You, who read this magazine, are asking
yoursclves the question, ¢ Will the New Jus-
tice live? What is your answer?

For six months both the editors and con-
tributors have worked tirelessly to estab-
lish a radical magazine that will be worth
while.

What the next six months will bring de-
pends on YOU. If you are with us, get be-
hind us. Better send that subsecription in
right away. Get your friends to subseribe.
It is up to you.
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FREE READING ROOM

Maintained by the Women’s Shelley Club and the In-
tercollegiate Socialist Society, at Rooms 410-411 Fay
Building, corner Third and Hill Streets. Open every
weekday afternoon from 1 to 5 o’clock. Everybody wel-
come.

Open evenings, 7 to 9:30, Reading-room has report
of Federal Industrial Relations Commission; also Con-
gressional Record.

HILL TOP CLUB
Gym Class. Free games, exercise, heaps of fun, expert
instruction, showers, towels. Hill-Toppers and friends.
Normal Hill Center, 5th and Hope, 7:30 p. m, every Thurs-

day.
MARRIAGE it &
Annie Besant. A
new edition of that intensely interesting Brochure, 25¢. A
few copies of The Scarlet Review, 26c each. Diana, A
Psycho-Physiological Essay on Sexual Relations, 25¢c. The
Crucible (agnostic), 4 different copies, 10c.

Raymer’s 0ld Rook Store, 1330 First Ave., Seattle, Wash.

THE EQUITIST

Advocates the solidarity of all hand and brain workers, regard-
less of sex, race or nationality; their direct control of the
money system, and thru it, of both wages and prices.

“We recommend our readers to study THE EQUITIST
plan.”"—Winnipeg Western Labor News,

WEEKLY: $1 A YEAR; $1.50 OUTSIDE THE UNITED STATES
BOX 113, BAY VIEW, WASH.

CIVILIZATION

[A GARDEN OF WEEDS|

As IT Was, Is, and

Published twice a month by the T. E. R. Publishing
Co. Edited by Parker H. Sercombe, Re-organization
and Statistical Specialist.

Revolutionists should be posted on the fundamentals

of reorganization and management, so as to take hold and
march forward without a setback.

Subscribe for CIVILIZATION A Garden of Weeds
215 W, 68th Street, Chicago, lllinois

LIVE FOOD—LIVE PEOPLE

The untired diet is truly attractive,
Is moral, aesthetic, delicious and good,

And further than this, it is more than preventive—
It cures the diseases that come from cooked food.

Health Drinks-—Uncooked Soup—Fruit. Flower and Veg--
etable Salads—Unbaked Breads and Brawn Foods—..
Unfired Pies and Cakes—All very delicious to the
Unperverted Taste. Try them at
THE RAW FOOD DINING ROOM

ONLY 25¢c A PLATE
640 SOUTH OLIVE STREET Phone Broadway 643

Get the Facts

These are stirring times in the history of the nation. Great
problems are affecting the future weifare of the average man,
which are to be met and solved by congress. La Follette's
Magazine gives you information on the affairs of the nation
that you find in no other publication.

This is no time to hide the truth. The people are tired of
hoodwinking rhetorical palaver.

IS A FREE PRESS

LA FOLLETTE’S is a monthly. The subscription price is
$1.00 a year. It is not throttled with advertising patronage.
It is published to bring the truth, suppressed in other publica-
tions, to a war-weary world. It fights to bring justice to the
millions of people who can send no profiteer-paid lobbyists to
Washington to fight for them. A single issue will be worth
the price of a subscription. Better send $1.00 by return mait
for a year’s subscription.

LaFollette’s Magazine, Madison, Wis.

CHIROPRACTOR

WALTER J. MITCHELL, D. C.

Hours 2to 5 P. M. 321 So. Hill St.
Or by Appointment Main 3185

DR.STONE =

254, 8. Broadwar
» at Third St.7 nyﬂl

Main1gs3  Hours 8106 []

Dent st

Health Culture Cafeteria

“EAT YOUR WAY TO HEALTH"

220 West First Street, Los Angeles, Cal.
Open 11 A, M, to 8 P. M.
Undenaturad

Physical Culture }FOODS
Vegetarian

NATURE'S CONSTIPATION
PREVENTION

ALL UNFIRED—NO MEATS—NO COOKING

Nature's Clean Foods, Served in a Clean Way, in a Clean
Place, Put Into a Clean Body—Spells Clean Health.

THE MODERN SCHOOL ASSOGIATION

of Los Angeles

Announces that a school will be open early in Sep-
tember with WILLIAM T. BROWN (former prin-
cipal of the Ferrer School in Stelton, New Jersey)
as principal.

Become a member. Enlist your children. Fur-
ther information may be obtained from the secre-
tary of the Association.

J. SIEGEL, 917 West 35th St.
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Editorials

RETROSPECT AND FORECAST

To all liberty-loving people, to all champions of ordin-
ary, every day fair play, and to all who believe in the
possibility of a sane, orderly solution of the vexXing po-
itical and industrial problems which confront the Ameri-
can people today, the events of the past few weeks must
appear .as a well-nigh unbelievable nightmare. To all
who have hoped that out of the welter and the ruck of
the terrible war just closed there would emerge a world
in which bereaved and distracted humanity might find a
freer field for the expression of its yearning towards a
better social order, the chaos and the madness of the
recent past bring a load of perplexing doubt which sorely
taxes one’s faith in the inherent sanity of the race and
one’s belief in the ability of human beings to work out
their destinies in ways befitting the Twentieth Century.
To all of us who hold that the battle of Man against Mam-
mon may yet be won by use of the moral and intellectpal
weapons of civilized humanity, the last few weeks give
comfort scant indeed.

* * * * * *

Looking back over it all, it would almost seem as if the
stage had been set in advance for some such monstrous
carnival of hatred and intolerance as has marked the past
few weeks. Early in November the newspapers announced
with screaming headlines the discovery in the city of New
York of a plot of what appears at most to have been a
paltry few hundred Russian workingmen to overthrow the
United States government and set up—overnight, as 1t
were—a soviet republic in America. Complete details of
the projected plot were said to have been found among
papers seized in the headquarters of the alleged organiza-
fion—also quantities of high explosives and other para-
phernalia of violent revolution. In normal times the very
preposterousness of the thing would, after its timely dis-
covery and prevention, have caused it to be laughed off as
a piece of comic-opera madness on the part of a handful
of crazed fanatics whose power for evil had been happily
nipped in the bud by a vigilant police. Even in these far
from normal times most people soon ceased to think about
the lurid episode and life, apparently, began to resume the
«ven tenor of its way,

£ * ® = = =

And then came the Centralia horror, On November 11
four returned veterans of the world-war were shot and
killed by members of the I. W. W. during the progress of
an Armistice Day parade in the little lumber town of Cen-
tralia, Washington. That night an I. W. W. member
named Wesley Everett, himself an overseas veteran, was
taken from the Centralia jail by infuriated fellow vet-
erans and lynched. Meanwhile, the Associated Press had
sent broadcast over the country a story to the effect that
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the parade had been deliberately and wantonly fired upon
by members of the I. W. W. as it halted before the head-
quarters of that organization; and it was on the strength
of this report that the torrent of blood-lust and mob
violence which forthwith swept the country broke loose.
A couple of days later, after the flood of passion and
hatred had gathered a momentum which rendered its im-
mediate checking impossible, one of the Armistice Day
paraders testified at the Coroner’s inquest that as the
parade halted in front of the I. W. W. headquarters a
number of the marchers, himself included, started to raid
the hall and that no shots were fired until the door had
been broken in by the raiders. But before this testimony
was given, a nation-wide storm of organized terrorism had
broken loose and was already well under way.
* * * * 3 *

