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Curse and Be Merry

PEECHES and arguments come as
they go,

Out of intention and over the board,

All of them glorious—yea, even so,
ietter, perhaps, than the bomb and the

sword.

All of us fall for it
,

all of us try,
All of us hate things and fritter and

sweat,

All of us reach for things—all of us die—
And where do we get? Where do we

get?

Hot with desire to better the world,
Keen with ambition to thrust and to

fight
Ideals expounded and epithets hurled,
Seizing our pencils, we fluently write
Stately indictments and graceful ap—

plause
Routing out smugness and praising the

true—
Manuscripts, manuscripts bolstering a

cause—
But what do we do? What do we do?

Little, too little, but better by far
Than sitting contented and happy and

glad. "

Here’s to the malcontents, tame as we
are,

Here’s to the malcontents, merry and
mad.

‘

.

Dream on and argufy—blaspheme and
swear,

Letter phillipics in fire and gall,
Nothing may come of them-wliat do we

care
Nothing at all—nothing at all.

I. THORNE SMITH, JR.

To a Girl on a Magazine Cover

Y OU smeared and smirking little
bag,

You plump,
YOU,

Displayed to please when senses flag,
You little paper prostitute, you:

appealing little brute,

You seem to fix on us afresh
Those eyes imploring and unwinking

Which speak the promptings of the flesh
And set some lusty fellow thinking:

And with a pittance for your price
The lightest laggard may dethrone

you;
50 little matters it

,

suffice

It profits some those men that own
you!

The men who drew the soul from you
And left an empty, painted body;

‘ ho found less profit in the true,

1 A ready market for the shoddy:

.-1nd to the lure within their snare
Came gifted youth with a

ll its treas—
in

And fouled its fairest, freshest ware,
To sate the tradesmen with the meas

ure:

’ l

find so, you little clap—trap queen,
There’s scarce a seemly name to suit

‘_ you
'

"(the might have a Giaconda been,
You little paper prostitute, you.

Sermons Barman.

1,;1.»

“ The Rumor of my Death

is Greatly Exaggerated”

E was to give a lecture that night in London.
The papers printed a report that he was dead.
They hastened to send messengers.

He greeted the messengers himself and sent back
these Words: “The rumor of my death is greatly ex

aggerated.” And the world breathed freely and
laughed.

The world breathed freely at that time, but it

was a dark day a few years later when that bright
and brave spirit passed serenely to rest.

M RK TWAIN
But he would not have you

weep for him. He would have

you find comfort in laughter,
as he did himself.

Many the day you have
laughed yourself into serenity
over “Huckleberry Finn” or
“Innocents Abroad.” And
many a time your laughter
has stuck in your throat over
their pathos and their truth.

He had a style so simple,
so clear, so sure, that it does

not seem a style at all.

But beyond the style, there

i; a sane and true philosophy

o
f

life and an understanding of,
the human heart—greatnes; o

f

soul.

That is Why Mark Twain
has been translated into all
languages~why he is read

in Chinese on the banks of the

Yangste Kiang, why the por
ter at his lodgings in Vienna
flew to do him service and
showed him proudly his own
set in German, why the King of
England delighted to walk and
to talk with him, why you and

your children must have him
where you can put your hands
on him any moment.

Even the sublime tragedy
ofMark Twain’s “

Joan of
Arc” shows a glint here

and there of his Whimsi
cal turn of mind, that
makes clearer and bright
er the most splendid
story in all the world’s
history. It is a long cry
from the ridiculous in

"
_ “Tom Sawyer” to

the sublime in

“Joan ofArc,” and

the man who could
write them both
was great beyond
our words to tell.

Get Your Set For Christmas

The American spirit of de—

mocracy and simplicity seems

to be fading away. Get it

back for‘“ yourself through
Mark Twain.

Novels
Stories

Humor _ z;

.

Essays Before The Price Goes Up
Travels

, This is Mark Twain’s own set. This is the set
HIStory he wanted in the home of each of those Who love

him. Because he asked it
,

the publishers have
worked to make a perfect set at a reduced

rice. I

4

p

THE

_
'
_ Before the war they had a contract

PUBltflllslafi‘S;
price for paper, so they could sell this set ofMark Twain at a reduced price. COMPANY

The last of the edition is in sight. The price of paper has gone up. There 331ml! SHINY!“
can be no more Mark Twain at the present price. Send me. allcharges

prervpaidThere never again will be any more Mark Twain at the Timing-Se

t

“,0ng in

a

rz
k

. . 5

present price. Get the 25 volumes now, while you can. _ volumes illustrated. bound
in handsome green cloth.

Bound in dark green
cloth—gold tops, gold
backs, deckled edges

—-fully illustrated
‘. v“? Magi],ilk-pinayipn

t

. - ~ ~ I

stamped in gold, gold to aEvery American has got to have a set of Mark Twain in his home. and decklcdpdges‘ “not will
Get this now and save money. factory. I Will return them at

your expense. Otherwise I will
send you $1.00 within 5 days and

$2100a month for 12 months. thus

getting
the benefit of your hall-price

sae.
Send Coupon Without Money

Your children want Mark Twain. You want him.
Name. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Send this coupon today—now—while you are looking at it.
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“TILL DEATHM“
Helen Hull

E ate his breakfast without a sound except the great gulps

with which he swallowed his coffee. Once he turned his

head, to thrust an empty plate toward the woman who bent

over the tub in the corner. She ladled potatoes onto the plate,

her eyes darting at him under tightened brows. The kitchen

was so small that steam from the boiler of clothes swirled

around the man’s head; so small that his silence was a Bludgeon

above the woman’s stooping back.

She jumped aside as he shoved his chair back. Wringing out

a pair of long stockings, she peered after him as he entered

the next room. He stood by the couch, looking at the blankets

tossed in a heap across it. The stockings twisted in her hands,

ell-like, as he wheeled on her.

“You—you—think you can go on—doin’ what you please——”

His small gray eyes ran full of red. “I stayed here last night——

to-night—you sleep there———-” He jerked his thumb at a door—

“Or I’ll find some un as’ll be glad to sleep with me. You see?”

“The doctor said I needed to be let alone
"

“There’s plenty as’d be glad of the chance.”

“Just till I feel better
”

“Stay home where you belong and you’d feel better fast

I've told you.” He dragged the blanket to the floor.

Some things a man ain’t goin’ to put up with. What

./

enough.

“You see!

for’s he got a woman—”
“Sh!” she cried. “Letty!” Across the room a child poked

her head wearily into the doorway. “Letty, you go get dressed."

“Yeh-—” The man revolved toward the door. “Yeh!” The

child drew her tangled head back. “You won’t stay a-bed all

day when I get you that job, now will you!”

“Hurry, Letty. You can help me with the clothes.”

“Yeh! Hurry !” The man pulled his cap from the hook and

stepped back into the kitchen. “Hurry and. do your ma's work

so she can run off to her stylish job and get the store doctor to

tell her some more how she ain’t to let her lawful husband

come near her.” He snatched up his lunch pail. “You under

stand? There’s plenty others'd be glad.”

“They wouldn't be glad long.”

“Plenty of ’em.”

“You’d use your money for that—and you won’t pay for your

own food you eat? Use it to bring some awful sickness here

to those children--——”

“Pay! I paid till you went crazy, didn’t I? I ain’t support
ing no woman what’s working out.”

“I do your work same as always.” The woman flung the

stockings into the basket of clothes and dragged others out of

the tub. “Every bit of it—you might have some pride about

paying for your food—”
“What for pride? If a man’s wife won’t stay to home she

ain’t worth supporting. You thought I’d be soft, eh? Let you

dress up in silks off what you earned, and the children runnin’

the streets. I ain’t forgot how you worked there a month,

deceiving me—till I found out! Pay! If you ever get a raise,

I’ll let you pay the rent, too.”

The door banged behind him.

For a moment the woman stared at the dark, soapy water,

her thin cheecks sucked in against the sob she choked down.
Then she dropped the last stocking into the basket, and

rubbing her hands dry on her apron, went into the little sitting

room.

“Letty!” she called, as she stooped for the blankets and folded

them.

“He an’t been so mad for a long time, has he ?” Letty ap—

peared in the doorway, wriggling into her dress. “Will he put

me to work?”

The woman buttoned the child’s dress with swift fingers,

which closed around the straight, thin arms before she spoke.

“You’re getting to be a big girl, aren’t you? Big enough—"
She looked at the child’s elf-wise eyes. “Letty—to-night, when
I come home—I’ll tell you what we’re going to do. What I
been working for. You won’t go to work. You’ll stay in school,

” She gave the child a push. “Go wake up forand we

talking.”

S-he set on the breakfast for the two children, straightened

the rooms, slipped out of her wrapper, and presently stood at

the kitchen door herself, surprisingly neat in a black suit, a

black hat on her fine, dull hair, her cheeks flushed
\from

her

haste. -'

“Watch Molly at the crossings, Letty. Get your lunch at

school to-day—-I haven’t put it up. Set the potatoes over just at

six.”

In the dark hallway she stopped, leaning against the wall to

catch her breath in the thick air.
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6 THE MASSES
“Funny—she pressed her hand on her lips—“this sick feel

ing’s come three mornings.”

Later, behind the ribbon counter in the great store where

she clerked, she felt better. No matter how weary she came

to her work, she found strength enough for the day. For
there, working, she had her shoulders braced to push off the

load; at home she lay supine, helpless. She saw no end, yet,

to the struggle; at least she found hope in tautened muscles.

She liked the ribbons. To her they were hair ribbons for
Letty and Molly, crisp sashes for their dresses, perky bows for
their little hats. The shoppers helped her to keep courage; she

saw so many of them, women, with no fear in their eyes, no

dread behind their leisurely critical inspection of her ribbons.

This morning she had no interest in the shoppers’ faces.

She was eyes only for a black hat with a stiff white quill;

she saw it a dozen; times before it actually appeared over the

basket of bright remnants she was arranging.

“Good morning!” The doctor nodded briskly.

come up for a moment during your noon hour?

a ribbon, and added, “I want to finish the examination

“Oh, yes.” The woman moved her hand vaguely toward the

doctor. “I—was waiting to ask you. I needed to see you.”

She watched the quill disappear down the aisle toward the

elevators, until a sharp query jerked her back to the ribbons.

Toward the end of the noon hour the woman sat down in

the inner office of the doctor. In an outer room the nurse

moved softly, setting things in order. The woman pinned

her collar in place, her eyes on the doctor, who was making

entries on a card.
I

“Are you—putting down what I’ve been telling you P”

“No, no.” The doctor dropped the card into place in the file.

“Only some notes on the examination. (They have to go down—

for the system.”

“Because they aren’t things I’d like written down anywhere.”

The woman’s fingers quivered, as she pressed her palms to—

gether in her lap.
'

The doctor swung her chair around.

“Do you dislike your husband very much P” she asked, with

impersonal graveness.

“I don’t mind. him—~except when he bothers me——-” The

woman pressed her palms still closer. “'When he does—it’s like

the nightmare I told you about—the awful spider—I suppose

I might have gone on putting up with that. Women do. He’s

not a hard drinking man. But the children—they’ve got to

have a chance. He says girls don’t need learning. Maybe—I

don’t know—he might have been jealous of me, because I had

more—. I can’t have Letty going to work. She’s worth more

than that."

“And your plan was to leave him and start this little store--—”

“As soon as I get money enough. I don't earn enough here

to take good care of them.”

“How much have you saved P”

“I might have had'enough ”
She drew in her cheeks. “But

I told you—he made me use it. The raise last month—I’ve put

all that by. And I might get a little more. You have to start

with some capital.”

“Would you have enough in three months more?”

The woman shook her head.

“Can you

She fingered
H

“Another year—I thought—if he’d let me alone! I get so

scared, worrying—~if he got me with child—what could I do!

There’s ways—but I don’t know ’em.”

The doctor tapped her lips with her pencil.

“It’s ’just the worrying,” the woman went on, “That makes

me feel sick. He won’t let me be. Somehow, though, telling

you has sort of braced me up. I haven’t talked about it. To

night I’m going to tell Letty—I mean about the store—and

keeping her in school. She’s thirteen; she understands a good

deal. She’s smart past her years.”

“Your husband would support you and the children if you

didn’t work?”

“He did—before I got this job.”

out, the cords in her throat tightening.

you think I ought to stop!”

The doctor leaned forward, drumming slowly on her knees

with a clenched hand.

“If I had seen you a few months ago—I might have been

of some use.” She closed her eyes an instant; when she opened

them, the professional clearness had vanished, and in its place

was a hopeless pity. “There’s nothing I can do now. It’s too

late. You will have to go back.”

The woman cringed away from her in the chair; her eyelids

folded back until the light lashes were lost; her feet twisted

together. Her hand ran up to her lips, the fingers curving, claw

like.

The doctor rose, laying her firm hand over the woman’s

stiff fingers.

“You are pregnant now.” She spoke slowly.

make the best of it—for the children.”

The woman stared, her face wrinkling slightly, as if fanned

by a hot wind.

“The children?” Her lips moved over the words. Then she

relaxed, slumping into a heap, her face in the angle of her arm.

“Oh, the children! The children.”

A HOUSE WITH GREEN BLINDS

I WANT a white house with green blinds
And a roof all painted red,

With alder trees to shade it,

And the blue sky overhead.

The woman thrust her head

“You—you don’t mean

“You—you must

And all about the level lawns,

With a flagged walk to the gate,
Where iron spears have found their roots,
In peac-e instead of hate.

And the long tree-shadowed street,

, Of some old-fashioned place,
Where maids in flowered dimities
Their blithe, light footsteps trace.

And where in long June twilights,
The lovers meet and pass,
And evening brings the scent of flowers,

- And fresh smell of the grass.

I never knew a house like this,
But I can see it plain,—
Some homesick girl of long ago

'Must live in me again.

Virginia Brastow.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 1

9
:5

9
 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
9

3
1

6
6

1
6

6
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



THE MASSES ’ ~
7..

Drawn by Arthur Young.

The whiskey manufacturer is not in
good standing because he deals in a

product that injures human life—

The Late Unpleasantne ss
HE American people thank Mr. Hughes for his kind invita

tion to feel ashamed of themselves for not being in a

couple of wars, and regret .

E\V HAMPSHIRE, as this is written, seems to have gone

fearless and unashamed by a majority of{seventy, but

Minnesota is clinging to the rock of national honor by one toe.

N New York on election night the claimers Were only a lap or

two ahead of the conceders in announcing a Hughes land—

slide, but the palm belongs to the Tribune. It “flashed the news

into the night” at 7:29, beating the Herald by I minute, the

World by an hour and 6 minutes and the Times by an hour_iand

The poor old plodding Evening Post doesn’t know
I

23 minutes.

about it
. yet.

OOSEVELT got in under the Wire with a pledge not to

appoint the next cabinet.

AS he contemplates the G. O. P., this T. R. must feel like the

boy who took the clock apart and couldn’t put it together

again.

HE end was clearly visible on Wednesday night. The Presi

dent went to bed at II :10 and' the pretender stayed up until

midnight. Showing that Hughes was fifty minutes n‘ervouser

than Wilson.

the munition manufacturer is a
Q

But
respectable citizen.

A S between the two chairmen, McCormick was the bigger
liar but Wilcox showed greater endurance. As Thanks

giving approaches the Republican manager has just. begun to
admit that the Hughes vote will fafl below 300.

NDIANA’S misfortunes never come singly. In losing its job
as a pivotal state it elected Jim Watson to the Senate.

'

FASHION
NOTE: Mormons are now being worn upon the

other foot.

HE election resembles those which have gone before in only
one respect. The Socialists lose most of the hopeful dis—

tricts, but the vote goes marching on.

ROFESSOR \VILSQN’S position in the Electoral College
begins to bear the earmarks of a steady job.

(6 MEAN exactly what 1 say,” said candidate Hughes early in
the campaign; whereupon he proceeded to say exactly

nothing whatever. After five months his opinions are as much

a mystery as his chin.

ACCORDINGLY
Mr. Hughes will not devote himself to the

problem of unemployment.

WHATEVER
the short-comings of the next administration,

there is one thing that will always be said for Wilson:

H E kept us out of Hughes.

HOWARD BRUBAKER.

I

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 1

9
:5

9
 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
9

3
1

6
6

1
6

6
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



8 THE MASSES

PORTRAIT OF A PATRIOT

“I
DO not want to speak of it,” he said,

And told me that the war was a disgrace,

A blot, I think he said, upon the face

Of Progress. Man must hang his head

Each morning when he reads of men left dead

Upon the blood-soaked fields. Only one place

Preserves the high ideals of the race—

America, where bullets turn to bread.

“Why, look,” he warmed up to his noble text,

“Look at this country’s great neutrality;

If that strife

Continues through this summer and the next,

And how we’ve prospered in it.

No one can tell how prosperous we’ll be

Just one more year-—and we’ll be made for life!”

i
' Louis Untermeyer.

'
HI'Ie Loved Her So“

llE girl was obkusly ill favored of visage. Her features

were irregulai. The sallow jaundiced skin of her face,

slightly concealed by a liberal application of rouge, was too

plainly apparent in the bright sunshine. All the cunning ofithe

dressmaker’s art could not wholly conceal the ungainly outlines

of her raw-boned figure.

Fortune had otherwise been kind to her. Her apparel,—the

expensive custom made boots encasing the awkward feet; the

coat of genuine sable hanging from the square shoulders; the

too large jeweled hands, and the imported Parisian creation

surniounting a head of wiry dull brown hair,—-all these connoted

wealth.

She well knew that no man could want her because of any

beauty he might find in her person.

But in her heart she knew that he loved her.

Her faded blue eyes gazed affectionately upon him as he sat

close to her on the park bench, beside the bridle path, where

they were resting during their afternoon walk. '

Other lovers she had by the score. None of them had been

able to hide from the shrewd understanding she had inherited

from her millionaire father the real object of his protested

affections.

His love was a pure love, untarnished by the dross that had

attracted the others. He loved the soul of her; a beautiful soul

others had not the penetration to divine.

For more than a year he had proved his affection. Openly

and frankly he laid bare to her the innermost secrets of his

Not by a deluge of mere meaningless words had he

A devotion that needed not the reinforcement of

cleverly turned phrases or impassioned speeches had attested

for her a love such as the possession of wealth cannot enhance

souL

wooed her.

nor the rigors of poverty make less.

The channels of true love flow silently from the heart of

the lover to the heart of'the beloved.

He was handsome to look upon; dignified in appearance, she

thought, as she fondly regarded him, sitting so quietly beside

her.

The kee'n invigorating wind of the north, blowing across and

rippling the surface of the lake, struck her scrawny neck, send

ing a sudden chill through her. She arose to continue their

walk.
i

“Come Jack,” she said.

arose, descended from the bench, and followed her.

J. STEPHEN Donn.

The Minnesota Trials
ANY of our friends fail to appreciate the magnitude of the

Minnesota strike, involving 15,000 miners and the United

The majestic wolf hound slowly

States Steel Corporation, and are beguiling themselves into the

belief that the murder cases pending are not serious.

Mrs.

the strikers, is a particularly pathetic and appealing figure,

Masonovitch, the woman prisoner, wife of one of

a young and beautiful Montenegrin woman, mother of five

children, one a nursing baby. She speaks little'EnglishL does

not understand the proceedings, looks frightened and bewildered

and clings frantically to her children. If the parents should

be convicted these little ones would be practically orphans.

The older ones, twelve and eight, bright, nice boys, tell very

clearly what happened on July 3, the night of the tragedy, how

the deputies came to arrest their father, how one struck their

mother and threw her to the floor, how the fight then started in

which Mr. Myron was killed, and how Nick Dillon, the notorious

gunman, shot and killed Thos. Ladvalla, a‘,bystaiider. If the

episode was not connected with a strike, it would be compara

tively easy to clear these poor people.

The other group of defendants are the organizers, Carlo Tresca,

Sam Scarlett and Joe Schmidt. They are charged with first

degree [murder though not with directly participating in, the

trouble since they were miles away, but are alleged to have

made The old “blanket” charge of

conspiracy is made against them, precedented on the Chicago

anarchist cases in I886. This same charge, you will remember,

was tried unsuccessfully against Ettor and Giovannitti in Law
rence, successfully against Ford and Suhr in California, and

Lawson in Colorado. The lawyers here, including Judge Hilton
of Denver, a famous criminal lawyer, believe that this case can

be made historic, that it is a clear cut labor fight which can

be used to break once and forever the hold of the Chicago

precedent on the courts.

inflammatory speeches.

For so many defendants and such a complicated case, we

require several excellent lawyers and have engaged John
A. Keyes of Duluth; Mayor Power of Hibbing, Arthur LeSeur
of People’s College, Fort Scott, Kansas, and Judge Hilton of.
Denver. The cost we have estimated at $25,000.00, which may

seem large, but is relatively small considering the reputation of

these lawyers and the costs of similar trials elsewhere. The Moyer
Haywood Pettibone case cost $300,000.00; the Ettor-Giovannitti
case $60,000.00. The scene of action, the Mesaba Iron Range.
is sixty miles long and twelve miles wide and witnesses must

be secured from every town in which the organizers spoke. 'We
have at least twenty serious strike cases still on hand besides
these, to be tried shortly.

Donations should be sent directly to James Gilday, Treasurer.
Box 37¢, Virginia, Minn.

ELIZABETH GURLEY FLYNN.
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- UcKY SWEASY!
Austin

6‘ ALK about a squeak, it was the nearest I ever 'had,” said

Fellow. Worker Sweasy.

Sweasy had dropped in to fny office in Oakland, Cal., to bor

He had just struck town, and a policeman, see

ing him loitering by Seventh and Broadwav,\had told him that

if he was seen around there again he would be locked up.

