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- THE MASSES
‘THE FIRST NOTABLE NOVEL PRODUCED BY THE
E e NEW DEMOCRACY”’
T P : =*N. Y. Tribune
THE HARBOR is a novel of rare vision, a story of
5 = - unusual concept.ion and. power, I'CuH of the new .r.oméncc
=2, X of our modern life. It is the epic of all great cities and
the people who live in them told simply and earnestly,

reflecting through its scenes and characters

The New York

Times says:

‘““ By all odds

the best Ameri-

can novel that has
appeared in many
a long day. Earnest,
sincere, broad in scope
and purpose, well bal-
anced, combining intel-
lect and emotion: . . .
The characters are
ably drawn, strik-
ingly contrasted,
essentially Amer-
ican.”

ideals in the present generation.

in many a long year.”

The New York
World says:

“A fine new Amer-
ican story, in the
spirit of the hour.

A work which
must be placed at once
among the rare books
that count — which
may prove quite
possibly to be the
distinctive Amer-

York, but of all the
world.””—N. Y.Tribune

ican novel of
the year.”

the great changes taking place in American

Read The Harbor—*it is the ablest
novel added to American fiction

Every American Should Read
THE HARBOR. Ernest Poole’s nov-

The New York
Tribune says:
“A remarka-

ble book,
an achievement.
One of the ablest
novels added to Amer-
ican fiction in many a
year:==% =z Thefirst
really notable novel
produced by the
new democracy.
.+ « Mr. Poole is
an author of ex-
ceptional gifts,of

HARBOR

£y ERNEST POOLE

““A book of the past, present
and future, not only of New

victions.”

The New York
Post says:

“Many and va-
ried as are the
themes, each one is
clean cut and fits into
its right place. “The
Harbor’ is well worth
reading, both for
whatit gives and
the manner in
which it is

given.”

el is a book for every man or woman who
lives in a city. To read The Harbor is to know
the best spirit of contemporary life, to understand

the new creative forces at work in our land to-day, and
to feel in full the undeniable romance of America.
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FICTION

Erna Vitek, by Alfred Kreymborg. A
realistic novel of real interest and
literary merit. $1.10 postpaid. A.
and C. Boni.

Sanine, by Artzibashef. The sensa-
sational Russian novel now obtain-
able in English. $1.35 net. B. W.
Huebsch.

The Dons of the Old Pueblo, by Per-
cival Cooney. A story of early Cal-
ifornia. $1.35 net. Rand, McNally &
Co.

The Ragged Messenger, by W. B.
Maxwell, author of “The Devil’'s Gar-
den.” $1.35 net. The Bobbs-Merrill
Co.

The Awakening, by C. Bordeaux.
$1.35 net. E. P. Dutton & Co. This
novel has reached in France its g5th
edition.

My Wife's Hidden Life, Anony-
mous. A “wonder.” $1.25 net.
Rand, McNally & Co.

Foma Gordyeeff, by Maxim
Gorky. $1 net. Charles Scrib-
ner’s Sons.

The Good Shepherd, by John Ro-
land. An interesting story recom-
mended to all who reverence unselfish
service to humanity. Stokes. $1.25
net.

What Must the South Do to be
Saved? Read Monday’s (the Ameri-
can Maupassant’s) “Black Shadow
and Red Death,” the most startling
novel ever written on the social evil
between the white and black races.
Paper, send s5c. Cloth, send $1.00.

The Ragged-Trousered Philanthro-
pist, by Robert Tressall. A master-
piece of realism by a Socialist for So-
cialists—and others. Stokes. $1.25 net.

Red Fleece, by Will Levington Com-
fort. It means something that
Comfort, himself a soldier and war-
correspondent, so bitterly attacks
war. Here is the Great War, the
peace propaganda of the Russian
revolutionists as carried on while
under fire, gray executions at dawn,
and a great-hearted woman of the
New Era, in an inspired story. Net,
$1.25. George H. Doran Company.

Mushroom Town, by Oliver Onions.
The drama of the speculator of to-
day, his ethics and his formidable
power, by the famous realist. Net,
$1.25. George H. Doran Company.

Victory. A new novel by Joseph Con-
rad. Just out. Net, $1.35. Postage,
10 cents. Doubleday, Page & Co.

SOCIOLOGY

Doing Us Good and Plenty, by
Charles Edward Russell. The case
against capitalism brought down to
date in Russell’s unique style. Cloth.
soc., postpaid. Kerr & Co.

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

Capital, by Karl Marx. Greatest of
Socialist books. Cloth, 3 volumes,
$6.00. Write for co-operative plan
for getting a Socialist library at cost.
Charles H. Kerr & Company, 122 Kin-
zie St., Chicago.

Woman and Socialism, by A. Bebel.
Special jubilee edition. Cloth. $1.50
net; paper, $1.00 net. Socialist Liter-
ature Co.

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

American Women in Civic Work—
Helen Christine Bennett. An inspir-
ing and valuable book for women
which discusses the personalities and
the work of America’s foremost
women—Jane Addams, Anna How-
ard Shaw, Ella Flagg Young, and
others. With portraits, $1.25 net.
Published by Dodd, Mead & Company,
New York.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Standard Oil or The People. The
book that will end the wealth-pow-
er of Rockefeller and restore the
government to the people. How
Rockefeller and associates control
the wealth of the nation. 25 cents
paper; 50 cents half cloth. Henry
H. Klein, Tribune Bldg., New York.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wisconsin: An experiment in
democracy. By Frederick C.
Howe. Dark red cloth, $1.35.
The Public.

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

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

R

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

Human Work, by Charlotte Per-
kins Gilman. Elucidation of the prob-

lem of social economics. Send $1.10.
Charlton Co.

