
that date from the dawn of human life. When our

simplicity to various
phenomena by dividing them into two categories,

sacred and profane, they saddled us with a categorical

habit of speaking and thinking which still does vio

lence to facts.
“pure” or singularly nnimaginative

point of view, and one which quite fails to exhaust

the possibilities of the case.

ancestors gave an artificial

Thus a woman is still described as
“impure”—a

In a word, we are at the beginning of a new
period which should surpass that of the last three
centuries as much as that surpassed the Greeks.
With, for the first time in history, the basis of clear

and' fertile thinking, an exacter language, and minds
partially freed from the tyranny of the past, we may

finally hope to achieve that economic justice and
social freedom which belong to man’s estate.

That is the hope of intellectual radicalism. If it
seems a large task and ourselves but poorly equal

to it
,

it is because we have not fully understood the
history of mankind. Indeed, the whole history of
man and of the organic universe seems to justify

this confidence in the future suggested by Maeter
linck. “Let us he urges,

“that the best truth lies in moderation, in the decent
average. That would perhaps be so, if the majority

of men did not think on a much lower plane than is

needful. That is why it behooves others to think
and hope on a higher plane than seems reasonable.
The average. the decent moderation of today. will
he the least human of things tomorrow.”

not say to ourselves,”

Mothers and the Gary Plan

PUBLIC hearing was held before the Board of

Educat'nn last month, at which the opponents

of the Gary school plan presented their objections.

Most of them were mothers whose children have been
attending the schools in New York City in which this
plan has been tried out in a limited and imperfect way.

Some of the objectors had ulterior motives, and their

criticisms could be discounted. But most of the crit—

icisms were not to be so easily discounted. They were

the impassioned utterances of mothers whose children
had been, as they felt, hurt rather than helped by the
Gary plan. They were opinions based on definite ex

These mothers, however mistaken in some
views, were right in standing up for their right to have

a part in shaping the policies of an institution which
has so fundamental an effect upon the lives of their
children. No fair-minded person, hearing their crit
icisms at this meeting, could fail to be convinced that
the mechanism of the Gary plan, as it has been put

periences.
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into operation in New York City, is far from perfect.

But more than that, it made plain the fact that it has

become necessary to reckon on a more democratic

basis with such critics. Their objections were in all

cases to details; they did not criticise the principle of

the Gary plan, because, as it seemed, they were un

aware of it. They did not realize that the, so-called

Gary plan is the attempt to base education on our new
knowledge of child-psychology, and is not simply a

fixed scheme. Realizing that, they would be more
ready to make allowance for the time necessary for the

plan to adjust itself to the needs of their children, and

of the community. They would regard it as a flexible
plan which their objections should shape rather than
shatter. The advocates of the Gary plan must suc

THE MASSES REVIEW

ceed in making these things clear. It must also be

made clear to such critics that they, as mothers, are

not the only ones concerned. This point of view was
interestingly exposed when they asked the Presi

dent of the Board of Education if he had any children

in the schools, the implication being that if he hadn’t

his opinion was negligible. There must come to be a

general understanding of the school as the community’s

greatest social instrument, so powerful and so vast that
everyone interested in the community must perforce

have a voice in its policies. It has been suggested by

Lucy Sprague Mitchell, of the Gary School Commit
tee, that an “educational forum" in the public schools

might furnish this needed service.

L. M.

PERSECUTION OF MEXICAN REFUGEES
John Reed

HE desperate anxiety of the \Vilson administra

tion to bring peace in Mexico at all costs is

exemplified in the methods by which they have sup

ported the Carranza government in this country.

Through the Carranza party, which the President

has supported in Mexico, no longer will or can sup

port the President, we keep on shipping ammunition

to the Carranza troops, trying to smooth down

friction between Queretaro and Washington by ne
gotiations—and now finally prosecuting Mexican

exiles in this country who continue to advocate the

only principles on which the Mexican revolution
can be won.

On February 15, in Los Angeles,

United States secret service men entered the office
of El Regeneracion, organ of the Mexican Liberal

Party, seized the papers and arrested two of thg
editors, Enrique and Ricardo Magon, beating up
Enrique Magon so frightfully that he had to be sent
to the hospital. The paper was suppressed and the

two Magon brothers and William C. Owen were
indicted by the Los Angeles Grand Jury, charged
with using the mails to incite “murd'er, arson and
treason”; the’indictment is based upon certailn
passages published in a recent issue in which Mexi
can peons arewarned against trusting in the good

faith of the Carranza administration, and encour~
aged to continue the struggle for “land and liberty.”
The two Magons are in jail, their bail being fixed at
$7,500 apiece. Williamv C. Owen, who was in the
state of Washington, escaped and is in hiding—

from where he is writing thousands of letters all
over the country to acquaint the American people

with the circumstances.
’

This looks like the good old days of Diaz, when
under Presidents Roosevelt and' Taft, United States
Federal officers and secret service men relentlessly
pursued the Mexican Liberals exiled in this country,

and without legal procedure hustled them across the
border to be stood up against a wall by a Diaz fir
ing squad. ‘

Since the days when Porfirio Diaz
launched his armed revolution from American soil,

the attitude of the United States toward political
refugees from Mexico has changed. Three times
during President Taft’s administration the United
States troops, contrary to all precedent, were or
dered to the border to drive back into the hands of
pursuing Diaz soldiers fugitives who attempted to
cross the Rio Grande and save their lives on Texas
soil. Those that were not driven back were cap
tured by United States military authorities; in some
cases the soldiers themselves led their prisoners to
the border and drove them across, and in some cases

California,

himself

handed them over to the civil authorities, who kid
napped them without legal procedure or instituted
proceedings against them on the charges of “mur
der and robbery somewhere in Mexico,” or deliv
ered them to the Immigration Department to be de
ported as “undesirable immigrants.”

Under the “murder and' robbery” excuse, when
ever there was an uprising somewhere in the in
terior of Mexico, the Mexican government would
have some Liberal who had long been residing in
the United States arrested, and charge him with
“murder and robbery” on that occasion. Often
neither the time, the place, the victims, or the booty

were named; and yet again and again men so ac
cused in the United States were convicted and
turned over to the Mexican authorities. Even some
United States Federal jud'ges before whom these
cases were prosecuted declared that the accused had
only committed political offences and thus could not
be extradited.

Under the immigration laws a foreigner who has
resided in this country three years cannot be de
ported as an undesirable alien. But in the fall of
1906, for example, ten Mexican Liberals were so

deported, although most of them had been living in
this country for many more than three, years, and
one of them had been editing a paper in Douglas,
Arizona, for thirteen. They were of course arrested
on crossing the line, some of them killed, and others
given long terms of imprisonment. The charge
against them was that they were members of the
Liberal Party! In the Los Angeles District Court
there was on file for many months a warrant for
the arrest of Sefior de Lara, his wife, a Mexican
woman and an American, ready for service at any
time; the charge was “violating the neutrality laws
by having circulated a manifesto Printed by the Lib
eral Party.” .

The suppression of El Regeneracion is the first in
stance since Taft’s time of the wholesale persecu
tion of Mexican Liberal publicists that went on in
this country under Roosevelt and Taft. But then it
was common. In 1909Punto Rojo, a Mexican anti
Diaz paper of Texas, was suppressed and ten thou
sand dollars reward was offered' for the capture of
its editor. The suppression of nine other Mexican
papers along the border was accomplished through
the agency of United States oflicials, as violations
of United States laws.

In 1904the Magon brothers and a small group of
followers crossed the Rio Grande and established
their paper El Regeneracion in San Antonio. The
journal had been going a few weeks when a Mexican
tried to murder Ricardo Magonwith a knife. En

rique Magon grappled with him, and was arrested

and' fined thirty dollars in the police court; the at
tempted assassin was not arrested. After that the
Magons moved to St. Louis, where they re—estab
lished their paper. There the Furlong Detective
Agency put operatives into the post-office and way

laid their letters, put operatives into their office and
stole their subscription list, and set out to hunt for
someone to bring libel proceedings against the
paper. Then the Post Office Department revoked
secondiclass mail privileges that had been granted
El Regeneracion, saying that it objected to the “gen—

eral tone of the paper.” Two different parties were
brought from Mexico to institute charges of civil
and criminal libel against the editors, who were
thrown into jail. The offices of the paper were
broken into and the subscription list seized, and
three hundred Liberals in Mexico were jailed and
shot as a consequence.

After the Magons’ attempted revolution, which
was to have been launched from El Paso in October,

1906, and the betrayal and death of most of their
companions, the Magons fled in disguise to Califor
nia, where in Los Angeles they finally revived the
paper under the name of Revolucion. There the
detectives found them out, and while arresting them
beat them brutally with pistols until Ricardo Magon
lay bleeding and insensible on the ground. There
was evidently a plot on foot to kidnap them, but
they made such an outcry that the detectives were
forced to take them to the police station, where the
only charge against them was found to be “resist
ing an officer.” The officers in question were de
tectives from the Furlong Agency. Attorney Gen
eral Bonaparte was so interested that he wired the
District Attorney in Los Angeles: “Restrict habeas
corpus proceedings against Magon et al., on all
grounds, as they are wanted in Mexico.” The Diaz
government hired the best lawyers in California to
prosecute the chief Mexican Liberals, and all sorts
of flimsy charges were brought against them of
imaginary crimes committed on the “blank day of
the blank month in the blank State of Mexico.” De
Lara took their place as editor of Revolucion, and
he, too, was soon arrested on a “murder and rob
bery” charge. After that only the printers were
left to publish the paper; which they did until they,
too,’were arrested on the same kind of accusations.
De Lara, when the absurdity of the charges against
him had been proved, was finally released, but
Ricardo Magon, Villarreal and Rivera remained in
prison for nearly three years, for almost a year in
commu-nicado. After all this time in 'jail the three
Liberals were found guilty of “conspiracy to violate
the neutrality laws of the United States,” and sen—
tenced to eighteen months’ imprisonment in the peni
tentiary at Florence, Arizona—which they served.
In 1908various departments of the American govern
ment rriade public the government’s conviction that
the charges of “murder and robbery” and of “unde
sirable alien” were too clumsy, and that it was the
desire of the administration to deport Mexican
political refugees as “common criminals.” Failing
that, our Department of Justice concentrated its
energies on securing imprisonment for “violation of
neutrality laws” or “conspiracy to violate neutrality
laws.” Half a hundred Mexicans were tried and
kept in prison for months on these grounds; but
when they came to trial the prisoners were almost
always acquitted.

Now the Magons are again arrested, under the
same kind of indictment as that which used to be
handed down against Mexican Liberals in this coun
try in the old days—the days before we allowed
Madero to-launch his armed expedition from El
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Paso, whereby Diaz was overthrown. In the con

fusion resulting from the European war, perhaps the

authorities, the backers of Carranza, hope that this

incident will pass unnoticed. But it is up to all the

friends of liberty and to the working class in this

country to realize that the Magons are friends of

Mexican liberty, and that a blow struck at Mexican
liberty is a blow struck at liberty everywhere.

THE NEW INTERNATIONAL
Arthur Bullard

HERE is no gain in blinking our eyes at the fact
that the outbreak of the war shot the Inter—

national Socialist Movement to pieces.
In the last days of July delegates of the proletariat

of the different European countries gathered at Brus
sels and worked together in a cordial spirit of co
operation to avert the threatening catastrophe. In
less than a week all the accustomed comradeship had
been blown to the winds. The “leaders” in the various
national sections—a few days before friends—were
calling each other traitors. And the rank and file be—
lieved what their leaders told them.

In France and England, the only ones of the bel
ligerent countries which have gone through the form
of holding national congresses, a large majority of
the delegates have voted against any re-establishment
of fraternal relations with the organized working class
of the enemy—short of overwhelming victory.

The war did more than to disarrange the machinery
of the International Movement momentarily. It killed
it so thoroughly that in the many months which have
passed since there is no indication of recovering
health. The chasm which separatesthe working classes
of the warring nations is wider today than in the
first weeks of hostility.

I find European Socialists divided into three distinct
classes in their attitude towards the future of the SO
cialist Movement.

There are those who refuse to admit that the Inter
national is dead. It is

,

they say, as Jesus said of Laza
rus, not dead, but sleeping. And they are making as
much noise as possible to rouse it.

The noisiest alarm clock act they have yet produced
was the Congress in Switzerland last summer. (Zim—
merwald, I believe, was the name of the village where
they tried to pull off their miracle.) But the corpse
did not stir. Various French Socialist organizations—
National Executive Committee, local bodies, etc—at
once denounced the delegates who claimed to repre
sent France. And although months have passed since

it is still a regular formula for French Socialist meet—
ings to report the denunciation. There is no evidence
that this well meaning effort to resuscitate the In—
ternational was any more favorably received elsewhere.

However, a great many Socialists are loath to admit
the death. Active underground communications be—
tween some of the Comrades in the different countries
are continuous. They do not seem to have reached
any ground for an entente.

The French, as far as I can discover, are unanimous
in thinking that their country was wantonly attacked
and the only basis on which they are willing to listen
to friendly overtures from the working class across
the Rhine, is an acknowleedgment of guilt in voting
the military credits and an active denunciation of Ger
man Imperialism.

I

In Germany there is a pretty clear schism between
the faction of,Liebknecht and “the majority."

Liebknecht is in favor of holding out the olive branch
to the French Socialists because the German Armies
are so manifestly victorious (a contention the French
deny) that the Germans, as victors, ought to offer
peace. Some at least of those Germans, who have
rallied to Liebknecht, have hinted that the war is the
work of the Kaiser. But there are few if any of the
German Comrades who are ready to admit the French
contention that all tilt blame lies on Germany.

The Majority still holds firm to their original thesis
that Germany is the victim Of an unwarranted attack.

/

With the rank and file in the trenches it is quite im—
possible to do more than guess at the respective force
of Minority and Majority. But it is certain that a

very wide breach still separates the most international
of the French Socialists from the most revolutionary

element of the German Minority. If the war should
end today it would be hopeless to expect co-operation

between the working classes—or any large section of
the working classes—on the two sides ofithe Rhine.