It was the time of year when the municipal authorities dis—

This species is wel

row a dollar.

like to
see

any migratory laborers about.

come just‘after the close of the, fruit season and the harvesting.

Then he has a few. dollars in his pocket and the saloon men

and the cheap lodging-house keepers are glad to see him. The

second—hand Jew-stores at the lower end of Broadway hail his

arrival and in the old “wide-open days” he used to wend his

way to the red—light district after he had had a bath and

bought a suit.
'

But the migratory’s money is soon spent, and then he has to

be got rid of. At first they simply locked him up. ijail sent

ences fell thickly, until it permeated the dull brain of the busi

ness man that it cost'money to keep men in jail; and the police

judges, bowing to the popular criticism, began to give “float
ers” orders to get out of town within twenty—four hours or

serve on the chain-gang. The chaintgang is forced labor em

ployed in quarry work, under conditions peculiarly hard at the

time when the migratory is unpopular.

So when his work’is done, that is to say when the migratory

laborer has reaped the Iharvest, picked the fruit, dried the

raisins, gathered the hops, and done al the canning of the

State, thereby adding- millions of wealth to the community, he

finds leagued against him the whole of organized society—

economically, juridically and ethically. He is an outcast. The

scientific-efficiency solution, I suppose, would be cold storage

until next season. That being impossible, the migratory festers

in frowzy dens, and ekes out an existence in municipal wood

But if conditions of trade are a little worse than usual

Then riot, arson and occa

yards.

he breaks out like a running sore.

sional murder testify to his existence, and a virtuous community

makes ready the gallows and the prison, arms the police with

deadly weapons and occasionally calls'out the militia.

Now Sweasy had arrived just at the time the migratory was

about to undergo his annualperseoution at the hands of society.

He wanted a dollar to get out of town with]
Sweasy was my friend. He was gaunt and red—headed, with

prominent cheek-bones, his age about twenty—seven. He had

a hunted (not a furtive) look. ‘He was not of the criminal

type, and his hands gave evidence of having worked hard. He

was middle-west Irish and had been an agricultural worker. He

said that he knew all about farming. He was an Industrial

\Norker. I remember once saying to him, “Look here, Sweasy,

cut out all the revolutionary guff that you have learned, and

tell me just what you want.” The answer came pat—“One Big

Union!"-—-the formula of soap-box agitation. “Oh, I don’t mean

that!” I told him. “Riglit down in yourself what do you want?

You’re no leader, and you're no speaker. Now what would you
I

(

L¢WIS
think the movement ought to get for you?” He thought a.

minute and then said quite with conviction, as if he had at last

found his irreducible minimum: “I should think that what I

want most is to be clean and have some nice girl take notice

of me.” Not an unnatural wish for unmarried twenty—seven.

Sweasy got his dollar. “When I was in jail——-” he began.

I was surprised. “I did not know that there had been any

street speaking fights lately,” I said.

“No, there hasn’t. I wasn't in jail for street-speaking. They

wanted to hold me for robbery. I»

“It was like this. I was coming through Montana, working

my way \Nest. You know I always come to the Coast in the

winter because the sleeping-out is pretty good. I had fifty

seven dollars in my pocket, that I got by harvesting, and I

came into the town on a freight to save fare. It wasn’t bad

traveling, because the harvest wasn’t quite finished in the moun

tain districts, and they always let us ride pretty free as long as

the harvest lasts. k.
“But when I struck this town in Montana, they arrested me.

Then searched me, and found the fifty-seven. Then they took

me before the chief of police and sweated me something awful.

—Say,~ where you ever sweated?

“Day after day they went at me, sometimes for five or six

hours on end. Sometimes they struck me in the face. You see

that white mark there on my cheekbone? That scar was made by

a ring on the finger of a detective. They asked me things that

I didn’t know anything about, and when I didn’t answer

they beat me up. They examined me in a room with the

shades all up, and after they had beaten me and twisted my

arms behind my back, they threw me into a dark room. Then

they brought out fake conversations which they said that I

had had with myself in the dark room. They were made

out of whole cloth, because I didn’t know anything at all

about i .

“It se med there’d been a train robbery about seven miles

down the line. I didn’t know this, because the robbery had

been carried out three weeks before, and at that time I was

in Kansas.

“I had never been in that part of Montana, before. I

showed them letters addressed to me in Kansasfajust about

the time that I was supposed to have been mixed up in the

train robbery. They just despised those letters. I asked

them to write to the people who had sent the letters, but

they wouldn’t do it; they told me that I couldn't put any

thing like that over on them. i

“It began to strike me about then that I was going to b
c‘

sent to jail for a crime that I hadn’t even heard of. Every

day it looked blacker and blacker. I asked for an attorney,

because, you see, I had those fifty-seven dollars. When I

said ‘attorney,’ they just hooted. They said I could have an

attorney when it was time to go to Court. That meant that

they were going to cook me proper without any show. It

may sound foolish, but I tell you I cried at night wher I
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A NEW READING or AN OLD? PARABLE _

The Capitalist: “We have come down to bind thee)? _

Samson: “Go to it l“ p {
,4

‘5'

\ _
.fi)

.

was all alone. I could see myself in a striped suit doing guilt, and confess that the fifty—seven dollars was part of the
time for ever, for the railroad is pretty strong in those loot. They told me they had a clear case against me, and

parts, so I heard, and the judges hold their jobs by the that I’d better come through, and that if I did they’d see I

'- ' got a light sentence.railroad influence.

I felt that the .'“Then it began to look still worse. Men and women and “Believe/it or not, I was tempted to do it.

a few kids came and looked at me. They stood off and whole thing was against me. They
would

bring in the wit
kept their eye glued to me for a quarter of an hour at a nesses and the money and I would be held for twenty years.
time, The cops told me to look this way and that way, to I had no friends—the police who were my enemies were the

turn round so that they could see my face or my back or nearest thing to friends I had. I was just on the point of

my right or left side, just as the whim struck them. And I making my fake confession when I hjd a bunch. I asked to

had to stand for it. 1 have till next day to think it over.

‘

“After two days of that they told me that eleven of them “They agreed. I guess they were sure of me this time.
'

had identified me as being in the place and the neighborhood “I lay awake all night, and I felt pretty mean I can tell

where the robbery was committed. Eleven of them were you. It was a mighty hard dose to swallow, and I gagged 7
'

1
.

ready to swear that they had seen me round the depot, and a lot over it. I went to sleep about daybreak, clean Worn
0n the track and in the saloons and begging at the doors. out. I had tramped up and down that cell and beaten the ‘

They were sure of it. So the police advised me to admit my bars with my hands, and my head, too, if you want to know ' '
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T H E MASSES

1
1

.
the truth, and I was sore all over. I had kicked myself and

scratched myself and done all sorts of things to myself. I

guess I was crazy, I don’t know what else to call it
, and by

daybreak I was all in.
I

“I went to sleep and I didn’t wake up till it was nearly

noon. I know it was that, because there was a prisoner

cleaning up the jail, and I shouted thr‘ough the grating of
my cell and asked him what time it 'was.

'

-“I thought that it was funny the police hadn’t come to

take my, confession down in shorthand, as they said they

would. 7iBut the time went along till it was pretty nearly

two o’clock. Then—who should come into the jail but the

chief of police himself!
'

“’Get to hell out of here,’ he said.

round any more. If you’re picked up in this town after' four

o’clock we’ll have' you hagged.’ F"

‘We don’t want you

“I could hardly believe it. I felt real faint for a minufihe.x~
“ ‘Go to the property clerk and get what belongs to you,’

he said, ‘and‘beat it.’
“ ‘I had fifty-seven dollars,’ I said when the property clerk

"QHEAVENLY

' v

handed me seven dollars and my pocket knife and one or

two other things like a key chain and a packet of cigarettes.
" ‘You sign that receipt,’ he said, ‘and keep your jaw shut.’

“Well, I was pretty scared—you know I was scared—so I

signed the receipt and got out of that town safe with seven

dollars in my pocket.”

"But hOw did it all happen?” I asked.

“I didn’t find out for a day or two,” said Sweasy. “But I

gotion to it at last. The train had been robbed all right,

and there was a reward out for the capture of the robber.

There was\some ill-feeling between the police and the sher

itI’s oflice. Each of them had a man for the reward and I was

the man the police had.

better case against his man, so the police had to let me go. .

I wonder if the sheriff’s

I suppose the sheriff could make a ,

It was a pretty near squeak.

I wondered myself.

Sweasy rose wearily to go. “Me for the Imperial Valley."

he said. “I’ll bring the dollar when I come North next

spring.” '

DISCOURSE.

man was in the same fix as me.”

'

.

I
C. E. Wood

. Scene I.
U57: inside'thc outer battlements of Heaven, near the Earthly

Gate, the battlements glittering with Angels and Archangels.
The gate surrounded by Guards, their wi'I-tgs‘ restlessly flashing.

St. Peter and a group of Angels remove'd'some distance back

on an eminence. The gate opens a slight track and the soul o
f

. Billy Sunday comer in.

ST. PETER: Michael, I thought'the gate opened. Did some—

thing come in?
i ' I

MICHAEL: NO, nothing. 1

ST. PETER: Didn’t the gate open?

MICHAEL: Just a crackxk The smallest soul in the universe
couldn’t have got in.

i

ST. PETER: Your eyes are better than mine, Michael; but

something certainly seems coming this way.
a

MICHAEL: Is there a heaven for monkeys?

ST. PETER: Oh, yes; but this isn’t their gate.

MICHAEL: Well, it’s a monkey. Got in by mistake.

what the gate opened for.

That’s

RAPHAEL: I don’tethink it’s a monkey. See it roll
Over

and

over.

GABRIEL: It’s like nothing on Earth or in Heaven.

GEORGE ELIOT: Or the.waters under the Earth.

S'r. PETER: I can disl‘inctly hear it bellowing.

MICHAEL: It is frothing at the mouth.

GEORGE ELIOT:

ST. PETER:

Perhaps it is an idiot or insane person.

They do not come here.

toward us very fast, tossing arms and legs.

(Billy Sunday’s Soul runs up, breathless.

to St. Peter.)
BILLY SUNDAY :

Well, it is now running

We shall soon know.

Puts out his hand

KnockedWell, old Pal. Here I am at last.

the ball over the fence. Home run. Beat the Devil to the plate.

The dirty, stinking, brimstone scab. He got his filthy claws on

me, but I swiped him one in the guts that made him kiss that

putrid hoof of his and forget his mother. Where’s the kid?

Who?

BILLY SUNDAY :
ST. PETER:

Your boy. Jesus.

I am Peter.

BILLIY SUNDAY: Oh! Thought you was God. That’s one on

me. Where is God? Didn’t he know I was coming? Me and

Thick as thieves. Pardners. I ‘

sent up more souls than anybody since that crazy guy, Peter the

Hermit. Bet I just about filled up this old tabernacle.

pered at it
,

too.

ST. PETER :

him’s been chums. For years.

Pros—

You can’t muzzle

I’m a bull. that's what I am. And I can ‘

make any bull of Bashan look like a Jersey heifer. I’ve been .'

sending a stream of souls up here, like they was played out of
I

a fire nozzle and at a discount, too.

Talk about muzzling the ox.

me. I ain’t no ox.

Bargain-counter rates.

TrOt out \a gang of my souls, Pete, heifers and all. They’ll want

to See the fellow that umpired the game for them. ~Ain’t none

of my souls in this bunch?

Sfr. PETER: What is your name?

BILLY SUNDAY: Who?l Me?

ST. PETEBMF Yes.

BILLY SUNDAY: My name?

ST. PETER: Yes.

BILLY SUNDAY:

ST. PETER: NO.

BILLY SUNDAY:

Don’t you know me?

Ain’t this Heaven?

ST. PETER: It was. I guess it is.

BILLY SUNDAY: Oh, Ballyhoo. Take me up to the boss.

S
T
. PETER: Who?

(Continued on page 14.)
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“Your man called to the front. Mrs. “Awk

“Yes. an. I sope e do

Drawn by K. R. Chamberlain.
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I4
' THE MASSES

BILLY SUNDAY: Take me up to the Old Man. He'll know
me. This is ridiculous. I’ll bet I’ve stocked this place. I’ll bet

you couldn’t swing an arm, right hand or south paw, without
hitting a soul I’ve sold his ticket to. While you fellers have

been sitting around on clouds, drawing bellyache out of harps

that ain’t in tune, I’ve been putting pep and ginger into the

work. Going right down to Hell and kicking the rotten cow
ardly Devil on his stinking tail and dragging souls out of the

brimstone by their hair, and them in the baldheaded row by the

slack of their breeches. Take me up to God. He’ll know me.

I ain’t got time to waste on porters and lackeys and gatekeepers.

GEORGE ELIOT: Just as I told you. Crazy.

MICHAELZ I don’t understand him.

RAPHAEL: There’s a mistake. He doesn’t belong here.

ST. PETER: Gabriel, take him to the Throne. '

BILLY SUNDAY: Did you fall-guys ever get left? Pete is on

to his job.

(Puts his thumb to his nose and wiggles his fingers at the

angels. Goes out with Gabriel.)

Scene II.
' God is on the Throneof the Universe. Jesus is standing be

side him and millions of Angels shine on either hand. Gabriel

and Billy Sunday approach.
'

GOD: What is it
. Gabriel?

GABRIEL: Here is something Peter sent me with. We don’t

know what it is.

BILLY SUNDAY: It’s me, God. Your pardner, Billy Sunday.

You know my holler. I’ll bet I’ve shook that throne a thousand

times and made the. Devil run like a yellow cur with a tin can

and a bunch of firecrackers to his tail. I fought the old Brim

stone Belcher to the finish, but I had to take the count at last,

and here I am. Where is my brother, Jesus?
GOD: Jesus, is this your brother?

JESUS: I do not know him.

BILLY SUNDAY: Why, I have introduced you and your father

to some of the biggest audiences ever got together. Glory!

Glory! The Devil is turning poor sinners on his fork in the

fires of Hell. TOO late for them, not too late for you. Come

to Jesus! Come to Jesus! Glory! Glory! Salvation is free.

God has got his foot on the Devil’s neck, holding him while you

can escape into Heaven. Jesus holds open the gate. Come to

Jesus! Be not too late! Glory! Glory! Don’t wait a minute.

Come to Jesus now. Now. Right now. That’s the

stuff. Recognize it?

GOD: No. ‘I never heard it before.

BILLY SUNDAY: Don’t you really know me?

GOD: No. I never heard of you.

BILLY SUNDAY: Why,.this place must be jammed with souls

I sent here.

GOD: NO. None of them got here.

BILLY SUNDAY: Not one?

’

GOD: Are there any, my son?

JESUS: NO, not one. I never even heard of one.

BILLY SUNDAY: Where are they?

GOD: I don’t know.

BILLY SUNDAY: 'Are you sure this is Heaven?

GOD: Perfectly sure.

BILLY SUNDAY: Well, I want to tell you right here if this

place isn’t packed with my souls like a circus-tent on the Fourth

Of July, it isn't the old, reliable, genuine Heaven. Some one’s

been asleep at the switch.

GOD: This is Heaven, and none of your souls are here.

BILLY SUNDAY: They must be somewhere.

’

GOD: Not necessarily.

BILLY SUNDAY: \iVell, something is wrong. I must have got

into the wrong pew. Aren’t you Jesus of Nazareth in Galilee

that was?

JESUS: Yes.

BILLY SUNDAY: Well, I’ve been calling you my brother for

years, as loud as I could choller.

JESUS: My brothers are the pure in heart, without malice;

whose law is love.

BILLY SUNDAY: There is some mistake. Is there any other

Heaven?

GOD: Many of them. There is one for poor African sav

ages who shout and howl and jump around as you did just now.

Maybe you will find your friends there. It is near the Monkey

Heaven.

BILLY SUNDAY: Why, there is Herman Morgenstern. I sent

him to Hell. He kept a family beer garden on Fourth avenue.

I sent him and the whole rotten, putrid, stinking, cowardly

bunch of saloonkeepers to Hell. They are so low down they

will need an airship to reach Hell. What is he doing here?

JESUS: I liked him. He was a gentle, charitable soul.

BILLY SUNDAY: But kept a saloon.

JESUS: I. lived with Publicans and Sinners. i

BILLY SUNDAY: And there is Margaret Hartwell. She had

an illegitimate child. She sold her body. She was a harlot. I

sent her to Hell. How did she get here?

JESUS: I liked her. A great mother heart. The one with

her is'Mary Magdalene.

BILLY SUNDAY: She sold her body.

JESUs: Who sold her body?

BILLY SUNDAY: She did, Margaret Hartwell.

JESUS: Are you sure? Did you ever think that your friends

the Wealthy Manufacturers and Bankers and Money Lords, sold

her body?

BILLY SUNDAY: Oh, you are wrong there. They are my very

best friends.
4

.- ’

JESUS: They were my worst enemies.

BILLY SUNDAY: They pay liberally to save souls and keep

the people quiet. I teach the slaves to put their trust in God

and hereafter, patiently submitting now. That was my great

stunti I was booked two years ahead when I cashed in.

GOD: When you what?

BILLY\S'UNDAY: Cashed in. Hopped the twig. Croaked.

Died.
i

GOD: Oh! Gabriel, what is that bad smell?

GABRIELI I don’t know. I have noticed it for some time.

but I don’t know what it is.

GOD: See if anything is wrong with the sewer to Hell.

(Gabriel goes; out)
BILLY SUNDAY: I don’t understand this. Who is that big

angel?
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GOD:

life.

BILLY SUNDAY: Oh, let me get out of here.

Not a soul here I know and harlots, saloonkeepers, infide-ls; a

rotten, putrid, dirty, Hell—begotten—

That’s Bob Ingersoll. He fought superstition all his

Let me out.

GOD: Don’t jump
‘50.

Don’t get excited again. Remember,

you are dead. \ -

BlLLY SUNDAYZ Sin-livered, soul-stinking bunch. I fought

them all my life and when I died

GOD:

BOB INGERsOLL:

Hysterical, epileptic.

BILLY SUNDAY: When I died, I said to my wife, ‘fNell, send

for the butcher and have him skin my hide and tan it into

Now, be quiet. You are foaming at the mouth.

I know his kind. Campmeeting exhorter.

drumheads and hire men to go around saying, ‘Billy Sunday still

lives and he will fight Satan and the 'dirty, rotten, stinking

bunch of winesellers till they are in Hell, where they belong.

For Jesus’ sake.

JEsus:

THE RE;ELECTI
’8)

Leave me out of your imprecations, poor \vretch. I

think I know who this is. He is the one I cast into the swine.

(Gabriel comes in.)
GOD: What is it?

GABRIEL: The sewer is all right. It is this soul.

GOD: I thought so. Horrible!

GABRIEL: I noticed it when I was bringing him up, but was

ashamed to think any soul could smell that bad.

GEORGE ELIOT: He has used “Rotten,” “Putrid,” “Stinking,”

too often.

BOB INGERsOLL: It has struck in.

He imagines he is a windmill.

Or a baseball-pitcher.

Gabriel, tie his arms and legs.

GEORGE ELIOT:

BOB INGERSOLL:

GOD: I can’t stand it. You

know those old pits where the sulphur—fumes come up from

what was Hell?

Yes, Lord.

Take him over there.

GABRIELZ

GOD: Clean him, bleach him, fumigate

him and drop him down to that heaven where the African Medi

cine Men are.
1

ON ()F WILSON
Frank BSim

ITH the re-election of Wilson the American nation

takes up the normal course of development which

has marked its whole history except for the period

of the slavery contest. The history of the United

States is a story of labor. A people conquered the wilder

ness by toil. Now those who wielded the ax and held the

plow handles have always borne a fell-founded grudge

against the people who owned the banks and the stores, the

ships and the railroads and later the factories. This con

flict between the farmer and the capitalist is the'one main

line of cleavage running through our politics. It began with

settlement of the country and it elected Wilson on

November 7th.

Cutting a cross section through this conflict came the

slavery struggle in the second and third quarters 'of the nine

teenth century. This sectional conflict assumed importance

in 1830 and became critical in 1850. From the Compromise

of 1850 until 1876 it completely dominated public life. After
the War the Democratic candidate for President was al~

from the North or West until Wilson of Virginia

appeared over the horizon. Meanwhile into the current of

the old stream there plunges the vital strength of the new

social tributary—the working class. The \Nilson regime

marks the change of direction forced by this new social ele

Beginning his public career as a simple-minded rep

resentative of old-fashioned, individualistic America, he finds

himself now faCe to face with the social problems of the new

industrialism. It was the 01d America, its mind'just touched

by the'inspirations of the new time, which re-elected Wilson.

H's election is a victory for progressivism. Four years ago

Mr. Wilson was a conservative who had turned against the

Big Business machine in New Jersey because he is honest

personally. Four years’ experience of national progress has

made of him the ablest progressive yet produced by our politics.

the

ways

ment.

H

The failure of the so-called Progressive party of four years

ago as an! organization was evident from the conditions of

its birth. It was organized for the purpose of venting the

spleen of one man. That man is a political fakir of the lowest

type. The place of TheodOre Roosevelt in our politics par—

allels that of Billy Sunday in the Church. A study of the

careers of these two celebrities shows indeed a most marvel

ous likeness as regards their character, their methods, their

The
organization of the Progressive party was the worst blow

Perhaps

one of the most felicitous results of this election is the final

In
This year he played the

purposes and the sort of minds to which they appeal.

which true progressivism ever received in America.

eviction of Mr. Roosevelt from national political life.

other years he has played the fakir.

fool. A million voters, the heart and soul of the Progressive

party in the middle and far West deliberately turned from

Mr. Roosevelt’s advice and voted for Wilson. Roosevelt

will try to come back. He can’t.
'

A word concerning the radicalism of Mr. Bryan may not

be amiss here. Mr. Bryan represented a very old political

current in American history—that of cheap money. A fron

tier class is always a debtor class. A debtor class always

demands cheap money. Mr. Bryan’s campaign of 1896 rep‘

resented the last kick of the belt-ridden farmer who had just

taken up new land in the West. Since 1896 Mr. Bryan has

forgotten nothing and learned nothing.

is undoubtedly America’s greatest orator since Wendell Phil
lips. Too bad that, except in the cause of peace, he never

had a single useful idea to put into his speeches!