It is idle to speculate now on how much less of a storm
there might have been if the Associated Press had in the
first place sent out a true story of the Centralia horror
instead of waiting forty-eight hours until it was com-
pelled to do so by the sworn testimony of a reputable
physician. Perhaps there wouldn’t have been much less
of a storm, after all. With passions inflamed and nerves
set on edge by a year of hysterical press-hounding of all
the liberal and radical movements throughout the land,
it is possible that the blood-lust would have had its hour
even if our orthodox news-distributing agencies had been
careful to show fair play in a moment of supreme and
vital crisis. But be that as it may, the storm broke loose
—a storm of brutal, violent intolerance that will go down
in history along with the riots, mobbings and lynchings
that preceded and followed the Civil War. Here in the
‘West the storm was particularly acute and exceptionally
vicious. Mobs of men, in some cases with the thinly-veiled
approval of sworn officers of the law, rode ruthlessly over
the most elemental rights of unoffending American citi-
zens. They raided peaceful gatherings of law-abiding
men and women, mauling and intimidating those whom
they found in their way. Tney bludgeoned unresisting
men with heavy monkey wrenches, Here and there a
dash of humor was injected into these otherwise drab
proceedings, as for instance when persons unknown made
a night raid on the rooms of a sedate ladies’ literary club
in Los Angeles and confiscated a quantity of New
Thought literature—presumably because the offending
books happened to be bound in red.

*

* * * * *

At this writing the wave of physical violence appears
to have pretty generally subsided. By far the greater
part of it, in fact, ran its course during the week or ten
days following the Centralia horror, It had not been
long under way before appeals for sanity and lawfulness
—some perfunctory, others obviously sincere—began to
be issued by persons in more or less high places through-
out the land. Notable among these was the spontaneous
and manly statement given out by the commander of the
Butte (Montana) post of the American Legion at a time
when certain misguided memhers of that organization
were commiting deeds of which it is to be hoped they are
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now heartily ashamed. Commander Bassett, after con-
demning the Centralia raid in particular and all other
illegal raids in general, said: ‘‘If the officers of the law
cannot stop these raids, perhaps the resistance of the
raided may have that effect. . . . Anyone who becomes a
party to a mob bent upon unlawful violence, cdnnot ex-
pect the truly patriotic men of the American Legion to
condone his aet.’’ This statement, coming at a time when
hysteria was still rampant, showed uncommon moral
courage and a fine and handsome valuation of the prin
ciples in behalf of which Mr. Bassett and his comrades
are supposed to have fought in the bloody trenches of
France. It is ‘“100 per cent Americansim’ in a very
genuine sense of the term, It is one of a few bright spots
in a somber tale.
* * * * * *

‘With the subsiding of mob violence comes the hope that
some sort of mental order may assert itself—that some
clearness may be established as to what is lawful, and
what unlawful, in the United States of America today.
Just now there appears to be a sad condition of uncer-
tainty as to this moot point, Practically every State in
the Union has within the past year passed laws aimed at
“‘sedition,”’ ‘‘criminal syndicalism,”” ‘‘criminal anarchy”’
and what not. As a result the jails of the country are
filled with men and women who are under indictments

" based upon utterances of a sort which for a generation

have passed as the current give-and-take of political and
economic discussion. It is highly desirable that the win-
nowing process attending the trials of these men and
women may give us a workable and more or less definite
knowledge of what are to be the limits of free speech and
political agitation in the days ahead of us. Without some
such knowledge, or at least some fair-to-middling approxi-
mation thereto,it is difficult for anyone to know just where
he gets off at—to use the homely phrase. It is to be hoped
the courts of the country will settle this vexing question
"with some degree of clarity—and wherever any of these
new laws are found to be capable of being so stretched as
to endanger the right to agitate for peaceful changes of
however sweeping a character, it is particularly to be

_hoped that the laws thus stretchable will fail to meet the

test of constitutionality in the higher courts. Such a con-
‘summation will take us a long way on the road to return-
ing sanity and will give renewed hope of a peaceable solu-
tion of the problems which confront us today.

R.R. B,

THE RIGHT TO STRIKE

Almost simultaneously with the decision to return the
railroads to private ownership, the Senate passed the
Cummins bill, which would deprive the railroad workers
of the right to strike. It is unthinkable that this piece of
reactionary legislation can be made to ‘‘stick.”” It is al-
most unthinkable that it will be favorably reported out
of the joint House and Senate committee in whose tender
mercies it now reposes. But as a guage of the political
enlightenment of the present Senate, the passage of this
prize bit of anti-social legislation is illuminating.

repeat the warning now. Protest against the enactment
into law of the Cummins bill) or any similar legislation,
should be so sharp and wide-spread as to leave no doubt
in the minds of twentieth century law-makers with tenth
century brains as to how the great masses of the American
people feel about this particular manifestation of Western
Hemisphere Czarism.

The Cummins bill will not become a law if the people
will only let Congress know what they think of it.

R. R. B.

WHAT WILL CONGRESS DO?

The United States Congress stands today in a peculiar,
not to say, anomalous, position. Last year the soverign
peoeple of a Wisconsin district elected to Congress a man
whom, in their wisdom, they wished to represent them in
the national legislature. Whereupon the members of said
national legislature, disapproving of the gentleman thus
duly elected to sit among them, voted to refuse gaid gen-
tleman his seat. Then, at the special election required by
law in such cases, the soverign people of the Wisconsin
distriet re-elected their chosen representative by a neat
majority of 4000 over an opponent representing a fusion
of all political parties save the one to which the congress-
man-elect belongs, The man in the case is Vietor Berger
of Milwaukee. The party he represents is the Socialist
Party of America. This last fact may have much or noth-
ing to do with the case, according as you wish to look at it.

The question now arises: What will Congress do?

Echo answers: ‘““What?”’

R.R. B.

Owing to the fact that THE NEW JUSTICE, through
lack of money, was unable to bring out its December
issue, all subscriptions will be extended one month, to
compensate for the lapse in publigation.

Ignorance is always on the side of established power.
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tention to the cardinal danger of such legislation—namely
its quality of rendering more difficult a peaceful solution
of the bread-and-butter question in America. We can but
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Anatole France—A Prophet of Pity

and Satire

By PAUL JORDAN SMITH

““We do not remain one moment the same, and yet we
never become different from what we are.”

¥ X X X

The other day we read that Anatole France marcl}ed
down the streets of Paris with revolutionists protesting
against the treatment of Russia. In 1912 the same man
had written ‘“The Gods Athirst,”’ satirising the French
Revolution and laughing sceptically at revolutions in
general. ‘‘Never tell me that the Revolution is going
to bring equality, because men will never be equal—Ilet
them turn the country upside down to, their heart’s con-
tent,”’ and ‘‘The people’s ardor for regeneration grows
lukewarm with time, but men will always love women.’’
Or, “If 1 were your president I should appeal to the
arbitrament of dice. In matters of justice it is the surest
plan.”’