And the matter of “defensive.war” has taken on an
entirely new meaning during the course of the hostili
ties. In 1914 it was largely an academic discussion as
to who started the war. Today—whether they were
right or not in 1914 (I for one think they were wrong)

—the Germans are right in talking of a defensive war.
If their armies are defeated they have every reason
to expect a ruthless punishment. NO German can read
the current French or English or Russian papers with
out a shudder of fear at the fate which awaits Ger
many in case of defeat. The Censors of the various
countries—so quick to stop any news or argument

which might lessen hate—freely pass any threat of
vengeance. Even in case the Entente wins largely,
there is small chance that any of these fantastic plans
to dismember Germany, to smother it economically, to
reduce its birth-rate—the commonplaces of the daily
papers—will be put into practice. But the reading of
them is not calculated to encourage any Germans to
embarrass their government in the conduct of the war
—which, whatever its inception, is now plainly one of
defense.

The result is a deadlock. Endless well meaning
efforts have been made—and will continue to be made
—to revive the international relations of the prole
tariat. They have failed in the past. Each day that
goes by, with its new list of casualties, accentuates the
hate. There is less chance for the future.

There is another class who say: “The International

is manifestly dead. Nothing of virtue dies. Therefore
the International idea was wrong. Forget it.” Gus
tave Herve—undoubtedly the Socialist of France with
the largest audience since the assassination of Jaurés—

is the leader of this section. His argument, and he has

a marvellous talent for journalistic eloquence, is that
he—and his friends—wer‘e wrong in the past. The
National idea is stronger than anyone thought. In
the realm of theory it sounds true to say that the in
terests of the German and French workingmen are
identical. But it is overwhelmingly obvious that in the
world of practice their interests are opposed. He has
changed the name of his paper from La Guerre $0
eiale to La Victoire. He not only believes that an
overwhelming military defeat of Germany is desirable
—the supreme interest of the French working class—
but he very clearly says that there is no chance of him
or his friends being tricked again by this mirage of
Internationalism. He has developed a theory of Na
tional Socialism and preaches it with conviction. The
French are the guardians of The Ark of The Cove—
nant. They—possibly with some slight help from their
present Allies—~aregoing to usher in the New Day.
Les Boches—who have no glimmer of an idea 'of free
dom—are to have no part in building the edifice of
his Future.

Hervé has come very near throwing over the Class
Struggle along with Internationalism. He is now
under accusations in the Party on this charge of her
esy. Whether or not the indictment is founded, I am
not sure, but he has certainly tended to include in his

army of the future eléments of society which it was

not formerly fashionable to call proletarians.
. There is a third class—and I find myself in agree

ment with them—who frankly admit the death of the

old International. They do not expect any miraculous

resurrection. But they quite confidently expect that,

with the return of peace, the logic of events which

created the International Movement before will again

exert its influence. The Internationale is dead, but it

will be reborn.
As the months of war slip by, peaceapproaches. The

human animal is so adaptable that there have been
times when it seemedas if War was normal and that
the present conflict might go on and on indefinitely.

But today the belligerents—all the belligerents—are
beginning to see the end of their resources—their re—

sources in money and munitions and men. In this
desperatefight which is going on as I write (March 1

,

1916) about Verdun, each side—to take only one ex
ample—is burning mountains of munitions. In the
Champagneoffensive last Septemberthe French burned
nearly four months’ output of the combined munition
factories of France and the Uniteed States. There is

every indication that the consumption of shrapnel in

this affair near Verdun is greater. The end may still

be a long way off, but no one can reasonably dream
of such consumption of wealth going on indefinitely.

Peace will come.
And there is very little prospect of its being any

thing we can call a Socialist Peace. Those who talk
of the Socialist Parties in the various countries exert
ing a controlling influence on the peace proceeding
simply do not understand the situation.

It is not only the International Organization which
has been killed by the War. The National Formations
are nothing but empty shells.

W'alling very aptly stated in the Introduction of
“Socialism as it is” that Socialism is a Movement: not

a Theory. Well. The voting population of Europe is

in the trenches. The “Movement” has stopped. There
has been nothing approaching a democratic expression
of opinion by the proletariat in the warring countries
since the outbreak of hostilities. L’Humanité in Paris,

the Vorwaerz‘s in Berlin, are being published by Com
rades who are too old or too sick for military service.
The Socialist groups in the Reichstag or the Chambre
des Deputies, the Labour Members at Westminster,

have had no opportunity to get in touch with their
constituents for a good deal more than a year. Their
mandates are moribund and they know it. They can
not be expected to speak with authority. They have
ceased to be representatives—andare no longer more
than individuals.

A typical incident occurred the other day in the
French Chambre. A Socialist was trying to wring

from the government a categorical statement in regard
to the terms of peace. He said that the working class
of France did not want to wreak vengeance on the

German Nation. A deputy in uniform, with the Cross
of War on his breast and a captain’s stripes on his
sleeve, jumped up from the royalist benches and chal
lenged his statement. “What right have you to speak
for the working class of France? They are in the
trenches. I have lived with them for a year and a

half and I know you lie. The French workingmen
are for the war jusqn’d bout.”

There is no gain in asserting—as I believe—that the
Socialist Deputy was right, the Royalist wrong. It
will be impossible to prove such a statement till after
the men have come back from the trenches. And this

is a fact which temporarily renders the Socialist or—
ganizations impotent. They are nothing as soon as
they cease to be democratic.

How can the Socialist spokesmen, left behind in the
capitals of the warring countries—the old, the con
sumptive, the halt and the blind—speak with author
ity? They are hopelessly out of touch with their con—
stituents.

There is every prospect that the peace which follows
this war will be an old-fashioned peace—a peace of
diplomats. Its terms will be decided before the men
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are mustered out. It will not be a Socialist Peace. It

will not even be democratic.
The bitterness between the hostile groups of Euro

pean nations—no matter which side wins—will probably
be tenser immediately after the peace than it is now.

The International of Karl Marx—and its late suc
cessor—was founded on the theory that the working

men of all nations had the same enemies. The War
has made almost everybody reject that theory. The
French mason or miner who stands up to his knees in
frozen mud beside a “capitalist,” turning the crank of
a machine gun which the “capitalist” aims at charging
Germans, doesn’t believe that he ought to hate the
capitalist as much as he hates the Germans who are
reputed to carry French babies about transfixed on
their bayonets. The Belgian workingman, now in
uniform, is sorer at the nameless German who set fire
to his house than he is at the half—forgottenboss who
used to underpay him.

The War has produced that strange phenomenon
-—which in France is called l’union sacrée, in Germany
the Civic Peace, in England the Party Truce. It is an
abnormal condition produced by abnormal circum
stances. It is an entirely safe prophecy to say that it
will not long survive after the re-establishment of
Peace. Hervé, in France, thinks—or at least hopes—
that it will. He is preaching a regime of internal
good will. It is this which has laid him open to the
accusation of abandoning the Class Struggle. But
l—lervé’sweakness has always been an undue optimism.
llis anti-patriotism, of five years ago, was based on
an exuberant optimism.. He really believed that the
German Socialists were strong enough to pull the teeth
of Prussian militarism. No one who knows Hervé
well doubts his sincerity. He probably believes that
the leopard of Capitalism will change its spots and
that the ruling class of France will joyously recog
nize the debt they owe to the French workingmen and
graciously come in on his scheme of “good will."

But there is less reason for optimism here than there
was in his earlier dream of abolishing frontiers.

L’Union sacrée already begins to crack. The War
is by no means over, but already in every one of the
belligerent countries the artificiality and the fragility
of the Party Truce is evident. The farce of a pre
tence of Civic Peace is perhaps most evident in Eng
land. In spite of the War the Tories have been con
tinually on the job. They have managed to postpone
indefinitely justice for Ireland. They have manceuvred
to throw all the burden of taxation on the lower and
middle classes. Not even the present appalling strain
has seemed to them sufficient excuse for an equitable
land tax. The working class took the Party Truce
seriously at first; they have sacrificed more to the
National Defence than any other category of citizens
and today they know they have been stung. Autocratic
Germany has done more to protect its proletariat from
exploitation than democratic England. And there is
more bitterness in England today in the Class War
than ever before. The workers are still patriotic
enough to postpone their grievances, to bear it in pa
tience a little longer. But there’s going to be an
honest-to-God Class War in England when the Peace
is signed.

The Belgians have not yet been giv‘en universal suf
frage. They are already disappointed. If they don't'get
it at once after the war they intend to know the reason
why.

In France the crack in l’Union Sacrée is not yet so
obvious. But it is growing. Even the presence of the
German Army on French soil was not able to make
people change their minds on their theory of taxation.
A few weeks ago the French Chambre was split into
two hostile camps—just as in the good old days of
Peace—over the lncome Tax. The 'soldiers, coming
back from the trenches after the War, will find In
dustry disorganized, many of their accustomed jobs
held by women, work scarce. Besides all the old “so
cial questions" will be the greater problem of unem
ployment. Les Poilus—who have “saved France” and
know it—will not be in a docile mood.

THE MASSES REVIEIV

And in Germany? The news in the French papers
is necessarily superb. They are not in a mood to give
a sympathetic consideration of German internal prob
lems. But the situation must be the same—if not
worse. We hear rumbles of bitter accusation in the
Prussian Diet. The latest Swiss paper at hand—more
neutral than the French papers—give a report of an
acrimonious debate on the Censorship. The Socialist
speakers claimed that the Censor was violating the
Civic Peace, persecuting them and allowing free rein
to the Reactionaries. One of the Junkers replied dis
dainfully, threatening the Socialists with a new edition
of Bismarck’s “Exceptional Laws.” And the Socialist
speaker laughed at him. “The men who have faced the
enemy in the trenches for two years,” he said, “will
not be afraid of your policemen’s clubs.”

Whether or not these words were actually said is a
small matter. They should have been said. They are
typical of the times. The men who‘come back from
the trenches when the Peace is signed will not be mod
est in their demands nor are they likely to be sub
missive or gentle. ‘

After the War the Socialist Movement will be Na
tional rather than International. It will be bitter in
the'extreme. It will be fierce in its demands and fierce
in its methods. Respect for law nd property—and life
—has suffered a marked decline of late. It is a pros
pect to which we can look forward—perhaps with hor
ror—at leastwith a large measure of certainty.

The facts of the Capitalistic Organization of Society
have not been altered by the War. But fingers are
quicker on the trigger than they were. Everybody has
acquired the habit of reaching for their gun. “The
men who have faced the enemy in the trenches for
two years will not be afraid of policemen’s clubs.”

And just as certainly as the inherent logic of the
situation will overthrow the various sacred unions and
civic peaces, give birth to new and more bitter class
struggles within in the framework of the nations—
victors as well as defeated—so the same old arguments
in favor of international action will regain strength
and convincing force. Hervé to the contrary, no one
country—~noteven France—can reach the Promised
Land alone. Perhaps it will take years for the work
ing class of France and Germany to shake hands
again. But we may be very sure that the ruling classes
of the two countries will not allow any such “senti
mental” idea as hate to keep them from uniting to help
the people “in their place.” And when the shipping
business of Hamburg and Cherbourg and Liverpool
unites in a new International Trust—as they surely
will—the dockers will soon lose their blind patriotism.

I left America a few months after the outbreak of
the \Var with a very ardent desire to see if anything
could be done to resuscitate the International. I have
lost interest in that proposition. The hope of the
future—and my optimism grows—lies, I think, in a new
International which will grow up spontaneously,as did
the earlier ones, out of tense national struggles.

Military Schooling
HE acts of a legislature are not so serious as

changes of popular custom. \Ve are not very
much worried by the militarist hysteria which ex
presses itself in legislative appropriations for increased

armament. We are fairly certain that the American
people will return to the normal sanity of human na
ture in a few years at the most, and that our military
expenses will again become appropriate to our geo
graphic position.

But in
.

the private life'of the people, it takes only a

few years to make a custom appear venerable and
hoary with age. And it is for this reason that we look
with dread upon the movement to establish military
training in our schools. The main strength of the
American Union Against Militarism ought to be di
rected against this movement!

BOOKS
H Social Freedom

“

G. WELLS once wrote a story called “In the

° Days of the Comet.” As the earth slid into the

vast and gaseous train of this comet, things were go

ing on about as usual in public and private life: Eng

land and Germany were on the point of war, and a

young man was just about to shoot his ex—sweetheart

and the other young man who had taken her away from

him. But it seemed that the gas in the comet’s train

had the peculiar power of dissolving the fixed ideas

of men and nations: with the result that England and

Germany suddenly realized that it would be a great

pity to spoil an ingenious and pretty, if useless, piece

of machinery like a battleship by having it shot to

pieces—and the war was off; while the young man

with the Smith and yVesson suddenly reflected: “After

all, I do like them both. And if she loves him, that is

no affair of mine l"

By this amusing allegory, Mr. Wells intended to sug

gest that we were passing under the influence of a

force which is certain to dissolve the fixed ideas of

men and nations, and to produce the most extraor

dinary changes in their conduct. That force is, of

course, Knowledge.

We may conceive our scientists as producing this

revolutionizing their and

libraries—as yet only in small quantities, like radium.

And we like to think of ourselves as putting little bits

of it here and there in people’s minds where it will

have the most effect in disintegrating establishedmodes

of thought. But after people have suffered the first
pains of seeing their old ideas destroyed, they com

substance in laboratories

mence to enjoy the process, and the best service we

can render them is to send them straight to the store

houses where this revolutionizing substance is piled up.

Elsie Clews Parsons has been engaged for some

years in distilling a particularly insidious and effective

kind of knowledge.

so complicated with our emotions that it is hard to

think straight about them. The Family, for instance.

If we have enjoyed the benefitsof that institution, and

perhaps still more if we have suffered from its tyran

It concerns institutions which are

nies, we are in no position to judge clearly the move

ments and forces which threaten on the one hand to
destroy or on the other hand to rehabilitate it. It is

necessaryto know the origins of the Family, the forces

that moulded it and the ends it served, and to be able

to identify this or that among its activities as a sur—
lingering by force of habit anachronistically

\Vith that knowledge, we
are no longer the dupes of our emotions, struggling

the

created our minds, and by our minds we shall re—

vival

among changed conditions.

impetuously in darkness. Knowledge has re—

create the world.'