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

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

Progressivism—and After, a vital,
stimulating, necessary book, by Wil-
liam English Walling. Sent postpaid
for $1.50.

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

Free Speech for Radicals, by Theo-
dore Schroeder, attorney for the
Free Speech League. Send 30 cents.

Our Prudish Censorship Unveiled, by
Theodore Schroeder. “Give every-
body a chance to know all that is
to be known, even upon the subject
of sex.” Send 15 cents.

The Mexican People: Their Struggle
for Freedom, by De Lara and
Pinction. The people’s viewpoint.
Third edition. Net, $1.50. Postage,
15 cents. Doubleday, Page & Co.

Making Money in Free America, by
Bolton Hall. Introduction by Tom
L. Johnson. Pointing out the far
reaching effects of privilege and mo-
nopoly and suggesting a remedy.
Send $1.00.

Why I Am a Socialist, by Charles Ed-
ward Russell. With new chapter
telling what socialism expects to do
about the war. The war has not
bankrupted socialism, but made it
the only possible way out, and Rus-
sell, just returned from the battle
zone, tells why. Net, $0.50. George
H. Doran Company.

Darwinism To-day, by Vernon L.
Kellogg. Reviewed on page =22.
Henry Holt & Co., New York.
$2.00. Postage, I2c.

THE WAR

Imperial Germany, by Prince Bern-
hard von Biillow. There are all
sorts of books about German states-
manship by people who are neither
Germans nor statesmen. But here
is a new, tremendously significant
book on the subject by the man who
was Chancellor of the German Em-
pire from 1900 to 1909. $1.50 net.
Dodd, Mead & Company.

The Rise of the Working Class,
A. S. Crapsey’s account of to-day’s
revolution. $1.30 net; postage, I0
cents. The Century Co.

Germany’s Madness, by Dr. Emil
Reich. A revelation, by Prof. Reich,
late of the University of Vienna,
of the processes by which many
Germans have come to the belief
that it is Germany’s destiny to rule
the world. $1.00 net. Dodd, Mead
& Company.

(Continued on page 26)



Waiting for the Bomb

Patrick’s church.

disguised as scrubwomen, ushers, etc.”
St.

—Dhaily Press report of the farce at

Drawn by Stuart Davis.
“The detectives were
See p. 16.
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Conccrning Optimism

T 1S pitiful to see people who had lived on vision-
I ary expectations of Universal Brotherhood, hunt-
ing for some pale straws of hope in these gloomy
times. Lucky we who were born of little faith—

who can go on fighting for the fight's sake.

“In seed-time or in berry-time,

When brown leaves fall or buds peep out,
When green the turf or white the rime,
There’s something to be glad about.”

That pathetic little rhyme of optimism, with its guile-
less but persistent accent upon something, hovers in my
mind today. And thinking how sad the person must
have been who wrote it, and how sad many of the
“spiritual” people are in this “year of our Lordy” L feel
almost reluctant to bring out another issue of these
pages of protest.

And yet there are so, many people, so many journals,
so many committees, foundations, salaried press-agents,
engaged in the manufacture of artificial optimism, that
it becomes almost an honest duty to remain in a state

of gloom.

THE worst nightmare that crosses my mind is the
thought of those innumerable millions of books
that are going to be written about this war after it is
over. All the clean vigor of the intellect of Europe is
destined to waste itself for a hundred years, deciding
whether General Such-and-Such came to the reinforce-
ment of Colonel This-or-That’s brigade of light artil-
lery—and nobody will have the slightest idea whether
he came, after they get it all settled in the twenty-fifth
century.

Couldn’t we contrive to insert into those celebrated
terms of peace, a provision that only one book shall
be written on the war by each nation, and that only ten
feet thick? 3

TUART DAVIS was walking in a downtown street
with a friend the other day, and saw some pitiful
Belgian of the industrial war making for the interior
of a garbage can, in search of a bite of food.
“Look—he knows I'm a Masses artist!” said Davis,

with that peculiarly Masses humor of his.

THE “Committee of Fourteen” gives us a bright

little column of hand-polished hopefulness. After
selecting R. H. Macy’s department store (on the Con-
sumers’ League black list) as an institution “sincerely
desirous of establishing and maintaining good condi-
tions in their store” the committee proceeds to dis-
cover:

(1) That “small wages in themselves do not appear
to be a cause of immorality; and indeed the general
testimony is that there is probably more immorality

Max Eastman

an}(c)lng the higher than the lower (not the lowest)
paid.”

(2) “There is not a ten-room hotel which was
erected or converted so as to meet those requirements
of the Liquor Tax law which to-day rents rooms to
couples, and there are very few ordinary saloons or
hotels which will even serve liquor to a known prosti-
tute, though she be accompanied by a man. Those
that do, are called sharply to account by the brewer
interested as soon as he knows of the dereliction.”

Thanks to brewers and low wages, it would seem
(not lowest) that we are on the high road to salvation.

A third joyful reassurance the committee leaves
with us:

(3) “The poison-needle cases which attracted so much

attention last winter were investigated without a single
actual victim being found.”

A. Historian

ROFESSOR SHEPARD of Columbia University
was presiding at a banquet the other day, and he

said, in praise of neutrality, that nobody could tell what
had happened until a hundred years afterward anyway.
He said that impetuous people were always eager to
make up their minds, but as a historian he thought it
was better to reserve judgment. I thought this would
make a good definition of a historian—a man who re-

Drawn by Arthur Young.

serves his judgment until everybody’s dead, including
himself, but of course he was dead all the time.