The Anatole France of ‘‘Penguin Island’’ and the
partisan of Dreyfus is at the same time the author of
¢Phe White Stone’’ and ‘‘The Red Lily.”” But why
attempt to reconcile the two attributes? Only the stupid
try to remain consistent, and genius is aware that truth
is not to be brought to bridle. Pity compels one to lend
an ear to the cry of the unfortunate and to rage against
injustice, but wisdom warns him of the futility of schemes
that have high-sounding names. Poverty and opulence
are distressing contrasts, but stupidity is well nigh uni-
versal: and who has dared to suggest a remedy for cul-
tured stupidity other than extirpation?

So where one is so unfortunate as to harbor in the same
breast irony and, pity, what is there to do but vibrate
between laughter and tears? True, Anatole France has
been so moved from time to time that he has entered
the lists and battled right nobly under the urge of pity,
but he has always returned to the Villa Said and writ-
ten a thing that tells of futility and provokes a smile.

Anatole France derives from Rabelais and Renan, Lu-
cretius and Voltaire. But with his scepticism he brings
irony and savours of Virgil and Homer. No Voltairean
bitterness mars his pages, and his ‘‘Contes Drolatiques”’
are more delicate than those of Sterne.

A course of reading in Anatole France would in tself
be an excellent conclusion to a college—perhaps a good
substitute. Certainly such a course would rob the mind
of its sophomoric egoism, and perhaps the heart to meet
the grea’ disillusionment. History, politics, art, litera-
ture, plilesophy and religion are set forth in those amaz-
ing pages with both reverance and satire, and the in-
itiate know both the glory and the folly of being alive.

“Life is an illusion.”” Very well, but illusions are the
gates of escape from boredom, and even an opium dream
is better than stale domesticity. True, democracy, now
that we have won such a generous share of it, does not
prove to be the thing that the idealists have always been
hoping for, but neither was aristocracy the land of en-
chantment that the sentimentalists moon over. And after
all, the futility lies in hoping anything of any system of
things Life resolves itself into averages so far as so-

ciety goes, and one age is no better than another. Cli-
mates are of the soul.

The bitterness of our social pessimism is a reaction
from the ‘‘great principles’’ of the eighteenth century.
Despite the hurry of change we have held with blind
fetishism to Justice, Truth, Fraternity and Equality.
This faith in abstractions spoils our acceptance of reality.
We expect too much, and weep when the segment of life
we are jostled in refuses us justice. Well, one must ex-
pect nothing of Society, and must preserve a sense of
humor.

And what a subtle sense of humor has Anatole France!
How it plays about ecclesiastical ambitions in ‘‘The
Amethyst Ring,”’ and the notion of progress in ‘‘Penguin
Island.”’ I have a notion that in addition to being the
most humorous ‘‘Penguin Island’’ is the most accurate
history of mankind ever written. Certainly no truer
history of our institutions eould be placed in the hands
of the young. A less satiric, a more genial, but perhaps
a more shocking humor is found in ‘‘The White Stone,”’
particularly in that story of the Martyrdom of Stephen.
The most harmless humor is to be found in ‘“My Friend’s
Book’’ and in ‘“At the Sign of the Reine Pedauque.”’

What an amazing faculty has this sceptical historian
of human life for finding the ironic essentials of things.
In the story of ‘‘History’” he gives us a tragedy of events
in three words—‘Born, suffered, died’’—the whole of
history. And what a sense of the irony of opinions in
“The White Stone’” where respectable philosophers and
gentlemen decide that Christianity, vulgar and proletar-
ian, is a thing doomed to an existence of but a day! And
then, when in ‘‘The Procurator of Judea,’’ Pilate, asked
in his later life of the crucifixion of our Lord, is made to
reply, ‘I have no recollection of the man,’” the relativity
of events is made astonishingly clear,

1t is with things and the moods evoked by things that
Anatole France is principally concerned. Here, despite
the noises of swine and the clamor of those without taste.
one may find a world of the ideal. The past may be made
to yield the richest of her treasures without the ancient
chaff, the present may be viewed with perspective, the
future may be created without the doubt born of rough
contacts. It is in the world of subjective life that one
finds the deep satisfactions, and is able to triumph over
the tricks of the Cosmic Jester,

Yet, even in this contemplative hour is fulfilled the
seripture: ‘‘Though I fly to the uttermost parts of the
earth even there thou art.”” For Life will not let us re-
main mere spectators however interesting the comments
we perforce may make, nor however satisfied we may
seem. The cries of the market-place hunt us out, and
the sound of weeping will not down. Even the sceptic
may not dwell forever in the abode of peace.

Disillusioned in his place of retirement where the in-
tellect is anarchist, one becomes re-illusioned in the pres-
ence of the suffering multitude. ¥or ‘‘Sceptics, too, are
subject to all the illusions of the universal mirage, they
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too are the playthings of appearances.”” It was so with
Voltaire; it is true of Anatole France.

‘We need not be surprised if we find him’ covering pages
with satire and then, a moment afterward, flinging him-
self into the futile movements that he has satirized. Fu-
tile? Yes, if one considers the results; no, if one looks at
the superb gesture. For it is here that humanity chal-
lenges the fates,

Somewhere in ‘‘Penguin Island’’ we are told that to
solve the world’s woes it would be necessary to blot out
this pitiful planet altogether. Again, there is the sug-
gestion that we move in a circle, blind dupes after a
meaningless dream.

But while the hand is that of Esau, the voice is that
of Jacob. The dreamer is back of the disbeliever. The
pages of Anatole France make us smile, sometimes bit-
terly, but not without the feeling of pity. And what is
more they sometimes fan in our hearts the flames of re-
volt. Futility or not, the world is not after the fash-
ioning of the heart, and men, whatever one may say,
have the capacity of dying for their dreams. So the
author of ““The Gods Athirst’’ leads a parade of work-
men down the streets of Paris on a May Day.

Life is a bundle of contradictions and the true
sceptic has a welcome for them all. He weds ‘‘piety of
imagination to impiety of thought,’”” and complacently
permits reverence and ribaldry to jostle one another in
his pages. He makes the sign of the cross and scruples
not to sit down with the priests of Isis; he holds converse
with Venus Pandemos, and does homage to Our Lady.
For pages do we read of St. Aquinas and still more pages
of Spinoza, and then with Anatolean suddenness, we come
upon a discourse upon the making of an omelette. Why
not? We simply find in these fascinating pages a resolv-
ing of the contradictions between romance and reality.

In his political views the author of ‘‘The Revolt of the
Angels’’ is a bit disturbing to a good American. He seems
to find no marked distinction between democracy and
vulgarity, and betrays no enthusiasm over the popular
ballot. He does not know that universal suffrage will
settle all things, nor does he share our faith that art and
literature thrive best in a republic. Concerning prohibi-
tion one may not even suggest his prejudices—the world
is so damned safe!. So for safety’s sake, I will turn
- away from polities to sex!