Three of Elsie Clews Parsons’ books, “The Family,”
“Religious Chastity,” and “The Old-Fashioned Woman,”

are devoted to just this sort of historical study of
established institutions. In a more recent book, “Fear
and Conventionality,” she delves deeper, and uncovers
the psychological origin of institutions. Here she does
more than provide guidance for minds already bent on
revolt. S-he challenges us to recognize in our own
minds a primitive institution-making instinct, the in
stinct of Fear, and raises the question of whether with
out a more drastic revision of our attitude toward our
fellow human beings it is possible to do more than put
new stumbling blocks to freedom in place of the ones
we are so laboriously engaged in removing: It is im
possible to do more, at this moment, than call attention
to this tremendously revolutionary book. \
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Her present volume, “Social Freedom,” is a further
study of the harm that this institution-making instinct

does. She considers it here simply as the instinct to

create artificial social categories or classifications, and
deals with the conflict between Personality and Class.

In the chapters on “Age,” “Sex,” “Kin,” “Caste,” and
“Place-Fellowship" she traces with expert historical

skill the workings of this tendency to keep human be

ings artificially apart. In spite of the terrific com

pression of modern activities, many of these barriers

betweenage and youth, male and female, relatives and
non-relatives, and people born in this or that place, are

shown as still powerfully operating, with their inevi—

table results in the delimitation of social freedom. To

put two brief examples, we shall always have the

blood-feud where the sense of kinship is stronger than

the sense of personality, and war so long as we are

less interested in personality than in birth-place. A

long vista stretches before us of the gradual destruc

tion of these irrational and anachronistic classifications.

The chapter on “Caste” is
,

I feel, much less valuable.

To consider Caste a social classification seems to me

an initial mistake which is bound to lead into incidental

absurdities. The fact that it is good manners to lynch

a negro in Georgia, where the black occupied only re

cently the economic status of slavery and still occupies

the status of serfdom, and good manners to take tea

with him in Paris, where no lower economic status

complicates etiquette; or the fact that Yoshio Markino,

the Japanese artist, was spit on in California, where

the Oriental-low—wagesproblem is acute, and feted in
London, where it isn’t—these and a thousand'other

obvious facts should make it clear that Caste is more

profitably to be dealt with as an economic and not as a

A curious failure to see beneaththe

superficies of Caste leads the author to describe Vera
Zassulich, Diderot, Jefferson, Sorel, Haywood and Tom

Mann as “belated preachers of a class consciousness

It leads

her to throw in her lot—with a pleasing reluctance—

social institution.

curiously anachronistic in our modern world.”

with the “social reformers” whose aim is “increased

social opportunity” by all means except that of “giving

industrial functions to the state.” This is inevitable

from a point of view which regards class struggles as

artificial conflicts which it is within the power of man

to dispense with, and revision of these views must wait

upon a realization of the fundamental influence of

economic conditions on human affairs.

The author’s apparent lack of interest in the eco

nomic aspect of her subject leads her, in this chapter,

to say that the Syndicalists desire “craft control of

industry.’ The suggestion which the passage carries

is that Syndicalism tends to widen the craft divisions

which exist among workingmen who work in the same

industry: the fact, of course, is the opposite. Syndi

calism breaks down even the traditional barriers be—

tween skilled and unskilled labor, and is thus a force

operating to destroy the sense of caste.

But Mrs. Parsons appears to mean rather that Syn

dicalism widens the breach between employer and em—

ployee. True—happily true. But anyone who can re

fer in these terms to the struggle of workingmenvto

run the industries in which they 'work, has yet to dis

cover the significance of classes and class struggles.

It is not altogether with regret that I discover a

scientific shortcoming in Elsie Clews Parsons. When

we and all the world are so much indebted to makers

of knowledge, it is a human pleasure to think that they

too are not exempt from benefits similar to those they

have bestowed upon us.

F. D.

I .
“Social Freedom.”by Elsie ClewsParsons. $1.50net. G.

P. PutnamSans. For saleby MAssEsBoox SHOP.

Poison vs. Play
HREE years ago Professor G. T. \N'. Patrick

published in the Popular Science Montth an
illuminating study of the drinking habit, entitled
“In Quest of the Alcohol Motive.” His theory in
brief was this: Alcohol has a depressing effect upon
precisely those centers of the brain which were the
latest to be developed and which are more and more
strenuously called into use by an increasing civili

zation—the centers which make possible sustained
voluntary attention, controlled association, concen
tration, and analysis, together with an inhibition of
other older and easier psychic activities. It is the
use o

f

these centers which has lifted man from sav
agery to civilization, and which sustains him in the
midst of an increasingly intense, complex and dif

ficult culture. But the use of these centers is a ter
rific strain on man the animal. It is a strain, the

continuous and unrelaxing endurance of which is

felt to be almost intolerable. Alcohol provides an
escape from this strain, by depressing those centers
and thus setting free the older parts of the mind,

in song and laughter, comradeship and lust, folly

and crime—activities easy to the human animal and
providing a rest from directed thinking and inhibited
action. The desire for such relaxation shows that'

it is necessary. The device of drugging the brain
with methyl alcohol, however, disastrously affects
these high and delicate nervous centers which it

serves to paralyze. Some other device must be
found to give the needed relaxation in a _harmless

This [device is ready to hand in Play. The
activities of hunting, fishing, camping, yachting,
dancing, even those of watching such sports as base
ball, football, prize-fighting, horse-racing, etc., are
activities which use “old racial brain paths” and
give rest to the higher and newer centers. Play,
therefore, is a substitute for drunkenness, serving

the same end' harmlessly.

The significance of play as a necessary part of
healthful human life has always had popular recog
nition, and of late it has been the subject of scien

tific and historical study. The results of that study

were set forth impressively by Professor Patrick in
another article in the Popular Science Monthly, in

which he correlated the various amusement “crazes,”

such as dancing, moving pictures, football, baseball

and golf, and showed them as devices of varying

value adopted by a race which was finding the strain
of civilization too great for unrelieved endurance.
His own contribution to the subject was marshalling

of our scientific and historical knowledge into a

clear, simple and satisfying explanation of the
psychology of play, which makes plain the tremen
d'ous social importance of these relaxing activities.

These articles, together with others on “Laugh
ter,” “Profanity.” and “War,” have now been made
into a volume, entitled “The Psychology of Relaxa
tion.” It is an important addition to the popular

literature of science, dealing as it does comprehen
sively, briefly, clearly and convincingly for the most
part with matters upon which we need scientific
guidance to our opinion.

way.

In his theory of escape from the strain of civi

lized thinking, Professor Patrick has found a clue
to some long-discussed mysteries. Why do we
laugh at a man who slips on a banana peel, espe

cially if he was just lifting his hat to a lady? Why

do we laugh at Sir Isaac Newton for boiling his

watch while holding the egg in his hand? Why

does an audience always laugh when any character

on the stage says “Damn?” It is “the spontaneous

outburst of joy whenever the old and natural sud
denly appears amidst the restrained and artificial.”

It is “the sudden or momentary escape from the

constant urge of progressive forces. It is release

from the decorous, the proper, the refined, the fitting,

the elegant, the strict, the starched, the stiff, the

solemn. The mind runs riot for a moment in the
old, the familiar, the instinctive, the impulsive and
the easy, knowing that the inevitable claims of civili—

zation must soon force it into servitude again.
Laughter thus represents a momentary and spas—

modic rebellion against civilization, just as play and
sport represents more deliberate periodic efforts to
escape from it by resting a while before resuming

the burden."
In the same way, following a fruitful hint of

William James, he finds in \Nar a large and general
social revolt against the restraints of culture, a re

volt “resembling a debauch.” It will be remembered
how Professor James spent a week in the model
city of Chautauqua. He found a harmless and polite
paradise, without drunkenness, disease or crime,
with only lectures, music, landscape gardening and
kindness. \Vhen he came out—

“Ouf! what a relief! Now for something primordial
and savage to set the balance straight again.
This order is two tame, this culture too second rate,
this goodnesstoo uninspiring. This human drama with
out a villain or a pang; this community so refined that
ice-cream soda-water is the utmost offering it can make
to the brute animal in man; this city simmering in the
tepid lakeside sun; this atrocious harmlessness of all
things—I cannot abide with them."

Undoubtedly there is much validity in this psy—

chological explanation of war. As Professor Pat—
rick says, “Man is not originally a working animal.
Civilization has imposed work upon man, and if you

work him too hard' he will quit work and go to

war.” To be sure, in war there is sorrow and suf-i
fering, hunger and hardship, “but these are old

friends of the human mind." In a sense—which
Bernard Shaw has amusineg exploited in a new
play—war is easier and more natural than peace.

Shaw’s soldier, returned home on a furlough, finds

himself in the midst of domestic and economid prob—

lems so complex and fatiguing that he requests leave

to return to the simple life of the trenches.

But Professor Patrick is not content with tracing

the relaxation motive through these different fields

of human activity, and letting it explain what it will.
He desires to believe that it is a full explanation of
play, of laughter, of profanity, of drunkenness, of
war. This is perhaps the reason why he neglects

to take account of theFreudian researches into drink
ing, which trace the habit back to the release of
primitive homosexual instincts. It is perhaps for

the same reason that he constantly minimizes the

role of imitation. His failure to recognize the im

portance of imitation with its twin branches of cus

tom and privilege, allows him to repeat hoary non

sense about the inherent ditference of the sexes, as

in this passage: “We may understand not only the

increased desire for alcohol in modern life, but also

the lesser need for it on the part of woman. Woman

is less modified than man and presents less varia

tion She is more conservative, representing

the child type, which is the race type.” This is like
explaining the fact that few women smoke in res

taurants without mentioning the fact that there are

restaurants women are allowed to

Assuredly a considerable part of the drunk

enness in the world is conditioned rather simply by

the fact that drunkenness, is an adult custom, a

masculine privilege (encroachments upon it by

women being looked on with disfavor) and—as

Jack London has pointed out—an open sesame to

a charmed circle of “red-blooded” acquaintance and

activity. No one explanation can explain fully even

the simplest fact of our complex life. It can only

throw light upon it.
The obliquity of Professor Patrick to all lights

few in which

smoke.
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but his own is shown most of all in a remark about

War. “From the beginning of the war,” he says,

“sociologists, economists, philosophers and political

theorists tried their hands at explaining its causes,

and with small success. Its roots must be sought in

psychology and anthropology.” As if war had no

roots in political, social and economic conditions!

The search for a universal principle by which

to explain all things, is an inheritance from the days

CORRESP
The Wilson Question

HIS letter wishes to the assertion

that President Wilson is a great man and a fine

Having obtained that concession, this letter

is willing to concede that his greatness is of a past—

no, of a passing, order. The President is forever

going through the door from a room of past political

democracy into a room of future economic democracy

—and never getting through. He is probably the last

of the Presidents who can be great and yet can insist

that there is no class conflict—~untilthere really isn’t.

For all his knowledge of the Bible he seems never to

have considered the difference betweenthe brotherhood

of Cain and Abel and the brotherhood of David and

Jonathan.

begin with

0110.

Thomas Jefferson wrote: “The government that

would wield the arm of the people must be the strong

est government possible.” President Wilson evidently

shares the belief that there is nothing incompatible

between political democracy and strong leadership in

that democracy. He really does take “common coun—
sel,” but then he puts his own views across—whether

formed or modified by the common counsel it is some—

times diflicult to say. And sometimes it
.

is perfectly

apparent that they are in spite of the common counsel.

It is only fair to say that this statement of Mr. Wil

son’s belief in a political democrary with a backbone is

made in commendation.

The President has one really great moral quality. He

is not afraid of being called or considered a coward.
Mr. Roosevelt is—that fact having been recorded
earlier by the late Professor Harry Thurston Peck.

The result is that most persons believe.that Mr. Wilson

is less of a coward than Mr. Roosevelt is
,

and that if

the two men were left on an otherwise uninhabited
island and then after some time the ship’s company

who left them there were to return, they would find

Mr. Wilson sitting in the shade bossing the job while
Mr. Roosevelt worked at it in the sun.

“These be precipitous times,” as an old politician of

Missouri used to say, and to prophesy how much mili

tarism is back of the President’s preparedness idea or
program would-be to imperil forever one’s standing as

a prophet. The hopeful view is that his men behind
the guns will be democratic—if that is not a contradic
tion in terms—and that he is really trying for a mildly

rational defense to avert a possible backward, panicky

rush to Rooseveltism—as it might not be averted if

nothing were opposed to it except opposition.

DANTE BARTON.

Stop The Raid

THE iniquitous Shields bill, giving away the water_
powers on our navigable streams,has been driven

through the Senate, but it has not passed the House.
There is still a good chance not only to stop this raid
on public property, but to pass a fair and honest
waterpower bill in its place.

THE MASSES REVIEW

of Greek philosophising, when life seemed more

simple than it does today. It is a habit of mind

which may be useful in pushing a given speculation

to the last difficult extreme, but it sometimes has the

effect of philosophical absent-mindedness.
FLOYD DELL.

“The Psychologyof Relaxation,”by GeorgeThomas\Vhite
Patrick, Professorof Philosophyin the State University of
Iowa. HoughtonMifflin Co. $1.25net. For sale by MASSES
Boox Snor.

ONDENCE
Everything we have said about the Shields bill, was

confirmed in the debate. According to its own sup

porters, this bill turns over to the power interests

waterpower equivalent to twice the mechanical power

of every kind now used in the United States, or enough

to meet the needs of two hundred million people. This

it does in perpetuity, although pretending to limit the

grant to fifty years. Small wonder there is pressure to

get it through.
'

On March 21 a substitute for the Shields bill was

reported to the House of Representatives. Unlike the

Shields bill, this House bill makes no perpetual grant

of public waterpower, but wisely and in fact sets a

limit of fifty years. Nevertheless, it is not yet a good

bill. For example, it gives away the public water

powers without compensation. There is no reason why

the waterpower corporations should not pay for what

they get. The rest of us do. The House bill should

be amended accordingly.