Columbia‘s Education

PEAKING of Columbia—there was a sudden ter-
mination of business relations between THE
Masses and the University Book-Store on the campus,
a little while ago. We sent a boy up to know why, and
he was told:
“You attack the church too much.”
About the same date the University Library termi-
I wrote to the
Librarian, asking the reason, and received this reply:

nated its subscription to THE MASSES

Columbia University, Jan. 5, I9I5.
Dear Sir:

In reply to your letter of the 4th T inform you that
although subscription to one copy of THE MAsses was
discontinued, we are still subscribing for a copy, which
is on file in the School of Journalism. Very truly yours,

Freperick C. Hicks,
Assistant Librarian.

In answer to that I wrote:

Deard Sies:
My reason for writing to know why Ture Massks
was removed from the Columbia library is an editorial
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one. I am not concerned about tie subscription. You
know I should be glad to put Columbia on the exchange
list. And may I ask you, if you decline this offer, to
tell me exactly why?

You can imagine the nature of my interest and how
little the files of the School of Journalism have to do
with it.

To this letter I received no answer, and I suppose
that again we have stumbled upon one of those dark
obstacles to education, anonymous but for the name
economic.

Columbia can not afford to have THE Masses on her
library table. No more can a young photographer who
recently subscribed. He puts it in the dark room where
it won’t frighten his patrons. Columbia puts it in the
School of Journalism, where it can be filed with the
samples as a mere matter of course.

I know from personal experience that there is a bat-
tery of intellect and learning up at Columbia which
could blow into annihilation any error that might creep
through the portals of a young mind, and so I am com-
pelled to think it is not the errors in THE Masses that
Columbia fears, many as these may be, but the truth,
which not even scholarship and intellect can entirely
sterilize.

TO a New Sul)scriber

MR. JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER, JR., subscribed to
TuE MaAsses the other day, and I feel warranted

in extending him a little personal advice. In objecting
to Mr. Walsh’s candid championship of the oppressed
as Chairman of the Industrial Relations Commission,
Mr. Rockefeller said:

“You are stirring up exactly that industrial unrest
which your Commission was ‘appointed to allay.’”

Now, by some unhappy accident, Mr. Rockefeller, the
federal commission was not appointed to “allay’” in-
At least nobody ever was foolish
It was appointed to “investigate the

And in ushering the Rockefeller
Foundation, your own little optimism factory, into the
same field, T recommend that you ciing to the estab-
lished terminology. Your own partiality must not be-
come too obvious—especially when you are objecting
to Mr. Walsh’s, ¥

In other words, the “allaying” should be brought in
on the side. The people of the country have enough
self-respect to demand that, even if they haven’t enough
to wipe your now perfectly transparent enterprise off
their earth.

dustrial unrest.
enough to say so.
causes” of unrest.

Plcty
A LETTER from a prominent divine, a noted ideal-
ist, asking me if there is any way I can “beg,
borrow, or steal a copy of Margaret Sanger’s pamphlet
and smuggle it” into his hands “without falling foul of
the law,” sets me thinking.
If T did comply with his request (and I'm not saying
I didn’t), it would be a state’s prison offense. But that
only shows how far upward idealism has traveled, since,
for instance, Socrates defined piety as “obedience to
the laws of one’s country,” and drank hem-

THE MASSES
Sign of the Times

AT a joint meeting of the American Philosophical
Association and the Western Philosophical Asso-
ciation, papers were read upon these topics:

“Individuality Through Democracy,” “Democracy and
the Melting Pot,” “Justice and Progress,” “What Can
Philosophy Contribute to Questions of Justice?” “Pri-
vate Property and Social Justice in the Light of Social
Psychology,” “The Injustice of Punishment,” “Demo-
cratic Equality and the Principle of Relativity,” “The
Social Origin of Absolute Idealism.”

Only five other papers were read. And even they
gave small attention to those “Problems of Pure Being”
which are supposed to be the distinguishing concern of
the philosopher.

It is almost as alarming as though the Vestal Vir-
gins should bring forth child.

About the Church

E published, a long while agob, a paragraph quoting
a Baptist paper, the Watchman-Examiner, to the
effect that:

“We unhesitatingly support Mr. John D. Rockefeller,
Jr., and his associates in the Colorado Fuel and Iron
Company.”

Our paragraph implied that this was “the position
of the church in the Colorado situation.”

Of course, the Watchman-Examiner is only one
Baptist publication, and the position of the church is
far more complex.

The church is practically solid against revolutionary
strikes, although the Catholic Church always tries, after
any strike is declared, to seem neutral.

John Fitch, who made the fairest survey in Paterson
two years ago, tells me he found the leading Episco-
palian rabidly and riotously against the strikers; Rabbi
Mannheimer lost his job in Paterson, and is now else-
where, because of his sympathy with the strikers, fre-
quently expressed; the Methodist minister was against
the strikers; the Catholic priests tried to be friendly to
labor according to their lights; in general the clergy
was against the strikers, being shocked by the I. W. W,
and particularly interested in wondering about their
morals.

The strike in Colorado, however, was in no sense
revolutionary. It was merely a demand that the em-
ployers obey the labor law. And in Trinidad I found
one clergyman at least heartily on the side of the
strikers—although by the time I arrived he had been
reduced to silence, and asked me to regard our inter-
view as absolutely private. I sum up my investigation
there in these words:

A sweating effort at neutrality was made by the
Jesuit priesthood of the Catholic church, an effort that
always will be made, I suppose, in times of class crisis
by the Catholic church. For the Catholic church is the
Church of the Exploitation of the Poor, and it has its
own gentle and peculiar mode of exploiting the poor
and cannot afford to forsake them to others. Of the
seven Protestant ministers, five are hot little prophets
of privilege. The other two feel that among the original

causes of the trounle was the failure of the church to
live up to her mission of teaching Christianity and
other blessings of civilization to the miners. Just what
Christianity would have done to the miners, unless it
sent them back to work in the blessedness of the meek,
was not explained by these ministers. But the Salva-
tion Army leader made it perfectly plain that he con-
sidered the “preaching of contentment” to be his func-
tion in the mining camps. The gospel according to
Marx !