Although, in a way, Anatole France is a follower of
Lucretius, he does not dismiss sex as did the Latin poet.
He knows that sex dismisses us, and he enjoys the joke.
Sex appears in his stories as in Thomas Hardy’s ‘‘Jude
the Obscure’’ when it interrupts a classic meditation and
wrecks a career all in a moment. But he does not after
the manner of Hardy take the matter seriously. Being
French, he sees the humor in it all. And yet, while he
does not take sex seriously, he sees it as one of the
serious facts of life—Hunger, Sex, Religion—these three.
And the greatest of these? It depends upon the situa-
tion and the mood. Certain it is that when the human is
fed, love and religion are the most permanently interest-
ing things in the world. And the Frenchman pays his
respects with courtesy, and then laughs.

In America this attitude is hard to understand. To
laugh about sex is here equivalent to being coarse, and
signifies approval of commercial vice; to be a sceptic here
is to make suggestive remarks about clergymen and to
abuse the Scriptures. Hence Rabelais, Boccaccio and
Pierre Louys must be clothed in lurid colors and shelved
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with ‘‘smut,’” and our droll stories are made nasty and
divorced from humor and relegated to smoking cars.

This sentimentality betrays life, creates absurdly pa-
thetic relationings, and results in the domestic brawl. Sex
becomes absurdly, needlessly prominent, all out of propor-
tion and really funny. The Tess Durbeyfields and Jude
Frawleys are conceived in puritanism and born in prud-
ery; they end in tragi-comedy. The Gods must chuckle
over these things.

But whether talking about sex or omelettes or St. Mael
or Pythagoras, the charm of Anatole France lies not alone
in his humor or irony, but also in his leisurely manner of
telling things. He violates the unities with fascinating
frequency and wanders enough to do credit to Laurence
Sterne. One ambles through pages, taking time to explore
all the by-ways. And the asides are always delightful.
No serious preoccupation with a dry scholarly theme and
yet there is enough scholarship dropped by the way to
more than surfeit a score of academicians.

One sets out browsing among the book stalls on the Quai
Voltaire, gets into an argument over an old folio covered
with blind toolings, talks theology with a jovial priest,
goes to a tavern and recites Luecretius or Boethius, has
a quarrel about politics, becomes afterwards a warm
friend of one’s opponent, takes a walk in the Luxem-
bourg, gossips with an old apple woman, returns home
and, sitting down among vellum manuseripts, discourses
on the meaning of life to an understanding mongrel who
taps his tail in approval.

Where there are fields and forests they are suggested
rather than described, and one is made to sense the *‘lit-
tle people’’ who hide beneath the leaves, and the hama-
dryads who peep down from the foliage of the oak. In
a word, one is taken away from the realism and dull
actualities into a world where there is fantasy and miracle,
and is conscious that in that realm Truth is more apt to
find her dwelling than in sanitary bungalows or squalid
industrial centers where the photographers of life, with
their accurate journalistic sense insist on taking us. For
facts and truth bear no necessary relation. Facts walk
with leaden feet; truth has wings. Any honest person
can relate facts—the genius divines truth. And the
genius in the land of gnomes finds ecstacy, and, if we are
to believe Arthur Machen, where there is ecstacy there
is art.

‘While I write these things I am wondering whether
there is not going to be made manifest yet another phase
of Anatole France, whethet he is not going to give him-
self, out of sheer misery over the desolation of his country,
to the ‘‘illusions’’ of reconstruction. Perhaps the last
mood of this genial old sceptic is going to be serious and
hopeful. At any rate here is what The Manchester Guard-
ian reports of a recent speech of his to school teachers:

‘“The state to which a devastating war has reduced
France and the world imposes upon the teachers duties of
exceptional complexity and difficulty. Without hope of
obtaining help or support or even consent, you have to
change elementary education from top to bottom in order
to train workers. There is no room in the society of today
for any but workers; the others will be swept away by the
hurricane. And you must train intelligent workers in-
structed in.the crafts that they practise, knowing what
are their duties to the national community and to the
human community. Burn. burn all the books that teach
hatred! Extol labor and love. Train for us men capable
of trampling under foot the vain splendors of barbaric
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glory and of resisting the sanguinary ambitions of the
nationalisms and imperialisms that have annihilated their
fathers.

““No more industrial rivalries! No more wars! Only
labor and peace! Whether we like it or not, the time has
come when we must either become citizens of the world
or see the whole of civilization perish.

‘‘Reason, wisdom, intelligence, force of the mind and
heart, you that I have always piously invoked, come to me,
aid me, strengthen my feeble voice, carry it, if that be
possible, to all the peoples of the world; and diffuse it
everywhere where men of good will are found, to listen
to the beneficent truth! A new order of things is born!
The powers of evil are dying poisoned by their crime.
The covetous and the cruel, the devourers of the peoples
are perishing of a surfeit of blood. Sorely smitten by the
fault.of their blind or villainous masters, mutilated, deci-
mated, the proletariats yet stand erect.”

WOMAN DEMOCRAT BALKS AT ARMY BILL

Persistent efforts on the part of the Democratic
National Committee to lassoo and bring back into the
reservation ‘‘the lady from Ohio’’ who jumped it a few
weeks ago in protest against Secretary Baker’s universal
military training bill, have proved unsuccessful up to
date. Miss Florence E. Allen, the Ohio member of the
‘Woman’s National Democratic Committee and a promin-
ent woman attorney in Cleveland, has replied as fol-
lows to overtures from the Democratic headquarters in
‘Washington:

““My decision is final. I agree with you that being a
Democrat is more than skin-deep. There is something in
me deeper than party affiliation, however, and that is the
determination to fight the causes of war wherever 1 find
them. To my mind compulsory military service is one of
those causes. I still fail to see how I could speak my
mind upon it and hold the position I occupied, sponsored
as the measure was by Mr. Baker and unrepudiated by
President Wilson.

“I do not consider that I have left the party. I have
resigned a position in the party but I expect to work with
the Democrats if, on the whole, they maintain Democratic
principles. But compulsory militatry service is so sub-
versive of the whole structure of our democracy that I
cannot understand how a Democrat can propose it.”’

Miss Allen lost a brother in the war, Lieutenant Clar-
ence Allen of San Franeisco.

N. Y. SOCIALISTS WIN BIG VICTORY

Five aldermen for New York City, five Assamblymen
and a total city vote of over 126,000 for James O’Neal,
candidate for president of the Board of Aldermen—this
is the result of the municipal elections on November 4.
The total vote is the largest ever recorded by the New
York Socialists, barring only that of Morris Hillquit in
1917, when many non-socialists voted for the mayoralty
candidate. The vote is regarded as especially significant
in view of the fact that this was an ‘‘off-year.”’

The successful candidates are: Aldermen—B. Charney
Vladeck, re-elected; Alexander Braunstein, re-elected;
Abraham Beckerman, re-electetd ; Edward F. Cassidy and
Abraham I. Shiplacoff. Assemblymen—August Claessens,
re-elected against fusion; Louis Waldman, member of the
assembly in 1918; Samuel A. DeWitt, Samuel Orr, and
Charles Solomon, re-elected.

DID YOU KNOW THAT

There are more people in jails than in colleges.
Few workingmen have private chauffeurs.
Overcoats are unpopular at the equator.