If the House corrects its own bill and then passes

it
,

the good bill from the House and the bad bill from

the Senate will go to conference, and the differences

will be adjusted by the conferees. The managers of

the waterpower campaignbelieve that a majority of the

conferees will be friendly to them, and will report a

bill in their interest. They will then try to rush the

conference bill through, probably in the confused and

crowded final hours of the session.

During the debateon the Shields bill, this course was

openly advised. There was under discussion an amend

ment giving preference to the applicant for a public

waterpower who offers the best terms to the public.

One of the supporters of the Shields bill, Senator

Nelson, of Minnesota, after referring to the amend

ment as “bad and vicious,” went on“ to say: “It is

something that we can eliminate in conference. * * *

We might let it go in and then dispose of it in con

ference.” (Congressional Record, March 8
,

1916.)

We can beat this plan only by letting the people

understand the facts.

set out to prevent by confusing the public mind with

interested statementsand personal
attacks.

This the power interests have

I am asking for your help once more to get the

House to pass a good bill, and then to stand by it
,

no

If the House

But the

House needs to know that the people are behind it.

matter what the conferees may do.

stands firm, the people will win this fight.

Let’me call your attention again to the .Ferris bill,

a good bill dealing with waterpower on public lands
and National Forests, which has twice passed the

House. An undesirable substitute, the Myers bill, now

before the Senate, gives the public waterpowers away

in perpetuity.

occupy and exploit the Grand Canyon itself.

Under it
,

the power interests could

The waterpower interests want everything or noth

ing. In the last eight years they have killed eight

waterpower development bills that were fair both to

the corporations and to the public. What the people

need is waterpower development on equitable terms

without further delay. They can have what they want

by letting the House know it.

Sincerely yours,

GIFFORDPINCHOT.

MILFORD,PA.

American Socialist Divisions

INCE the socialist nomination of Allan Benson the

impression is that the socialist program is ultra

But there are leaders in the Party who stand

as strongly for universal military service as Benson
pacifist.

stands opposed.

The argument of these leaders is that through the

election of officers this extreme form of militarism can

be made democratic,and that with rifle and ammunition

in every home it might even aid working class revolu

tion. A strange argument in view of the obvious devel

opment in centralization and the importance of expen

sive machinery in modern warfare.

Roosevelt favors compulsory service because it would

Seth Low favors it be

They are wiser sure—
make for “social solidarity.”

cause it would end the class war.

1
y

than these socialist leaders.

It should be understood that the socialists are not

united against every form of militarism, nor even in

favor of peace-at-any-price except—invasion.

The Color Prejudice in Education

IN the last issue of your magazine you refer to the
segregation of colored and white people in St.

Louis, which it is now proposed to extend from “Jim
Crow” cars and separate schools to “white and black
blocks.”

I would like to point out that separate schools are
the cause of most of all the other forms of segregation.
In the separate school the children of each feel that
they are different. The white child soon finds that on
account of his color he must be segregated from his
next-door playmates of darker skin. The black child
soon realizes that his progress may be handicapped by
his color. This ever-present feeling may prevent his
giving his best to his work.

It is the consensus of informed opinion that race
prejudice is proportionate to legalized segregation.

Human rights are not only injured, but human quali—
ties, motives and instincts are detrimentally changed.
If people who are interested in the welfare of the
Negro only knew the intensity of his sufferings, I am
quite sure it would deepentheir advocacy of his cause.

Thanking you for your genuine interest in social jus—
tice for all men, I am,

Respectfully yours,

MARY E. CROMWELL.
.Washington, D. C.

Militarism in the Schopls
AM disgusted. The New York State Senate, as you

know, has passed the Welsh-Slater bill, which
provides for compulsory military training in public
schools and colleges, passed it with but one dissenting
vote.

This measure seemsto me to be the most subtly cor
rupting and dangerous program masquerading under
the name of patriotism and love of country, etc., that
has come to public notice. My greatest objection to a

program for large armament is that we cannot be sure
how future generations will handle such an armament;
we cannot satisfy ourselves that a militarist party will
not gain control of the government and use the arma
ment which we intend for protection only as an instru—
ment for commercial conquest. But this measure ex—
erts a direct influence right now upon those generations
and makes militarists of them. Can you imagine a
more dangerous influence?

Is there any action in which I can take part against
such legislation?

W. C. WHEELER.
BUFFALO,N. Y.
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EMMA GOLDMAN‘S DEFENSE
[On April 20th.EmmaGoldmanwassentencedto fifteendays'
imprisonmentfor deliveringa lectureon Birth—Control.She
conductedher own defense,and we print her speechbelow.)

OUR Honor: My presence before you this
afternoon proves conclusively that there is

no free speech in the city or county of New
York. I hope that there is free speech in your

court.

I have delivered the lecture which caused my

arrest in at least fifty cities throughout the coun

try, always in the presence of detectives. I have

never been arrested. I delivered the same ad

dress in New York City seven times, prior to my

arrest, always in the presence of detectives, be

cause in my case, your honor, “the police never

cease out of the land.” Yet for some reason un—

known to me I have never been molested until

February 11th, nor would I have been then, if
free speech were a living factor, and not a dead

letter to be celebrated only on the 4th of July.
Your Honor, I am charged with the crime of

having given information to men and women as

to how to prevent conception. For the last three

weeks, every night before packed houses, a stir

ring social indictment is being played at the

Candler Theatre. I refer to “Justice” by John
Galsworthy. The council for the Defense in

summing up the charge against the defendant

says among other things: “Your Honor: back of
the commission of every crime, is life, palpitating

life.” ‘

Now that is the palpitating life back of my

crime? I will tell you, Your Honor. According
to the bulletin of the Department of Health,

30,000,000 people in America are underfed. They
are always in a state of semi—starvation. Not
only because their average income is too small to

sustain them properly—the bulletin states that

eight hundred dollars a year is the minimum in
come necessary for every family—but because

there are too many members in each family to be

sustained on a meagre income. Hence 30,000,000

people in this land go through life underfed and

overworked.

Your Honor: what kind of children do you

suppose these parents can bring into the world?
I will tell you: children so poor and anemic that

they take their leave from this, our kind world,

before their first year of life. In that way,

300,000 babies, according to the baby welfare as

sociation, are sacrificed in the United States

every year. This, Your Honor, is the palpitating
life which has confronted me for many years,
and which is back of the commission of my
crime. I have been part of the great social strug—
gle of this country for twenty-six years, as nurse,
as lecturer, as publisher. During this time I
have gone up and down the land in the large in—

dustrial centres, in the mining region, in the

slums of our large cities. I have seen condi
tions appalling and heart-rending, which no crea—
tive genius could adequately describe. I do not
intend to take up the time of the court to go into

many of these cases, but I must mention a few.
A woman, married to a consumptive husband

has eight children, six are in the tuberculosis

hospital. She is on the way with the ninth child.

A woman whose husband earns $12 per week

has six children, on the way with the seventh

child.

A woman with twelve children living in three

squalid rooms, dies in confinement with the 13th
child, the oldest, now the mainstay of the 12

orphans, is 14 years of age.

These are but very few of the victims of our

economic grinding mill, which sets a premium

upon poverty, and our puritanic law which

maintains a conspiracy of silence.

Your Honor: if giving one’s life for the pur»

pose of awakening race consciousness in the

masses, a consciousness which will impel them

to bring quality and not quantity into society, if
that be a crime, I am glad to be such a criminal.

But I assure you I am in good company. I have

'as my illustrious colleagues the greatest men and

women of our time; scientists, political econ—

omists, artists, men of letters in Europe and

America. And what is even more important, I
have the working class, and women in every walk
of life, to back me. No isolated individuals here

and there, but thousands of them.

After all, the question of birth control is large

ly a workingman’s question, above all a working
woman’s question. She it is who risks her

health, her youth, her very life in giving out of
herself the units of the race. She it is who ought

to have the means and the knowledge to say how

many children she shall give, and to what pur—

pose she shall give them, and under what condi

tions she shall bring forth life.
Statesmen, politicians, men of the cloth, men

who own the wealth of the world, need a large

race, no matter how poor in quality. Who else

would do their work, and fight their wars? But
the people who toil and drudge and create, and
receive a mere pittance in return, what reason
have they to bring hapless children into the
world? They are beginning to realize their debt
to the children already in existence, and in order
to make good their obligations, they absolutely
refuse to go on like cattle breeding more and
more.

That which constitutes my crime, Your Honor,
is therefore, enabling the mass of humanity to
give to the world fewer and better children—-'
birth control, which in the last two years has
grown to such gigantic dimensions that no
amount of laws can possibly stop the ever-in
creasing tide.

And this is true, not only because of what I
may or may not say, or of how many propagan
dists may or may not be sent to jail; there is :1

much profounder reason for the tremendous
growth and importance of birth control. That
reason is conditioned in the great modern social
conflict, or rather social war, I should say. A
war not for military conquest or material su
premacy, a war of the oppressed and disinherited
of the earth against their enemies, capitalism and
the state, a war for a seat at the table of life, a
war for well-being for beauty, for liberty. Above
all this war is for a free motherhood and a joy
ous playful, glorious childhood.

Birth control, Your Honor, is only one of the
ways which leads to the victory in that war, and
I am glad and proud to be able to indicate that
way.

Y OU have just read THE MASSES
REVIEW. If not, turn back and

read it! We shall continue to give in
these pages each month a review of the
progress of the Revolution in action and
thought all over the world.

The Threat of war
E have been brought to the brink of war with

Germany. Nobody—with the exception of a

few war—mongers,and a little group of citizens who

have forgotten for the moment that America is not

one ofthe colonies of England—with these loud but

negligible exceptions, nobody in America wants us to

The President does not want war. Why

are we walking straight into it?

Because of the diplomatic tradition which requires

an Official in Mr. Wilson’s position to keep intact the

established privileges which the citizens of his nation
enjoy as “rights” under international law. Because

that diplomatic tradition requires him to use the threat

of war. And because there was no popular mandate
bidding him take notice that the loss of those privi—

leges would be less of a “crime against civilization”

than the entrance of America into the war.

The McLemore and Gore resolutions were efforts

to present such a mandate to the President. But Con
gress, not knowing what the will of the people was,

and not having sufficient confidence in itself, reluc

tantly passed a vote of confidence in the President.
He was thus left to tread the path of traditional diplo

matic policy which has in Europe led straight into

war.

go to war.

There is the tradition, and it takes a stronger man

than President Wilson to break it. The preservation

of “rights”—the threat of war—then war. Only a
powerful expression of the will of the people could—
or can—turn him aside.

\
But there are limits to the operation of this diplo

matic logic. We cannot go to war with both Germany

and England at once, so we have found it possible to

endure the transgressions of international law which
England has been guilty of—transgressions of exactly

the same kind as once, in 1812,provoked us to a rash

President Wilson has weighed these

offenses of England, and has decided, apparently, that

it is compatible with national honor to suffer these

wrongs for the time being. England is not being

threatenedwith war. Where there is a will to keep on
good terms with the wicked, there is found a way.

True, it is easier to come to such a conclusion with
regard to England, because England has confiscated
our property and left us our lives. Human life has
in international politics a sanctity and a value which
it does not possess in the internal affairs of nations—
a value ironically in contrast to that set upon it when
international politics have brought about international
war.

The people of the United States undoubtedly ap
prove—or will if they hear about it—President Wil
son's decision not to threaten to go to war with Eng
land. Most of the people of the United States would
have approved, we believe, a similar decision by Con
gress in regard to Germany.

It is due to the inertia of tradition, and the lack of
any means in our imperfect democracy for the popular
will to break the spell of that tradition, that we are
now on the verge of an undesired war.

Before we have drifted into the European hell, will
any national legislator propose a general plebiscite to
find out if we really want to go?

war with her.
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THE RAILROAD STRIKE—By Frank B01...

WILL
they do it?

Will the two millions of railroad workers, hav

ing within their grasp more power than any five mil

lions of workers outside their ranks—will these two

millions strike for an eight-hour day this season?

When this question is in print the answer will be

known to us.

Any movementwhich would take one-half the Amer

ican railroad workers off their posts for forty-eight

hours would be the most important event in the United

States since 1865. We shall not attempt within the

,scope of this short statement to give the readers of

THE MASSES anything resembling a clear

of the railroad situation, but we wish to recommend

very strongly to the intellectual people who read THE

Masses that they devote time and thought to under

standing the railroad situation. We hope that all will

follow the actual events from day to day with the in

terest the movement demands.

Why It Is Feared
1f the railroad workers of America were to organize

a single industrial union, they could force the railroad

magnates to their knees and keep them there. They

could force the Government of the United States to

take possession of the railroads within a week after

the call of a general strike. The two millions of- rail~

road workers can do what they please with the rail

roads, with the labor movement as a whole, with the

industries generally, with industrial civilization itself

on this continent. An industrial movement among the

railroad workers is more feared by the powers that

be in New York, in \Nashington and in Chicago, by

the ruling classes in this country everywhere, than

the Yellow Peril, the Kaiser, or any other nightmare

which their imagination may conjure up.

The railroad workers are divided roughly into three

groups. There are the unskilled who keep the roadway

in order. There are the skilled and unskilled in the

shops who keep the trains in order. And there are

the skilled workers who run the trains on the tracks.

The last report of the Interstate Commerce Com

mission shows a total of 1,815,000workers. Since the

nation’s business has greatly increased since this re

port was issued, the number now, no doubt, totals at

least two millions. Nearly one-half of these are un

skilled laborers whose Wages average less than two

dollars a day.' Then there the skilled workers in the

shops. Finally there are the five groups of,men who

run the trains—the locomotive engineers, the firemen.

the conductors, the trainmen, and the switchmen. All
of these are organized into separate group or “class”

unions. The subsidiary groups are chiefly the clerks

in the offices and stations, the telegraphers and tower
men, the baggagehandlers and the Pullman employees

——conductors,porters, cooks and waiters.