Histrionically he

When the final reports in California showed that Mr.
Wilson had been re-elect'ed, SOme of the Eastern papers

wailed editorially over that perpetual subject of Republican

gloom—the Solid South. The editor of an average metro

U
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16 THE MASSES
politan paper knows as much concerning the “Solid South"
as he does about the Far VVcst—that is, he is in a state of
abysmal ignorance as regards both of them. One of the
funniest paragraphs which was ever printed on paper ap

peared in a post-election editorial in the Boston News Bureau.
The Boston News Bureau is the official organ of 'financial

Boston and is much read throughout New York and the
East. The “Republican captains,” it says, “too confident of
holding their own in traditional Western bailiwicks, failed to
gauge the soft menace of Circean contentment among the
farmers and among the newly enfranchised women. Espe
cially the lure of pacifism along the Pacific belt, as a cloak
for so much else, was not adequately pierced and exposed."

State street, as everybody knows, is instinctively war-like,

a veritable Jeanne d’Arc to grasp the sword on a moment’s

notice in every good cause. So it sets out to berate the

farmers and skilled workers of Ohio and the miners and
lumbermen of California and Montana. How disgusting for
them in their pampered lives, enjoying plush slipper and
rocking chair case while blasting rock in a sixteen hundred
foot hole in Butte, or standing in four feet of icy water in a

spring log-drive, to refuse to follow the lead of war-worn

heroes of progress like the Boston News Bureau.

The farmer of the South, like his brother in the West, is

progressive. He is for a low tariff. He is ready to vote for

government ownership of railroads.

than the Weste'rner as regards the principles of progressiv

ism, the Southern farmer is learning. Meanwhile, let us have

done with the fool attitude of the plutocrats of Boston and

New York concerning the “backward” South and the “er

ratic” West.

Wilson was re-electcd primarily because of his successful

Though less advanced

foreign policy, and his moderate labor reform policies.

Of course, the old-fashioned impossible attitude on the part

of some Socialists—that of hating every radical because “he

steals our thunder,” and so on, has no place in the minds of

intelligent persons in 19I6. Every Socialist who has horse

sense is glad to see Mr. Wilson victorious over Mr. Hughes.

We are only sorry that, by reason of his limitations, he will

be unable to accomplish much in the future.
‘

For, while Mr. Wilson's heart is good, he has no large

vision. Like King Henry of Navarre he wants to see every

peasant happy in the possession of a fat fowl to boil with

his vegetables. With his head uplifted and his happy smile
illuminating the landscape he moves serenely down stream

without the slightest notiOn of the wild rapids ahead. One

instinctively feels sorry for him. He has no word to say

about the public ownership of railroads. A great strike

always finds him in the position of the old farmer who drives

his Ford in the automobile race at the state fair. What he

knows of the labor movement he has learned recently from

the Gompers crowd. Still, during these coming four years

there will be great progress toward an eight-hour day.

Whenever a governor orders state troops to shoot up strikers

the regulars and the Federal courts will, quite likely, keep

their hands off. Let us admit that that is better than if they

helped in the shooting. But that is about all the labor move—

ment can hope from Mr. Wilson.

0

Successful Law-Breaking
HE movement for Birth Control is a strictly illegal success.

In practically every state we find laws forbidding the dis

semination of contraceptive knowledge, yet this knowledge is

being given out freely everywhere.

An active campaign of law breaking is being openly carried on,

yet surprisingly the more frankly the law is defied the more

rapidly do the women of America come forward with approval.

Look at the facts. Two years ago Dr. W. J. Robinson was

almost alone in urging that this vital information should be

available to the public. Of course he knew, everyone knew, that

it was obtainable by the privileged few who could evade the law

in secret, but the women of the poor were ignorant that there

was any information to obtain. Then into the heart Of law

abiding America came a little auburn-haired woman with the

pamphlet “Family Limitation,” written by herself, herself being

Margaret Sanger. Quietly and simply she began to distribute it.

Now it flies all over the country by the tens of thousands of

Mrs. Sanger has been twice arrested, but in neither case

Successful law—breaking!

copies.

was it for giving out her pamphlet.

But she is not one to be discouraged by so small a thing as

being arrested. So after looking over the fields Of Europe and

after consultation with medical advisers she opened illegally a

clinic in Brooklyn where women might receive instruction as to

the best methods of birth control. It remained open ten days

and at least five hundred women received advice. Then the Law

lifted its head of Justice and Mrs. Sanger and her two assist

ants spent the night in jail. /
At her preliminary hearing on Nov. 3d, the court found her

guilty, but would not name the section of the criminal code

Mrs.

Sanger’s lawyer demanded her release under a writ of habeas

corpus, but this was denied and she is now out under $500 bail

under which she was arrested, nor has it yet done so.

awaiting trial in Special Sessions. In the meantime she has re

opened her clinic and fear—haunted women come in a steady

stream, blessing the law-breaker.

Three other cases of arrest for giving out birth control infor

mation were disposed of on Oct. 30th. Percy Mavor, Stewart

Kerr and Jessie Ashley. The men got fifteen days each, the

woman ten days or a fine of $50—although Justice McInerney in

the sternness of his virtue thought she should be jailed for thirty

days. She paid the fine and will appeal the case. The interest

ing thing in these trials was that the court made a distinction

The law

All three of the judges, however.

between selling the information and giving it away.

makes no such distinction.

seemed anxious to have the law tested by appeal. \

This will probably be done quite thoroughly, as Margaret

Sanger intends to appeal her case and no doubt Ida Rauh will

do the same if found guilty when her case comes up in Genenral

Sessions before a jury. Miss Rauh will be represented by very

distinguished counsel.

Other recent arrests were Bolton Hall, who was as innocent as

a lawyer should be, and was discharged; and Emma Goldman.

who is never innocent, of course, but this time did not commit

the crime. As one judge observed, “If any of them [them being

us, the law breakers] says they didn’t do it
, I believe them

\
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Drawn by H. S. Smith.
P

“This Hughes has got a judicial temperament—he won’t congratulate Wilson till he gets
the official returns.”

“He wasn’t so judicial about acceptin’ congratulations when the first returns came in!”

because they all seem so proud when they have done it."

The one tragic figure in the illegal class is Van Kleek Allison,

who is out on $2000 bail for giving out birth control leaflets

in Boston. His case comes up for trial Nov. 20, and the feeling

in Massachusetts seems to be one of great severity. To have

this young man sent to jail for a long term would be a very

Serious
thing. It would no doubt stir up great indignation and

help the cause of birth- control immeasurably. but Allison him

self would suffer most unjustly.

While the law—breakers are successfully and merrily break—

More

than twenty Birth Control Leagues have been organized for

ing the way the law-abiding advocates are also busy.

the purpose of repealing laws and preparing educational litera

ture. They open headquarters and hold meetings, crystallize_

and utilize all the facts medical, legal and social, that the times

bring to light.

The New York County Medical Association has formally

resolved to study the, medical aspects of Birth Control. The

American Public Health Association has adopted a resolution

to investigate the situation created by the existing laws. More

promising still for practical purposes is‘the fact that women’s

organizations are taking up the study of the subject with a view

to getting the laws repealed. A meeting of this sort was

held on Nov. I7 by the \Vomen‘s City Club of New York City.

And even the judges who sit to hear cases of crime such as

stealing, are beginning to discharge cases where poor women

steal bread for starving children. judge VVadhams, for instance,

referred to the laws preventing the dissemination of birth con

trol as vicious laws and blamed those laws for the crime of the

woman who stole bread.

Perhaps it may soon be a crime in the eyes of the law to

have too many children, just as it is a crime in the eyes of

humanity now.

Jsssnz ASHLEY.
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WHAT THE ELECTION MEANS
Amos Pinchot

T means a lot of more or less unimportant things and one

important one.

Among the former are: we have escaped a Senate

owned and operated by the Old Guard; for the rule of

seniority would'have made the following senators chairmen of

important committees, if the Republicans had won: Senator

Warren of Wyoming, Chairman of the Committee on Appro—

Warren is the wool man, whom Senator Dolliver

He was

priations.

spoke of as the greatest shepherd since Abraham.

the gentleman who" tacked on to the appropriations bill $60,000.00

for a public building in Sundance, Wyoming. Dolliver looked

up Sundance and found that in 1900 its population was about

350 and in r910 about 250. He suggested that, when Mr.

Warren’s appropriation went through, the whole'population

would be able to move into the public building, use its elevators,

baths, etc., and be quite happy.

Cabot Lodge would have been Chairman of the Committee

on Foreign Relations. Knute Nelson, bosom friend of Rome

C. Brown, of Minneapolis, counsel for the waterpower trust,

would have been Chairman of the Committee on Commerce,

with jurisdiction over the waterpowers. Reed Smoot, of Utah,

a pillar of the Mormon Church, and classed as a Southern Pa

cific Railway senator, Chairman Of Committee on Public Lands.

DuPont, of Delaware, Chairman of Committee on Military Af
fairs; Clark, of Wyoming, Chairman of the Judiciary Commit

tee, which has always been a graveyard for progressive legisla—

tion; William Alden Smith, Chairman of Committee on Naval

Affairs. It was Senator Smith who, (luring the Titanic in

quiry, delighted an English sea captain who was on the stand

by asking why the passengers could not have escaped by hiding

in the watertight bulkheads.

in the Senate—i. 0., the Finance Committee, would have been

presided over by Senator Boise Penrose, of Pennsylvania, while

Senator Gallinger, of New Hampshire, who never said or did a

The most important committee

progressive thing so far as the memory of man runs, would

have been President pro-tem. of the Senate and Chairman of

the Committee on Rules. The election blocks senatorial rule by

this particular group of reactionary hacks. But this does not

matter very much either, for we have before now fought, dis

persed and seen reassemble this old guard which, unlike Na—

poleon’s famous regiment, surrenders but never dies.

The election means that the great male one of Oyster Bay,

and other people who are professionally on the Side of manhood.
'

must revise their geographical standards of virility; for it was

the peace vote of the border cowboy states that re-elected Mr.
Wilson. Henceforth we of the red blood must class any man

who wears a Stetson hat, rides a bronco, carries a gun or hails

from west of the Alleghanies, as a spineless and deplorable

spectacle; whereas we are to recognize in poor, misjudged Wall

Street and the once effete East, the real champions of heroic

mooderl America. But this too is unimportant, for we know

that the pre-election dust raised about American honor and

American manhood was, in fact, dust, and had to go the way

of dust.

The election means that there has been a drift of power from

\Vall Street toward the people; but then there have been other

drifts of power in the past—that have continued until the

tide turned back.

The election means that the surface reform groups/all over

the country—I mean those good people who want to help the

poor without interfering with the privileges of the rich—have

received a set back. Some of the gloss of their Respectability

is a little scratched by the election. But there have also been

times in the past when the Mammon of Righteousness has

seemed indisposed. I

But there is one result of the election which does amount to

a good deal. For the President we re-elected has raised a new

flag, or, at all events, a flag that no other president has thought

or perhaps dared to raise. It is the flag of internationalism.

Mr. Wilson has taken the first step toward a public realization

that narrow nationalism is out of date, that “America First,”

“America for America Only,” is not only the most contempti~

ble slogan ever invented, but, in the long run, the stupidest and

the most dangerous. Historians who study the world in terms

of life, and not in terms of battles and dynasties, have begun

to realize that individuals and nations live by the same laws.

If Smith, or Jones or Robinson boasts a motto “Smith First,”

“Jones First,” or “Robinson First,” his career in the community

is not apt to be a .happy one. If America adopts as its motto

“America First,” its career in the community of nations will

be as unfortunate as was that of the individual who so brashly

President Wilson

has thrown into the debate the principle that patriotism does

asserted his claim to preferential treatment.

not demand an unjust preference for our country over other

countries. He asserts that any bargain except a jtgt bargain,

is
,

in the long run, a bad bargain. It remains to be seen what

America, what the world, will say to him.

Some Of us believe that narrow nationalism, the spirit of

inter-race selfishness, suspicion and hatred almost invariably

ends in disaster, and generally in war. Some of us think that

the war in Europe is merely a case of the flowering of narrow

nationalism, of claims made by one people that they are entitled -

to something more than justice from other people. They have

been hating, fearing and envying each other for forty years over .

in Europe; and it is perfectly natural and consequential that they

should now be killing each other.

First,” “France First,” “Russia First,”-—these are the mottoes ‘1

that have kindled the bonfire.

First” to excel the world by starting, in truly American fashion, 1

a still bigger blaze?

The United States ought to know something about narrow

Though

England treated us well or better than any nation treated its

nationalism. Our Revolutionary war was a case of it.

colonies, though we were the best governed and least governed

colonies in the world, nevertheless the English foreign office

was narrOwly nationalist; it acted strictly on the principle of

“England First.” It considered America as a farm, to be

worked for the benefit of English commercialism. If we read

“Germany First,” “England 5
1

Does it remain for “America '“
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the speeches of Burke, Pitt, Fox or Camden, and other mem

bers of the so—called American Party in Parliament, we find

them a continuous protest against the narrow-nationalism of

the King and the ministry.

In the discontent of the colonists, there was absolutely no

wish for independence. There was only a desire for just treat—

ment in trade. we loved the King quite slavisth, we wanted

to be governed by the mother country. But we could not make

hats, because it interfered with the monopoly of the London

Drawn by Maurice Becker.

hatters, nor textiles, on account or Manchester’s looms. The

law of I750, passed by a strong Birmingham and Shetiield lobby

in Parliament, made it a crime for Americans to erect a forge

or furnace, or any machinery with which to make steel or iron

beyond the grade of a horseshoe nail. Fine and imprisonment

were the penalties for shipping American goods in anything but

English ships, and finally prohibitive export duties levied in

American custom houses on every pound of American product

that went from the colonies to any country but England, com

.-e “In
2) V._-,4,_v

“They Aint Our Equals Yeti“
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. THE MASSES
pleted England’s tyranny‘Uf preferential patriotism in both

export and import trade. So England became an England-First

tariff protected monopolist. She patriotically became America’s

sole buyer; she patriotically became her sole seller; she patri

otically became her enemy in trade, and she soon patriotically

became Arfi’efica’s enemy in war—and, patriotically narrow

nationalist to the end, lost America.

Mr. Wilson, in his action toward the six-power Chinese

loan, toward Mexico, toward Colombia, toward Europe in the

case of the Panama tolls controversy, in his moderate treatment
of belligerents, now asserts a wiser, more courageous and, I

believe, more practical policy. If he continues along the line

of internationalism which he seems to have started, and if

public education is equal to the strain of understanding what

the President is trying to do, he may accomplish a service per—

haps larger than that of any other president

Aid! and Conifort
HE article “Sect or Class?” in the December number of THE

Masses is well worth perusal, especially to the Local of the

Socialist Party of which Mr. Max Eastman is a member.

Mr. Eastman—I call him “Mister” because it sounds less “sec-i

tarian” than “Comrade,” and not as attempting to forestall party

action—Mr. Eastman enunciates in this article a truth well worth

the italics he puts it in when he says “The world will not be

saved by cranks.” Gur-reat! That’s w-ONderful!
It reminds you of Shakespeare. It is even reminiscent.

What’s the reason?

When it doth prosper, it is never treason.”

Similarly, when the world is saved, the 49 per cent. of the

electorate cannot well call the 51 per cent. functioning as saviors

“cranks.” In the meantime, though, it will be cranky to disap

prove of the scab, political or industrial.
_

Mr. Eastman confesses that he has been irritated by denun

ciations from the “keepers of the sacred dogmas” who didn’t like

it because he came out for Wilson.

be irritated, also.

“Treason doth never prosper.

But others have a right to

Here is the situation:

No so-called Progressive movement this year to draw off

votes from Socialism;

The Republicans and the Democrats with platforms that might

have been written by the same man, so much alike they were;

A choice between Tweedledum and Tweedledee, \Vilson and

Hughes;

A high probability that the Socialist Party would p011 a big

enough vote, and elect enough legislators in the Congress and the

State Legislatures to make it “the political instrument of the

working—class,”

And then. on the cue, at the psychological moment, a mob of

revolutionary Socialists rush on the stage, shouting: “Hooray

for \Vilson!” \Nilliam English \Valling, Ernest Poole, Ellis O.

jones, John Reed, Max Eastman, and “Mother” Jones—it needed

“Mother” Jones.
Result: The one lone Socialist in Congress just gets by with

a diminished plurality and if our national vote holds up to what

it was four years ago, we'll be pretty lucky.

We who have kept the faith, if we’re whom you mean by “the

keepers of the sacred dogmas,” we Who have made some sacri

fices, have ripped the lining out of our throats barking again'

noises on chilly street-corners, we who have got up Sund;

mornings at 6 o’clock to distribute leaflets, we who have had ba

of water thrown on us by people who cried: “Hooray for W

son!” the same as you,—Don’t you think we have a right to

irritated?

I have had it thrown up to me that you and a lotlof promine

Socialists had come out for-\Vilson, and why shouldn’t I? If y

don’t mind my saying it
, Mr. Eastman, I feel pretty damn so

1

at the way you’ve acted.

When 1

\‘v’oodrow ’Wilson Independent League asked you for a stateme' ‘

what did you think they meant to do with it? I-Ieh? \Nhat (

you think they meant to do with it but to use it to draw Social

votes away from “the political instrument of the working-clas

Because, it isn’t as if you were a complete innocent.

so it wouldn’t be the “political instrument of the working-clas .

for four years anyhow?

’

Your opinion goes for something. You’ve got to consid‘

what you say and what will be the effect of what you sat

Caesar’s wife can’t go around beefing that it's a hell of a no

if a perfect lady can’t be seen coming out of a dollar hotel wi I

a nice young man at 2 o’clock in the morning, without doctr.
“Let us allc;

. . i

ourselves the natural emotions of our species," say Caesar’s W1

naires and sectarians flapping their dirty mouths.

and Max Eastman.

Of course, it was only an accident of the make—up that l.‘ ?

advice to the voter to go back to work in the struck shop of ti
!

Democratic Party should have been followed by the glad neiy

that THE MAssEs, which, a month ago, was in danger of havin

to cease publication, was now all right again. I attach no impc >

Others will, though.

Still and all, you’re a good prophet when you say: “The mer :

bership falls off though the vote increases.” Fifty—fifty is preth

good for a prophet, and though you may be wrong about t'
r

increase of the vote (thanks to you and the others), if thei

isn’t a falling off in the membership of the Party at the next bus

ness meeting, it will be a mighty funny thing, I tell you.

Aid and comfort to the enemy.

tance to the unfortunate conjunction.

EUGENE W000.

MORNING-AFTER THOUGHT

E! Me! I shrieked
Flaunting the red ribbon of my personality,

Before his kind, bewildered eyes
When he stood alone in quiet places

I sought him out and dragged him to the light—
All the while talking loud, above the revelers’ shouts.

“See-see-—am I not flamboyant . . .' \ “

Aren’t my little comments nice and clever—
Can’t I turn a phrase brilliantly .

And please regard my bold, challenging person . . .

Me! Me! Me! Ishrieked

How could he know—
That it was only a slim7 wistful voice in me,

Crying out for a quiet moment of understanding
Groping humbly for a bit of contact with what

seemed to be the fulness of his soul. .

r Nan Apotheker.
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Revolutionary Progress
The Betray'al

EVEREND WILLIAM T. MANNING, rector of Trinity
Parish, New York, has declared himself in favor of teach

ing all young boys how to slaughter and mangle each other in

hatred for the honor of the flag. He says that nothing could

Not content with this

sanguinary employment of his own influence as a moral leader, he

be better for their spiritual development.

drags Jesus Christ into his company, and allows his words to

convey the impression that Jesus too was both military and

nationalistic.—And yet there is nothing outrageous or unusual

He is entirely au fair with his parish, in

good standing with Churchdom, a loyal representative of the

institution that pays him. It is not this rector, but that insti—

tution as a whole—both Protestant and Catholic—that has be

trayed its Master, and delivered him into the hands of the

enemy. This is proven by the fact that “Our iord Jesus” as a

nationalistic military trainer,. preached by the second highest

about this rector.

authority in the parish, at a great anniversary gathering in the

chief temple in America, evoked no revolt, no remonstrance, no

expression of surprise even, from anybody. There is no one

left in the whole parish loyal enough to draw the sword.

We say again—*the Church is Judas Iscariot.

, , M. E.

Kinds of War

W'E are not advocates of violence, but as between two cur

rent misfortunes we much prefer domestic to interna—

tional violence. For in domestic violence it usually happens that

some definite benefit is being fought for, and not infrequently

the fighting holds a possibility of gaining the, benefit; whereas

in international wars the fighting usually arises at the bidding

of blind tribal instincts wholly maladjusted to the present real

,xvorld, and even where concrete ends are aimed at. they are

habitually lost and forgotten in a welter of hereditary patriotic

emotions long before the war ends.

to the extremity of taking up arms, we like to think that he

has deliberated about some concrete end that he has in view,

When a man is impelled

and the relation to that end of the means he employs, and not

that he is merely responding automatically to a stimulus in the

Such deliberation about

ends and means is
,

in fact, the distinguishing feature of moral

manner of these hereditary instincts.

conduct. And we venture to say that all seriously moral people

have a general preference for civil over soldierly violence.