Our statement about the church in the August number
ought to have been supported, and in a small degree
modified, by these concrete facts.

Prison Litcrature
Franlc Tancnbaum

OME of the perverted influences which dominate
such an institution as the Blackwell’s Island
Penitentiary would be farcical if their results were not
so tragic. An institution avowedly existing for the
correction and betterment of human beings, it closes
its doors against many of the most ideal creations of
the human mind. The Warden is the supreme literary
censor, and as a prevention against the corruption of
my morals, he withheld from me,—among other books
sent me by my friends,—Buckle’s “History of Civili-
zation in England.” I suppose he thought the word
civilization sounded revolutionary, for some of the
other books he would not let me see were Carlyle’s
“French Revolution,” G. Lowes Dickinson’s “Justice
and Liberty,” and “The Revolutionary Function of the
Modern Church” by Rev. John Haynes Holmes of the
Church of the Messiah. Goethe’s “Faust” is another
book that he thought was a little too modern for those
classic halls.

When I tell you that he withheld several copies of
the Nation as being too radical for me, you will know
how much chance T had of seeing the periodicals I
really wanted.

When, in the middle of my term, Jane Roulston got
a permit to see me, the Warden met her at the door
with a sad face:

“When Tanenbaum  first came here,” he said, “I
thought he had the makings of a man in: him, but I
have no more hopes for him.”

“Why, what’s the matter?” said Miss Roulston. “Is
he learning to take dope, or what?”

“Why, no, not exactly,—but he’s sunk pretty low.
Can you imagine—he reads
Massgs !”

Among Those Present

“AT a reception [to Tanenbaum] attended
by 400 men and a few women, most of the
former unbarbered, crooked-skulled, chinless, stunted,
or shifty-eyed, Tanenbaum in a scarcely audible voice
confessed himself ‘mushy-minded’ and made vague re-
S—New York World.,
It is pleasant to see our well-known journalism now
and then with her paint off and her hair down.

that magazine, Tur

marks.

lock out of loyalty to his definition.
If only one could be sure we would drink
hemlock for ours!

ERE is one thing to be glad about. It is
just possible that the war in Europe
will emancipate the United States. It may

start a few of our standard people thinking
there is something nobler to do in society and
art, than imitate the culture and mannérs of
western Europe.

INVOCATION

RUTH, be more precious to me than the eyes

Of happy love; burn hotter in my throat

Than passion; and possess me like my pride;
More sweet than freedom; more desired than joy;
More sacred than the pleasing of a friend.
M. E.

Travcl

EVERYWHERE are trees and grass
As one finds at home;
Nor can I leave the sky behind
No matter where I roam:

Everywhere I see the same
Modes of life endure—
Everywhere I find the Rich
Thriving on the Poor.
Harry Kewmp.




In The Social Whirl

ILLIAM JENNINGS BRYAN, the well-known
lecturer, recently paid a flying visit to Wash-
ington, D. C., where he concluded a lasting

peace between this country and Uruguay.

T. PATRICK’S Cathedral in New York reports a
gratifying .increase in attendance and interest on
the part of bomb makers and detectives.

P B. VON HINDENBURG of East Prussia is visit-
® ing points in Russian Poland and is returning
the call recently made by the Grand Duke Nikolas.

HERE is a movement in the younger set at Singa-
pore to foster a spirit of independence and self-
reliance among the Indian troops. Thus far it has had
to proceed without encouragement from the British
authorities.

RESIDENT WILSON reports a comfortable and
restful trip to the Panama Exposition by wireless.

," /7

Dyawn by Harry Osborn

TEIESMASSES

HEODORE ROOSEVELT and four sons have or-

ganized themselves into an Assistant Standing

Army. They expect to admit other persons of- good
character from time to time.

ME.\IBERS of the New York Public Service Com-

mission have recently been subjected to con-
siderable annoyance by a committee from the legis-
lature which persisted in asking questions about trans-
portation matters. Dame Rumor has it that the com-
missioners will soon be able to resume their social and
athletic duties,

THE familiar figure of Elihu Root is again seen

upon the streets of New York. Mr. Root will be
pleasantly remembered by some as the chauffeur of the
1912 steam roller.

A FTER an almost uninterrupted association of two
years, Congress and the United States have sepa-
rated for mutual refreshment.

v

THE Prince of Wales, disguised as a young officer,

recently spent a few minutes upon the firing line
and returned to safety none the worse for the rash ad-
venture.

USSIA has apparently adopted her ally’s mwotto,

“Business as Usual.” The police recently searched

(and partly burned) the home of Tolstoy’s widow for
documents of a revolutionary character.

ROSPECTIVE tourists in the near east will learn

with pleasure that the Dardanelles are undergo-

ing a thorough spring cleaning and may soon be free
of unsanitary mines and forts.

HE Portuguese season of internal dissension and
political unrest has opened promisingly and shows
no signs of having been injured by the war.

lT is rumored that the Unspeakable Turk, who has

been visiting enemies in Europe and environs for

462 years, is about to return to his old home in Asia.
Howarp BRrUBAKER.

Christian patriot, Will you call on your Gocl to help you Wllen your country goes to war!