How It Has Been Stavecl Off
That great movement of labor as a class, resulting

in the organization and efforts of the K. of L. and
in the eight-hour-day mass movements of the ’70s and

conception

’80s,culminated in the American Railway Union strike
of 1894. This strike, under the leadership of Eugene

‘V. Debs, has been the most important single event in
the history of the American working class. It sent a
shock of horror up and down the spines of every sec~
tion of the American capitalist class. Had that strike
been permitted to succeed it must have marked the
beginning of the end of capitalism in America. To
defeat it all the forces of oppression, physical and
moral, financial and legal, were mobilized as at no other

time since the Civil \Var. Following the failure of

the strike the railroad magnates consented to the or
ganization of those travesties upon human intelligence

—-the railroad brotherhoods. These are: The Brother
hood of Locomotive Engineers, the Order of Railway

Conductors, the Brotherhood of Locomotive Firemen,

the Brotherhood of Railway Trainmen, and the Switch
men’s Union of North America. The Switchmen’s
Union has been permeated by a spirit infinitely more
progressive than any of the others. It has been fought
bitterly by the Brotherhood'of Railway Trainmen,

which

The B. of R. T. has probably more switchmen organ—

ized than the S. U. of N. A. The situation places

switchmen who are industrial unionists in a very dif

ficult position.

in seeking to organize the switchmen, represents a
broader and more correct principle than do the switch

On the
other hand 'the switchmen’s union is progressive, and
its leadership has been infinitely more intelligent and

And through its national magazine, the Jour

claims the switchmen as rightful members.

On the one hand the trainmen’s union,

men who promote a separate organization.

honest.

nal of the Switchmen’s Union, it teachesthe broadest
sort of industrial unionism and states that it will sur—
render its identity only to a general union including
all railway workers.

7

Unions Which Prevent Strikes
It is the business of the brotherhoods primarily to

divide the skilled workers and prevent any organization
or improvement of conditions whatever among 80 per
cent. of the two millions of men on the railroads. The
engineers are bribed by high wages. To a less extent

The firemen, trainmen
and switchmen are kept quiet with crumbs. The chief
business of the officials of these brotherhoods, whose
salaries are as much or more than those of United
States senators or governors of states, is to go to
Washington and the state capitals to fight middle-class
legislation regarding railroad rates. '

The members of the brotherhoods have been guilty,
during these twenty-two years, 10f organized pscabbery

this is true of the conductors.

of a kind and to an extent beggaring descriptidn. They

They
have run the trains during hundreds of strikes of the
railroad they have committed suicide in
thousands of wrecks upon poorly kept roadbeds, never
opening their mouths to say what they all knew—
that their lives as well as the lives of everybody using
the trains are in the keeping of the underpaid, under
manned and overworked force of track laborers. In
a word, organized labor on the railroads has given the
most striking example of what can be accomplished in
the interest of profits by the division of labor and or—
ganized union scabbery. The eight hundred thousand
skilled and semi-skilled workers on our American rail—
roads are exceptional among American workingmen
because of their individual intelligence, their physical
strength and the moral qualities required for success
ful organization.

scab on one another as a matter of principle.

shopmen;

to the fact that they are scattered over three million
square miles of territory; second, much overworked
and living as they do disordered and unsettled lives,
successful organization and democratic control of their
unions is made unusually difficult; and third, the rail
road magnates have a better detective and spy organi
zation, a more efficient blacklist system and will spend
more money to defeat the purposes of the unions than
any other group of American capitalists.

During these twenty—twoyears following the A. R.
U. strike the efforts of individuals and of groups of

Their weakness has been due, first,_

industrial unionists among the railroad workers have

been sporadic but continual. There has been a good

deal of “watchful waiting.” There has been a univer—

sal feeling, too, that “Our time is surely coming.”

'The United Brotherhood of Railway Employees

planned to continue the fight of the A. R. U., but this

union never organized any considerable numbers out—

side the offices and shops. The magnates fought it

furiously, and its devoted leaders, clinging to their

principles, were among the original founders of the

I. W. W. But the I. W. W., even in the happy first

year of its development,was never able to make head—

way on the railroads.

The Lesson LCarned

The time for the great conflict in the history of the

railroad seems now to be at hand. Volcanic eruptions

here, mere rumblings over yonder, and the continual

disturbances of one sort or another everywhere, are

indicative. The essential tactical principles of the

modern labor movement have been learned by large

numbers of the railroad workers. The first is to unite

all the railroad workers into one union. The second
'

is to simplify demands, concentrating upon a single

issue which will unite all the workers' in the industry

through their immediate interests and which can be

neither dodged or equivocated by the magnates. This

issue is the eight-hour day with time-and-a-half for

overtime. _
A brakeman on the Pennsylvania Railroad said to_

me last winter: “We don’t give a damn how much they

pay us, if they work us sixteen hours a day. We want
time to'eat, time to sleep and time to get acquainted

with our families at home. And by God we are going

to have it !"

It may be taken for granted that now, as during the

twenty-two years, all the officials of the railroad broth

erhood will labor mightily to prevent the strike or

break it if they are forced to call out the men. But

the hour of destiny for the railroad worker approaches.

All his fighting forces are now being centralized

around the American Federation of Railroad Work

ers, an industrial union with headquarters at Chicago.

In the March number of their ofiicial organ, The

Railroad Worker, President Richardson thus concludes

his editorial: “Do not let them (the Craft-Union Of

ficials) bamboozle you, and above all do not be afraid.

Fear is only a state of mind. The man who is afraid
never amounts to a row of pins What the railroad

workmen want is One Big Union. Actions speak louder

than words.”

Government 0wnership
The strength of the general strike in the railroad in

dustry results largely from the fact that the railroads

are an immediate necessity of economic and sociai

life. The present state of the middle class mind and of.

middle class political power is such that anything ap—

proaching a general railroad tie-up would throw the
railroads into the hands of the government and end
in government ownership and concessionsto the men.

As a fighting force at present the various elements
of industrial unionism on the railroads are too little

They represent an
aspiration and a movement, rather than a real indus—
trial organization. The largest immediate service of

the American Federation of Railroad Workers must
be to drive the craft—union and brotherhood official
dom into action.

progress has been made and what hopes are justified
by realities.

organized to show much power.

Only the event can determine what
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Drawn by K. R. Chamberlain.

ANIMALS AT THE MASSES BALL

Heavenly Discourse
OD is reclining on a bench on one of the piazzas

of the universe, listening to the choiring of the

spheres.

Gabriel is asleep on another bench, his horn by his

side.

St. Peter comes in.

ST. PETER: Excuse me, but—

GOD: Oh, Peter. Cannot I have just a little peace

and quiet? Is Heaven, also, to becomea place of rest

less torment?

ST. PETER: But this is very important.

a lost soul.

G01):That’s not so important as you think it is
,

but

It relates to

as long as I am interrupted, what is it?

ST. PETER: There is a soul just outside the gate that

performs the most ridiculous antics.

G01):Why don’t you open the gate and let him in?

ST. PETER: He won’t come in.

G01): Send a party out and shoo him in. I’ve told
you, Peter,’the great problem before you today is the
falling off in immigration.

ST. PETER: Lord, don’t I know it? That’s why I

came to you about this one. I have tried to shoo him
in but every time any one starts out he puts his hands
down in front of himself and scampers away like a

wild goat.

G01): What’s the matter with him?
to him?

ST. PETER: Not till he is safely hidden in the clouds.
G01): What does he say then?
ST. PETER: Says he is naked.
G01):What?
ST. PETER: He says he is naked.
G01): Well, by Myself, did he expect to bring his

trunk with him?

Can’t you talk

' \

ST. PETER: I don’t know. That’s all we can get out

_of him, that he has no clothes on.

Goo: Oh, go back and tell him clothes are not of
my manufacture; none of us wear them here.

ST. PETER: I have, but he won’t listen. Says we are

very indecent.

G01):

ST. PETER: I know it
,

but I’ve never drawn the line

He’s crazy.

on lunatics. ,

G01): That’s true. Are there any of those old halos

left?

ST. PETER: Millions of them, but they are rusty.

G01): Never mind. Get as bright a one as you can;

rub it up a little and set it down by the wall near the
gate. Tell him it is his and go away; then when he

steals up to look at it some of you drop down from

the wall and boost him through the gate. When you

catch him bring him here.

ST. PETER: Yes, Lord.

(St. Peter goes out.)
GOD: I am sorry I made the Earth. It has been one

everlasting nuisance. Clothes! Bits of thread and

stuff to hang over you. To hide my work. To cover

There is no end to the folly of those

Clothes!

And my afternoon spoiled. Gabriel.

GABRIELZYes, Lord.

(Gabriel wakes up and stands erect.)
G01): Call Jesus.
GABRIEL: Yes, Lord.

(Blows three blasts on his horn.

G00:

you are pleased to call your Earthly brethren, did you

ever hear anything about clothes?

JESUs: No. Oh, of course people wore garments to

up my image.

miserable wretches. The poor insane fool.

Jesus comes in.)
My son, when you were with those animals

keep out the cold, and sometimes for artistic effect.

Some clothes were really very beautiful.

GOD: But you never gave out the idea that the body

is indecent or that clothes were worn in heaven, did
you?

JESUS: No. Ridiculous.

G01): Do your people think when you ascended into
Heaven you came up in your clothes?

JEsus: No, nonsense. Why?

G01):Well, Peter has just been here telling me there

is a crazy fool dodging about outside the gate appar
ently anxious to get in, but afraid. The poor idiot says
he has no clothes.

JESUs: He is not from the Earth.

None of my brethern are so silly.

He must be from
some other place.

G01):You wait here and we will see.
out to catch him.

Peter has gone

Here they come now. Why, what

a curious spectacle.

(St. Peter comes in with the Soul ‘crouched down,
holding its knees close together and its hands between
its thighs.)

ST. PETER: Here it is.

GOD: Well, for Heaven’s sake!

SOUL: Excuse me. I couldn’t
help it. They brought me by force. '

G01):What’s the matter with you?

SOUL: For pity’s sake, give me something to put on.
Haven’t you a robe or something?

GOT):A robe! Nonsense.

SOUL: Then give me a fig-leaf: just a plain common
fig-leaf. Oh, haven’t you even a little fig-leaf to spare?

G01): A fig-leaf? What does he mean?
JESUS; I don’t know.

ST. PETER: Nor I.

SOUL: Oh, you must know. What Eve put on when

Please excuse me.
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she found she was naked.

GOD: What in .the name of all that is heavenly is he

talking about?

JESUS: I don’t know. I don't understand him.

ST. PETER: That’s what I told you.

the Devil.

GOD:

Devil is crazy.

Crazy. Crazy as

Peter, you get it out of your head that the

SOUL: No, I am not crazy. I am modest. Can it be

that I am the only pure soul in Heaven?

GOD: I hope to Myself you are.

SOUL: Ohl Ohl There goes a female angel. Please,

please give me something to put on.

GOO: Give him his halo, Peter.

SOUL: That won’t do. I don’t want a hat.

GOD: Well, what do you want? Stop your cringing

Stand up like a decent
soul and tell us what you want.

and crouching and whining.

SOUL: I can’t. I can’t. Don’t you see I can’t. She

is looking right at me.

GOD: Everybody is looking at you, you are making

such a spectacleof yourself. Who is looking at you?

SOUL: That lady angel.

GOO: Well, stand up and look at her.

about it?

SOUL: Oh, God!

GOD: What ideas have you got in your head anyhow?

\Vhat's wrong

SOUL: Please excuse me, God, but don't you really

see how vile and indecent it is for souls to look at each
other naked?

GOO: Here, Peter. We need people,but I can’t stand
Take him to Hell.

CHARLES ERsKINF. SCOTTVVOOO.

Alcoholiday
N the second act of “The Weavers," a group of sub

missive workingmen is shown in the process of
transformation into fighting rebels. The transforma
tion takes place in a saloon, and is apparently hastened
by the drinks bought by a young man just back from
serving his term in the army. This vivid dramatic
linking of alcohol and revolution did not fail to escape
the attention of my friend, H., who believes in both.
“Alcohol,” he says, “has in all ages been the handmaid
of revolution. The workingman whose soul is dead
after his day’s work, is awakened by its touch to a
consciousnessof his need for joy and freedom. Alco
hol whispers to him of age-Old liberties, long forgot
ten. Alcohol quickens his senses to a hatred of 0p
pression. Alcohol makes him feel within himself the
courage to resist that oppression.

convinces him that he is a man.”

this.

In a word, alcohol

But, as I pointed out to my friend, the weavers of
Hauptmann’s play had tasted alcohol before, and it
had not turned them into rebels. It was rather the
taste Of the new ideas which the young ex-soldier
brought back with him, that roused them to action.
He talked about “rights” and “freedom” and “standing
together.” It was the ferment of thought, and not the
ferment of hops and barley, that made them go roar
ing and singing up the street to smash in the windows
of the rich manufacturer’s house.

It is true that alcohol may help set free the numb
imagination to desire; it may even help set free the
arm to strike. But it only hastens, for good or ill, a
process of action that it did not initiate. In a world
where there are other forces to create action, alcohol
may give its clumsy and questionable if sometimes

THE MASSES

Drawn by G. S. Sparks.

DIONYSIANS

spectacular assistance. But in a world where action
is still to be initiated, a second-rate idea or even a
third—ratedesire is better than a first-rate drink.

Alcohol has a mission of its own; but it is not .the
mission of inciting to directed action. Alcohol teaches
the same lesson as Christianity: to endure the tem
poral ills of the flesh. Like Christianity it offers para—
dise as a reward. It actually gives this paradise, too:
an existence, for the moment, free from responsibility.

I remember the time that I learned the secret of
drunkenness. It was at Provincetown, in a cottage on
the edge of the sea, where we had sailed and bathed
and sat on the sand all day—that sea to which my
friend and his friends and I myself had been irre—
sistibly drawn, as to the bosom of a great and univer—
sal mother, for rest after a hard year’s work. In that
sea there was something elementally peace-giving, and
there was a strange comfort now in the dull boom Of

\

the tides on the shore as we sat around H.’s fireplace
drinking and talking.