The young man who attempted to blow up a New York sub

way-station as a protest against the tyranny exercised by Messrs.

Shonts and Hedley over their motormen and conductors, is a

case in point. “I would gladly give my life,” he said, “for

14,000 men.”

time and in this place he could actually help those 14,000 strik—

It may certainly be questioned whether at this

ers, and their struggling wives and families, by this act of vio—

lence. His judgment may have been hasty. But at a time when

_ consequences of his act at all.

ministers of the gospel of Christ Jesus are advocating that all

our boys should be taught the art of organized murder for such

sentimental and vaguely conceived purposes as “the honor of

the flag,” we can only give thanks that he thought about the

In all the blood-shouting here

was one man at least whose taste for viclence was moderate,

and who was able to state in concrete human terms the purpose

of -his sacrifice. Would it not improve the morale of our com—

munity to lock these sanguinary ministers in jail for advocat—

ing unreasonable and inconsequential violence, and send this

young man into their pulpits to preach a gospel of thoughtful

incendiarism?

M. E.

ANYONE
feeling the need of light and harmless amusement

is advised to reread the New York papers of Wednesday

morning. Hearst was sure the election was mostly about his

property in Mexico. The Sun took an omnibus gloat up and

down the line. The Tribune, generous in its hour of triumph

(hour is correct), did not have any harsh words for Wilsonism

except spurious, base, meretricious, indolent, unheroic, cheaply

sentimental, demoralized, corrupted, slothful, feeble spirited, loose

talking, lax thinking, political window dressing, dawdling, dodg—

ing, criss-crossing, futile, saddening, depressing and chicken

hearted.

H. B.

In a Free Country

‘ HE following letter was addressed by the Vice-President
of the Municipal Council in Paris to the Prefect of

Police. The Vice-President of the Council would correspond

roughly to an Acting Mayor in this country. We translate

from a French newspaper of October 14th:

“Monsieur le Prefect,

I am informed by the newspapers of an incredible measure

taken at the direction of the Metropolitan [Subway Com

pany] in regard to the newspaper l’Evénement, the sale of

which has been forbidden on all the newsstands at its stations.

Such an arbitrary act is a scandal, and I do not doubt that,

if it had been brought to your attention, you would already

have given orders to have it stopped. At least I assume that

no sanction was given to such an act of prohibition against

no matter what lawful publication.

I have then the honor to inform you that I will bring up

this subject at the next session of the Municipal Council, in

order that the Council may put an end, once for all, to such

attempts at censorship in the newsstands, which were built

upon a concession from the city of Paris.

Please accept, Monsieur 1e Prefect, the expression of my

distinguished consideration.

DHERBECOURT,
Vice-President du Conseil municipal.”
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Military Praying
TRONG opposition to a prayer for the army and navy was

put up in the House of Deputies of the Protestant Epis

copal Church by the Christian Socialist deputies. The church is

revising its prayer book.

“If we put a prayer like this before the youth of our nation,”

said Dr. Melish, the leader of the opposition, eloquently ignor

ing the question of putting the prayer before God, o
i" measuring

its probable efficacy upon the army and navy. When a man

becomes as reasonable as that, it is about time he was ex

cused from the Protestant Episcopal Church.

Back To The Dark Ages?
HE citizens of Everett, \rVashington, take a medieval view of

their city. They do not, apparently, regard it as part of

this nation, to all the inhabitants of which certain rights have

been guaranteed by the Constitution. They regard themselves

as a separate political entity, with the privilege of doing exactly

what they please. They have pleased to erect a de facto oli

garchy, composed of business men, and this oligarchy has expelled

from the city limits some American citizens whom the oligarchy

regards as undesirable residents. The return of the exiles in

force, and the battle between the armed forces of the oligarchy

and the returning exiles, is only the logical consequence of that

medieval conception of a city. But it is not the last consequence.

If Everett—and other cities—are going to keep themselves to —

themselves, they will have to go the limit, and put up a wall

around the town. The exiles will buy howitzers—and I for one

will contribute to the fund—and siege will be laid. The news—

papers will contain such headlines as these:

LOS ANGELES ENTERED !

i. W. w. FORCES BREAK THROUGH SOUTHERN WALL

AND DESPERATE BATTLE RAGES IN THE

STREETS—TlVO THOUSAND KILLED

' /

THE MASSES
Either that, or the business men of suCh cities must come to

their senses, realize that they are part of the United States of

America, read the Constitution and the Bill of Rights, and fight

their battles with their employees with the ordinary legitimate

weapon of starvation, which is still legal and proper in the year

I917. .

( ‘ F. D.

Socialists For Wilson

I N every country on earth where there is a progressive party,

Socialists have found a way of co—operating with it—both in

legislatures and at elections. In Europe not even the most revo—

lutionary Socialists object to this cooperation. Only American

Socialists have as yet failed to find a way by which—under our

peculiar political conditions—such cooperation may be had with—

out obscuring for the voters the lines that separate bourgeois

and Socialist progressivism, or endangering the independence of

the Party.

But livhether the American Socialist organization has found a

way or not the voters have found a way. In the special crisis

we passed through on the 7tth of November hundreds of thou

sands of Socialist voters temporarily transferred their support

to the party of Woodrow Wilson. This took place from the

Atlantic to the Pacific, but it was specially marked in Chicago,

where the male vote showed only one-half of previous figures.

In fact, Socialist voters have found several ways of supporting

the progressives. A second way has been when they have split

their ticket radically, as they did in this election in nearly every

state of the Union. This might mean several different things.

It does mean—in the overwhelming majority of cases—one thing

and one thing only. These electors voted the Socialist ticket, but

they also voted to elect \Vilson.

"A third and new means of supporting Wilson seems less open

to Socialist objection. A large number of New York Socialist

voters (not Party members, of course) acted on the following

preconcerted plan (it was especially popular at Columbia Uni
versity) :

They voted the Socialist ticket except as to President.

As to President, they voted for the three most prominent

Socialist electors, and for the other forty—two democratic elec

tors.

Thus their protest vote counted—100 per cent—for Benson and

would so appear in the total Socialist vote.

At the same time they give Wilson forty-two forty—fifths, or,

let us say, 95 per cent. of their vote.

Thus they devised a sort of impromptu second ballot—in
accord with the scientific principles of proportional representa

tion—and they used this ballot precisely as it is used by every

Socialist Party on the Continent of Europe.

The American Socialist‘ Party may continue to dodge or post

pone this question. The Socialist voters will continue to solve

it as they go along. Their solutions may sometimes be crude.
and sometimes wholly mistaken—but they can no longer be

persuaded to shut their eyes and accept the Party’s assurances

that the issue does not exist. *

WILLIAM ENGLIsH VVALLINO.
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An American Type

THERE
was a photograph circulated a few months ago of an

American holiday. It showed a crowd of sleek, well fed,

smueg clad men, a few women, and a few children held high

on the shoulders of the men, watching with boisterous enthusi

asm the hanging of a young negro to a tree.

a lynching and something in me, perhaps it was patriotism, had

I had never seen

made it difficult to visualize the sort of people who took part. It

is not difficult now, after seeing that photograph. It never

should have been difficult. I had been told many times that

the men who did the lynchings and those who took part in the

celebration were a type distinctly American, the sort of creatures

who measure themselves not by any accomplishment of their own.

not by what they do, but by the failures around them; the sort

whose idea of getting on is to stand as near as they can, nearer

anyhow than someone else, to people who hold power over the

lives of others.

The men whose faces I recognized in the photograph, as I
know from personal experience, do not confine their pastime and

their expressions of patriotism to lynching. They do the detec

tive work for employers and the police departments in times of

strikes; they hire the thugs for the employers to beat up strikers.

l recognized the men in the photograph as the same that hang

like vultures around picket lines. They are the same men that

make up Citiz’ens’ Alliances, the Law and Order men. They were

prominent in the Free Speech fights a few years ago on the

Pacific Coast. They handled the men in those fights, the men

who were an annoyance to local employers, with rather more

They did not

hang them to a tree or burn them jat a stake, but with consum—

consideration than the lynchers handled the negro.

mate coolness they escorted them out of the towns to which they

came, tarred and feathered them, left them in a desolate, unin

habited district to recover, strong

enough.

if their constitution Was

There may be other countries as civilized as ours where these

eminently respectable citizens give the Law practical lessons in

administration, but my impression is that outside of America the

eminently respectable citizens consider it beneath their dignity

to do themselves the dirty work which the law is supposed to do.

The purpose of the Law is to keep up their gentlemanly appear

H. M.ance.

American Law
T is

, I suppose, a sign of advancing American culture that

1 American Law is taking over the methods of the Citizens'

Alliance and giving our citizens an opportunity to assume the

appearance of the gentlemen that they are at heart.

We used to think that we were badly treated by police and

detectives, when as sympathizers we were arrested, insulted, or

pushed off the sidewalk because we took our places in a picket

line and helped the strikers. But the people who started out for

Bayonne recently to help the strikers never even got there. They

were met outside the strikers’ meeting place and forbidden

entrance, not by a Citizens’ Alliance, but by the police and the

sheriff: they were met down the street or at the entrance to the

town and given the choice of turning back or going td jail.

In Wilkes-Barre, where the street-car men have been on strike

for thirteen months, and where in that whole period the working

class population has refused to ride on the cars, the jitneys which

were run for the convenience of the sympathizers were prohib—

ited by the magistrates of police courts from entering the town.

It was also at the entrance to the town of Everett, Washington,

that the sympathizers with the striking shingle weavers were held

up by the law and turned back. When, a little later, a privately

chartered boat of sympathizers undertook to dock in Everett,

they were told by the sheriff on the pier that they could not land,

and their resistance to his order was answered with a shower of

The fact that the

sympathizers returned the fire and killed several of the sheriff’s

bullets which killed several and injured many.

posse, will not obscure for any free—minded person the fact that

the regularly appointed authorities for the administration of law,

and order refused men entrance to a city because they came there

to help other men who were on strike against terms of employ

ment.

But the lawlessness of the law in its treatment of labor sympa

thizers is mild in comparison to its revised methods of handling

labor leaders. It used to charge leaders engaged in the direction

of strikes with disorderly conduct and let them out on bail pend

ing an appeal or prosecution. It has, as in Lawrence, charged

the leaders with murder and effectively disposed of them during

a strike. This latter method is now being pursued, but there is

every evidence that it is not a part of the new policy to stop at

indictment or prosecution of labor leaders, but to carry the

“Hang them,” “Jail
them for life”—either accomplishes the purpose.

framed-up cases through to conviction.

No one suggests the indictment of the Manufacturers’ Associa

tion or the San Francisco Chamber of Commerce as accessories

before the fact of conspiracy, murder, falsified evidence, corrup

tion of government, corruption of the courts. Yet they sub

scribed $I,000,000 each to clean up the unions and rid the coun

try of the undesirable labor leaders, and the undesirable leaders

are in jail for life or awaiting death sentence in the \Vest and in

the East, and there is no evidence outside of the activities of the

law that the $2,000,000 is at work. H. M.

A National Counsel

LABOR
can not bring such facts as the above into Court.

Lab0r does not go to the Courts as prosecutor, it is dragged

there as defendant. And, in spite of the anarchist advice to

waive defence, when labor is taken to the Court as defendant,

it has found that the place serves as well as another for a forum.

It is indeed quite/as good a place as street corners, where the

freedom of speech is almost equally curtailed.

The new National Defense Counsel will give the most de-v

fenseless labor group a better opportunity than it has had to

turn the defense of its victims to important account. With the

Counsel in action the employers will find that it requires more

than one or two million dollars to deprive labor of its leaders

and friends. It will not take one million dollars to finance the

Counsel; it will take $5,000 to capitalize it and this must be sub

scribed at once if the pending cases are to realize the advantage

of the support and advertisement which the Counsel can give

them. H. M.
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Street Car Strikes
T HE New Yorker knows that a street car strike can not

depend for success on popular sympathy. He knows

this because he has seen it. But New York is not Wilkes
It is just New York, as the New

It is 13 months since

Barre or any other town.

York and Wilkes-Barre strikes prove.

the employees of the \Nilkes-Barre street car company went

on strike. The cars have been running without hindrance

and running empty. '

John A. Burrows writes: “The people are boycotting the

cars, and if anyone wants'to see a wonderful sight, let him

come to Wilkes-Barre and see this traction strike which is

thirteen months old and in as good a state today as on the

day it started.

award on the men which the state representatives repudiated.
They imported Wadell strike breakers and by creating an

anti-Catholic issue, got the boys from the country to take the

places of the strikers.

The company tried to force an arbitration

“The company‘ found that their appeals to the public did not

bring any revenue. The strikes threatened ruin until the

company played a bold stroke. The City Council had drafted

an ordinance at the beginning of the strike providing that
anyone who operated a jitney bus had to give a surety bond

to the extent of $2,500, and regulated the number of persons

a jitney might carry. At the request of the counsel of the

Allied Trades, which had been formed for the support of the

strikers, the City Council agreed not to put the ordinance

That did not suit
the company, which appealed to the local courts.

into operation until the strike was over.

They ren—

dered decision that the ordinance was legal and demanded its

enforcement. Consequently, the jitneys were driven oFf the

streets of Wilkes—Barre the following Monday, That was a

memorable day in the history of the city. The mayor, who
had gone over body and breeches to the company, had the streets

which gave access to the city policed as if the Russian steam

roller was about to come through the hills and invade the valley.

“The Black Cossacks the city police were stationed at every

entrance, and no jitney could enter the city. But the workers

Drawn by C. T. Hartman".

stayed at home when they could not get to work save on the

cars.

“The Allied Trades drafted amendments to the jitney ordi

nance and submitted them to city councilmen individually. The

mayor announced that he was opposed to them because they had

come from the Allied Trades.

“The Allied Trades then engaged an attorney and began pro

ceedings to get from the State Supreme Court a writ of super

sedas that would act as a stay on the enforcement of the ,jitney

Ordinance. After a month’s delay the court handed down the

writ and again the jitneys came back to the city.

“The council of the Allied Trades got out a leaflet, asking the

people outside the city to buy their goods at home. This was

their retort to the Chamber of Commerce. Thirty thousand of

the leaflets were distributed, and some of the merchants had

rather a hard time as a result.

“The first night of the enforcement of the jitney ordinance

the mayor turned loose the Black Cossackt and they lived up

to their reputation. They rode down the citizens, clubbed and

broke heads, and generally raised the hell they are supposed

to suppress. ‘ '

“But after that circular of the Allied Trades got to working

the mayor had a change of heart. Thelllack Cossacks wenx

kept off the streets, and the city police
did

the work of keeping

They rode the cars to protect the passengers, though

Then somethingr

the peace.

the passengers had no need of protection

broke. The city police, to the number of twenty-three, resigned

rather than assist the Traction Company and ride the cars with

strikebreakers. And so the matter stands to—day.”

Improbable Epitaphs
Here lies the body of

HENRY R. WATKINS,
Late private, Co. K, Kentish Rifles, who fell at

Ypres, March 20, 1915. He died to establish the

supremacy of British over German tin pie plates in

the markets of Tierra del Fuego. Hence this monu

ment, erected in grateful memory by

The Sheffield Manufacturers’ Association.

Here rest the remains of

HANS SCHMIDT,
cook, 118th Regiment, Bavarian Landsturm, who

died of exhaustion at Pozieres, France, July 25, 1916.

He sacrificed himself on the altar of the Fatherland

in order that its goods might no longer suffer unjust

discrimination at the customs house in Shanghai,

China' Of Such is the Kingdom of Heaven

Here is the resting place of

MIKAIL MIKAILOVITCH,
89th Siberian Cavalry, who, gave up his life in battle

at the crossing of the Stokhod River, July 22nd, 1916,

in order that the Russkoye Import & Export Com
pany, of Moscow, might have a

Warm Port on the Atlantic Ocean.

PHILLIPS RUSSELL.
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THE MASSES 27

SILENCE
u UBY,” said Fannie at last,

After all the small—talk had been exhausted,

And clothes, food, relatives, Leander’s school-work,

The new Methodist minister, the changed hours at the

railroad shops,

The young doctor who had taken the place of the old

one,

And a score of other similar topics

Had been mentioned, questioned about, exclaimed over,

And decently interred conversationally.

“Ruby, it’s been nearly five years since I’ve seen you,

And then it was just for a short time, when he died,

And you were so upset we couldn’t talk.

And before that it had been three years—no, four—

Since we had talked for any length of time.

Ruby”-—-here she shifted her seat a little further from

the table,

Applying herself more assiduously to her darning,

“Ruby, we used to have great talks together

When we were girls here, and after,

When you had married. Jake Mudd and I, Henry

Brown;

And after your Leander was born. .

And—somehow—we don’t have those same talks now;

Something is in the way, and I’m not rightly sure

what,

But I don’t think it’s in me.

What’s happened to you, Ruby, that has changed you

so ?"

She stopped, half-appalled at her daring,

Half—consciously virtuous at doing her duty by her

friend.

The other sat quietly,

In repose almost for the first moment of the morning;

But her two restless hands were heldtaut;
Then they suddenly fluttered, like the wings of a bird

in distress,

Fluttered up to her neck, and pressed her collar a bit

wider.

And then she turned to Fannie, and the tears did not

come.

Something‘was unlocked, something loosened,

As she started speaking quietly and very rapidly:

“There is something, but I can’t lay my fingers on it;

It’s not something you can touch, or rightly speak of;

Nothing nobody’s done,—but it’s here just the same,

Realer than the table there, or this henrietta I’m

working on.

I can’t tell rightly how to talk about it
, Fannie;

It’s nothing that happened since he died—that was a

part of it;
And now it’s Leander, too, and Jake's brother Aaron

who lives here,
'

And the house, and everyone I meet,—

Even you. .

You know we used to laugh, Fannie,

I

That you, as quiet as a mouse, had drawn Hank Brown,

As noisy as a house afire,

And I, who chattered like a trill-sparrow,

Had married Iake, who never said a word

Unless you squeezed it out of him.

Jake was good, you know, Fan; he was good to me,

And he did love me; but he couldn’t talk.

He used to come in, night after night, from his work,—

\Ne'two were alone then—and never say a word,

Just leave his tin and derby and coat in the hall,

And walk through the kitchen, and sit in the dining

room

Reading his paper. At first he used to pat

me as he passed,

Just a tap on the shoulder, to take the place of a hello;

Then he stopped even that.

At first I would say, WVhat’s in the paper, dear?’

Anything to get a word out of him,

Sitting there like a very silent Sphinx itself—

And he would hand me the paper without a word.

Supper the same; evening the same;

Day after day, night after night,

With Sunday a longer silence. . . .
I used to rattle and slam the pans about, to get a kick

out of him;

Nary a word.

I used to scold and jaw and almost shake him;

Nary a word.

I used to talk and talk and talk and talk—

Nary a word. ‘

And then Leander came. .

He never cooed and bubbled as other children do,

He was quiet and dour and gloomy then,

Just'as'you see him today.

I would talk louder and louder,

Anything to break the silence—

I talk too loud now. No use.

He died—. In some crazy moments

I wonder if he didn’t do that too to spite me,

Partly to be shut of my tongue,

Partly to take away from me even the sound

Of his shutting the door as he left for work in the

morning,

And shutting it again at night,

And walking quietly around the house;

He went where he could be entirely silent.

And Aaron—when Jake’s brother came here,

I said to myself, ‘The man must talk sometimes’;

He doesn’t.

I’ve grown afraid of this silence—it’s got on my nerves,

It’s all I can hear.

I seem to go about, groping my way in it;

Sometimes it comes over me so

I stand shaking like a leaf,

Ready to scream, to do anything, to break it. I

Those boarders I took, hoping they would cheer things

up,—

But do you know, Fannie, as I am a living woman,
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'

I’ve heard this silence so long, I couldn't rightly hear

what they said!

Except that silence. .

Fannie, I sometimes think I can’t hear rightly

Except that silence.

Even your talk is something outside of me, way off,

Something that can’t outtalk this eternal silence.

So I talk louder and louder—it does no good.

Sometimes I think-I haven’t words to say it—

The time will come when I can’t hear

Even my own voice, even my own scream,

Everythingr smothered in the silence.
CLEMENT _Woon.

H

SHELLS

T HOUSANDS of shells washed up on the beach—

Exquisite empty forms

Here a few (shining ones) for the children of the

race to play with delightedly

for a time;

There a few to swell the vast collection

endlessly preserved;

But nearly all to crumble into sand—the great up

bearing sand—

And never a one to house again the soft little life of

the shell-builder.
' Nina Bull.

Non — Combatants
Sketched By Jo Nivison

Strikers, children entertained at' luncheon by the
Authors League while their fathers are fighting for
more wages and better conditions.

BY A STREAM s.
f .

HE walks across the meadow

Bathed in pale sunlight;

Long green alder wands by the stream

She is like you,

Swaying slightly.

Wind, touching her curled hair

Does it remind you

Of the little alder-buds

On the wands by the stream in spring?

THE SWIMMER'S SONG

A EL day the cool waters

Run smoothly for the swimmer,

With little leaves floating

And little green fishes;

And wonderful pebbles

In the bed of the stream.

But at night the wind rises

And the red leaves are drowned,
And pebbles grate and drift ,

In the current of the waters,

And the happy feet \ f\\
Of the swimmer are gone.

Lydia Gibson.
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Anatole France
HE other day some of us were discussing Anatole France.