HSUBMARINES:

WAS in a first class compartment on a train in

Belgium. OQutside, the fields and villages looked

bleak and sodden, soaking wet in a cold January

rain. The train was crowded with soldiers, and
all other civilians but me were packed in two third
class cars behind. At first I had been back there my-
self, but at one little station I'd been thrown out to
make room for more German warriors. On the plat-
form in wretched German I had argued with the guard.
I had quite an assortment of passes and I showed
them all, but their value was only negative. They
proved that I was not a spy and so for the moment
need not be shot, but for getting me a place on that
train they were like scraps of paper. Troops must be
moved, and I must make room. They were certainly
moving. Down the platform on the run, husky, big-
booted German boys, they came shouting, trampling,
wave on wave, and I felt like a drop in the ocean.
The train was almost ready to start.

Then I pulled my inspiration. It was not a pass
but a menu card. The week before, up near the front
with some other correspondents, I had been invited to

"dine with the chief of the general staff. As it hap-
pened, the dinner never came off. But it was “in die
Ordnung” that to each of us should be solemnly handed
a menu card with a plan of the table. Here is mine.
Observe John Reed.

TISCH-ORDNUNG

Herr John Reed

Oberst Groener General Zoellner

Herr Keilhau General Prinz

Se. Exzellenz der

GeIr;e;al leld v. Chef des Gen-
ohenborn eralstabs des
Feldheeres

Herr A. Wilkie Senator Beveridge

e .
Major v. Tiescho-
witz

Oberst Tappen

Herr E. Poole Herr Robert Dunn

Major Nicolai

I drew a first class compartment.

Moreover I was,almost alone. The one other man
I took at first for a young German officer—with a mean
cold in his head. For over his gray field suit he wore
a green muffler that swathed his neck and almost cov-
ered his shoulders. The train started and we lit cigar-
ettes. '

“You are an American?”
English.

e

“A correspondent?”

“Yes.”

“How did you get in this car?”

I told him of the menu card and it seemed to tickle
him vastly.

“And T also am here by a little trick.” He pulled
off his muffler and revealed the fact that there were no
giripes on his shoulders. “You see I am only a pri-
vate,” he said. “But with this I pass as an officer, and

he began in excellent

How do you say in America?

so I get a seat in here.
Graft?”

Ernest Poole

“You graft a first class compartment,” I said. I
began to like him. I liked the twinkle in his gray eyes.

“Well, and what do you think of the war?” he asked.

“It’s interesting,” I replied. He blew some smoke.

“Be frank with me—quite. I'm no Chauvinist.”

“It’s damnable,” I confided. 7

“I am very pleased to meet you. I have been very
lonely,” he said. :

“Who are you?” I asked.

“A soldier.”

“Who were you?”

“A playwright.”

“Where from?”

“Hamburg. I wrote plays which were not acted.” I
drew nearer.

“So did I write plays,” I told him.

“Did you? Were they acted?”
“Some of them were.” His face fell.
“Oh_”

“But they failed. They made no money.”

“Ah! I find that splendid! Let us talk about plays,”
he said.

Strindberg was his favorite. He liked Oscar Wilde
and Synge, and he talked of certain German writers
I had never heard of. Sudermann and Hauptmann
were both hopelessly bourgeois.

“Do you know,” he said, “in three months I have
never talked of art. I have not even thought. My
mind has been dead. It has been drowned in this silly
war. I shall recall this hour with you as a light, a
spot-light in the dark.”

“Thanks. T’ll do the same,” T said.
of lonely travelers.”

“We are,” he agreed. “What has war produced?
Dead bodies, blood and hatred—and not even hatred
well expreséed. I have searched the papers and maga-
zines for one good poem, one passable story, one real
piece of writing—but no. I find only cheap rubbish
The most awful patriotic bosh.”

“Can it be that

“We're a couple

and sentiment.

“Tut, tut,” T gravely admonished.
you are no patriot?”

“T am a patriot,” he declared.
more dismal prospect than to abolish nationalities and
all talk Esperanto. What a flat, hideous future for art.
No, I want to stay German. And as a German I want
to compete with Frenchmen, Russians, English, with
Swedes and Norwegians, with Turcos and Americans—
But all this silly
nonsense about white papers and red blood, what is it?
What does it decide? Shall T tell you. It decides for
us that every little lieutenant is God—not only here but
in England and France. He is God of us all to whom
we bow down—forgive me again, T should say salute.
He is to be our God for years. Around him will be
written plays that make a man sick to think about, and
by him and his standards the crowd will be a hundred-
fold more ignorant and brutalized than they were be-
fore the war. They will be worse than bourgeois—they
And T feel bitter
against all this—and bitter against bloodshed—bitter
against machine guns, howitzers, French Seventy-fives!
And my bitterness
It is an ocean and I am
And my en-

“T can think of no

forgive me, T am speaking of plays.

will cultivate prize fighters’ souls.

I am against all this bloody farce!
does me no good at all.
drowned.
gine is stalled—I cannot rise.”
“Are there many like you in Germany?”
He made a despairing gesture.

I am a submarine far down.

“Did I not tell you,” he demanded, “this is my first
real talk in three months?”

I leaned over to him.

“Have another cigarette,” I said. “I've been hunting
for you, brother; that’s the main reason why I came.
I've been in England and Germany hunting around for
submarines.”

“Well? And have you found some?” he demanded

eagerly.

“Yes. Not many, but a few—and those few damned
lonesome.”

“And their engines stalled.”

“Oh, no, they’re not all dead ones yet—things may
be happening pretty soon.”

“What things?” he asked me hungrily.

But the train was slowing down. Outside in the
dreary rain a long bleak line of buildings slid slowly
past the window—shattered buildings, ghastly hulks of
what had once been houses. And a voice called out,
“Louvain.”