It came over me at the height of the evening that
drunkenness was an elemental thing like'the sea: a
universal mother upon whose deep bosom we sank for
comfort and rest. The unintelligible precision with
which I. had been elucidating his mystical philosophy,
the flaming hatred of injustice which shone in H.’s
splendid drunken eloquence, the extraordinary and
satisfying lucidity of S.’s silent thinking, the abandon
of the two girls, were a release from the oppression of
the hateful, necessary arrangements of a civilization
against which something in them was in revolt. As in
the embraceof the sea, so in the embrace of those vast
tumultuous subterranean tides of the older soul, down
to which alcohol leads us with a strange certainty,
there is release and rest.

But Revolution? Not that way.

FLOYD DELL.
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MASSES BOOK SHOP

(Continued from Page 3)

Taras Bulba: A Tale of the Cossacks.
Translated from the Russian of Nic
olai V. Gogol by Isabel P. Hapgood.
Send $1.35.

The Signal and Other Stories, by W.
M. Garshin. $1.45, postpaid. Sev
enteen short stories translated from
the Russian.

Sanine, by Artzibashef.
tional Russian novel.

The sensa—
$1.35net.

Maxime Gorky, Twenty-six and One
and other stories from the Vaga
bond Series. Published at $1.25;our
price 60c., postage paid.

'

Dead Souls—Nikolai Gogol's great
humorous classic translated from
the Russian. Stokes. Send $1.35.

Moyle Church-Town, by John Tre
vena. A virile, delightful romance.
$1.40.

Chelkash, by Maxim Gorky. A selec
tion of the best work of this famous
Russian writer. $1.25.

Stories of Love and Life, by Dr. Wm.
J. Robinson. $1.

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

SCIENCE AND ART
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.

The Riddle of Personality, by H. Ad
dington Bruce. A new and revised
edition. $1.50 net.

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.

Dreams and Myths, by Dr. Karl Abra
ham. A study in race psychology.
One of the Nervous and Mental
Disease Monographs. Price, $1.10
postpaid.

The Vocation of Man, by Johann
Gottlieb Fichte, translated by Dr.
William Smith. Price, 50c.

The Life of the Spider, by J. Henri
Fabre. Net, $1.50.

The Life of the Fly, by J. Henri Fa
bre. Net, $1.50.

The Mason-Bees, by J. Henri Fabre.
Net, $1.50.

The Problems of Philosophy, by Ber
trand Russell, Cambridge. 55c.

A-B-C 0f Electricity—William H.
Meadowcroft. A book for any
age. Cloth, 50 cents net.

Ancient Society, Morgan. The classic
work on Pre-Historic Man. Cloth,
$1.50.

The Evolution of Man, Boelsche.
Darwinism up to date, in simPle
language, with complete proof. Il
lustrated, cloth, 50c.

Savage Survivals, a new illustrated
work by J. Howard Moore, author
of “The Law of Biogenesis.” $1.00.

(Continued from Page 3)

and savagery toward a greater self—
consciousness and vaster creative pos
sibilities.

Forel’s “The Sexual Question” is a
far more elementary work on only
one phase of_Jung’s study. But it is
so direct and comprehensive a treat
ment of that phase that it should be
read_by everyone. For a scholarly
consideration of so puzzling a sub
Ject, the book, with the exception of
one chapter, is amazingly free of tech—
nicalities; it is actually a primer of
sex. And the portion of the book
concerning sex in its relation to so
ciety is something no honest radical
should miss.

Loosely related to this work,
though written from an entirely dif
ferent motive and angle, is Dorothy

.Canfield Fisher’s “Mothers and Chil
dren.” If Forel’s book is a primer for
people, Mrs. Fisher’s volume is a
primer for mothers. The chapters on
“Discarding the Pretense of Omni
science” and “Maternity no longer a
Position for Life” are signs of an
alert revising of parental cant; they
go far toward clearing up “the muck
and muddle of rearing children.” Ger—
ald Stanley Lee’s “The Child and the
Book” deals ostensibly with the very
prosaic problems of reading among
children and young people; but it
deals'with them in anything but a
prosaic way. And in such sections as
“The Unpopularity of the First Per
son Singular” and “The Top of the
Bureau Principle” he suggests vistas
and horizons beyond our own.

. Leaving other more erudite special
ists to decide whether children are
people, Mrs. Alice Duer Miller asks
even more pertinently “Are Women
People?” And she asks it in a little
book of rhymes that is packed with
“punch” and pungency, timeliness and
truth—and much more in the same al
literative vein. It is the kind of book
that W. S. Gilbert might have written
had he been an ardent suffragist. The
“cause” would be speedily advanced
with more of such incisive rhymes
and rhymers. “Poets for Women!”

From one cause to another. In
“The Cry for Justice” Upton Sinclair
has collected a great mass of human
ist writings covering a period of over
five thousand years. This anthology
of the literature of social protest, se
lected from twenty-five languages, is
something more than a challenge, it is
an inspiration. “To see gathered to
gether this great body of human
beauty and fineness and nobleness,” I
quote from Jack London’s introduc
tion, “is to realize what glorious hu
mans have already existed, do exist,
and will continue increasingly to exist
until all the world beautiful be made
over in their image.” Amen to that.
And so, from this sonorous and splen
did anthology, to W. S. Braithwaite’s
more limited “Anthology of Magazine
Verse for 1915.” Yet in the limits of
one year we have here proofs of the
great variety and richness that have
revitalized the arts in America—and
especially the art of poetry. This re
juvenation is further seen in an exam
ination of half a dozen recent volumes
of the new poets—Robert Frost’s
“North of Boston” and Ed'gar Lee
Master’s “Spoon River Anthology,” in
particular. Both books are so well
known that they need no further rec—
ommendation; but I point to them
once again as excellent examples of
how ordinary life and ordinary speech
have in them more of the root, stock
and flower of living beauty than all
the carefully—groomed tropes from li
braries and warmed-over figures out
of a musty mythology.

Another instance of the power and -
poignance in actual things is “Chicago
Poems” by Carl Sandburg. This book
is on the press as I write and I have
only seen some of the proof sheets at

(Continued on page 33)

SOCIOLOGY
Socialism and the War, by Louis B.

Boudin, author of “The Theoretical
System of Karl Marx.” It is the
first book of its kind published in
this or any other country. Price,
$1.

Social Progress and the Darwinian
Theory, by George W. Nasmyth,
Ph.D. The philosophy of force, ac
cording to the author, is the real
cause of the breakdown of civiliza
tion in Europe. A critical study of
this so-called “Social Darwinism” is
found to be in direct contradiction
to the ideas of Darwin himself.
Price, $1.50.

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

The Diplomacy of the Great War, by
Arthur Bullard. “Well worth the
study of all Americans who love

their country.”—N. Y. Times, $1.50.

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.

The Principles of Suffrage, by Na
thaniel C. Fowler, Jr. Presents rea—
sons in favor of votes for women
which cannot be punctured or de
stroyed. Price, 30c. postpaid.

How to Obtain Citizenship, by Na
thaniel C. Fowler. Jr. Plain and
simple directions for the alien _o_r
foreigner who would become a citi
zen of the United States. Price,
$1.00postpaid. -

Political Thought: From Herbert
Spencer to the Present Day, by Er
nest Barker, Oxford. 55c.

Woman and Labor, by Olive Schrein—
er. “A heart-stirring book. con
ceived and brought forth with pro
phetic ardor.”—Currrent Literature.
$1.35.postpaid.

The Socialism of Today,_ edited by
William English Walling, Jessie
Wallace Hiighan, J. G. Phelps
Stokes, Harry W. Laidler, and other
members of the Intercollegiate So—
cialist Society. About 500 pages.
$1.50 net.

The Cry for Justice, an anthology of
the literature of social protest, ed
ited by Upton Sinclair. Introduc
tion -by Jack Lodon. Con
tains the writings of philosophers,
poet's, novelists, social reformers,
and others who have voiced the
struggle against social injustice, se
lected from twenty-five languages.
covering a period of five thousand
years. 32 illustrations. $2 net.

Anthracite: Ari Instance of Natural
Resource Monopoly, by Scott Near
ing, Ph.D. Dr. Nearing uses the
private ownership of the anthracite
coal fields to show the way in which
consumers and workers may expect
to fare at the~hands of other m0
nopolies of natural resources. $1.00
net.

Why the Capitalist? 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 $1.00.

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

War—What For? by“George R. Kirk
patrick. $1.

An Economic Interpretation of the
Constitution, by Prof. Charles A.
Beard. $2.25, postpaid.

Marxian Socialism and Religion, by
John Spargo. $1 net.

Socialism.. Debaters’ Handbook _Se
ries. Compiled by E. C. Robbins.
Price $1 net.

Are Women People? A collection of
clever woman suffrage verses. The
best since Mrs. Gilman. Geo H. Doran
C0. 65 cents net.

SEXOLOGY
Problems of Sex, by Profs. Thomson

and Geddes. Regular price, 50c.; by
M. B. S.. 35c. postpaid.

Sexual Life of Woman, by Dr. E.
Heinrich Kisch (Prague). An epi
tome of the subject. Sold only to
physicians, jurists, clergymen and
educators. $5.00.

Love’s Coming-of-Age, by Edward
Carpenter. The truth about Sex, told
frankly, boldly, wisely, charmingly.
Price, $1.00.

Sexual Life of Our Time, by Prof.
Ivan Bloch. Price, $5 net. Sold
only to physicians, clergymen, soci
ologists.

Sex Morality, by Dr. Wm. J. Robin
son. $1.

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.

Sex Problems in Worry and Work, by
William Lee Howard, M.D. 4th edi
tion. Discoveries of tremendous im
portance to the welfare of race and
individual are here set forth for the
first time—the most important book
in a decade. $1.00net.

The Sexual Life, by C. W. Malchow,
M.D. Third edition. Price, $3.
Sold only to physicians, dentists,
lawyers, clergymen, also students of
sociology.

HEALTH
The Greek Commonwealth, by Pro

fessor Alfred E. Zimmern. Price,
$2.90. Reviewed and recommended
by Floyd Dell in previous issues of
THE MASSES.

Trojan Women of Euripides, by Pro
fessor Gilbert Murray. One of the
Greek series recommended by THE
MASSES editor. Price, 85c. postpaid.

The New History, by Prof. James
Harvey Robinson. Reviewed in this
issue. Price, $1.50. .

The Russian Empire of To-day and
Yesterday, by Nevin O. Winter.
The country and its peoples and a
review of its history and a survey
of its social, political and economic
conditions. Send $3.25.

A History of Freedom of Thought, by
J. B. Bury, M.A., LL.D. 55c.

EDUCATION
Schools of Tomorrow, by John Dewey

and Evelyn Dewey. Illustrated.
Send $1.60.

Rousseau and Education According to
Nature, by Thomas Davidson. $1.00.

Psychology and Parenthood, by H.
Addington Bruce. Send $1.35.

Mothers and Children, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher. Second edition.
Author of “A Montesorri Mother._”
A book to help in the most compli
cated and important enterprise-—
the rearing of children. Send $1.35.
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MASSES BOOK SHOP

(Continued from page 31)

GENERAL
Confessions of Two Brothers, by John

Cowper Powys. In these confes
sions Mr. Powys employs his vision,
his irony, his almost savage-sincer
ity, in the dissection of his own
strange psychology. $1.50net.

Radical Views, by Ralph Brandt. An
interesting collection. Bound in
limp leather. Price, $1.00.

THE MASSES

The Soliloquy'of a Hermit, by Theo
dore Francis Powys. Price, $1.

Enjoyment of Poetry, by Max
Eastman. By mail $1.35.

Caspar’s Technical Dictionary, Eng
lish-German and German-English.
Ornamental cloth. $1.00.

Morwitz’ American Dictionary of the
German and English Languages,
1300 pages, and Caspar’s Technical
Dictiona , English-German and
German-English. 290 pages. The
two neatly bound in one volume,
1590pages in all, buckram. $2.00.

Alice in Wonderland. Lewis Carroll’s
child classic. ' With 8 colored illus
trations. Price, 55c. postpaid.

Affirmations, by Havelock Ellis. A
discussion of some of the fundamen—
tal questions of life and morality as
expressed in the literature of Nietz
sche, Zola, Huysmans, Casanova
and St. Francis of Assisi. Send
$1.85

Nietzsche, by Dr. George Brandes. A
study by "The Discoverer of Nietz
sche,” imported. Send $1.40.

My Childhood, by Maxim Gorky.
Send $2.15. Tells the story of the
life of the famous Russian novelist
from his earliest recollection to the
age of seventeen.

How It Feels to be the Husband of a
Suffragette, by “Him.” Illustrated
by Mary Wilson Preston. Price,
50c.; postage, 5c.

Revelations of an International,Spy,
by I. T. T. Lincoln. This former
Liberal member of Parliament, and
a native of Hungary, recently es
caped and was captured by U. S.
Secret Service. Send $1.60.

The Soul of Woman, An Interpreta
tion of the Philosoph of Feminism,
by Paul Jordan Smith, English De
partment, Universny 01 Califerttia.
Price $1.00postpaid.

An Outline of Russian Literature, by
Maurice Baring, author of “With
the Russians in Mlanchuria.” “Ex
tremely fascinating and based on in
timate and sympathetic knowledge.”
—Chicago Tribune. 55c.

Under the Apple Trees, by John Bur
roughs. The wide variety of topics
touched upon—biology, philosophy,
and literature, California nature and
the winter birds of Georgia—give it
a wide appeal. $1.15 net. Riverside
edition, $1.50 net. (Ready in May.)

“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., $2.00 net.

Ferdinand Lassalle, by George Bran
des. Price $1.25.

Maurice Maeterlinck, by Una Taylor.
A Critical Study. $2 net.

Poe’s Essays and Stories.
troduction by Hardress
Bohn Library. 40c.

With in—
O’Grady.

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

Within Prison Walls, by Thomas Mott
Osborne. A human document
of humor and pathos and of un
usual revelations. A volumc cvcrv
person should read. $1.62 by mail.

Shelley, Godwin, and Their Circle, by
H. N. Brailsford. 55c.

Barbarous Mexico, by John Kenneth
Turner. Gives 340 pages of Facts
and Suppressed Information and
tells why “the capitalists want in
tervention.” Price $1.50.