To some of us his sudden appearance as an ardent patriot

seemed another pathetic instance of the boulcversemcnz‘ of intel

lect which the war-“has brought about )among the intellectuals

of all nations. In his case it seemed not only pathetic but rather

amusing. For when a man has a reputation for detachment, for

disillusionment, for utter cynicism, when his career is founded

pptm his freedom from sentimental attachments to existing in

stitutions, customs and ideas, he cannot suddenly offer his heart’s

devotion to one of these objects without appearing somewhat

ridiculous. Anatole France is known as a satirist of his country’s

army. of his country’s history.

his fellow-countrymen as penguins, and accounts for their absurd

In one of his books he depicts

ities on the ground that they are not really human beings at all.

At the conclusion of this book, moreover, he prophetically de—

scribes the present war, representing the acme of their penguin

ian folly. No one could have imagined that the author of these

pages would presently be writing patriotic rhetoric about the

glorious armies of France.

But, as a matter of fact, there was no such sudden change in

Anatole France. His reputation for detachment was in part at

least undeserved. If anyone will go to the first volume of the

John Lane edition of his “Life and Letters,” he will find there

the same patriotic Anatole France who was the subject of our

surprised discussion. It seems that an ex-soldier had written a

novel about army-life, in which he described the French soldier

as a low-down, lustful, lying, thieving creature—as being, indeed,

Now

this novel had beep found in the possession of a soldier, and he

was punished for reading it
,

and the book was burned on a

dung—heap. This piece of silly military malice is described and

much like most of the people in Anatole France’s books.

commended by Anatole France; and the “general order” in which

this course is prescribed in the event of another copy of the book

being found in barracks, is quoted by Anatole France, with the

comment that while he does not admire the style of this docu

ment, he approves of its spirit.
'

The book itself M. France denounced as a lie. He roundly

asserted that the French soldier is not a low-down, lustful, lying,

thieving creature. And in any case he does not want anybody

to be allowed to defame the French Army.

always stood for the freedom of letters: but there is a limit.

He has, he says,

"If anything is sacred”—
Not

the reputation of God, nor the institution of marriage, certainly.

Yes—if anything is sacred to Anatole France, what is it?

Nor, one would have said, anything in heaven or earth. \Vhat is

there that he has not laid impious hands upon. laughed to scorn.

torn to pieces, mocked at as an absurdity? What is sacred?

“If anything is sacred, it is the Army.”

You may think this is satire. But read the original passage

and you will be convinced. Anatole France is
,

and apparently

always has been. a militarist, of the ordinary sentimental sort.

/

I

dun or on the Somme.

BOOKS THAT ARE INTERESTING
A MONTHLY REVIEW CONDUCTED BY FL'OYD DELL

In the same volume there is a passage in which he describes the

maneuvers of a cavalry brigade with all the delight of a uniform
struck young girl. It is in an essay in which he has denounced

Zola for misrepresenting the French peasantly—who, according
to Anatole France, are good, simple, pious, and chaste. He fears,

moreover, that this book of Zola’s will please the Germans. Yes,
Anatole France has always been a good Frenchman.

Disillusioned? Detached? Cynical? He was all of these

things, truly enough. But why should these things be taken to

mean that a man is capable of straight thinking? They are. in

fact, sentimental reactionspof but the smallest intellectual sig—

nificance. People—and, especially, women—have behaved badly

in the eyes of M. France; and because he loves people so much,

he has been forced, in self-protection, as the armory of a wounded

soul, to try to despise them. \Nhen he finds someone who seems

really to think people are poor wretches, he forgets his wounds
and rushes to their defense. No, it is not because Anatole
France has conceived of a nobler humanity, but because he is

too fond of us as we are, that he satirizes us. It is not because

he has conceived of a new and greater league of nations, but

because he is in love with France, that he has mocked at her.

He has suffered no change of heart since the invasion of‘France
—he has only dared to let his heart be seen. F. D.

The Lady With The Lamp
SUPPOSE

that all the male members of the Royal families of

the warring nations, and all the Premiers and Presidents and

Cabinets, and all the Army Councils and Commanders in Chief

and their staffs, and the Editors of all the leading journals, and

the Presidents of all the big Banks, were compelled to go up to

the front line trenches,—and stay there. We need not put them—

alas! that we can do this thing only in our imagination—at Ver

Let us give them a chance. A “quiet”

portion of the line would do. And to this brilliant company let

us add the leaders of opinion in America with believe that this

country is the laughing stock of the rest of the world, and is
eternally disgraced because we are not fighting against Germany

Then let us suppose just a couple of shells

to burst amidst these great ones of the earth—these chosen rulers

or against the Allies.

of the people—these Statesmen.-And perhaps a passing aero

plane might drop a bomb of poisonous gas among them. What

would happen? Ellen La Motte can tell us better than anyone

else, more truthfully than Kipling, with more vigor than \Vells,

with more passion than Arnold Bennett. She has written a book

called “The Backwash of War” (Putnams. $
1

net)——thirteen

short chapters of pity and pain, thirteen tales of agony and

bloody sweat, of anguish, cruelty and despair beyond endurance,

of patience beyond belief.

Let Ellen La Motte tell us what would happen to our Kings

Undoubtedly some of them would

be killed outright—perhaps,Asquith and King Albert and Count

Zeppelin and the Editors of The Outlook and The Fatherland

and Captains in the trenches.
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THE MASSES
and Punch. The rest of them would be more or less badly

wounded. This is Ellen La Motte’s story of a French soldier

named Marius, one of the rank and file, but it would do just as

well for one of the Commanders in Chief.
“In a field hospital, some ten kilometers behind the lines,

Marius lay dying” [just as it might be the Crown Prince or
Lord Northcliffe, or Colonel Roosevelt]. “For three days he
had been dying and it was disturbing to the other patients.
The stench of his wounds filled the air, his curses filled the
ward—For three days, night and day, he screamed in his de»
lirium, and no one paid much attention thinking it was delirium.
And all the while the wound in the abdomen gave forth a ter
rible stench, filling the ward, for he had gas gangrene, the
odor of which is abominable,—-lie shouted with laughter,——he
knew himself so near death, and it was good to be able to say
all that was in his heart. An orderly approached him. He
raised himself in bed, which the orderly knew, because the
doctor had told him, was not a right position for a man who
has a wound in his stomach, some thirty centimetres in length.
However, he was strong in his delirium, so the orderly called
another to help him throw the patient on his back. Soon three
were called to hold the struggling man down,—His was a filthy
death. He died after three days cursing and raving. Before
he died, that end of the ward smelled foully, and his foul
words, shouted at the top of his delirious voice, echoed foully.
Everyone was glad when it was over."

See that man in the next bed, it might be Sir Edward Grey or

Poincare or Bethmann Hollweg.
“He's dying too. They trepanned him when he came. He

can't speak. He wants to write. Isn’t it funny! He has a
block of paper and a'pencil, and all day long he writes, writes,
on the paper. Always and always, over and over again, he
writes on the paper, and he gives the paper to everyone who
passes. He’s got something on his mind that he wants to get
across, before he dies. But no one can understand him. No
one can read what he has written—it is just scrawls, scribbles,
unintelligible. Day and night, for he never sleeps,’ he writes
on that block of paper, and tears off the sheets and gives
them to everyone who passes. Once we took the paper away
to see what he would do and then he wrote with his finger
upon the wooden frame of the screen. The same thing,
scribbles, but they made no mark on the screen, and he seemed
so distressed because they made no mark that we gave him
back his paper again, and now he’s happy. Or I suppose
he’s happy. He seems content when we take his paper and
pretend to read it. He seems happy, scribbling those words
that are words to him but not to us. Careful! Don’t stand
too close! He spits. Yes, all the time, at the end of every
line he spits. Far too. Way across the ward. Don’t you see
that his bed and the bed next are covered with rubber sheets?
That's because he spits. Big spits, too, far across the ward.
And always he writes, incessantly, day and night. He writes
on that block of paper and spits way across the ward at the
end of every line. He’s got something on his mind that he
wants to get across. Do you think he's thinking of the Ger
mans? He’s dying though. He can’t spit so far today as he
did yesterday.”

Or take the case of that nameless soldier in the chapter “Pour

la Patric.” It might be Lloyd George, or Von Turpitz, or VVill

iam Randolph Hearst. He did not want to die. he fought against

it
. He wanted to live, and he resented Death very bitterly.

Capolarde, the priest, was with him giving him the Sacrament.

“Down at my end of the ward—it was silent, summer after
noon—I heard them very clearly. I heard the low words from
behind the screen.”

“Say: ‘God, I give you my life freely for my country.’ ”

The priests usually say that to them, for death has more
dignity that way., It is not in the ritual, but it makes a
soldier’s death more noble. So I suppose Capolarde, said it.

I could only judge by the response. I could hear the heavy,
laboured breath, the choking, wailing cry.

“Oui! Oui!” gasped out at intervals.
"Ah man Diem! Oui!"
Again the mumbling guiding whisper.
"0141'! 0111'!”came sobbing, gasping, in response.
So I heard the whispers, the priest's whispers, and the stter

toroul choke, the feeble, wailing, rebellious wailing in response.

He was being forced into it. Forced into acceptance. Beaten
into submission, beaten into resignation.

“Oui! Oui!” came the protesting moans.
It must have been dawning upon him now._

making him see.
"Oui! Oui!” The choking sobs reach me. “.411,man Die",

Oui!” Then very deep, panting, crying breathes:
“Dieu—je z/oits—donne—t'z'e—librement pour—ma—patric.”
He was beaten at last. The choking, dying, bewildered man

had said his noble words.
“God, I give you my life freely for my country!"
After which came a volley of low toned Latin phrases,

rattling in the stillness like the popping of a mittailleuse.’

Suppose this fancy of ours came true, and we had these Em

perors and Presidents and ex-Presidents at the front'digging

themselves in, how long would it be before peace was declared?

A week, you say? Oh! not so long—not half so long as that.

George V would have had enough before sunset on the first day

If you doubt it—read Ellen La Motte.

“The Backwash of War” is more than a book—it is a scenario

for moving pictures,—Griffiths would make a great film out o
f

the chapter “Heroes,” it is a series of pamp'hlets,-—the Woman's

Peace Party should ask leave to reprint the chapter “\Vomen

and Wives,” and the American Union againSt Militarism should

reprint “Pour le Patrie”; it is a theme for a great war sym

phony; it is a collection of a thousand ideas for cartoons; it i. a

bitter, angry laugh at Churches, at discipline, nationalism, patriot

ism, at the whole military system, at the crime and madness o
f

War. ,

Ellen La Motte writes with the simplicity and directness g
is

t

the man who translated St. Luke’s gospel,—she has all o
f

Thomas Hardy’s emphasis of understatement. As we read her

pages, we can see her late at night, going the rounds of the hosl

Her duty done she does not rest, she does some

thinking—and writing. And this immortal book is the result.

Her’s is a brighter lamp than Florence Nightingale’s. It burns

for us in this book, and throws a fierce light upon the secret,

hidden places of the war. As she moves her lamp to right and

left and holds it high, we stand aghast at the sights she shows us.

Meanwhile ships leave our ports every day, with more and more

doctors and nurses to carry on the good work, and more and

more shells and guns, to give the doctors and nurses more o
f

And so it goes on, to the Glory of God

W. G. FULLEF.

"Ah Ouil';
Capolarde is

pital wards.

the good work to do.

and Freedom,—and ]. Pierpont Morgan.

The Book of the Month
\VROTE to the publishers this month for half a dozen very

I interesting-looking books, but so far only one of them has

arrived. But what a book that one is! It is Ellen La Motte’s

“The Backwash of War,” just reviewed by Mr. Fuller. I can

not refrain from adding my praise to his admirable account o
f

that book.

other so far produced by the war, to last beyond the war. And

It is
,

it seems to me, a book more likely than any

this, not because it describes war’s horrors, but because it de

scribes them with a curious anaesthesia. It tells unsparingly a
ll

that there is to tell—all that has never been told before~but

with a quality of art which partly anzesthetizes some of the

emotions and appeals directly to the mind—a tremendous ar

tistic achievement. If you don’t want to miss one of the best

books written in the last ten years in the English language, you

must read this book. F. D.
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Mr.Beresford and the Hero

IN
his Jacob S'tahl trilogy, Mr. Beresford related the history

of a man without a family. In that lay the secret of Jacob’s

delightful, painful and fascinating modernity. To be an orphan,

a person without ties, a wander upon the face of the earth, a

derelict, a discoverer of one’s own way of life, a person re

sponsible to no fixed and pre-existing group or institution for

one’s mistakes, and one to whom success, if there be any suc

cess for such an one, comes with a breathless flush of accident

and surprise—that is the recipe for modernity. And Jacob S-tahl

was all this to the letter. He was literally an orphan; he had

so little a fixed place in the world that he was being continually

jolted by circumstance out of one plane of existence into an

other. Even marriage could not secure him; he slid out of

that holy ordinance as negligently as he slid out of his profes

sion; one minute he is tramping the streets looking for; ajob,

and the next he is kissing a Countess in a' cab: and all. with a

bewildered earnestness which is not the least part of his modern—

ity, as it is not the least part of his charm.

In creating this kinless hero, Mr. Beresford followed an an

cient literary tradition. Story-tellers have from of old been

irked by the institution of the Family. For it was clear that if

the Hero were brought up in the regular patriarchal atmos

phere, if his life were circumscribed by the traditional rules of

conduct laid down for,the guidance of the younger generation,

\he would not be a hero at all.

And most people are as a matter of fact not heroes; and Mr.

Beresford knows it. The world at large is yet in the firm hold

of what remains of the old patriarchal system—a hold which

not even the much advertised influences of capitalist industry

have been able to break. Even in America, where the family

is popularly supposed to have lost its ancient authority, what

person is there who really decides, without reference to his

Family, what he shall think, how he shall vote, whom he shall

love, or even when he shall' eat and sleep? The truest story,

then, is of a person whose decisions are hedged about. and

whose rebellions take place within four walls. It is such a

story that Mr. Beresford has now undertaken to write.1

Dickie Lynneker, the hero of the book, is obviously not going

to be any such sky-rocket as Jacob Stahl. His father is a rec

tor; Dickie himself is expected to take orders; and there are

two elder brothers who, having been brought up to be what a

Lynneker should be, are ready to give their assistance in bring

ing up Dickie in the ‘same way. Nevertheless, the first chapter

finds Dickie in rebellion against the family in the person of one

of these brothers. Dickie has had the audacity to say that one

of the “answers” in the back of the mathematics‘text-book must

be a rnisprint. This is not the Lynneker attitude towards estab

lished things like text-books, and Dickie’s brother expostulates.

“If you’re calmly going to say that every answer in the key's

wrong when it doesn’t agree with your own, what on earth's

the good of—of anything?” And to prove that Dickie is a fool,

ht twists Dickie’s arm behind his back. Dickie knocks him

down. His brother, discovering that Dickie is the better fighter,

drops the argument of force, and takes up the method of moral

Suasion. “Rotten little cad,” he says.

’ These
Réesr;

Lynnekers, A Novel, by J. D. Beresford. $1.50 net (George
ran 0.

That is the Lynneker comment on people who don’t conform

to the Lynneker rules. It is the comment of a whole section of

the English population upon disturbers of their traditions. And

it is all, apparently, that they can do—utter their anathema.

Usually it is enough. The disturber hastily conforms. But

sometimes one of them doesn't. Dickie doesn’t. He doesn’t

even mind—after thinking it over~being called the cad.

Of course, he isn’t a cad. He is a particularly high-minded

and considerate young man. When the family is in financial

difficulties, he goes into a Bank—thereby breaking the family

tradition, it is true. He is successful in the financial world,

and at a crucial moment of his career throws it up to do some

other work he prefers, at a meager salary. He is, in fact, one

of the finest products of such a system as the one to which

he belongs—finest of all in his continuous rebellions against it.

These rebellions, none of them spectacular, are delineated by

Mr. Beresford with such subtlety and justice that one is per

suaded to accept them as the stuff of heroism.

But Dickie is, after all, a Lynneker. He falls in love—once

only, at the very end of the book. It is the great event of his

life. It means everything to him. The girl’s father is a recluse

and a cripple, and wants her to stay by him in his old age. As

for Dickie, his father is dying, and Dickie is attending to his

needs—particularly those needs in which the helpless and deli

cate—minded old man prefers not to call upon the assistance of

the womenfolk of the household. The pages in which the court

ship proceeds, in the intervals between services to a dying man.
and a crippled recluse, are among the most terribly and quietly

satiric that I have read from any‘ modern pen. Youth meets

youth—the splendor of new love flames up in two hearts—and

they go back to their duties. In the last chapter Dickie goes

to a certain spot in the wood to meet the girl. He waits for
her, watch in hand, for he must be back at his father’s side at

ten o’clock. She comes. “He felt her heart throbbing violently

against his; and they clung to each other like two frightened

children. There, in the stillness and the darkness, the world

had vanished and they were alone; and afraid; and yet pas

‘Oh, Dickie, I do

.” And then the time is up,

sionately desirous to draw closer together.

love you so,’ she whispered. -.

and Dickie goes back to his father.

Something leads me to predict for these lovers an intense

and bitter disappointment in their marriage. I do not mean

that elderly gentlemen should be left to die alone. I would not

have blamed Dickie if his concern for a sick kitten had made

him altogether neglect that tryst in the wood. But it wasn’t a

genuine emotion—it was this Lynneker business: the doing of

the right, the proper, the traditional thing. I am sure it is but

a fair deduction that Dickie will make a failure of love: for“

he will inevitably lapse into the right, the proper, the traditional

thing; and I shall not blame the girl if she runs off with some

fellow like Jacob Stahl.

The Greek mythqnakers were right. The Hero must get free

of his Family entanglements at the outset, if he is to be a real

Hero. And I hope Mr. Beresford, now that he has proved that

he can write about ordinary people, will turn his attention to

the Poet, the Artist, the Vagabond, the Criminal—anyone who

has by book or crook escaped, as Jacob Stahl did, the doom of

being a. member of a Family—anyone who shifts for himself.
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Is Seeing Believing, and Other Questions
Charles W. Wood

EORGE BERNARD SHAW is one of my most promis

ing pupils. We are both misunderstood in much the

the same way, as anyone is bound to be who has such

a simple faith in life.
reputation for being clever.

clever.

We both have an undeserved

Several million people say Shaw is

That, in fact,

is the main difference between us: it is only a trifling difference,

as the average intelligence of both groups of appraisers is about

the same.
7

One man says the same thing about me.

We are not clever. We are not as clever as many of our

The things we say sound clever only because they are

so simple—because of our childlike acceptance of life.

Everybody indulges in sin, for instancehbut nobody but my

self actually favors it. I like sin fully as well as I like salvation.
I’ve tried both and I know. As far as I can see, everybody else

likes it too, although nobody else says so. Now, it isn’t the least

bit clever of me to say so. When I sin, I’m glad, but when
clever people sin, they’re sorry. That’s the stamp of cleverness

—getting one’s psychology all tied up with complicated contra—

dictions.

critics.

‘It wouldn’t do, of course, for everybody to be like me. If
people weren’t sorry for their sins, we wculd’nt have any re

ligion. And if they didn’t like to sin, there wouldn’t be any

people. For now, as formerly, we are conceived in sin: and

until some other equally pleasant method is discovered, we shall

doubtless stick to that.

And so, perforce, most everybody is compelled to become a

philosopher. A philosopher is a person who ignores the evi

dence of his eyes and ears and solves the problems of life

through the time-honored system of kidding himself. G. B. S.

and I are not philosophers. We are different from most people,

but the difference is the other way around. Most people won’t
believe their eyes and ears, even when they have good ones.

They either kid themselves on their own hook, or swallow whole
the. dope that somebody else kidded himself with some sacred

centuries ago.

But here’s the point. ‘And it is one that must be grasped in

order to understand such people as Shaw and me. That is
,

that

people’s eyes and ears don’t always lie down on the job just be—

cause their philosophies and religions tell them to. And ever

and anon, we who have escaped from said philosophies and re
ligions say something startling. It is startling because your eyes

and ears believe it but your philosophy and religion don’t.

“That’s all wrong,” says your philosophy.
Scripture.”

“It’s contrary to

Or, “It doesn’t agree with Article II, section 6."

But your eyes and ears understand it and applaud. They tell

you it's just what they’ve been waiting for. They say it agrees

exactly with what they’ve been listening to and looking at since

they were knee-high to a philosophy-hopper.

This is incipient rebellion and the reigning belief is perturbed.

And so from the throne of your sacred belief, you answer, clev

erly, that we are clever; that we don’t mean what we say; that

we have a cunning knack of twisting things out of their right

relation, and that we are not to be taken seriously but to be en

joyed. Shaw and I are two delectable sins, according to you, to

be enjoyed and atoned for.

This is really clever—of you—letting your senses accept us

while your beliefs go serenely on. It is your way of granting

limited'autonomy to your eyes and ears in order to ward off a

revolution in your thinking department. It happens’ every time

a Shaw play comes to town.

Look at “Getting Married,” playing at the Booth Theater.

Critics have been calling it clever simply because it isn’t. It is

a sensation simply' because it presents the case for matrimony

just as it actually stands, instead of presenting it in the usual

kid—yourself fashion. One critic wrote half a column of guesses

as to whether Shaw actually believes in marriage.

Of course we believe in marriage. We have seen it with our

If we were as clever as some of the Christian Scien

tists, say, we might not believe in it even then. We might think
it was an error, a psycho-optical illusion, a metaphysical mirage.

or whatever the proper name is for something that exists and

own eyes.

doesn’t.

Would people get married if they knew what they were in for?

That’s the big question in the play. Shaw doesn’t answer it
.

He makes the audience answer it
,

and the New York audience

That’s what makes the audience mad.