There are no labor unions in the isle of Yap.

Joshua made the first use of injunctions when he com-
manded the sun to stand still.

The Sahara desert is dry territory.

Saw dust makes an ideal substitute for breakfast food.

A handsome evening gown can be made from after-
noon newspapers.

An axe is a handy tool for cleaning windows.

Milk is thicker than water.

Natives of China never tasted chop suey.

More people die from gout than from brain lesion.

All red headed people are not radical.

There are 657,892 laws in the United States and ignor-
ance of any is no excuse.

There are 10,000,000 persosn here who cannot write
but try to convince publishers that they can,

There have been no strikes for longer hours and
shorter pay.

A dollar is worth only 30 cents.

Water is a good substitute for near-beer.

If all the injunctions issued against labor in the past
few years were dumped one on top of the other, they
would reach higher than the Masonic Temple. )

If all the coal that wasn’t mined this week were gath-

‘ered into a heap ten feet square, it would make an awful

big pile.

Pouring molasses on your head is not guaranteed to
cure baldness. )

Scientists have not yet been able to discover an excuse
for the shimmy.—The New Majority.

TO HORACE TRAUBEL

Over the lands, the mountains, seas and plains,
Heart unto heart and soul to soul we all

Cherish your love, for that is all remains,
Soldier of death has sent to you his call.

Years you have been our chum and friend—
Now is the end?

Years will elapse with you in sleep—
Your love shall keep!

Over the nations they have heard your plea;
Answering you in toilers’ unity;

That was your dream, the Brotherhood of Man,
Yet when you died your work, in truth, began,

Comrade, be our companion still in our fight,
Lend us your hand for strength and give your thot’s fot
Light.

Stir us to bring about what ought to be,
Your life-long hope, the world Fraternity!
—Harold Roland Johnson,

Mention the Devil and folks laugh; mention God and
thev draw a long face. Why?

Most people are better than their religion simply be-
cause they are more human.
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The Ethical Factor in Social Progress

By JOB HARRIMAN

Looking backward, along the trenches and over the
battlefields, where ambition and hate and greed ran riot
for four long years; where shot and shell, gas and shrap-
nel, tanks and tornadoes of fire turned earth into hell,
mangling and murdering millions of the flower of the
world, one is compelled to admit that knowledge, however
thorough, of econmic and mechanical laws alone, is not
sufficient to solve the social problem. The psychological
and ethical factors are also involved, and must be taken
into congideration.

The laws of economics and mechanics are true. But
they are not all that is true. Likewise the psychological
and ethical laws are true. But neither are they all that
is true. Without the proper spirit the economic and me-
chanical laws become adders’ fangs and tigers’ claws in
the minds of those who understand them; while the ethi-
cal and psychie forces run riot in mysticisms and idocyn-
crasies without the knowledge or economics and mechan-
jics. The one is an ever increasing hurricane, the other a
floundering ship without a rudder. It is apparent from
our recent experience that the knowledge of the one
without the other has made of this world a charnel house
of savages the like of which the jungle cannot match.

Indeed, we know so much of the laws of physics that
this very knowledge, devoid of spirituality, is hovering
like a vast vampire over the nations of the world. Who
knows what hour the patriotic chemist, whose heart is
reeking with hatred and revenge because of the appre-
sions imposed upon his people by a more powerful nation,
may develop typhus or other cultures in his scret labora-
tory and scatter the deadly germs throughout the cities of
the enemy This is indeed reported to have been prac-
ticed during the late war, and it is consistent with the
spirit that inspired and dominated that terrible calamty.
‘While that spirit remains we may expect that sort of
conduct to follow extreme provocation.

This civilization has reached the summit. It must
spiritualize its knowledge, its life, or it will relapse into
a sewi-barbarous state. Nor can it spiritualize its life
without a knowledge of both the econmic and the psy-
ehological, ethical laws. Without knowledge of the laws
of physices, China, with her 400,000,000 people, is easily
at the mercy of England; while England, without a spirit-
ual life, is rent with internal dissention and civil strife,

It is argued with much force that where economic
interests are identical the spirit will take care of itself.
This is a half truth. It leaves the spirit of the man, and
hence of the age, a negative quantity. Hence its falacy.

The spirit of the man is the man, It is a potentiality.
It is a persistent force. The law of that spirit is love.
Viplate the law and you have hate, greed, ambition and
all the passions. These characteristies are found in every
man whose selfish instinets are abnormally developed.
Such men will take from their fellow-men without ren-
dering an equivalent for what they take. And taking is
a positive, not a negative attitude. It induces hatred,

greed and ambition on the part of him who takes and re-
bellion on the part of him from whom is taken, This is
too largely the spirit of the age. It is a delirium of greed

that flows from the urge of self-preservation. Dominated
by ambition, and unconscious of the higher ethical urge,
it forges on ungoverned until it takes so much from so
many that the rebellious forces become greater than the
forces that take. At this point the erisis developes, and
from this cause civil strife and international wars arise.

On the other hand, love flows from the urge that
preserves the species. It also is a positive attitude. It
does not take. It gives. It grows by giving: It is this
that has lifted man from the depths. Love is not-an idea
to be imposed; it is a quality to be induced, an attitude
to be cultivated and sustained.

Man is a gregarious animal. His physical, moral and
ethical welfare depend upon the welfare of his fellows.
His evolution demands the abandonment of the mailed
fist. His soul cannot find poise under an iron heel. It

finds its poise, its power, its highest expression, only in’

such service as contributes to the social fund of scien-
tific and ethical knowledge, and to theifr practical appli-
cation to life.

Evolution has brought us to the gates of a new age.
Ambition and greed, though armed with the world’s vast
store of knowledge, cannot enter there. Knowledge in
such hands becomes a destructive force, ever increasing

as greed grows. Greed and knowledge combined will, if

persisted in, force this civilization to relapse into igno-
rance and barbarism, as they have forced the relapse of
so many former civilizations. The unfoldment of the in-
dividual must be induced by harvests that may be reaped
by social effort. This responsibility lies at the door of
every citizen.

We cannot find this course by guessing. We cannot,
by shutting our eyes in passion and hate and persecu-
tion, find the path. Sweet water does not flow from bit-
ter fountains. Knowledge does not flow from benighted
souls. If this civilization would live, man must set the
social welfare above the individual, and in the spirit of
service accept all knowledge that leads to that goal.
With this knowledge, happily, the libraries of the world
are flooded.

The spirit of the man is the man. The spirit of the
age is the age, after all.

ANARCHY FROM ABOVE

When anarchy raises its head from below it seldom
constitutes a grave danger to society. Civilization has
developed ample and sufficient laws ot deal with it. But
when anarchy commences to stalk abroad in the name of
law, order and government, then it is high time for a
people to sit up, take notice, and organize its forces so
as to stem the onrushing tide of evil—Weekly People.

THE MERRY PHRASE-MONGER
A correspondent asks for a definition of Mass Action.
We’re sorry to say we ean’t give the desired information.
However, we understand that this wonderful discovery
is more important to the human race than Nuxated Iron
and more necessary than Pinkham’s Pills.—The Proletar-
ian.
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One Bigger Union

By ROLAND D. JOHNSON

At this time we'are playing a big game. Let us then
play it in a big way. Every one of us comes in contact
with one or more organizations or movements, each of
which claims the only genuine brand of Millenium is
packed and sold under its exclusive trade-mark.