Davids’ German National Cookery
for American Kitchens. Illustrated
edition. Ornamental cloth. 563
pages. $1.25 retail.

Morwitz’ American Dictionary of the
German and English Languages,
1300pages, bound in buckram or V2
leather, red edges, bindings assorted.
$1.50.

Justice in War Time, by The Hon.
Bertrand Russell, the eminent Eng
lish Professor of Philosophy. Price,
$1.00.

Nights. Rome, Venice—in the Aes
thetic Eighties; Paris, London—in
the Fighting Nineties, by Elizabeth
Robins Pennell. Illustrations from
photographs and etchings. The
pleasure of association with equally
famous literary and artistic friends
has been the good fortune of the
Pennells. $3.00net.

Adventures in Common Sense, by Dr.
Frank Crane. A new note in litera
ture. The essay made modern,
readable, piquant, understandable.
N’et, $1.00.

FICTION
The Amateur, by Charles G. Norris.

A very realistic picture of New
York Bohemian life by the brother
of Frank Norris. Price, $1.35.

The Scarlet Woman, a novel by Jo
seph Hocking. Price, $1.50.

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; our price, 75c.

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,
$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. $1.40.

The Later Life, by Louis Couperus,
author of “Small Souls,” etc., trans
lated from the Dutch by Alexander
Teixeira dc Mattos. “Small Souls,”
by the same author, which was pub
lished in this country in 1914, has
been praised by some of our ablest
critics as one of the best works of
fiction in any language produced in
recent years. Net, $1.35.

SCIENCE
Being Well-Born, by Michael F. Guy

er, Professor of Zoology, Univer
sity of Wisconsin. Decidedly the
best of American Texts on Eugen
ics. Price, $1.00.

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.

Social Freedom, by Elsie Clews Par
sons. A study of the conflicts be
tween social classification and per
sonality“, Reviewed by Floyd Dell
in this issue. Price, $1.00.

Fear and 'Conventionality, by Elsie
Clews Parsons. Reviewed in this
issue by Floyd Dell. Price, $1.50.

HEALTH
Breathe and Be Well, by Wm. Lcc

Howard, M.D. By mail, $1.10.

Eat and Be Well, by Eugene Chris
tian. Dr. Christian is probably the
greatest food expert in America to
dav. There are curative menus for
about 90% of human illnesses. $1.00.

Eat and Grow Thin, by Vance
Thompson. Common sense advice
on a question of national impor
tance by “one who knows.” Price,
$1.00.

The Art of Living Long, by Louis
Cornaro. New edition. $2.00net.

“Twin
71. Sundae!VisibleWriter

its first visible writing.

Oliver “9.”
will run the keys!

CAUTION!
The new-day advances

that come alone on this
machine are all controlled
by Oliver. Even our own
previous models—famous
in their day—never had
the Optional Duplex
Shift.

It puts the whole con
trol of 84 letters and
characters in the little
fingers of the right and
left hands. And it lets
you write them all with
only 28 keys, the least to
operate of any standard
typewriter made.

Thus writers of all
other machines can im
mediately run the Oliver
Number “9” with more
speed and greater ease.

17 CENTS A DAY
in a typewriter.

other new-day features.

of writing machines.
where are flocking to the Oliver.
gation. It’s a pleasure for us to

A NewModel 7 ypewriter!

BUY 11 NOW!
Yes, the crowning typewriter triumph is here!

It is just out—and comes years before experts expected it.
For makers have striven a life-time to attain this ideal machine.
And Oliver has won again, as we scored when we gave the world

There is truly no other typewriter on earth like this new
Think of touch so light that the tread of a kitten

Remember this brand-new Oliver
“9” is the greatest value ever given

It has all our previous special inventions—vis
ible writing, automatic spacer,
tional Duplex Shift, Selective Color Attachment and all these

Yet we have decided to sell it to everyone everywhere on
our famous payment plan—I7 cents a day!
can easily afford to have the world’s crack visible writer with the
famous Printype, that writes like print, included FREE if desired.

TODAY—Write For Full Details
See why typists, employers, and individuals every

THE 0LlVER TYPEWRlTER C0., 310 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
You can rent an Oliver Typewriter 3 months for $4.00

1\

WARNING!
This brilliant new Oliver

comes at the old-time price.
It costs no more than
lesser makes—now out-of
date when compared with
this discovery.

For while the Oliver’s
splendid new features are

costly—we have equalized
the added expense to us by
simplifying construction.

Resolve right now to see
this great achievement be
fore you spend a dollar for
any typewriter. If you are

using some other make

you will want to see how
much more this one does.

If you are using an
Oliver, it naturally follows
that you want the finest
model.

6V2~ounce touch—plus the Op~

Now every user

and be among the first to
know about this marvel

Just mail a postal at once. No obli
tell you about it.
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(Continued from Page 31)
the publishers (Henry Holt & Co.),
but I expect that this volume will
rank among the most striking and no
table literary matters of the year.
Readers of The Masses are already
familiar with Sandburg’s strength and
tenderness—qualities which I hope to
speak of at greater length in a sub
sequent issue—so it is unnecessary
for me to commend this first collec
tion of his poems at present. I mere
ly call attention to it. _

Speaking of the new American
poets makes me think of Amy Lowell.
And thinking of Amy Lowell, makes
me speak of her new book of critical
essays on “Six French Poets.” This
is the first volume in English that re
veals to us, in a series of lively
studies, the lives and works of such
individual and famous Frenchmen of
the present day as Remy de Gour
mont, Emile Verhaeren‘ (who, though
a Belgian, is included since he writes
in French), Albert Samain, Henri de
Régnier, Francis Jammes and Paul
Fort. A similar volume of interpreta
tion is Willard Huntington Wright’s
“What Nietzsche Taught.” It is not
only an illuminating exposition of
Nietzche’s spirit but a detailed consid
eration and summing-up of each of the
twelve great books; together with a
brief but admirably-written biograph
ical sketch. An invaluable summary.

Back to our own times—and to one
of the most timely volumes, Walter
Lipprmann’s “The Stakes of Diplo—
macy,” in which occurs an analysis of
patriotism, chapters on the relation of
business and militarism, on the dis
united state of these ‘united’ states
and the clearest and most plausible
suggestion so far advanced to avoid
war by removing the prime cause of
international friction. Personally, I
prefer Lippmann’s second volume.
“Drift and Mastery,” which, following
“A Preface to Politics,” began to build
where the first book tore down. Bril
liant these books are, but they burn;
and they burn, not (as has sometimes

-been implied by his critics) with the
showy sparkle of fire-works but with
the keen and curious power of a rest
less search-light. For sheer incisive
ness, however, I know no piece of
contemporary literature greater than
Hauptmann’s “The Weavers.” Eman
ual Reicher’s recent production of it
sharpened the interest in this modern
classic, whose background is indus
trialism, whose atmosphere is the
strike, and whose hero is the slow
thinking, blundering but somehow up
ward-groping mob. I add the “Plays”
of John Galsworthy because they
contain “The Silver Box” and (with
the exception of Hauptmann’s) the
greatest of all labor-plays, “Strife.”
And? I add his “Justice” because it is
being revived this month, and be
cause it is particularly timely today
with our investigation of prisons and
penal conditions. Galsworthy is
scrupulously fair to all hischaracters
——eventhe prosecutors, judge and
warden—he sees them all as human
rods in the inhuman machine that
pitilessly grinds out laws and mangles
lives. Yet this balanced fairness
makes his indictment of the whole
prison system even more powerful.
“Every reader must carry away from
‘_Iustice’,” wrote the conservative Wil
liam Archer, “some new realization of
the gaps between law and justice, be
tween justice and humanity. and a new
attitude toward the first offender.”

From the theatre to the screen is a
very little step, especially these days,
when a director like Griffiths shows
all the love for details and ten times
the poetic feeling of a Belasco'.
Vachel -Lindsay’s “The Art of the
Moving Picture” has put forward a
theory (several of them in fact) that
should bring this most democratic
art to higher levels-higher ones than
it has even sought. The chapters on
“The Intimate Photoplay,” “Painting

in-Motion,” “The Picture of Crowd
Splendor” and the half—fanciful chap
ter on the kinship of the movies to the
Egyptian hieroglyphics and the use
of symbols in both, are things to
arouse the reader and inspire the pro
ducer. It is a book for artists and—
well—people.

Two books of short stories—one, an
old one, “Youth,” by Joseph Conrad.
I name it because it seems to me to
represent the flower of Conrad’s
genius; two tales in this volume
(“Youth” and “Heart of Darkness”)
would rank among the ten greatest
short stories in our tongue. William
Allen White’s “God’s Puppets” con
tains several sharply etched and acid
bitten portraits; it also contains “The
One A Pharisee”—one of the most
merciless arraignments of money—
worship that an American writer has
produced. Any reader who has
thought of White as a placid, mid
Western, chronic optimist should get
these uncompromising stories—and
revise his estimate. ,

Now for the concluding novels. I
had' intended to include “The Abyss,”
by Nathan Kussy, but I have not read
enough of it to advise. Still, as far
as I’ve gone, it seems like an unusual
and almost successful blend of Charles
Dickens and Fyodor Dostoieffsky,
without the artistry of either. Its
background brings up thoughts of
Edwards’ “Comrade Yetta” and
Ernest Poole’s “The Harbor,” to both
of which splendid stories “The Abyss”
might be compared—but I leave
others to judge. I am less reticent
about recommending H. G. Wells’
“The Research Magnificent.” This is
the serious, searching Wells at his
best; the Wells of “Love and Mr.
Lewisham,” grown more curious and
less cautious.

There—the list of twenty is finished.
But I add one more, Samuel Butler’s
“The Way of All Flesh.” I add it for
two reasons. First, for good measure.
Second, because it is. to my private
and altogether prejudiced notion, the
finest novel in the English langauge.

LOUIS UNTERMEYER.

The Labor Movementfrom the Inside

+-»-+

AMERICAN noon unions
By HELEN MAROT

Frank Walsh, Chairman of the
Industrial Relations Commissions,
said of this book: “After I read

it
,

the whole problem of the
unions stood out naked and clear."

MassesBookShop Price $1.25

By John Spargo
SYNDICALISIVI, INDUSTRIAL
UNIONISIVI and SOOIALISM

Publishedat $1.25.Our price,35c.postpaid.

WASHINGTON SQUARE BOOK SHOP
187 MacdougalStreet, New_York City.

Catalogson application.

SOCIALISTS CHALLENGED

I challengeevery Socialist, Radical,
Slnglo Taxer, or Reformer, to send
ten cents. silver, (money refunded
if dissatisfied)for my book, “Why
Things Happen to Happen." Are
you sure you’re rtghtT—W. Harry
Spears,Hamilton, Ohio.

An interpretation, at once scientific and eloquent, of poetry in life,
and its relation to the poetry in literature.

ENJOYMENT OF POETRY
BY MAX EASTMAN

Formerly Associate in Philosophy a
t Columbia University, Author of

“Child of the Amazons and Other Poems,” Editor of THE MAssEs.

$1.25 Postpaid
Offered by Charles Scribner’s Sons through The Masses Book Shop.

TWO BOOKS BY POWYS
WOODAND STONE. a novelby John CowperPowys(SecondLargeEdition).. . $1.50

The irresistibledragof sexualattraction.clashof oppositehumanty es,the
heartbreakingstrugglesof pureandnoblespiritscaughtin theworl trap—~—
suchare someof the principalnotesin this extraordinarybook.

VISIONS AND REYISIONS. LiteraryEssaysby John CowperPowys(4thedition) 2.00‘ William Marion_Reedysays.“Powyskeepsyou wideawakein the reading
becausehe's thinking and writing from the standpointof life, not of
theoryor system.”

GARNOLI) SHAW . Pug ,Puuusuunflquonx
PEREPERENNIUS

ORDER THROUGH THE MASSES BOOK SHOP.

THE PA GAN
A' Magazinefor Eudaemonists

Literature—Art—Criticism
Price Ten Cents

PAGAN PUBLISHING COMPANY,
124 Centre Street, New York City.

“SONGS of LOVE
and REBELLION”

By CovlngtonHall,
Being a collectionof his finestpoems
on Revolution,Love and Miscellane
ous Subjects. Finely boundin paper.
Single copies50c; three volumesfor
$1.00;ten for $2.50.Postageprepaid.

MASSES BOOK STORE
83 West 14th Street, New York.

A War Time Bargain

PROBIEM§

0
F SEX

- y

Professor J. ARTHUR THOMSON
(Universityo

f

Aberdeen)
and

ProfessorPATRICK GEDDES
(Universityo

f

St.Andrews)

Authorso
f

“TheEvolutiono
f

Sex"

We have obtained from the
publisherstheremainderstock
andnomorewill bepublished.
They are offered to Masses
reader: at

35 Cents
The Masses Book Shop

Books You Should llm

'I'I-IE SEXUAL LIFE
Embracing the natural sexual im
pulse, normal sexual habits, and
propagation, together with sexual
physiology and hygiene. By C. W
MALCHOW, M.D. Third edition.
6x9 inches, 318 pages. Price, $3.00
Sold only to membersof the medicaland
ntal professions,to lawyers,clergymen.

alsorecognizedstudentsof sociology).

NATURAL LAWS OF SEXUAL LIFE
Embracing medicO-sociological re
searches. By ANTON NYSTROM,
M.D., Stockholm, Sweden. Trans
lated by Carl Sandzcn, M.D. 260
pages, 6x9 inches . . . . ..Price, $2.00.

CAUSES AND CURES OF CRIME

A popular study of Criminology
from the bio-social viewpoint. By
THOMAS SPEED MOSBY, former
Pardon Attorney State of Missouri,
Member American Institute of Crun
inal Law and Criminology, etc. 350
pages,with 100 original illustrations

Price, $2.00

SUGGESTIVE THFRAPEUTICS,

APPLIED HYPNOTISM AND

PSYCHIC SCIENCE

A manual of practical psychotherapy
and hypnotism. By HENRY S

HUNRO, M.D., Omaha, Nebraska
410 pp. 6x9 inches, frontispicoc
Third Edition . . . . . . . . ..Pnce, $4.50

The 6
.