“This is where I get off,” he said.
must take another train to the village where I am sta-
tioned. Good-bye. Good luck to the submarines. Keep
on traveling.”

“T will.”

A moment later, with a rush, some six or eight
peasant soldiers scrambled up into the compartment.
They were wet and muddy and worn. And in less than
five minutes, on the seat where the writer had sat and
talked of Strindberg and Oscar Wilde, five mud-be-
draggled men in a row sat with mouths open fast asleep.
I felt as though that ocean had swept over me again.

“From here I

I stayed submerged for some hours crowded into a
corner. Finally I fell into a doze. When I awoke they
were still asleep—all but one.

He did not look like a peasant—he looked more like
a factory hand. At once I watched him closer, for I
thought I had seen his type before. There was some-
thing so lean and hungry, so intensely eager in his eyes.
He did not notice me watching him, for he himself
with an almost strained intensity was studying the
faces of these peasant comrades with whom he had
been thrown. He seemed to study them one by one.
He pulled a newspaper from his pocket and read for
half an hour, then he studied the faces agair'l.

Presently we stopped at a station and in the commo-
tion they all awoke. Some looked out of the window.
In a few moments the train went on, and now the
group began to talk.

At the start the talk was general. First it was about
the next meal. At which station would they be fed?
Then there was talk of trenches, of deep mud and
water, and someone told of a bayonet charge in which
he had killed ten Frenchmen. Then followed some
jokes about a spade. Someone in the German trenches,
it seemed, held up a spade every morning, and pres-
ently from the French trenches an answering spade
appeared, whereupon both French and Germans climbed
out of their holes and there was a truce of ten min-
utes—one of the toilet arrangements of war. Later
came talk about trench food. Finally somebody won-
dered how long the war was going to last.

And then the lean faced man, the watcher, began to
talk to these comrades whose faces he had studied so
carefully one by one. His talk at first was careful, too.

“We're a hard crowd of fellows to beat” he de-



clared, and to this the others promptly agreed. “But
so are the French and English,” he added.

“No,” said a peasant,
pigs and bastards!”

“But they can fight,” the man went on,
the war will last for years.
will we get out of it?”

He talked about war taxes. He asked each peasant
what tax he had paid on his farm before the war.
Then he said the taxes would be doubled for years to
come, and the longer the war lasted the longer and the
heavier would be the taxes to be paid.

“But that is not our Kaiser’s fault,” said a stout,
good-natured peasant. ‘It is the fault of England and
the French and Russians. Don’t you know they started
the war, the devils?”

“Their governments did,” said the lean-faced man.
“But I've talked with some of those fellows when we
took them prisoners. The French are good fellows like
ourselves.” :

“not the English. They are
“and I think
And when it is over what

“Yes, they are good fellows,”
ant agreed.

“And they did not start the war. In Russia the Czar,
he started it off, because the workingmen up in Peters-
burg were making him trouble, they even had barri-
cades in the .streets.
their strikes.

the good-natured peas-

So he started the war to stop
And in France it was the fat Catholic
priests and all the rich people who want a king. In
England I read in.the papers that they have had a
hard time over there to get their workingmen to enlist.”

“They are cowards,” said a peasant.

“Yes, but they did not start the war. I tell you
this war was started by a lot of fat rich people. And

B EM

A PRAYER

TO that true god I call myself,
Whose form lay huddled in the earliest womb of

fiery mist;

Who slowly groped to life through the long and bloody
generations,

Maker of all the gods, as childish playthings of joy
and terror;

Retirer of all the gods, save himself, when he stood
towering,

Shining up to man’s estate and man’s affairs:

God, in high loneliness apart T talk with you—
Give me always this precious communion.

Give me strength to fling aside the false gods,
Even to the last of them—

The childish toys of the race;

The fear-spurring ghosts; the faltering beliefs.

Give me the vaster strength to see and build for myself

Man’s business, and man’s customs.

Keep me from the chains of ownership,

From cellaring myself in a comfortable litter of books
and pictures, clothes and possessions,

That drain my soul from my larger work.

Keep me from too-great love—
Love of father, that makes me but an echo of a dying
hero;
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we are the fellows who have to get killed. And if we
don’t get killed, by God, we will have to pay war
taxes! And think of the widows we’ll have to help.
All the fellows who are killed are leaving in every
village widows and old mothers and little brats who
will have'to be fed. And the village will have to feed
them. And the longer
all this fighting goes on, the more taxes we will have
to pay.”

And that will mean more taxes.

All the faces were gloomy now. The good-natured

peasant tried to joke but got no response.

“Well, we're in for it,”

“All the same,” said the lean-faced man, “I'll be glad
when there’s peace. I’ll be glad when we all jump up
out of the trenches and all the French fellows do the
same—and we all run across and shake hands with each
other.”

“That will be fine,” said the good-natured peasant.
“We'll do it as soon as the war is over.”

“Some fellows have done it,”

“What?”

“Some fellow told me that where he was our men
held up spades and the French did the same—and then
they ran out and all shook hands. And they did like
this at the trenches.” He made a face, at which they
all laughed. But the laugh soon stopped and there
was a tense silence.

“You can’t do that to your officers,”
uneasily.

somebody growled.

the speaker replied.

growled one man

“It is a lie and it never happened,” said another peas-
ant. “You are just making it up.”
“Perhaps it is a lie,” “But that is

what the fellow said.”

said the speaker.

S Gl By Clement

Love of mother, that clips my wings and manacles me
to the prison of the past;

Love of woman, that bids me grow, flesh into flesh and
soul into soul,

Until we sink, strangled in the embrace;

Love of friend, that plants my foot in the footsteps
before me, §

Shunning the rougher, straighter path.