If competiton in industry is pernicious and a detri-
ment to the commonwealth, is it not possible that it is
also pernicious in the Millenium market? If reform be
considered a commodity, the manufacture and disposal
thereof may be termed an industry and a legitimate field
for organization. We have organized. The millenial in-
dustry is fully unionized, but its units are craft unions,
and the day of craft unionism has passed. Let us then
merge our propaganda craft unions into one big industrial
union.

A difficulty, some say, arises from a few of the alleged
melleniums being incompatible. A thorough investigation
should dispel this notion. The fact is that they are all
but phases of the one big reform,

As an instance, our orthodox Socialist and our single
taxer often belittle the mission of each other’s reform,
when both are fundamental.

Our single tax friends assure us with perfect vervacity
that land monopoly is the root of all social and economic
evils, but they often add, given a free earth, socialism will
be unnecessary. They are wrong. As Mr. Ross, president
of the Great Adventure League, says: ‘‘It opens the door
to complete socialization if the people want it.”’

To consider, howere, the logic of the statement, that
land monopoly is the root of all social and economic evil,
let us hear Henry George’s words on the subject: ‘‘In
all our long investigation we have been advancing to this
snmple truth: That land is necessary to the exertion of
labor in the production of wealth, to command the land
which is necessary to labor, is to command all the fruits
of labor save enough to enable labor to exist.”” Again he
says, ‘‘Material progress cannot rid us of our dependence
upon land; it can but add to the power of producing
wealth from land ; and hence, when land is monopolized, it
might go on to infinity without increasing wages or im-
proving the condition of those who have but their labor.
It can but add to the value of land the power which
its possession gives.”” If Henry George does not suit as
an authority we will read from the Law and the Prophets
of Socialism, the Communist Manifesto, where in Section
11, the first of ten measures to secure the ends of Social
Revolution, is ‘“Abolition of property in land and appli-
cation of all rents of land to public purposes. Absolute
Single Tax—no more no less.

Again, how will Single Tax open the door to Socializa-
tion of industry when it merely frees the land? Under the
single tax the private individual may have private pos-
gession of such land as he may care to pay the taxes to
the State on, and since all taxes are collected on land
values, irrespective of improvements, it will be a financial
impossibility to hold it out of use. Certainly a dead horse
does no work. Further, Single Tax enables the State
(upon the will of the people) to take any portion up to
100% of the ground rent for community purposes, 100%

is complete single tax and as such is confication of private
property in land, and in perfect sympathy with Marxian
teaching. At 100% the community (state or mnation) be-
comes the owner, leaving the private individual in posses-
sion as long as he cares to pay all the ground rent into the
public treasury.

Of course the first purpose for which this tax is lev-
ied is to pay the expenses of government and public
works. Its next use would be the socializing of what are
commonly called Public Utilities—railway, light, power,
ete. Of this, our single tax friends are certain. Then,
the community having considerable funds at hand may,
upon further demand of the people, socialize all indus-
try, by purchase of existing facilities and construction of
addional ones. Then, if any person or group of persons
engaged in any industrial enterprise should oppose the
will of the majority and att~mpt to block socialization,
they can be gently but firmly frozen out by the commun-
ity. The community by obtaining the right to own the
land may also dictate to what use the land is to be put.

In our present condition where private property in
land is sacred, exploitation is practically beyond restraint,
for the land is necessary to all industry and the abso-
lute ownership morally permits one to do about as he
pleases with it. Attempts at coercion by violence on the
part of the workers only result in calling down the
wrath of the government upon their heads, for the gov-
ernment is committed, as now constituted to the defense
of private property. Given some moral and logical right
and the community may restrain or socialize at will—
and single tax supplies that will.

Concerning the franchise tax and other taxes abolished
by single tax, I assert that franchise tax is a humbug. Tb-
Socialist worries because it is proposed to untax monor
lies which he believes should be taxed to the hilt. They
should consider the effect of taxing any corporation that
produces, sells or transports anything the people need.
The corporation merely adds the tax and a collection
charge to the price and the people pay the tax—and pay
the corporation for collecting it. Clever is it not, worthy
of Bourgeois intelligence, this corporation tax? The Rail-
road Commission not only includes but is required to in-
clude tax costs in fixing rates for the companies. Take
a big building. Tax the building, and who pays it? The
landlord passes it on to the tenant and he passes it on to
his customers. Everything is passed on to the ultimate
consumer, nine times out of ten the workers. That which
Single Tax taxes is a community created value and there-
fore attaches to the land and cannot be effectively passed
on. The community merely takes what the community
creates, and landlordism will perish by starvation.

There should be no controversy. Whichever reform
comes first it will hasten to put the other in effect of
necessity. Socialism can’t manage the land question
without Single Tax and Single Tax can’t manage indus-
try without socialism.

We must gain unanimity if we wish to avoid blood-
shed and violence. Push, then, for an industrial union of
the mellinium makers.
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The Truth About

ENCOURAGING NEWS FROM RUSSIA

In spite of the censorship imposed upon the news from
Russia by the powers of darkness, enough has leaked
through the past few weeks to hearten the friends of
human freedom everywhere. Kolchak and his straggling
and broken forces are in rapid and demoralized retreat
toward Vladivostok, and the latest dispatches indicate the
retreat has become a rout—an irretrievable disaster for
the monster who, to be most charitable, has long duped
the Allies to support him with men and money in his vain
attempt to restore the monarchy in stricken Russia.

Amazing admissions of the complete collapse of all
opposition to the regime of Lenine are contained the last
week or two in scores of capitalistic newspapers. The
Allies profess to have discovered all of a sudden that
Kolchak is a monster of cruelty, a despot and a dictator,
bent upon placing the people of Russia under the iron
heel of autocracy and so they announce the withdrawal
of all Allied support. But the truth is they do this at this
late day only to excuse themselves to the world for the
base part they have played in Russia, opposing that brave
people in their endeavors to rise from the valley of dis-
aster into which they had been thrust by the Czar,

Lieut. J. Walter Besing of the 31st Infantry has just
landed in San Francisco, having been detailed te study
conditions in Siberia. His report to his Chief, Major
General Graves, confirms everything the radical press has
from the beginning said about Kolchak., We give only
a few meagre excerpts sent out by the news agencies:

““We found that Kolchak officers took an old blind man
and asked him where his sons were. He could not tell.
He was beaten, bound and strung to the ceiling by the
arms. Then they seared his body with white-hot steel
ram-rods which they heated in the fire. The old man
fainted and they dropped his body to the ffoor, breaking
both arms. They shot him the next morning.

‘“ Another man with a wife and five children and who
had lost one foot in the war, was also asked where the
young men had fled. He could not answer, and was tied
up by the wrists, whipped, and dropped, with the result
that his arms broke at the sockets. The man fainted, was
thrown in a corner and shot the next day.

‘“ Another man was hanged by the muscles of the neck
and under the chin. Then he was beaten and soaked in
boiling water. He was shot next day.

‘“A man was taken, thrown over a large home-made
loom, and the loom turned around, so that his face was
crushed with each turn. He, too, was killed next day.