V
.

Mostly Coomuy, Publisher:
ACT-“1 Iatropolltal

I, u. t ‘
IOLD BY THE MASSES BOOK STORE.

38 WEST 14TH 8T., NEW YORK

Anthology o
f

Magazine Verse

FOR 1915 and

Year Book a
t

AmericanPoetry

Edited by WILLIAM STANLEY
BRAITHWAITE. Price $1.50

CONTAINS
The one hundred distinctive

poems Of the year selected by
William Stanley Braithwaite.

A critical summary of fifty
notable volumes of poetry of the
year.

A summary of the contents of
the notable volumes of the year
dealing with poets, poetry, and
the art of poetry, together with a

list of articles and essays on the
same subjects.

The Titles and Authors of every
poem in twenty of the most im
portant magazines.

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.”—San
Francisco Chronicle.

THE MASSES BOOKSTORE
33 West 14th St., New York
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and result in so many serious dis
eases, that Dr. John Harvey Kel
logg has written a book telling
how to prevent and relieve these
dangerous disorders. The great—
est living authority on diet and
digestion here gives you the re

of his My THE SEXUAL UE TIONence as Superintendent of the
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ReadhowSanlordBennettdid it
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OLD AGE,—ITS CAUSE
AND PREVENTION
By SanfordBennett
Price $1.50Postpaid

Made from identically the same plates as the expensive medical edition.
The only difference is in paper and binding.

BattleCreekSanitarium.wherehe has

studliediandsucfcessifullytreateczli
thou

prOf' August Forel
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any

k'rI‘d' Should be read by every social worker, police officer, physician, The massesB°°k 5mm
Pubh'h’dbyTh"6°“ "“I‘h Pub-c“ sociologist and writer. This book has been translated into every -

‘ European language as well as the Japanese. Only the English
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THE MASSES BOOK SHOP Mm". "coionmeni b
y

judiciary",Etc.
33 West 14th Street - - - - - - New York This book is an eminently .

successful attempt at a Social
ist interpretation of the great
war. It is the first book of its
kind published in this or any

“A 30"“ Bo“ '5 its. one...“..isriidiz;w H Y w A R ldrsns b
f Socialisng'iand 1IlVar,

Nationalism and InternationH l' m.A s o u N n M l N D By Frederic C. Howe
a Is

Price, One DollarThis is BernardShaw’sway of say

il‘i‘i.dimlit’fi‘i’éiili‘"...ili‘ellitimto “£22 THE MASSES BOOK STORE
we of their bodies “Wars are not made by peoples. . . . Wars 33M" 14"“smel' NewY°"‘

PHYS|_CAL CULTURE are made by irresponsible monarchs, by ruling
standsfor higheridealsof healthand . . . . . -

phySicaJdevelopment.It showshow aristocraeies, by foreign mlnisters, and by diplo- lTHOMAS .-' -
_I l

theseideals can be realizedby most _ , ,
MOT-r

"
individualshere and now. _ mats. Wars are made by priV1leged interests, by -

Physical Culture is a maazinethat . . . . OSBORNE
hasopinionsmbutdoesnot (istort facts financiers, commercial grOups seeklng prlvate posedfor
to bolsterfads. It dealswith factsand TheSurvey
with theories.but does not hold to profit. intheheadcage
theorieswhenthe factsbeliethem. It hefoundina
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“Self”
“Wars are made behind closed doors.” ' Egg“

ysca 1
1

um is 1era an in- ,
tellectuallyhospitable.It doesnot deal From HI/Vhy Wa’l‘” by FredeI‘lC HOWE. Photo
with

pltiyshicalheallth in ti
m

e

bnarti'l'ow f;t;y6righted,sense 0 ygiene, ut in t e roa est .

way discussesalso the social factors bySH-mey
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soundmindsandsoundbodies. Inc.

HAVELOCK ELLIS
writing to Physical Culture’s Editor,

hasIsaid
of it:

h I h“ can assureyou t at view t e I
Americaneditionof Physical Culture c

with_muchinterestand admiration.as
a vigorousand enlightenedeffort to

;"usg{,‘g°§naih‘ge1i,§§,‘ggegegfigtii1223?; . “A timely, most interesting, most valuable book.
of healthcultivation.” Interesting because treats of sub_Physical Culture is for men and i ' . ' - - THE SURVEY: ONCE-A JUONTH
womenwho think—~itmay help them {fleet in a readable way With great clarity of $2 A YEAR
shrill}? h:?.°r:,,;‘:.i‘,,.,b;‘ii,'-5,5111%? thought and admirable restraint in expression; 1

t Introductoryprice8-monthtrial$l
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readerthelatestresultsofsocialexploration.

32f]ijijh<";§g"‘r,1g0,§1-11961(i“X223; delineates the German peril to the United States. In THE_sunvi-zrforApril
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Maséfield and Villon, Frost and
Swinburne, Yeats and Keats,

Edgar Lee Masters and W. E

Henley, Amy Lowell, Alfred
Noyes, Vachel Lindsay, Ezra
Pound, G. K. Chesterton, James
Oppenheim and other-poets—you
will find them all sharply but
sympathetically victimized in

“ m and other
Poets.”

(a volume o
f irreverent t'erse)

BY

llllllS UNTERMEYER

“To have the passionate singer
of beauty and humanity of
“CHALLENGE”- suceed so con

spicuously in the manner here
represented, lifts parody into the
creative sisterhood of poetic art.”
—Bosio,n Transcript.

“A series of parodies by a gifted
observer. An uncannily
clever criticism of the style and
thought of contemporary poets.”
-—N. Y. Evening Mail.

“We recommend this book to
everyone who appreciates humor,
or who is seriously interested in
modern poetry.”—'Chieag0 Even
ing Post.

Price $1.25 Net

HENRY min & comm

If you want to knowthe Truth about
Marital Relations and causesof
DivorcethenREAD the novel
“

l'lis Bold Experiment”
By Henry Frank.

Author of “The Doomof Dogma,"etc.
A bookwhich will make you sit up

and take notice.

Thrilling, Realistic and Exciting
Price Postpaid50 cents(stampsaccept

able)
Only s limited supply left. Plates

Destroyed.
S. S. Penn. RoomNo. 1117,No. 1123

Broadway,New York City.

The Disease o
f

Charity

Bolton Hall, well-known writer
on social questions, has written a

booklet that challenges the effi
cacy of charity work. He admits
that with poverty, sickness and
misery all about, we cannot let
men suffer and die without doing
something. But he is not sure
that we are doing the right thing.
“The Disease of Charity” is in—

. spiring, thoughtful 'and construc—
two.

_A complimentarycopyof thisbooklet
Wlll be mailedto everyreaderof thispaper who sendsa trial subscription
(only 25cfor 13 weeks)to The PubIie, a journal of fundamentaldemocracy.

Referring to The Public, BRAND
WHITLOCKwrotefrom Belgium:

. . . In the midstof all the
horrorsof the world it is the one
thing I knowof—asidefrom one’s
own conscience—andthe demo
craticprincipledown'deepin our
heart—bywhich to correct one’s
reckoning.It is a compass—never
sensational—alwayscalmandpoint
ing in the samedirection.

The Public-Ellsworth Bldg.--Chicago
The Masses and The Public

for One Year $1.75
:4,».. -, -

MOIITESSOIII APPARATUS
FOR CHILDREN ~

1 The greatest contribution to the education of
little children in years.

T
l Thousands of parents are using it successfully

in their homes. It tends to develop correct habits

of thought and action in the child; develops self
control; strengthens the senses, and withal the

child is happy as he works out the problems.

‘fl Are you interested in the best and most modern

Educational equipment for your children? Write
today for our free illustrated booklet describing

this fascinating material.
"IFWEsucccrumcivmsTHELuv:orinimmunitLEARNINGIYSELFisSun:YOFOLLOW"

Department M _
225 Fifth Avenue New York City

Or address The Masses Book Shop

JOHN MAC Y, H
a
s

Written a Daring invigorating Book on

Socialism in America
William English Walling, Author of “Socialism As It Is,” writes:

“I am amazed that Mr. Macy has been able to cover a
ll

the-most important .1

points, and yet—in spite of the very great condensation this necesSitates— ‘
has succeededin making a book every page of which is interesting. I am

convinced that there is no other writer in this country who could have made “
such a brilliant success of this difficult task.”

Net $1 .00

Published b
y

Doubleday,Page & Co.
a

MassesBookStore

BOOKS BY DR. WILLIAM J. ROBINSON

"
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$3.00 $2.50 $l.00 $l.00 $l.00 $0.50 $2.00 $1.00

Offered through The Masses Book Store

_"1l

FREE
The following

books will be sent
free for only five
new subscriptions
to The Masses.

+I—U-¢+l-li-l+

The Famous Masterpieces of
Literature

By Bliss Perry

Eight (8) Volumes
Each author is not only a figure;

he is a personality.Linco.ii, Webster,
Carler and Thackerayare instances.
Bliss Perry’s introductionsare sym
pathetic,cxplanatoryand short. They
inspire familiaritywith the text and
friendshipwith the author. The sub—
jectsare truly representative,andthey
arenotannotated.A saleof well over

a quarterof a millioncopiesindicates
the approvalof the public.

Eachset is in a cardboardbox. The
volumeshave attractivefrontispieces.
goldtopsandare boundin a darkred
cloth. with cover decorationsin gold.

Or

The Masterpieces of English
Poetry

Edited by Henry van Dyke

Six (6) Volumes
Edition de Luxe. The six vol

umes, 2,000pages, cover—
Ballads Old and New
Idylls and Stories in Verse'
Lyrics
Odes, Sonnets and Epigrams
Descriptive and Reflective Verse
Elegies and Hymns

Or

Masterpieces of Wit and Humor
Editedby ThomasL. Masson

Six (6) Volumes
There are twelvehundredpagesin

the six attractivevolumes. This set
is editedby ThomasL. Masson.editor

of Life. It includesthe bestof such
men as Bill Nye, James \Vhitcomb
Riley, ArteiiiusWard, EdwardEverett
vHale, EugeneField. Oliver \Vendell
Holmes,Bret Harte. Sol. Smith,Mark
Twain. SimeonFord and manyothers
of equalprominence.

Or _

Dante’s Divine Comedy, Four
(4) Volumes

Or

Cervante’s Don Quixote, Four
(4) Volumes

Or ,

Poe’s Works, Five (5) Volumes

Or
Pepy’s Diary, Four (4) Volumes

We have obtained several
hundredsets of these beauti
ful books,and it is understood
this offer holds good so long
as the supplylasts.

Send in your subscriptionsin setsof
fiveto The MassesCirculationDepart
ment. Samplecopiesof The Masses
will gladly be mailedto any address
for prospectivesubscriptions.

I‘M-i D—lDip-u!

The Masses $1.00

A YEAR
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S. B. M. YOUNG
Lieut.-GeneralUnited StatesArmy

“just right, is my opinion of
Tuxedo. lust mild enough, mellow
enough, fragrant enough to make
every pipeful a real pleasure."

EDGAR A. GUEST
Presidentof [American Press

Humorists,Detroit, Mich.

“After filling my pipe with
Tuxedo I find my work is a plea
sure. ]! makes a hard day 's grind
less arduous. I can cheerfully
recommend it to all who have to

work for a living.
”

\.___.w%\

. V/

l I
"-le ‘

ROBERT T. HOUGH
Former Solicitor, U. S. Internal

RevenueService \

“When a man finds the right
tobacco,a pipe becomeshis trusted
counselorand friend. I havefound
the right tobacco in Tuxedo. Its
mellowness,fragrance and mildness

aflord perfect enjoyment."

M’%v4
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Your Kind of a Smoke
That '8 what Tuxedo is guaranteed to be—with a

guarantee (printed in the top of each tin) which is ab
solutely definite, unconditional and without a quibble.

You steady pipe-smokerS—that guarantee applies to
you. Whatever tobacco you’re smoking now, Tuxedo
is guaranteed to suit you better—give you greater
satisfaction.

You who are not pipe-smokers, who have tried with
the wrong tobacco and couldn’t -—— that guarantee
applies to you. Tuxedo is guaranteed to be the right
tobacco for you—to make the pipe your most pleasant,
comforting and enjoyable companion.

The Perfect Tobacco for Pipe and Cigarette

Only the mildest, sweetest leaf—the leaf that grows at the
top and center of the Burley tobacco plant—is used in Tuxedo.

This choice leaf for Tuxedo is aged in wood three to five
years. All smoking tobaccos are aged—~must be to make them
smokable—but many of them for only a year or so. So Tuxedo
would be far mellower and milder even if its preparation ended
with its longer ageing.

But Tuxedo is more than aged—after nature has done all it
can to mellow the leaf, the secret original “Tuxedo Process”
is applied.

That process does what ageing alone cannot do— removes
every particle of bite from the tobacco—makes it supremely
mild-enables you to smoke your pipe all you please without
a trace of sore tongue or irritated throat. ,

Insist on getting Tuxedo—try it for a week—our guaran
tee says, your money back if not entirely satisfactory.

YOU CAN BUY TUXEDO EVERYWHERE
Famous green tin, with gold
lettering, curved to fit pocket C

In Tin Humidors, 40c and 80c In Glass Humidors, 50c and 90c

LTHE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY

Convenient, glassine-wrapped,
5moisture-proof pouch . . . . . C

T;Q‘mmnnm ‘“ . sive-“e ,
s, - -»-/,... I iit", ' 5" v v

Illustrations
are about one
half size of real
packages.

9‘5”,

"\

I 51.1;it)“;

E. N. MARSTELLER
SurgeonU. S. Navy

“Tuxedo is the mildest, coolest,

finest smoke in the world. It has a
pleasant, refined aroma that is par
ticularly enjoyable.”

FamousViolinist

“I have certainly found in Tux
edo the one and only tobacco that]
measures up to all my require
ments, rich in fragrance, always
cool smoking and so mild that I
can smoke pipeful after pipeful at
a sitting."

6%/%~

HOLBROOK BLINN I
FamousActor

“1 never realized that this was

an age of wonders until I smoked

Tuxedo. There is no question as to

its value.u
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