Give me great love of myself—
Love that will whip me to unfold my full flowering
In the blighted gardens of men.

Keep me from dream-ridden indolence,
That softens the sinews of my spirit.

Send me forth, adventuring,
From the quick-mud of the gutter
To the clasp of the thin golden fingers of the stars.

Let me will life,
And its hearty, freshening struggles.

And when the small word comes to me that the end of
this road is near,

God, do not let me flee my certain end;

Let me will death.

Gladly, with clear vision, as a conqueror,

Let me serenely pass on the light to loftier gods,

And go forth to farther roads, )

Knowing that deatd will come when I will have it
come.

He threw a vigilant glance along the row of faces.

“And when you come to think of it,” he continued
quietly, “it is not so bad, what those fellows did. You
must obey your officers—because this is war—and if we
fellows didn’t obey, everything would be all mixed up—
and the French would charge and kill us all.
whole regiments everywhere jumped out of the trenches,
as he said, and all the Frenchmen did the same and we
met in the middle of the field—then there would be war
no more—and no need of officers.”

There was a long, uneasy silence.

“I don’t like this talk,” muttered the good-natured
peasant. “It is not good to talk of this.” !

“You are right, brother,”
get us all into trouble,”
speaker. = “Look out.”

“Oh, therels ‘no trouble,” the speaker replied. “I
just told you what that fellow said. Perhaps he was
wrong and perhaps he was right. Let’s talk about
something else instead.”

The talk ran to other things. The old jokes and
stories of blood and steel, the old boastings of butchery,
all went on. But through it all from time to time I
noticed two or three of the group would grow silent
and frown and stare intensely out of the window, ap-
parently thinking of something hard.

The lean-faced man had resumed his paper with a
relieved expression, as though he had put through his
job for the day.

“You will
he said, turning angrily to the

another growled.

It is pleasant in such traveling, where you feel sub-
merged in thisocean of war, to meet these submarines
now and theh.

His et&gﬁle is not stalled.

Wood

THE GOLDEN MIRACLE

O ye ask for a sign, O ye of little faith?
Do ye doubt and stand slant-eyed
When bread and wine become the blessed body
and blood
Of dear Lord Jesus Christ?

De ye summon your Baals, Science and the Modern
Spirit,
To bear witness for you?

Truly ye are a perverse and balky generation!

For every day ye see a greater miracle, i

A more wonderful transformation, never restmg,
belting the world; |

The lift and glow of youth, the vigor of matunty,
the trembling haste of age, become gold;

The splashed blood of workers on the spread rails
and the keen-edged machine-blades,

The fragrant smell of sacrificial woman-flesh on
the lust-altars,

The toiling children, grayer than gray age,

Turned into gold;

The packed slums and lean farm-houses, the loath-
some food, the water swarming with death,

Aye, and the souls, the light, of humankind, all
become gold—

Dumb gold, that can hardly tell its breathing origin.

I am ashamed of my feeble God and his well-
meaning somn,

And their elementary miracles!

Ye scoffers and doubters, scoff and doubt no more!

Look upon this greater miracle, and worship!

But if’
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MEETINGS

§4]SN'T it curious,” I said as we sat before the fire

of a winter night in my New England farmhouse,
“isn’t it curious how different one meeting is from
another. I don’t mean according to circumstance, but
She looked
at me, interested. She was an older woman, and I had
always believed, a wiser one.

according to the nature of him you meet.”

I poked over a log and
went on:

“There’s John, for example. We've never shaken
hands that I remember and once only has he kissed me
when we met. But in these latter years we've never
met without a sense of rejoicing. It isn’t always ar-
ticulate; I may see it in his eyes or in the very quiet-
But it's there always, fresh and
If I feel.like chattering, I chatter.
Or perhaps I don't say much, or John either—just as

we feel.

ness of his waiting.
poignant.

To each the meeting is both a renewal
and a starting point. To me above all else it is an un-
constrained happening, a gracious, unconstrained hap-
pening.”

“Yes, I understand,” said my companion. “You and
She smiled.

“To realize it I've only te recall my meetings with

he are in luck.” “Do you realize it?”

George,” I answered. “Years ago I would go to meet
George, anticipating the delight of it.
George kiss me in a railway station or when he comes
home to tea. He's always done it. Just what that kind
of a kiss means to George I don’t know, but I find it
depressing.

You've seen

It was particularly trying at first, when
L cared so much. It was depressing, but I'd get over
it quickly and begin to express my joy in our meeting.
It generally took the form of eagerness to tell him
about whatever interesting or amusing things had been
happening in his absence, or perhaps the book I'd just
read or the story I'd heard or some new idea exciting
me. George would listen in a taciturn sort of way,
sometimes almost as if he were irritated. Sometimes
he’d shut me up with a sarcasm, sometimes and still
more effectually with a joke about my hat or the coat
he didn’t like.
The same anticipation on my part, the same disappoint-
And the funny
part of it was that when I became irregular about go-
ing to meet George week-ends at the station, for ex-
ample, he didn’t like it; it really upset him a lot. He
was used to my meeting him. So I became regular
again; but now I am taciturn too and full of the same
kind of inhibitions George feels.

That sort of thing went on for years.

ment. I was a hopeful young fool.

We open the con-
versation with inquiries—weather, children, health, you
know the sort of impersonal thing.”

“Yes, I know,” she said. “It takes the heart out of
you, I know that too. Well, well! Life does repeat.
When I was about your age, there were two men whom
I would go to meet much as you meet John and George.
And your descriptions describe my meetings very fairly,
except perhaps the manners of my John”—she smiled—
“were a little more polite, more courtly, as your grand-
mother would have said—the fashion of our day, you
know—but his spirit was just as much with me,—even
if he did shake hands and in company call me by my
married name.”