‘“When the men were shot at Gardeavka, ten in all, most
of them could not stand up. Those that could stand were
shot in the legs so that they fell, and then three volleys
were fired into them. One man survived to tell that part
of the story.

‘“‘In other near-by towns Kolchak’s officers committed
the same cruelties.

“‘Inhuman cruelties also occurred in the town of Bro-
vnithi, where the Kolchak officers took a sixty-year-old
mah who could not tell them where his sons were, poured
ice cold and boiling water over him alternately, and then
roasted the soles of his feet.

Strips Young School Ma’am

““ At Milmitzke they took the wife of the school teacher,.
a refined young woman of the ‘intelligentia’, beat her and
threw her naked in the streets. The next day, when they
departed, they took the woman with them as a ‘camp
follower.’

““Other cases of violation of women by the same Kol-
chak officers were also testified to before me by the women
themselves, The circumstances are too horrible to relate.

“The outcome of all these cruelties has been the upris-
ing against Kolchak of the Siberian natives.”’

Kerensky, now living in London, the predecessor of
Lenine as President of the Russian Republic, and formerly
opposed to the Bolsheviki, says:

““There is no crime that has not been perpetrated by
agents of Kolchak against the population such as I have
illustrated, the barbarous conditions in which the people
are living under these savages. In Siberia there are not
only individual cases of exeeution and torture, but whole
villages have been flogged, not excepting school teachers
and intelligentia,

““The administration of the country is reduced to a
shameless and unpunished system of pillage. Co-operative
societies, zemstvos, and town councils are persecuted or
suppressed.”’

One day when Omsk fell and the Red Army took pos-
session, the Czechoslovaks who had been compelled by the
Allies to co-operate with Kolchak against soviet Russia,
rose in rebellion in Vladivostok and delivered a note to
the Allies declaring:

““The military authorities of the Government of Omsk
are permitting eriminal actions that will stagger the en-
tire world. The burning of villages, the murder of masses
of peaceful inhabitants and the shooting of hundreds of
persons of Democratic convictions and also those only sus-
pected of political disloyalty occurs daily. The respons-
ibility for this before the peoples of the world will fall
on us, inasmuch as we, possessing sufficient strength, do
not prevent this lawlessness.’’

The New York Independent, an ultra-conservative
weekly, in an editorial last week on ‘‘The Fall of Omsk’”
says:

““The chief center of opposition to the Bolsheviki for
the past year has been the government set up at Omsk by
Admiral Kolchak. He received hundreds of millions of
dollars worth of military suplies from Great Britain and
other Allies. Japanese troops said to have numbered
80,000 put down risings in his rear. The Kolchak soldiers.

deserted to the Soviet side by the thousands, and lit--

tle opposition was offered to the advance of the Bolshevik¥
toward Omsk, On November 1st, Kolchak called a mass
meeting and made a patriotic appeal for support, declar-
ing that Omsk would never pass into the hands of the
enemy for if it did all the work accomplished in the hope
of restoring Russia would have gone for naught. He'
promised the peasants and soldiers immediate elections
for a constituent assembly and distribution of land to
the people. But these concessions came too late. Already
as he spoke the Government departments were being re-
moved to Irkutsk, 1526 miles eastward, and the trains
were jammed with refugees. The retreat became a rout
and the rout a stampede. The Russian soldiers abandoned

DEPARTMENT CONDUCTED BY

Russia .

their impediments and threw away tHeir guns and com-
mandeered locomotives and trains in order to make their
escape. The railroad soon became blocked by wrecked
cars and fuelless locomotives; 15 trains bearing officers
and their families were caught by the Red cavalry and
8,000 of the wives and children of the officers fell into
their hands. The Bolsheviki captured in Omsk eleven
generals and 1,000 other officers and 39,000 of the Kolchak
troops, as well as 2,000 machine guns, 30,000 uniforms
with overcoats, 4,000,000 rounds of ammunition, 75 loco-
motives and 5,000 loaded ears.”’

The complete collapse of Denekin and Yudenich is also
in sight and the Russian Soviet Republic is about to
emerge, intact, puissant and triumphant into the sister-
hood of modern states—the exemplar of human brother-
hood—the leader in world democracy—the Knight errant
among nations, snatching from the burning, as it were,
the fourteen points of President Wilsch and demonstrat-
ing to a perverse and wicked world their complete prac-
ticability over an area embracing one-sixth of the earth’s
sutrface and one-eighth of its population.

J. H. RYCKMAN.,

AMERICANS IN COUNTER-REVOLUTIONARY PLOT?

Cloak room gossip in Washington has it that a sweep-
ing investigation into the conduct of certain officials of
the Department of State, on duty in Russia, may soon be
made as a result of the disclosures of William C. Bullitt,
who returned to the peace conference at Paris with a
definite proposal from Premier Lenine of the Soviet Re-
public for the conclusion of hostilities between the Entente
and Russia. The following excerpt of Bullitt’s testimony
(page 1267 of the printed hearings), said hy Bullitt to be
a section of a letter sent by him to Gordon Auchincloss,
son-in-law of Colonel House, will probably be made the
subject of special inquiry:

“The life of Russia depends upon its railroads; and
your demand for control of transportation by the commis-
gion “ecan hardly be accepted by the Soviet government
which knows that plots for the destruction of railroad
bridges were hatched in the American consulate at
Moscow.”’

LEARNING BY DOING

More than sixty millions of the Russian people are
directly dependent upon the Russian Co-operative Unions
The Consumers Unions have twelve million members
(heads of families). The credit societies have four mil-
lion members. The producers and marketers societies
have four million members. Beginning with one co-oper-
ative society in 1865 Russia at latest reports can boast
of some forty thousand co-operative societies of varying
strength.

Russia is engaged in the greatest econcmic experiment
of the age—an experiment aimed to demonstrate the ca-
pacity of the workers for self-government. As a back-
ground for this experiment the Russian workers have
built up a system in which millions are engaged, as a part
of their daily routine, in the processes of active co-opera-
tion which enables them to learn by doing.

. J. H. RYCKMAN

‘EVOLUTION

Evolution, not Revolution.

Revolution is but a moment’s work in eternity. Evolu-
tion is eternal; it always was, always is, and always shall
be. Revolutions have come and gone, but Evolution is
always here, faster, or slower, but always here. Let us
then be Evolutionists rather than Revolutionists. Let
our minds and hands, let earth itself, be ever growing, for
God has wished it so. Let us not be men of the hour, but
men of eternity; let us evolve. Upward, onward, ever
moving, let progress never halt.

For ages man had naught but hands to do with and to
work with; with but his hands man conquered the beasts,
and became their king. To be the mightest, wisest creat-
ure was not enough; and tools came to be, born of man’s
restless evolving mind. With hands and tools man be-
came a supercreature, and conquered even the things.
Dumb, inert clay became wondrous vessels, the forest
tree a canoe. Wonders, countless wonders, tools have
brought to man.

Yet man is weak of body, small of stature; but a pygmy
of muscle, yet with mastodonic mind. What man has
wanted, man has taken, and so when more muscle he
wanted, to the brute brothers he turned. The brute broth.
ers came to live with him as servants of his will. Now,
no longer footsore, man in state a-horseback rides. The
horse, the ox, the camel, all the patient crew, carry, fetch
and haul for man. He rides, he plows, he thrashes, he
hauls, but with a hundredfold more muscle than before,
for the beasts do his bidding.