For the audience has

loudly answers “No.”

Shaw’s appeal to their common nonsense.

seen matrimony too, even while they are kidding themselves into

thinking that they haven’t.

It should be explained that men 'would marry even if they

did know what was ahead. So would women, even if they saw

the thing clearly. But if the man and the woman both knew-—

that’s a different matter.

A man is often willing to descend from the glory of the lover

to the dull business of being a husband, because those are the

If he knew that the act would

wreck and ruin his sweetheart’s life as well, he might also see

terms which society imposes.

it through. S-he usually prefers ruin to loss of reputation: that’s

her lookout and a fellow can’t spend his whole life in being

kind to somebody else. But if she knew also what the terms of

marriage really are—physically, socially, economically and ps_\'~

chologically—if she knew it meant good-bye to romance, if she

knew it meant that her lover could court her no longer, what

then? She might still want children, but “Getting Married”

deals with that as well. Lesbia, who wanted children but didn’t

want a husband around the house, is by no means an overdrawn

character. There are thousands of Lesbias, only those,in actual

life kid themselves into thinking they want the husband too.

Then when they get him, they beat him up~—either with broom—

sticks and pokers or with reproaches or dumb agony.

Incidentally, Shaw knows how to give the devil his due.

\Vheri the average religious playwright depicts a clergyman, he
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makes him as big a ninny as himself. Shaw created a bishop

who is a real man. William Faversham catches the idea and,

philosophy aside, “Getting Married” is one of the keenest pieces

of good drama that I ever saw.

ID you ever wonder what sort of drama the extreme left

wing of the radicals would thrill to most, if they had their

own untrammelled theater? Fortunately, you don’t have to\
wonder any longer. The secret is outv Right, in the green

wich villagest part of Greenwich Village, at the extreme left of

the Liberal’Club, they now have such a theater. They call it

the Playwrights’ Theater, and its’s owned body and soul by the

Provincetown Players. The players are all radical, the play

wrights are radical, the audience is radical. Everything about

the place, from the opening hour to the atmospheric pressure,

is radical. And one number On the radical bill sent the whole

audience into several minutes of thunderous applause. What

do you suppose it was.

It was a sketch by no less a radical than Eugene G. O’Neil.

It was called “Bound East for Cardiff,’

masterly way a tragic scene on shipboard where a dying sailor

was saying his last goodbye to his pal.

with lines that rang true throughout, and it was acted 'by

George Cram Cook, William Stuart and others in a way that

The hard

life of the sea was the theme, the longing for a simple home in

and depicted in a

It was a realistic sketch

would do credit to the best—trained professional cast.

the country and for the realization of a pure woman’s love its

human appeal. Any man or woman who was human could

scarcely escape being affected by it
,

and I did not wonder at

the dozen or so curtain calls.

“Bound East for
Cardiff” was a sketch which I am sure would make a hit at

the Palace, or any one of the ultra bourgeois vaudeville houses.

But what interested me most was this.

There was not a line in it which any ordinary theater-goer
would not wish his daughter to hear. There was not a sugges—

tion anywhere of any antagonism to the sacred ideals of con

ventional society. It was just human, that’s all, and mighty

well acted. just the sort of thing which radicals (and almost

all other people) will thrill to most.

Oh, yes, they did have their fling of radicalism too. “King
Arthur’s Socks,” by Floyd Dell, was somewhat devilish and

somewhat more Dellish. Max Eastman as “Lancelot Jones”—
no, I won’t say it. Someone in the audience said something

very much more to the point. He said that Lancelot Jones
played “Max Eastman” remarkably well.

woman and want to kiss another? Also, does a girl become

had if she wants to be bad and can’t?

which only the. devil and Dell can answer, and they sometimes

Can a man love one

These are problems

leave us guessing. But they come nearer being answered at the

Playwrights’ Theater than any other place I know.

AR is just too cute for anything. The invasion of Bel

gium by those jolly German generals was awfully ro

They just jollied

the pretty American girls who happened along, had them mar

ried by sudden military orders to men they didn’t intend to

mantic. They never really had anybody shot.

marry, and then gossiped with occasional chauffeurs concerning

subsequent silhouettes on the curtains of the bridal chambers.

If you don’t believe this is a correct picture of war, see “Arms

and the Girl” at the Fulton Theater.

No, it isn’t a farce. It’s realistic like a pair d’f

rose goggles. People

go to the theater, you know, to be amused. Blessed are the

It’s drama.

Natural and free like a canary bird.

_playwrights who know how to turn the trick. Grant Stewart

and Rdbert Baker know how.

disturbing things out of a play, like ideas and human life.

They know how to keep all the

And

they know how to dress up what remains, so that it looks and

sounds just lovely.

Most assuredly, “Arms and the Girl” will be a success. Why,

I liked it myself, even while I was sore at myself for being

lulled by this very evident euthanasia of stagecraft. Writers

on THE Masses ought in all conscience to hate such unreal

drama; and they ought to hate it all the more for its plausible

semblance of reality. But between you and me, they don’t'.

They’ll damn such plays roundly, and praise such productions

as “Under Sentence”; but ten to one they’ll sit through plays

of the first sort with considerable more docility.

WISH Irvin S. Cobb and Roi Cooper Magrue would rewrite

l Hamlet. 'I wish they would fix up the last act, at least,

so that it would come out strong for psycho-analysis as a cure

for melancholy. Then they might do for Shakespeare what

they did for themselves when they manufactured the last act

of “Under Sentence.”

“Under Sentence” is a play of tremendous realism antlL no

The plot is rankly unreal andmelodramatie, but

there are a few scenes of the tensest andmost gripping sort.

stagecraft.

It is an extraordinary prison play; and if the authors had been

content to let it go at that, it might have accomplished wonders

They tried to

make it a prison reform play; and trying to underwrite prison

for prison reform. But they were not content.

reform is too much like trying to dramatize the immediate de—

mands-of the Socialist Party platform. Due largely to the act—

ing of Felix Krembs as a broken prisoner, the play is
,

with

all its faults, one of the reallyr big achievements of ’thefiseason.

In the interest of the propaganda, I wish they had cut the

propaganda out.

It’sD ID you ever swap wives with your next—door neghbor?

No, not for you or the wives, but for thelots of fun.

audience. When a couple of gentlemen do it these nights at

the Shubert Theater, everybody laughs. I’d like to know why.

Possibly’it is because Charlotte Greenwood is so funny, but it

seemed to me that the crowd saw a big joke in the idea itself.

“So Long, Letty” is a musical farce. Wife—swapping isn’t

done in really truly drama. It isn’t done anywhere except in

farce and in Brooklyn and a few other places. And when it is

done in Brooklyn, nobody thinks it’s funny. Everybody pre

tends to think it is disgusting. If it is funny at the Shubert

Theater, why isn’t it funny in Brooklyn? And if it is dis

gusting in Brooklyn, why isn’t it disgusting a
t

the Shubert

Theater? I’m just asking.

I knew a fellow once who married a woman and couldn't get

Still they stuck together. If
they have farces after society becomes civilized, that ought to

make a great theme.

I don’t pretend to know.

along with her worth a cent.
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FICTION
The Revolt of the Angels, by Anatole

France. Contains a “chapter which
all revolutionists ought to read for
the good of their souls and minds.”
$I-7s

Jean-Christophe, Romain Rolland’s
world_ famous novel. Translated by
Gilbert Cannan. In three volumes,
each complete in itself. $1.50 net
per volume. “The noblest work of
fiction of the twentieth century.”

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 Way of All Flesh, by Samuel
Butler. Introductory essay by
Willian Lyon Phelps. New Amer
ican edition. Floyd Dell’s and
Louis Untermeyer’s choice. $1.60.

“Wood and Stone,” by John Cowper
Powys. A new departure in Eng
lish fiction. It suggests Dostoiev
sky rather than Mr. Wells, and Bal
zac 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
psycholigist’s devastating insight.
More than 650 pages. $1.50 net.

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

The Sins of the Children, by Cosmo
Hamilton. Mr. Hamilton has han
dled a difiicult theme fearlessly, but
delicately. It will cause many to
ask themselves “Have I done my
duty by my children”? $1.40 net.

Three Sons and a Mother, by Gilbert
Cannon. The story of a mother of
commanding personality and with
the idea of The Family who domi
nates the lives of her children. A
tremendously interesting novel.
$1.50 net.

The Brook Kerith, by George Moore.
The long heralded novel of the
Christ based on the theory that
Jesus did not die on the cross but
lived out his life as a shepherd
away from all who had known him.
Later he meets Paul . $1.50 net.

Windy McPherson's Son, by Sher
wood Anderson. A story of an or
dinary business man relating chiefly
his boyhood in a small village. Al
most Russian in its intensity. $1.40
net.

Guimo, by Walter Elwood. A sympa
thetic study of a half-caste Filipino
boy. $1.35.

“Witte Arrives,” by Elias Tobenkin.
A remarkable portrayal of the life
of an immigrant Jewish boy and
the problems with which he wres
tles in America. $1.25.

The Six Pointed Cross in the Dust,
by John Roland. A laughing, sing
ing book of knight errantry. $1.30.

The Harbor, by Ernest Poole. The
great novel of America. $1.40.

The Hope of Glory, by William
Schuyler, author of “Under Pontius
Pilate.” $1.25 net.

A Tale of West and East, by L. F.
Strauss. A novel for those inter
ested in modern ideas. $1.25 net.

'

Boo J‘hop
“Chelkash” and other stories, by Max

im Gorky. A collection of some of
Gorky’s short stories in which his
genius found best expression. $1.25.

POETRY AND DRAMA
Three new plays just received from

England:

Rodmoor, by John Cowper Powys. A
romance of English country life.
Mr. Powys’ second novel. $1.50.

“The Confession,” by Maxim Gorky.
“The man seeks but does not find
until he comes upon the People, un
til he understands their Movement
and becomes a part of it—then for
the first time he is strong and
serene and understands why he is
alive.” $1.35.

“Casuals of the Sea,” by William Mc
Fee. A tremendously real story of
life as a brother and sister found it.
“F. D.” says this is one of the
events of the literary year. $1.50.

“Moer Church-Town,” by John Tre
vena. A striking and stirring ro
mance. $1.40. I

Ooooooo QOOOOQOOOQOOOOOQQ.O“ N. .w..0.”.N,“06¢”M“°”.M“OO‘00.”.~’~.”.“.”‘».“.“.“...

$2 -

.;.Chr1stmas Presents—
Some of them are going

to be books, of course.

Why not place your or
ders through the Masses
Book Shop?

Send in the name and
address of the person to
whom you wish to make

0
o

o
“.

0

o
o
o
0

0
0

.0
0

.”
;0

’

M M
.

Q0

M

0§

0
9

.. O .0
0

O

O
O

”. OO

“N

o .0
0 Q

.0
.

N

O 0
9

.

O0

o .M Q
0

O
”O

”O O6
-6

Q 0

M0 O Q ‘6
0

O
.

0 OO
.

Qo

N0 O O .9
0

o '9
‘

Q .9
0

o
“.

0
0

9

".
9

.

OQ

1
i: the gift and we will send Ii:

" the book with a Christmas .§
.

1
;: card hearing your name so If
:

3
: that it will arrive Christ- :2

:1
: mas morning.

1
;; Your choice is not lim- 1
;;

§ ited to our advertisements.

.i
I We will procure for you 3
1

any "book you name. g
;

.3
.

.3
.

Send in your order now.0
M
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THE MASSES BOOK SHOP 1
;.

1
i; West 14th St. g
:

:2
: NEW YORK g

;
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Youth, by Miles Malleson. 40 cents.

The Dear Departing, from the Rus~
sian of Andreyef. 25 cents.

Theatre of the Soul, from the Russian
0f Evreinof. 25 cents.

The three books sent for $1.00 post
paid.

Poems of the Irish Revolutionary
Brotherhood. Thomas MacDonagh,
P. H. Pearse, Joseph Mary Plun
kett, Sir Roger Casement. Edited,
with an introduction, by Padraic
Colurn and Edward J. O’Brien. A
collection of the principal poems by
the leaders of the recent Irish in
surrection, the first three of whom
have been executed. The biograph—
ical and historical introduction by
Padraic Colum is intensely interest
ing. Send 55c.

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

“—and Other Poets,” by Louis Unter
meyer, author of “Challenge,” etc.

$1.25 net. The modern Parnassians, .

Frost, Masefield, Masters, Yeats,
Amy Lowell, Noyes, Pound, “F. P.
-A.,” etc., are the victims in this
irreverent volume of mirth and
thought provoking parodies.

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

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

“Plays of Protest,” by Upton Sinclair.
$1. 50.

Arrows in the Gale, by Arturo Gia
vanitti. A collection of verse by the
gifted Italian poet. $1.00.

Imagoo—Old and New, by Richard
Aldington. An important volume
of the new verse. 60 cents net.

Laodice and Danae. Play in one act
in verse by Gordon Bottomley. 60

cents net. \
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Pater Wilde and Harris

D EAR MASSES:
I am surprised that Cuthbert

Wright wrote the letter of his that ap

pears in the back pages of the Novem

ber MASSES, and I am still more sur

prised that you thought it worth your

Space. In effect, all the writer does is

to call Frank Harris a liar because he

to be displeased by a story

about Walter Pater told (by Wilde) in

Harris’ book on Oscar Wilde. Wright

claims no acquaintance with the per—

sonages, to give his opinion any value;

and this is not discussion, it is merely

the irruption into literature of the man

ners of the barroom or the nursery.

I, for one, am sick of this ridiculous
Paterolatry. Of course, Pater wrote

some good stuff, or we wouldn’t still be

discussing him. But, on the whole, he

was a solemn ass, without a glint of wit

or a glimmer of humor; and in spite of

a few unforgetably purple pasages, and

the occasional inipressiveness of his tur—

gid rhythms, most of the time he wrote

,English, in Max Beerbohni’s delightful

,-phrasé, “as if it were one of the dead

tliniguages.” Moreover, as anyone with

"'
3

half an eye for ’tween line reading can

see in “Marius”—and as I could prove

b
y chapter and verse if/this were the

time and place—he was a spiritual para

3 site and artistic prig, sucking spurious

estheticisms out of dead faiths which

derived whatever beauty they had from

the blood and tears of men who really

. believed in them. Enough of this dreary

.1 old fraud! Far from “burning with a

hard, gem-like flame,” according to his

famous recommendation, his own effect

lis more like that of a dirty stained—

1 glass window on a wet day.

. To me the incident of Pater’s falling

| on his knees and kissing Wilde’s hand is

1 one of the most satisfying and significant
lot the many illuminating anecdotes in
Harris’ splendid book. Entirely apart

from the question whether Pater was

t homosexual, about which nobody cares

a damn anyway, it was just the sort

o
f asinine, fatuously ceremonial sort of

thing one would expect Pater to do, and

bears the stamp of truth on its face. At
that, Pater's poodle-instinct was right

lin its self-estimate, for whatever his lim
itations as man and as artist, Wilde was

certainly the bigger man of the two.
Incidentally, Harris tells me that when
he asked Pater whether Wilde’s story

was true, Pater said his feeling about

Wilde was so profound that he might
have kissed his feet just as readily!

COURTENAY LEMON.

Av
Whoever has married a prim woman

must hand over his breeches and his

purse. he will collect postage stamps in
'

his old age, he will twiddle his thumbs
and smile when the visitor asks him a

question, he will grow to dislike beer,
and will admit and assert that a man’s
place is in the home—these things come
to pass as surely as the procession on
the seasons—James Stephens in “Here
Are Ladies."

_“That which is large enough for the
rich to covet is large enough for the

"The Napoleon of Notting Hill.”

I

oor to defend.”-——G. K. Chesterton in .

7

PEARSONS and FRANK HARRlS
The most Widely circulated monthly rad

ical magazme in the country plus one of the
most famous editors of the last quarter
century.

. , I O

’

Frank Harris Wide experience, deep know

, o o . O

ledge of what s what in literature and his
ownl delightful writing 18 making Pearson’s
one of the magazmes.
BUYA COPY AT THE NEWSSTAND AND SEE FOR YOURSELF

0

American Labor Y ear Book 1916
The first publication of its kind published in America

To be Published Annually
Prepared by

The Department o
f

Labor Research o
f

the Rand School o
f

Social Science

Aco h

' 'lt' fft ftlS'l'.dL r ' '

sewers.Cass..1r..i...rsa onstage. streamers;
lish Walling, Florence Kelley, Dr. Harry W. Laidler, Morris Hillquit, Jolin R. Lawson
James H. Maurer, Dr. Frederick C. Howe, Carl D. Thompson and others.

’

’
ORDER NOW AS THE EDITION IS LIMITED

Single Copies: Paper bound, 5oc.; Cloth, $1.00.

‘ Special prices in large quantities.

Order from

’
I40 East 19th\Street, New York City.

By WILLIAM J. ROBINSON, M. D. I

y

i
In this book the‘scientific knowledge of a physician, eminent as a’specialist

in everything pertaining to the physiological and medical side of these topics, is

combined with the vigorous social views of a thinker who has radical ideas and
is not afraid to give them outspoken expression.

A few of the subjects which the author discusses in trenchant fashion are;
The .Relations Between the Sexes and Man's Inhumanity to Woman—The Influence

’

K
i Alllistinergze

on Man’s Sexual Health and Sexual Power.—The Double_Standard of

I

ora ty an the Effect of Continence on Each Sex.—The Limitation of Ofl'spring: the Most
mportant Immediate Step for the Betterment of the Human Race, from an Economic and

Eugenie Standp0int.:—What To _Do \Vith the Prostitute and How To Abolish Venereal
Disease—The Question of Abortion Cons1dered In Its Ethical and Social Aspects—Tortur
ing the Wife When the Husband Is At Fault—Influence of the Prostate on Man’s Mental

' CODd1thfl.—Th€ Most Efiicient Venereal Prophylactics, etc., etc.

“SEXUAL PROBLEMS OF TODAY" will give most of its readers in
formation they never possessed before and ideas they never had before—0r if

they had, never heard them publicly expressed before.

, Sixth Edition, Cloth-Bound, 340 Pages, $2 Postpaid. '

THE MASSES BOOK SHOP

FIRST AND SECOND SERIES NOW READY. 50 CENTS EACH
SEE REVIEWS IN THIS ISSUE

-=- -=- MASSES BOOK SHOP -=- -=- ~ ’5
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Horizons, by Robert Alden Sanborn.

Exquisite cadences, impressionistic
pictures, touches of the bizarre and
audacious. 60 cents net.

“The State Forbids,” by Sada Cowan.
Miss Cowan’s famous Birth Control
play. 60 cents.

Ephemera; Greek Prose Poems, by
Mitchell S. Buck. Bound in half
Vellum, Fabrianu sides; gilt top,

deckle edge.
numbered copies. Price/$2.25 net.

Poet Lore Plays—excellent transla
tions of some of the best foreign
plays. Sec advertisement elsewhere
in the magazine for titles. For
merly sold at $1.50 a volume, 75c
net.

Child of the Amazons—Max East
man’s beautiful volume of verse,
$1.00 net.

The Ballad of Joseph the Nazarene,
by “Williams,” and A Sermon on
Reverence, by Max Eastman. Be
ing two reverent utterances com
monly accounted Blasphemy. Price
12 cents postpaid.

The Awakening of Spring, by Frank
Wedekind. $1.25 net.

Such Is Life, a play in five acts, by
Frank Wedekind. $1.25 net.

Motherlove,a one-act play, by August
Strindberg. 35 cents net.

The Jig of Forshin, by Conrad Aiken.

A novel of adventure in verse—pow—
erful and varied poetry which is as
varied as the many moods of the

shifting episodes. $1.25 net.

“Four Short Plays,” by Charles Fred—
eric Wirdlinger, author of “The
\Vorld and His Wife.” $1.00.

“Read-Aloud Plays,” by Horace Hol
ley, author of “Divinations and Cre
ations.” $1.00.

“Will He Come Back?” a one-act
comedy by Felix Grendon. A play
dealing with the changing morality
of our times. 25 cents.

“Vie de Bordeaux,” by Pitt Sanborn.
A remarkable volume of free verse
dealing with France and the war.
$1.00.

“Nine Poems from a Valetudinarian,”
by Donald Evans. A new book
from this excellent maker of verse.
$1.00. I"

“The Factories and Other Poems,” by
Margaret Widdemer. A collection
of some of Miss Widdemer’s most
beautiful verse. $1.00.

Edition limited to 750.

SOCIOLOGY ETC.
Above the Battle, by Romain Rolland

(France), author of "Jean Chris
tophe.” 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. $1.00 net.

A B C of Socialism, by I. G. Savoy
and M. O. Teck. This book is not
academic. It is written for the

every—day reader who, having but
a few hours a day wishes to gain a

fundamental knowledge of the basic
principles of Socialism. It is a

book of big ideas in small words.
60c. postpaid.

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

The Theoretical System of Karl
Marx, by Louis B. Boudin, author
of “Socialism and War.” It is an
excellent synthesis of the Socialist
ideas of the world, history, society,
etc. $1.00, postpaid.

The Socialism of Today, edited, by
William English Walling, Jessie
Wallace Hughan, J. G. Phelps
Stokes, Harry W. Laidler, and oth—
er members of the Intercollegiate
Socialist Society. About 500 pages.

$1.60 net.

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

1 net.

Socialism and War, by L. B. Boudin.
“This book is a masterly review and
summing up of the war from a

Socialist viewpoint and deserves the
widest possible reading and circula
tion.”—Eugene V. Debs. In cloth,
$1.10 postpaid.

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

“A Message to the Middle Class," by
Seymour Deming. Mr. Deming’s
brilliant Essay that has attracted so
much attention. 55 cents.