“Were your two men at all like my two?” I asked
her, I confess, with the egotistical interest one gives to
a story that will cast light on one’s own experience.
“No, I was coming to that. They are different kinds
of men for the most part, and whatever likenesses exist
are differently distributed. I mean your John is really
more like my George and your George like my John.”

She smiled again, naming them like that plainly
amused her.

“Yet in behavior the two Johns are alike and the
two Georges,” T observed. “Leaving you to infer,” she
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continued, “that the character of a meeting is not de-
termined after all by the character of the man you
meet, but by other circumstances?”

“Just so, by other circumstances.” “By such
a circumstance,” I in turn queried, “as marriage?”
She looked at me gravely. “By such a circumstance

as marriage.”

It was getting
So I put up the fire screen and turned out our
lamp, and kissed my wise and friendly mother good-
night. Ersie CLEws PAarsons.

Overlords of Charity

NEWSPAPERS throughout the land are com-

menting on the fact that the Charity Organization
Society of New York City spends, as stated in its an-
nual report, the sum of $1.50 in organization expenses
for every $1 it places where it will do the most good
among the poor.

Sonie of the papers roast the Charity Organization
Others
explain that if we are going to have organized char-
ity at all the overhead expense is necessary, and

There was nothing more to be said.
late.

Society for absorbing so much in expenses.

must not be complained against.
I want to write about this overhead expense here,
but I do not want to complain about it. Not at least
on its own account.
The overhead expense is only an incident in the
coming of professionalism into philanthropy.
We have Dr. Ed-
ward T. Devine, in a circular advertising the Sckcol
of Philanthropy comparing careers

And professionalism has come.

in professional
philanthropy with careers in the law, in medicine, in
letters. We have both Dr. Edward T. Devine and W.
Frank Persons, secretary of the Charity Organization
Society of New York City, telling us it is none of the
public’s business what they personally get out of their
professional services because the money comes from
private sowrces.

But does it come from private sources? We hear
in the land also the ribald fling at the learned doc-
tors of philanthropy, “What do you mean ‘private
sources’ when you flaunt the poverty of the poor in the
faces of the rich for a Lving?”
titled to an accounting on that?

Isn’t the public en-

If the heads of the powerful charity organizations
merely engaged in giving relief with money show-
ered down upon them, without their having to lobby
for it, to coax it, to study the rich and how to coax it
out of them, then I for one could largely forgive them
all and let them go their way.

But in these days even a blind man knows that
there are many things the rich want, in regard to
the poor, besides the want to give them a little
charity. They want, for one thing, to save their own
claws from being clipped.

Charity folks must never follow their own incli-
nations if these inclinations lead them to the conclu-
sion that changes in the laws of property are the
things most to be desired. I have seen charity folks
follow their inclinations to this point. I have seen
what happened to them within their organization.
They were cast out of countenance, out of favor, were
refused promotion. I might fill whole pages with the
stories those who were in and revolted against the
Charities Hierarchy and now are out.

And those who stay in—

We have seen how the movement for pensions for
widowed mothers fell afoul of the private charity
organizations and how they maintained a lobby at
Albany to kill the bill.

And why a lobby? For the good of the poor,
which are supposed to be the concern of the private
charity workers? Of course not. For the good of
the rich, who after having had this bill served up to
them dead upon a platter, would feel just in the spirit
to “contribute.”

“We have felt in New York,” said Mrs. John M.
Glenn, a leading power in the Russell Sage Foun-
dation, when she was asked to speak on pensions for
widows at the Conference of Charities and Correc-
tion at Memphis last year, “that we do not wish to
have a new form of care introduced in New York
City. To demand of the state that it shall give relief
to the widow and her children tends to lessen the
family’s sense of responsibility for its own.”

It was all very beautiful of Mrs. Glenn to speak
up that way. BUT ALSO, relief for widows by the
state calls for taxes—taxes on the rich. A lobby
maintained by Organized Charity to kill the bill
means the saving of the rich from taxes.

Is it any wonder there is a nation-wide cynicism

about Charity? IrviN Rav.

GENTLEMEN, THE KING!

QUESTIONS TO THOSE
WHO EMPLOY MALE
SERVANTS.

Have you a Butler, Groom, Chauffeur, Gardener, or Game-
keeper serving you who at this moment sheuld be serving
King and Country? .

Have you a man serving at your table who should be serving
a gun?

Have you a man digging your garden who should be digging
trenches?

Have you a man driving your car who should be driving a
transport wagon?

Have you a man preserving your game who should be helping
to preserve your Country?

A great responsibility rests on yow. Will you sacrifice your
personal convenience for your Country’s need?

Ask your men to enlist TO-DAY.

The address of the nearest Recruiting Office can be obtained
at any Post Office.

GOD SAVE THE KING.]
—London Nation.

HE pleads with gentry to permit
Mere servants to enlist;
If it could spare their services,
Their lives would not be missed.

If only Britishers were men
How quickly they would sing
Their anthem to a call like that
And end—“God damn the King!”
Wirter ByNNER.

“Jury Duty“

THE ordinary citizen is exempt from serving on art-

juries. This is, from the point of view of aca-
demic art, a judicious proceeding—not because the or-
dinary citizen wouldn’t be about as good a “picker” as
the gentlemen George Bellows has faithfully repre-
sented on the opposite page, but because—well, there
are some secrets that are best kept. The moving spec-
tacle of the giant intellect of the connoisseur in the
left foreground, straining itself to its aesthetic utmost,
and at last bring<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>