From Doomsday to Kingdom Come,
by Seymour. Deming. A caustic
commentary on things as they are
—militarism, commercialism, pre
paredness. 50 cents net.

A Pillar of Fire, a Profane Baccalau
reate, by Seymour Deming. A bril
liant discourse upon college educa
tion. $1.00.

The _Most Worth While Book
of the month

Floyd Dell Selects

The Backwash o
f

the War
By Ellen N. La Motte

A series of hospital sketches done with
consummate art, showing the ugliness
and tragedy of the Great War.
Reviewed in this issue. $1.00 Net.

Poverty and Riches, by Scott Near
ing. A study of the industrial re
gime by the author of “Income.” A
keen analysis of why the Rich are
getting richer and the Poor poOrer.

$1.00 net.

The Single Tax Movement in the
U. S., by Arthur Nichols Young,
Ph.D., Instructor in Economics at
Princeton. A summary of the ef
forts of the Single Taxers to trans
late their beliefs into political ac
tion. $1.50 net.

Joseph Fels, His Life Work, by Mary
Fels. An engrossing story of one of
one of the most prominent figures
in sociological work. Reviewed in

this issue. $1.00.

“On the Enforcement of Law in
Cities,” by Brand \Vhitlock. It
answers with fine balance and in
brilliant style that section of the
community which has faith in vice
crusades and the policeman’s strong
arm generally. 50 cents.

“The Socialism of Today,” by Wall
ing, Hughan, Stokes, Laidler and
others. A thorough study of mod
ern Socialism covering all shades of
opinion within; the Socialistie
ranks. $1.60.

SEX
Problems of Sex, by Profs. ThOITIPSOu

and Geddes. Regular price, 50c.; by
M. B. S., 35c. postpaid.

The Sexual Life, by C. W. Malchow,
M.D. Third edition. Price, $3.00
Sold only to physicians, dentists.
lawyers, clergymen, also students of
sociology.

Being Well-Born, by Michael F. Guy»
er, Professor of Zoology, Univer
sity of Wisconsin. Decidedly the
best of American Texts on Eugen
ics. Price, $1.00.

Sexual Life of Our Times, by Prof.
Iwan Bloch. “The most radical and
Drofound study of sex yet pub
lished.” Price, $5. Sold only to
professionals.

Love’s Coming-of-Age, by Edward
Carpenter. The truth about Sex.
told frankly, boldly, wisely, charm’
ingly. Price, $1.00.

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.

.\
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Vision That Should Make

Us Less Forlorn

NCLOSED find the outlines of an

article called “Clothless Clothing,

onnizing the Human Race,”' which

Consider timely and revolutlonary;
\' I am no Professional \Vriter, and

'editors of THE MAssEs, by using the

ints set forth may write 100 or more

ustomary Clothing covers many Sins

much Filth. Medical Men and other
Owing Ones are very slow owning up

the unnaturalness and disease-breed
propensities of Customary Clothing.

lost people believe in inhaling pure

but they don’t know that the only

1
". right way is to throw off all cloth

and absorb the Ozone or pure a1r

ough the pores of the Naked Body.

one is found everywhere, but more
iceably along Sea-shores and in Pine

ods and in the Mountains, and gives

a peculiar smell —the smell of purity,

, fact.

wireless electric Tower would be

olntely worthless if wrapped up in

thing.

lants by the Wayside, when covered

h dust and the pores clogged up, will
grow.

ird’s Eggs will not hatch when dirty.

cientists say that the BlTlCICI'le of
nkind is only 50 per cent of what it

ht be. By throwing off all clothing,
writer of these lines has demon—

ted to his own satisfaction that most

the ailments the human family is af—

ted with can be avoided.

- live on Lake Mountain, where I have

‘ It a cabin by the side of a clear

_‘ sh-water mountain lake. I live by

self, wearing only shoes to keep the

's from cutting my feet. I am 54
rs old, but my figure is as slender

supple as that of a youth of 20. I

walk miles over the mountains and

er tire.
'

r years, demonstrating to the World
large that a man can live without
thes winter and summer. vBut even

'

ring a gauz-y Bathing suit in summer

'1 uld suffice to insure mankind against

ase and early death.

hen I mentioned to a Clothing Mer
nt recently my intention of appearing
public in Bathing—suit and Barefoot

. dals. he advised me not to do it. as

rould be against the interests of the

thing Business. Which goes to show
tMoney Considerations are above the
alth and Progress of the masses.

'
HERMAN WOLGETHAN.

INO, MENDOCINO C0., Cal.

The Right Kind of Peace

f we dwell too simply on the single
pose of preventing war, we may drift
nsibly into a conservative organiza—
which would stereotype abuses, de
salutary changes, and repress the

S
t

vital , political and economical

‘ vements of our time. Our problem

st be not merelv to prevent war, but
secure such an organization of
We that large international changes

'_ be compassed without wan—H. N.
llsford in “Towards a Lasting Set
lt’tlt_”

TWO NOTABLE VOLUMES OF POEMS

Amores
By D. H. Lawrence

Poems, ’mostly of love and its comple
mentary pain; of high ecstaey and profound sad

ness. They represent a union of intense feel

ing and keen thinking; though introspective

and self-analytical, the poems reveal a

startling comprehension of the thoughts
and motives of others. The affinity for
Nature’s works and the happy analogies
between Nature’s phenomena and hu—

man love that mark his nOvels are con
sp1cuous in this extraordinary volume
of poems. $1.25.

Swords for Life
By Irene Rutherford McLeod

Miss McLeod is an authentic singer.
Her work produces that exhilaration that
Emerson said came over him on meeting

a new poet. Passion for freedom, spirit
of lo've, and fire of youth, are
vibrant in this book as in her previous
volume, Songs to Save a Soul, which

arrested the attention and aroused the
admiration of such men as Masefield,
H. W. Nevinson and W. L. George.
Its successful reception on this side is

well known. $1.00.

B. W. HUEBSCH Publioher 225 Fifth avenue New York

I have lived this way for ‘

THE INTERCOLLEGIATE SOCIALIST
QUARTERLY MAGAZINE OF SOCIALIST THOUGHT

See the December-January Issue for

“The Intellectual Weakness o
f

Socialism”

-/ .7 By Prof. Wm. B. Guthrie o
f C. C., N. Y.

, “How Shall We Measure Weakness P”

l A Reply b
y

Oralway Tcad

‘ “The Sentimental Aspect o
f

Preparedness”
By Prof. W. P. Montague o

f Columbia University

“The Appeal o
f

Socialism to a Christian Mind”
By Prof. Walter Rauscbenbusch o

f Rochester Theological Seminary

And Other Noteworthy Articles.

S ubscription 50c.

70 Fifth Avenue

intercollegiate,Socialist Society

Reviews of Latest Sociological Books

In Copies $
l

‘5' Single Copy l 5c.

New York City

Bound Volumes
'llie Masses

for 1915

More copies bound up to

supply the unusual demand

for the 1915 series. Previ- \

ous numbers sold out.

$2.50 Express Paid

Keep your files complete

the PHGHI)

A

Magazine
for Eudaemonists

Stories Poems Essays

Reviews Drawings

THE PAGAN PUBL. CO.
174 Centre St., New York
Ton Cents Per Copy —— One Dollar 0 Year

A Unique Monthly

G OING off in a serene huff to live by

yourself spiritually and materially
in your own way—that is voluntary dam

nation, the denial of the Brotherhod of
Man. Be a rebel or a revolutionary to

your heart’s content, but a mere seceder

never.——H. G. Wells.

I NDUSTRIOUS races find it a great
hardship to be idle: it was a masterh

stroke of English instinct'to hallow and /

begloom Sunday to such an extent that
the Englishman unconsciously bankers
for the week-day work-day again.—
Nietzsche./
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Kisch on the Sexual Life of Woman.

Medical Edition, $5.00. New gen
eral edition, $1.60 postpaid. This is
the first time that Prof. Heinrich
Kisch’s exhaustive study of woman
is obtainable by the lay reader. Jur
ists, ofiicers, social workers and
writers will find this famous work
of inestimable value.

The Small Family System: Is it in
jurious or immoral? by Dr. C. V.
Drysdale. An exhaustive examina
tion by a scientist, proving that
both public and private health and
morals are improved by control of
births. $1.10 postpaid.

Never Told Tales, by Dr. Robinson.
It should be read by everyone, phy
sician and layman, especially those
contemplating marriage. Cloth.
Send $1.10.

Love’s Coming of Age, by Edward
Carpenter. A series of papers on

the relations of the sexes. $1.00
net.

The Limitation of Offspring by the
Prevention of Pregnancy, by Dr.
Robinson. Send $1.10.

Sex Knowledge for Boys and Men, by
William J. Robinson, M.D. An ele—
mentary book written in plain, un
derstandable language, which should
be in the possession of every adoles
cent boy and every parent. Send
$2.00. Postpaid.

“Mother and the Child,” by Noram
Barnesby, M.D. One of the best
books on the subject yet published.
$1.25.

'

“Drama of Love and Death,” by Ed
ward Carpenter. One of the best
additions to the literature of Sex.
$1.50.

PSYCHOLOGY. ETC.
The Psychology of Relaxation, by

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

I 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.

’7» 1..Q 4

“Wit and Its Relation to the Uncon
scious,” by Professor Dr. Sigmund
Freud. Translated by A. A. Brill,
Ph.D., M.D. Appeals alike to the
layman and the student of psycho
analysis. $2.50.

“Leonardi Da Vinci,” by Professor
Sigmund Freud. Translated by
Brill. A psychoanalytic study of
the'great painter with an interest
ing interpretation of the “Mona
Lisa” smile. $1.25.

“Analytical Psychology,” by Dr. C. J.
Jung. Edited and Translated by
Constance Long. A collection of
the writings of the famous psycho
analyst. $3.50. -

MISCELLANEOUS
The War in Eastern Europe, de

scribed by John Reed and pictured
by Boardman Robinson—two wel
come contributors to The Masses.
They viewed not only the battle
fronts, but obtained the homely, un
familiar life of the people at the
crucial period. $2.10 postpaid.

Young India, an Interpretation and a
History of the Nationalist Move
ment from Within, by Lajpat Rai.
$1.50 net.

Art, by Clive Bell. The author, well
known as a critic, warmly cham
pions the cause of the post-impres
sionists and puts forward a new
theory of art. Net, $1.50.

The New History, by Prof. James
Harvey Robinson. Reviewed in the

June issue. Price, $1.50.

“Visions and Revisions,” by 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.

The World’s Sixteen Crucified Sav

iorsi,
by'Kersey Graves. $1.65 post

pai .

New Wars for Old, by John Haynes

golmes.
A statement of Radical

acifism in terms of force versus
non—resistance, with special refer
ence to the facts and problems of
the Great War. $1.50 net.

The Tyranny of Shams, by Joseph
MlcCabe, formerly a Franciscan
monk, now Ultra-Radical writer and
lecturer. $1.50 net.

“Laws of American Divorce,” by a
lawyer. A standard work. Every
one interested in the great Ameri
can problem of divorce should pos
sess this book. $1.00.

The Book of the Dance, by Arnold
Genthe. A collection of marvellous
photographs which have caught ad
mirably the spirit of our famous
dancers. Also an excellent preface.
$6.00 net.

............m.

----l
“The Women of Shakespeare,” b

Frank Harris. A delightful studyd
Shakespeare’s heroines. $2.00.

4
.

Understanding Germany, by l , ‘
Eastman, Editor of The Mass.
The Only Way to End the War ant
Other Essays. Ready Septembt
15th. $1.25 net. ’ '

Towards a Lasting Settlement, by 1,
Lowes Dickinson and other Englis
writers. A study of the means 0
preserving peace based upon th
amity of nations. Reviewed in tli»
issue. $1.00. {5.5;}

American Labor Year Book, 1916.
The first publication of its kind pub
lished in America. To be published
annually. Prepared by The Depart
ment of Labor Research of TR».
Rand School of Social Science. E..
per bound, 50c.; cloth, $1.00.

Eternity. World-War Thoughts on
Life and Death, Religion, and th
Theory of Evolution, by Ernes
Haeckel, Professor at the Univer
sity of Jena. Price, cloth, $1.25 net.

One Hundred Best Books, compiled
by John Cowper Powys. It con
tains a commentary on each book
and an essay on “Books and Read
ing.” 75 cents net.

Shakespeare, by John Masefield. A
sympathetic and valuable study.
Price, 50 cents.

Radical Views, by Ralph Brandt. .‘ni
interesting collection. Bound in
limp leather. Price, $1.00.

“The Ireland of Today,” by Varied
Hands. An interesting study of
present conditions in the Emerald
Isle. $3.00.

“Modern Germany” in relation to the
Great War by various German writ
ers. Translated by W. W. White
lock. A remarkable collection oi
essays that will help to understand
Germany during the present own—
flict. $2.00.

Education, by Randolph S. Bourne.
With an introduction by Will'
Wirt, superintendent of Gary

A comprehensive account
of the new theory of education
which has proved so practicable in
Gary. $1.15 net.

“Six Days of the Irish Republic,” by
L. G. Redmond-Howard. An ac?
count and explanation of the Easter
rebellion by one eminently qualified
to tell the story. $1.00.

Webster’s Modern English DictioraFy
—unabridged. A complete worl
for your needs. $9.00 net.

53B

The Unemployment Problem, Cause
and Cure. A bold attempt at cre
nomic iconoclasm wherein tiri
author shows the cause, bares tlif
effect and proffers a practical rcrl
edy. 170 pages. Cloth 55c, paptf
30c net. .i

‘l
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Restitution

5T month we accidentally omitted

he author’s name from one of the

beautiful poems we ever printed.

,e give it again:

BEREFT
rown Earth, warm and fragrant,
kg softher tiny bed,

“eat Winds, in the darkness

we gently overhead—

ind, you waving grasses
.e gathered baby-Wise,

all you buds and blossoms,

st lightly on her eyes.

JOtl'lel'S, to your bosoms

(‘d close and safe your own—

ittle babe is sleeping

neath the stars . . . alone.

ANNA SPENCER TWITCHELL.

cations of A Strong Man
Recorded by Utton Sinclair.

hese reflections were reflected be

11twelve and one o’clock on elec
night. Later returns, while they ll
ate the proverb of Solomon to the

t that all is vanity, do not seem to

O affect the authenticity of these

ctions.]

elected
million people dance like dervishes,

blow tin whistles
shriek my name.

»
-;-.

l
a strong man.

strong teeth shine,
children shout with glee,
wife falls upon my strong bosom

weeps,
my strong soul is unmoved.

e
, I bend my knees,

thank Thee, Lord,
my Saviour, Jesus Christ,

I am a strong man. .

I studied the law and obeyed it.

I worked hard over my cases and
mastered them.

I went every Sunday to the Bap
tist church.

I was not too intimate with the
Rockefellers,
yet intimate enough.

I did not get drunk.

I did not fornicate.

I did not sympathize.

I did not have ideas.

I am a strong man.

nl: Thee, Lord,
my Saviour, Jesus Christ.
pretty soon I will get busy,
show the Mexicans and the rail

vaymen
strong I am.g

n
-J

H
T
4

p
-i

-‘
l

e Birth Control Revrew

E first number of the Birth Con
troIRer/iew, the official organ of the
ment in this country, will appear,
announced, about the time this issue

Es MASSES reaches our readers. It
ted by Margaret Sanger, assisted

rederick A. Blossom, first president

It Ohio Birth Control League. It is

rated to the principle of intelligent
voluntary motherhood." The Dilb
On office is at 104 Fifth avenue,

_York. The Review will carry
tific articles, news of the movement
and abroad andnotices of current

k? and articles on birth control.

MOLOTOK
———the cigarette that soothes

and lingers in memory

MOLOTOK is an unusual cigarette
—-its chief charm an indescribable
flavor—a flavor resulting from the
skillful combination of the finest
Turkish and Russian tobaccos, blend
ed and rolled by hand, by well paid
and contented workers, experts who
have joy in their work.
MOLOTOK cigarettes are smooth
and satisfying—mild, yet full flavored
and aromatic, with a bouquet like the
finest imported cigarettes. Their cap
tivating taste is quite different from
the ordinary commercial cigarettes,
harsh in flavor, exploited and sold by
clever advertising.

As dreamy as a Strauss waltz,

As pleasing as a canvas b
y

Bakst,

As vividly enjoyable as the Russian
Ballet itself——

Each MOLOTOK is an exquisitely
esthetic experience.

PRICES
100, packed in our special X-tnas box,

plain tip, cork tip, gold tip or Rus
sian mouthpiece . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..$2.00

Box of 50 (any style tip) . . . . . . . . . ..$1.00
Box of 10 (plain, cork or gold tips

only) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 200
Initials or monograms on cigarettes,

500 or more, no extra charge, but
require about ten days for delivery.
Monograms (cost on first order)..$1.00

Prices gladly quoted on special sizes.

RUSSIAN lMPORT C0.
832 Harrison Bldg. PHILADELPHIA, PA.

A Really Different

Are You a Poet?
Everyone is these days, or would like to be. “

POETRY

A MAGAZINE OF VERSE

is the most notable periodical for poets in
the wOrld.——E'verybody’s Magazine.

If you write poetry, if you want to write
poetry, or if you enjoy the Poetry others
write,

Subscribe to -day.

Subscription price $1.50 a year

Edited by HARRIET MQNROE
Published monthly at 543 Case Street. Chicago

Magazine

MICHAEL MONAHAN

E cl i t o r

ATLANTA Const'itution :~—
THE PHOENIX is Literature.

The Argonaut—
All discerning persons read THE PHOENIX.

BUFFALO Courier :—
Many look up to him as a rare teacher,

while others look down upon him as one fit
for the burning.

ROCHESTER Post Express:—
To our thinking quite the most satisfying

periodical of its kind.

TROY Times2— .

.

Covers the field of literature and life
with conjoined frankness and keenness that
are captivating. o..

SAN FRANCISCO Chronicle :—
As full of paradox as Bernard Shaw, but

whatever his faults, he is never dull.

CHICAGO Post:—
One of_the few editors whose personal

moods it IS in the least possible to share.

BROOKLYN Eagle :—
Will be appreciated by those who know

the difference between literature and ad
vertising.

TRIAL OFFER
Why not try a Four Months' Subscrip

tion to THE PHOENIX for 25 cents?

(Coin or stamps.) Begin with the Ianu—
ary number—lots of good things coming
along.

Subscription, One Dollar 8. Year
To Canada and Foreign Countries $1.25

SOUTH NORWALK, CONN.

DELIVERED Y?“ FREE

. Ridein a BushCar. Pay for It
out 0! your commissionson

sales. I am dolly ship

. I j" .- .

i” _

'

,, ~~m. _>- __ v _d _
tailsof 1917model.AddressJ. H. BUSH, .. pt.135

BUSHMOTORCOMPANY.BlllhTemple.Chicago,II].

,. ping earsto Bush

s andyoilkeep

- 2this superb

Typewriter
Think of it! Only $2.00 on this reat offer.

You have full ten days free trial. Our actory price
is less than others ask for second-hand machines.
Every sale boars our ten-year ironclad uarantee.
Settlement tor the balance can be me e on the
easiest monthly pa menu. The flrSt buyer in “en
localit gets a ban some leatherette carrying case
free. rite today—Now.
GALESBURGWRITINGMACHINE(20..M200 lGlloiburg,llllnoll
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POET LORE PLAYS
75’ Cents formerly sold at $1.50

Bjornson’s WHEN THE NEW
WINE BLOOMS

Bracco’s PHANTASMS
Hennique’s DEATH OF THE DUC

D’ENGHIEN
Hauptmann’s THE RECONCILIA

TION and Finch’s THE BUT
TERFLY

Hauptmann’s ASSUMPTION OF
HANNELE

Strindberg’s S I M O O N - DEBIT
AND CREDIT
THE OUTCAST

Schnitzler’s THE LEGACY
Strindberg’s THE CREDITOR and

Von Ebner-Eschenbach’s MAN
OF THE WORLD

Tchekkof’s THE SEA GU'LL
Strindberg’s JULIE
Narodny’s FORTUNE FAVORS

FOOLS
Einarsson’s SWORD AND CRO

ZIER
Roelvink’s THE STORMBIRD
Lugwig’s THE FOREST WAR

DEN
Fulda’s BY OURSELVES
These translations are unabridged.

Any Three for $1.75
'

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

TN
_ Do Business by MailJ It's rofitslrle,withaccuratelistsof prel
peets. 8m-camlognecontain!vitalMarma
tion on Mail Advertisi . Also

Tees
and

qunrfiryon 6,000natio mailing '51s,99%
guaranteed.Suchas:

War MaterialMfrs. WealthyMen
Axle GreaseMfi'l.CheeseBox Mfrs.

ShooRetailers Auto Owners
Contractors Tin CanMfrs.
Drnggsto Farmers,Etc.

Write for thisvaluablereferencebook;also
pricesandsamplesof foc-snnileletters.

U HaveuswriteorreviseyourSalesLetters,
MP0,,“ij OliveSt.

_Ross-Gouldnailing ‘ ,f .Lists . $t.l.ours

The
"

Sexual Lier of
Woman

IN ITS

PHYSIOLOGICAL AND
HYGIENIC ASPECT

BY

E. HEINRICH KISCH, M. D.

Professor of the German_Medical Fagulty
of the University of Prague; Physician

to the Hospital and Spa of Marren-
'

bad; Member of the Board
of Health, Etc, Etc.

New Edition
Cloth, $1.60, Postpaid

The most exhaustive work on the subject,

hitherto published exclusively for
the physician at $5.00

The heavy and unexpected de—
mand by lawyers, jurists, educa
tors, sociologists, clergymen and lay
leaders among the thinking and
cultured classes was the determin- ,
ing factor for this edition. All
those parts dealing with anatomy,
laboratory experiments, pathological
conditions and medical or surgical
professional treatment, have been
eliminated. In other words, all
those passages which are of direct
interest solely to the medical man
have been omitted.

CLOTH. $1.60. POSTPAID

The Masses Book Shop
33 W. 14th St., New York

If youwantforselfor friends.apaperthat
combatsall religiousdogma,send50c.for

eachsubscriberand ' published.45mph;
getthehottestpaper l0e. Sendtoday.

7H1: CR UCIBLE, v, Paper
I330 lat Avenue, Seattle. 50 CENTS

l

THE SEXUAL LIFE
Bin. W. Malchow, M. D.

Embracing the Natural Sexual Impulse, Normal Sexual Habits, ‘
.

and Propagation, together with Sexual Physiology
and Hygiene.

Very much nonsense is written, and upon investigation it will be found that
the average library contains many books that are calculated to arouse and appeal
to the passions, but very little is to be found that is really instructivé or acts as
food for thought upon the topic that greatly affects all classes and kinds of
people. An effort has been made to present herewith something solid and to
give only scientific and established facts—such as will better enable those who
are interested in these matters to obtain and impart rational information.
Sold only to members of the medical, dental and legal Professions, to clergymen

. and students of sociology.

Now in It: 4th Edition—318 Pager-Price, $3.00

THE MASSES BOOK SHOP, 33 W. 14th St., NEW YORK

A Happy Little Schem

T HE Man From Mars, in the q
of his investigations and pen:

tions, was traveling between St.
and Chicago one night when be m
the sleeper a sanctimonious young
with whom he fell into conversatio

“I am the Man From Mars,” he b
by way"of introduction. “I am on
in making an exhaustive survey of
institutions and customs and there '1
if I should become too inquisit "

trust you will pardon me.”
'

“I am John D. Jocularfeller, Jr
"

I am very glad to meet you. I

'

that you go to Sunday school and ‘

your pennies."
“Sometimes I do," replied the

From Mars, “but it is something
different that I wanted to speak to

about. Do you know anything .

industrial disputes upon this planet
“Indeed I do,” replied Mr. Jocul‘

'

ler. “There is very little about
that I do not know. At this very
ute, in fact, I am coming baekf
Cholerado (sic) where I have

‘

working out a scheme in which
ought to be very much interested

'

aims to eliminate all friction b
e

employes and employers.”
“Splendid,” exclaimed the Man

Mars. “I should be delighted to
about it. Some such plan, it see
me, is badly needed on your edit
not unpleasant little planet.”

“You may have heard of my 5 i

troubles in Cholerado,” continued
sanctimonious young man.

“Yes, I remember. Your men ma
lot of demands that you didn’t
were proper.”

“No. That wasn’t the way of it ,

actly. They made a number of dem
thathas simply itching to grant 1

but the whole trouble was that they
about it in the wrong way. They to

themselves into a union that was
tasteful to me and so there was no
left for me to do but have them
down and cause their homes to b

e ‘

laged and burned. It was even 1
1

sary to kill some of their wives
children.”

“I remember it well,” rejoined
Man From Mars, sadly. “It was a '

unfortunate and tragic affair.”
“But I’ve got it all fixed, now,”

clared Mr. Jocularfeller, with a
ll

satisfaction of a lion which has
stowed away a lamb in his inte
“Such a thing can never happen a

In the first place, I have convinced I

that our interests are identical.”
“How do you mean identical?”

ried the Man From Mars.
“In this way. There is a ce

amount of product accruing from
men’s work in the mines and both
ployers and employes are trying to

as much of that product as possible.
one gets it

,

the other doesn’t. 5

What could be more identical I

that?”
“You explained that to them,

as I thought advisable.
to make it too clear, of course. Th
proceeded to invent a patent, ball-1".v‘

ed, back-acting, double-crossing I1
;

which will stand staunchly for the 1
,

ployers and the employes at the! -

time.” ‘

“Very interesting!
indeed I” .

“So now, you see, whenever the 1

(Continued on next Page.) 2

Very interer. -
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(Continued on preceding page.)

issatisfied with the wages they are

or the number of hours they are

elled to work or their treatment

(3company stores or the rent they

to pay for the company houses or
reacher they have to listen to at

ompany churchor the alcohol they

to drink at the company saloon,

en have only to make known their
nds through the medium of this

union.”
nd will the demands then be met P”

es. That is to say, they will be met

cry case where the ideas of the

coincide with the ideas and the

35 of the company and its stock
Otherwise, of course, they will

do not see that you need a union
hat.” observed the Man From Mars,
ghtfully.

>

h, that’s just the point,” replied Mr.
larfeller.
union necessary is a union of stock

ersi efficiently organized to squeeze

as much profits as possible. But,

ourse, it is practically impossible to

ince the miners of such an obvious
And so, being simple-minded,

have to be humored.”

0 they like this new arrangement

ours?”
hey are compelled to like it. You
we took the little precaution of
mg control of the state government
so, if the miners undertake to make

serious objections, all we have to

s to have the militia ordered out and

t them down.”
cry interesting, I must say,” de
d the Man From Mars. “Now, I
Id like to ask one more question, if

ertainly.”
n &a case where a militiaman is try
to shoot down a miner or his wife,
1d you say that their interests were
tical?"
n, ah, that is a subject I would

er not discuss at this time.”
ELLIS O. JONEs.

orest Hills, N. Y.

Anonymous
AVE long hoped your “Masses”
would not be sold on the stands.'
e God—at last some one has stoped

for shamed for putting such a book
re the public.
ONE WHo HAS THE Goon OF ALL

AT HEART.
I would not dare sign my name,
haps to be murdered if I did.)

ilent Upon 3. Peak in Darien
COPY of THE MAssEs for July has just

come to my hand. As I view in retro
tthe contents of this issue I am all but

zine could become a living soul with the
se rudeness of the wrldness of Nature in
own With classic beauty, IS a dream come

Louis Untermeyer, in his article on Carl
TE, says: “At times the most brutal,

at times the most tender of our living
so it might be said of THE MAssEs—

es the most brutal, and at times the most
er 0f modern soul expression.
avsenseTHE MassEs is a soul. And yet

ONE soul, but the blending of MANY' It is the great soul throbbing in the
t of Civilization, and it expresses, in her
Esthour, for the sweetness, the mercy, the

:55,
the purity and the boldness of her

ank you for this opportunity to say a
for the high standard set by the stafi of
A5525.

nnard, Ark. Vnrrnr VAN Nor.

“As a matter of fact, the. Artists’ Materials
At Halpern':

i
3 East SI. N.Y.C. Oil, Water and

Tel. Mad. Sq_,6928
Temper-a Colo"
Picture Framing

I , OArtlst 3 Materials
MANUFACTURERS and IMPORTERS

Illustrators,Mural Printers,Deeoretere'and
Seulptors'Sup lies.Artille' Camus,Wooden
ware,Oil and alerColon,PictureFraming.

E. H. 8: A. C. FRIEDRICHS CO.
169W. 57th St. New York City

'\
Go to Lee’s Art Shop

—lor Artlsts’ Materials
Rembrandt Oil Colors. Tempere Colors.
Manufacturer of Ar“le Wooden-ere

Mail order: Promptly attended to.
940 Eighth Avenue, opp. Va: 1)!!!) Studios,

N. Y. City, Phone “Circle 187”

.Every Author and Writer
should be a. memberof our associationwhich securesfor you
better service, justice from editors, better remuneration,quick
recognitionand GUARANTEES PUBLICATION. Membershipfee
of 51 givesyou certificate,oilicial organ one year and all privi—
leges. Particularsfree.

INTERNATIONAL AUTHORS ASSOCIATION,
Dept. M, Wilton Junction, Iowa.

MSS. SUCCESSFULLY PLACED
Criticised, Revised, Typed. Send for leaflet M.

References: Edwin Markham and others. Established 1890

UNITED LITERARY PRESS, 123 5th Ave., N. Y

J M

LIFE -sUmEs
DRAPED AND IN THE

NUDIZ
Original Photographs in Portfolios

3‘ '.¢~;'<‘Jh

The Basis of an Art-Training in
Figure-Work

These are direct, black photographic
prints on double-weight paper, intended
for the exclusive use of painters, illus
trators, architects, designers and art—
students. Hundreds of such men have

accorded them high praise for beauty
of pose, excellence of photographic
technique and sincerity of purpose.

There is no catalog, samples are not
submitted, nor are the sets sent on ap
proval; but they are sold under the
Photo-Era Guaranty, which is known' to
be an absolute assurance of satisfaction
in every respect.

Sets A, C or 0. 20—5 x 7 Prints
Sets B, D, E, F, G, H or I.

12—8 x 10 Prints

Price, $5.00 each, express paid

With Photo-Era,l year, $6.00

PHOTO-ERA, Trade-Agent
883 Boylston St. Boston, U. S. A.

Brooklyn Heights Studios
64 Poplar Street, 3 apartments.
No vacancies at present.
(Opposite Poplar Street Studios—21 apartments.)

(ii/e misfit/mime
IA

Moi drl/Jzii M? ~ - ~

CATALOGUE FREE'

We tear/l 404 Ma)
50 7724/11? 2

1
‘

ymflejf»
J0

0/044
can flee/92¢ a! \

[ad/Maul a;yaw/e

/

Jae/denial” weJaae 90a viewey

[0005C DRIGIM-M'S .STUGOlo UOOA'I'IO sr. utmei
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New APPLETON Books

MEDIATION. INVESTI
GATION AND ARBI
TRATION IN INDU

By George E. Barnett,

of Johns Hopkins University and David
A. McCabe of Princeton University.

An exhaustive study, of vital importance at the
moment on the work, powers and possibilities of

I commissions _for investigating and -mediating
questions arising between capital and labor. 12
m0. Cloth. $1.25 net.

THE TIDE OF
IMMIGRATION

By Frank Julian Warns,

S/wcial Expert on Foreign-born Papillation.
The influence immigration has had and will have
up0n_our country is keenly analyzed by a man
who is a strong exponent of restricted immigia
tion. An intensely interesting and informative
book. 8vo. Cloth. $2.50 net.

THE PHYSICAL
BASIS OF SOCIETY

By Carl Kelsey,

Professor of Sociology,
Pennsylvania.

An extremely readable book, furnishing an in
troduction to Social Science, and showing the
various ways in which the physical world in
fluences man and his social development. 1‘2m0.
Cloth. $2.00 net.

PATRIOTS IN

By Jonathan E. Scott,

Instructor in History, University of Mich
man.

A stirring appeal for patriotism among the
younger generation, telling what America can
learn from France and Germany as a result of
the present war, and what can be accomplished
by systematic public education to develop a high
state of patriotism. 12 m0. Cloth. $1.50 net.

TOMORROW
By Hugo Munsterberg,

Author of "The War and America."

In the light form of a series of letters to a friend
in Germany, Professor Miinsterberg pictures New
Europe and New America in the peace of T0

University of

morr0w. Not a war book, but a book of peace
and hope in the future. 12 mo. Cloth. $1.00
net. -

For Sale at all Bookseller:

Write for complete list of Appleton publica
tions.

l)
.

Appleton & Co., Publishers
35 West 32nd Street, New York

STRIAL DISPUTES '

STRINDBERG’S
masterwork

“MASTER OLOF”
Translated from the Swedish with an

Introduction by Edwin Bjorkman

$1.50 net
“In Strindberg’s presentation of his hero,
O‘lof becomes the prototype of all idealistic

'ref0rmers, uncompromising at moments as

Ibsen’s Brand, but more living than he

because more subtly studied in his moods

of weakness as well as in his exultation of
strength.”—-The Dial.

ASTER OLOF acquaints English
readers with Strindberg from an

aspect hitherto unfamiliar to them. Writ
ten when he was but twenty-two years old,

this drama became the cornerstone of a re

markable cycle of historical plays, the prod
uct of his mature genius. Out of materials
of historic fact, his imagination has created

a profoundly stirring drama sh0wing the

various forces that were struggling for
mastery over a new-born people when

Gustaf Vasa was moulding the destinies

of modern Sweden and Olaus Petri was

founding a national church.

This is Volume IV of the “Scandinavian
Classics.” The other volumes include Hol
berg, Bjornson, Tegner, Snorri, and Sigur
jonsson. Write for catalogue to

The American Scandinavian Foundation

25 W. 45th St. New York

FLORENCE GOUGH
Novelty Sets for Skating. Mother
Goose’s Millinery for Children.

Other unique things to wear and for Gifts.

Pamr sox \

I50 West 4th St. Near 6th Ave.
N. Y. City Phone: Spring 23

- The World’s
Sixteen Crucifled Saviors

By KERSEY GRAVES

Price, postpaid, cloth, $1.65

This wonderful and exhaustive
volume takes high rank in the

field chosen for it. The amount
of mental labor necessary to com

pile and collate the varied infor
mation contained in it was severe
and arduous, and now that it is

issued in a convenient shape the
student of Free Thought will not
willingly be without it. Through
out the entire course of the book
the author follows a definite line
of research and argument, and his
conclusions, like sure arrows. go
straight to the mark.

Peter Eckler Publishing Co.
Publishers of Free Thought therature
P. O. Box 1218 New York

Send for catalogue

OQW-mwmmmumm—W-I
An interpretation, at once scientific and eloquent, of poetry in life, and its relation

ENJOYMENT OF POETRl

to the poetry in literature.

| $1.25 Poe aid

BY MAX EASTMAN,
Editor o

f Tl-E MASSB‘S

THE MASSES BOOK SHOPm
MQMMADVERTISEMENTSAREPRINTEDIN GOODFAITH; TO THE IEST OF OUR KIOWHDGE THEY ARE FULLYREIMBLE.

How Strange
“But for me,” said Prince Bism

in his latter years, “three great
would not have taken place, g

ig

thousand men would not have
ished, fathers, mothers, brothers,
ters, widows, would not haveb
plunged into mourning. I have
tled all that with my Creator; 1

,

have gained little or no joy from
my work.” d

Weill Well!\ DEAR SIR:
Just
when I thought
Upton Sinclair
was dead
or grown rusty
he pops up
again
making believe
he doesn’t like
“Free Verse.”

Well, well,
one can’t tell
by the label

a fellow may go about
editing authologies
of social protest
one minute
and “knocking” “Free Verse”
the next.

It’s the fad
nowadays
to “attack”
“vers libre.”

Even
Don Marquis’
cockroach

,is at it

now.
Amen.

\ JAMES WALDO FAn it

TW'O Poems
SICK AFRICAN

M. YATES, colored,

Lies in bed reading

The Bible—

And recovering from

A dose of epididymitis

Contracted while Grace

Was pregnant with

The twelve day old

Baby:

There sits Grace, laughing,

T00 weak to stand.

CHINESE NIGHTINGALE

LONG
before dawn your light

Shone in the window, Sam Wu;

You were at your trade.

W. C. WILLIAMS,

Rutherford, N. ,'

Contacts

C ONTAC'TS—that’s all Louise 8
1

l

I can get.
And I’m disgusted!
It’s so unnatural for one soul
To run about
On two pairs of legs.

, HARRY SN

1
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LOST MUSIC ;

,EMBER you now,

iM
y love.

JOURNALISM VERSUS ART By Max Eastman.

; 5 80115ago Profulely illustrated, Net $1.00

I ran through the tangled woods ' The Editor of “The Masses" diagnoses the art and writing of popular American money‘making mag»
_ ~

inc: and warns us of the efiect that the continued ~~vogueof these publications will have upon art and
butterflies. . . . literature in general.

The,contrast between the aspect of this book and-that of the magazines in your home make: Mr.
Eastmans argument very convrncing. If you would like to see the magazine on your table improved
read "Journalism Venus Art”.

6 to a-sparkling pool

d broke'its smooth‘ surface

my white feet. MUSIC AND BAD MANNERS ‘ By .Carl Van ,Vec'ht'en
12 mo. boards, Net $1.50

_ _ This new book by the gifted author of Music After the Great War is one that music leers will
enly I paused 1n the mad cnase enJoy keenly. The longest chapter 15 on Spain and Music and among others are such titles 35 “Music

. for the Movies,” “Leo Ornstem,” “A New Principle in Music,” etc.

d beheld you ,_ , v

,lthe first time. _
' MOdel‘n .Russlan .l-Ilstory -' The Russian School of Painting' ‘ By Alexander Kormlov, translated by Alexander

‘

By Alexandra Benois, translated by Abraham8‘
Kaiun‘ Ewo dWIglgss' Yith mapts’

gm Yarmolinsky, introduction by Christian Brin
.

'

. ops' 016
-$_' 1“? per 3° '

_ ton. 32 full page plates, bound in the
smiled p _ . The only adequate history- o

f _modern Russia Russian manner, boxed $3430 not.1 available to the reader of English.v And unique . . . . .
held 01,“ your hand. in that it is the first history of modern Russia A comm“ yet brln'am' scbolarly and Interesnng

ever written, by a Russian. Kornilov,"-v whose “five? 0f the ennrc field' a.nd thc work 9
f. 3 man

nt Closer “ '
_

‘ 1 point of view is liberal, one of the most promlnim. bOth as an 31in“. am? .3 clinic“ .H6

a dw- ~ in Pdf_0de and 1m a assassins;assassins?~ -
V

fessor there at the
Politfechnicum

of Peter the
‘wbich enables hirh to present his subject in aGreat. .

. true perspective.

ALFRED A. KNOPF - 222 West v42 Street, New York
so Strong’

. Send fora list of 3012201 BOOKS .

d to keep gazing .

tlike.

were so beautiful

oked so droll v
/ ‘ '

v ‘ I

.diliilffiiiei
' '

v

' i

This ~Will SolveS-ome Christmas Problems
nnmr forget

'
7

'

‘

~ :7“

p
:

-.
_. .. . .. .

_
. _ ... _

‘ “1"” m“ ,
' ‘

_
HENRY HOLT AND COMPANYyour laughter. ..

Complete descriptive list on request to 34 West 33d Street, New York

~21t is how I remembered you

la
y

.h.d. a_
I \

. Robert Frost's v Edw. Eyre Hunt’s Coningsby Dawson’s

1 au ' :-= v r . 7

merge mafj‘jy

- - mouunm . WAR BREAD -

SLAVES __ :1,
laughter now. .

a
INTERVAL a5:gsggilefizz'r;‘;:.;lun.

pggEEDowi

\

By the author of Profuser illustrated.
_ '

'
V

w
l

.

'

my love,
p _

.

“North of Boston.” ,

$2.o_o
net.

v
By the author of

us go back _
‘1 - '

‘ $1125.11“; ‘ _ v I: p, p ‘ _ v

_ “The Garden Without
ough all the ages behind us . . . Dorothy Canfleld

‘
Walls.” $1.40 net.

il we find the music
Romain

Fisher and

’

'

'7

t was m Your laughter . Rolland’s
5mm N‘c'egmm s

Edith Miniter’s >
Lomss, BRYANT. : HANDELY

FELLOW ' -

_ ,

. Y - CAPTAle OUR
SK

-. -.
v

'

'1
‘3

)’

the'aulhor Of” A book of everyday :éirsuIEBOIl‘S

if

The Illusion ‘Jean-ChYIStOPhe. helps to health and ,1
;

.~;

mm a social standpoint, dependence
‘ Illustrated $150 net' tranquility. $1.25 net. $135 net.

_ ‘

7
."

tes a power rather than a weak-
I

.

: it involves interdependence. There _lways a danger that increased per- Padrilc Rebecca West’s -al independence will decrease the so- ' ‘ '

capacity of an individual. In mak-
co'um s

- 4 ' A Growmg success
hlm more self-reliant, it may make -’

50 cents net.more self-sufficient, it may lead-to
iness and indifference. It often

e
s an individual so sensitive in his

. i
i Y

’

1011sto_others as to develop an il-
And Other Pums Hugh walpole s

D th B
i:

fl Id
glozfe

being
reallydagle

to
sftand

and By the author of

T 0
': y an e

_ ~an unname orm 0 msani ‘ . em rintin ' "11this responsible for 8 large part 3 ‘ My I'nSh Yca'rl" etc

p g

'

I

e remediable suffering of the world.
$125 net 50 cents net

$135 net' i I '

{£13117
ewey in "Democracy and Edu-

I

.
f. , 7 _ ,_ m If... .yI.,.vv,._ V_ ( _ _| I I _ T _ r‘ A 7‘tars .

P’- ‘Y?}.'-. - -p/. A F‘J-A-y-’ ; #51.r.s'
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Just ’SPOSE—

that a friend of yours should wake up Christ
mas morning and find in his mail (or he; mail)
a nice little card ' "

telling her (or him) that you had entered her
name (or his’n) for a year’s subscription to that
very clever magazine known among men (_ant_l

women) as '

THE MASSES
and if -- well - this friend of yours should
immediately dash to the telephone, ring you
upiand say, “0h, thank you ever so much!”

or writeyou a letter on his (gr her) new Christ
mas stationery saying, “Oh, thank you, ever
‘so much!”

' ‘

ii

wouldn’t you feel that all round it would
be indeed

A VERY MERRY CHRISTMAS

Besides, it’s a gift that would make

,8 to Christmas mm~ *
you remembered throughout the

first?“I;°:’N;1fdm°" whole year—and that’s worth
Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

COHSidering'

MASSES
Publishing
Company

33 West I4th
New York

Gentlemen:

Enclosed please find
3 $1.50. Send The Masses f0

one year. The Christmas c

Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..
mmumummmmmnmmummummuuwuunmmmmunmmmI}

' ‘ ' -‘ = » ‘ ' -' ““""“““"“""“'
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