Beasts at best are beasts and always die. Man searched
for a servant with greater strength and longer life, and
with his hands, and his tools, and his beasts chained the
rushing torrent, the whistling wind, and heat as well.
Again multiplied in strength, man is stronger than before,
yet on and on he toils.

At last as seeming climax to his power, man has eap-
tured the Giant Lightning, and made him turn the wheels
of man’s ceaseless industry. At first rebellious and un-
ruly, now the giant is as docile as a lamb. He gently stirs
a cake, or with mighty strength shoves a train upon the
rails, without murmur of fatigue or complaint.

Still with boundless energy at hand, there be few men
but toil as hard or harder than in the bare-handed days.
Of what avail all these wondrous conquests, if man still
be slave to man? To man came the question, asked at
first uncertain, but at last with firm demand. Now man
in answer flings the challenge: ‘‘The people shall be
free.”’

On the morrow, emancipated, free man shall stand.
With the lightning to do his bidding, man at last is master
of the highest, master of himself|. True, we shall labor,
in honor, for eons yet to come, but to teil in slavery never
more. Behold, as on the morrow, the workers stand all-
powerful, the earth within their grasp. God grant they
use the sacred trust—for EVOLUTION.

ROLAND D. JOHNSON.

Recent events have doubtless strengthened George
Bernard Shaw in his long-standing belief that the inihabi-
tants of other planets use the earth as an insane asylum.



10 THE NEW JUSTICE

The Man That Was Lost

By C. A. MOSELEY

One day in early spring, a moving-van stopped in
Wilkins Street before a small, dilapidated cottage that
had stood vacant for some time. The big, raw-boned
driver jumped from the seat, followed slowly by an
elderly man of perhaps sixty years, who upon reaching

the ground rested slender. delicate hands on a cane of
undoubtedly gentle pedigree and gazed about the neigh-
borhood with the perplexed look of one who had missed
the way. He wore a dark gray suit, fashionably tailored
but old and worn, a soft grey hat, and shoes that gave an
added touch to an approaching shabbiness.

The few pieces of furiture which the driver began to
unload and carry into the house, after the old gentleman
had found the door-key in a search of several pockets,
were of a type never before seen in Wilkins Street, as
Mrs. Swartz, who lived next door with her son, a young
mechanic, had informed a dozen neighbors before night-
fall. Some if it was upholstered in a rich brocade; all
was massive and heavy. A barrel of kitchen utensils, a
number of boxes closely packed with hooks, three of four
oil paintings in deep frames, rolls of rugs, and two trunks
followed the furniture into the house.

As the driver had picked up a small book-case of black
walnut, almost too heavy for one to handle alone, the
old gentlemtn darted forward to steady it.

““Be careful not to mar it’’, he said. ‘I had this for
years before it happened.”’

““Before what happened?’’ grunted the driver, as he
exerted his powerful strength; but the old man did not
answer.

Wilkins Street was one or two degrees above the tene-
ment district in the factory town in which it was located.
Inhabited by not the very poorest of the workers, it af-
forded at least the advantage of detached houses, many
of which had been made over by thrifty landlords into
two-flat dwellings. Crowded though the houses were on
small lots, therec were yet vestiges of grass-plots, an oc-
casional window-box of flowers, and on the whole an air
of tidiness struggling against the general decay of the
buildings and the unkept condition of the streets.

“There’s an old man moved in next door this morn-
ing”’, remarked the Widow Swartz to Charles, commonly
known as Chuck, her son and support, as they sat at sup-
per, ““and I believe there aint no woman nor no one
else with him.”’

“That so0?”’ replied the good-natured Chuck, a big
blond of twenty-two, as he reached for another slice of
bread.

“And I’'m just thinking’’, continued the mother, *‘that
you better take him over a bowl of this soup and some of
this meat and tell him as how we thought something hot
might be welcome.”’

Chuck shifted his legs uneasily under the table. Gen-
erous by nature, an act of formal kindness on his part
always made him feel awkward and embarrassed, but,
when later his mother brought him two covered dishes,
he laid down his pipe, put on his cap, and went across
the tiny yard to the cottage next door. As the occupant
opened in response te his knock, young Swartz noticed in

his face that look of childish perplexity which had im-
pressed the driver of the van.

““Mother thought you might like something hot—you
just moving in,’’ he said in a confused way.

“Thank you! Thank you! Come in!’’ said the old
man. He placed the dishes on the table, motioned his
caller to a seat, and himself sat down in a large arm-chair.
With his stately dignity and grey hair, he reminded the
youth dimly of the judge on the occasion when he had §
found himself in court after a strike-riot. %

““Are you all alone?’’ the caller asked hesitatingly, as
he surveyed the scattered furniture. ;

“Yes, all alone. I’ve been very much alone —ever
since it happened.”’ 3

Swartz was about to ask what had happened but
thought it might be impertinent. The face opposite him
again looked bewildered. So he said: ‘‘Can’t T help you |
get settled? I’ve nothing particular to do tonight.”

“Why, if you would be s3 kind. Of course you will let
me pay you for your trouhle?’”’

““Wouldn’t think of it!’ declared the young fellow
heartily. ‘“We are ncighbors, and that’s enough. You
sit down. and eat thc stuff before it gets cold, while I
get off my coat and see what I can do for you.”

‘T don’t know just what to make of him,”” Swartz told 2;
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his mother when he returned later in the evening. “‘I’ve
fixed him up for the night, anyway. He hadn’t done
much toward getting settled, and he is all alone. I
shouldn’t say he’s exactly erazy, but he acts to me like a
man that’s lost.”’

The mother laughed softly. ‘‘Folks don’t get lost with
a whole wagon-load of furniture.”’

““Just the same,’’ reiterated the son as he lit his pipe,
“he looks for all the world like he was lost.”’

Thus the stranger began his life in Wilkins Street,
where he soon became a familiar figure, with his worn grey
suit, his soft slouch hat, the wisps of silvery hair, and the
ebony cane, His look of constant perplexity was broken
only when he spoke or was spoken to. Then he appeared
to have come suddenly out of another existence and to be
swiftlv and intelligently aware of his present life and the
happenings about him.

It was evident that he had a small income, very small
if measured by his meager purchases at the shops in the
neighborhood. Occasionally .a portly man of prosperous
appearance, whom rumor designated as a lawyer, called
at the cottage, remained a brief time, cast a disparaging
glance at the surroundings. and went away.

The housekeeping arrangements of the old man were
precise and orderly, but pitifully inefficient. Mrs. Swartz, [
with varying pretexts at first, and later as a matter of
course, carried in many a substantial or tempting dish.
Periodically she would appear with bucket and cloths to :
wash the windows, or with broom to tidy the rooms. Mr. =
Burdick—Tfor that was the stranger’s name—became more
and more the care of Mrs. Swartz and Chuck. B

¢Tt is terrible,”’ remarked Mrs. Swartz to the son, ‘‘to -
see that old man trying to get his own meals and sitting
down all alone to eat what little he fixes up for himself.
1’d like to invite him in for a meal now and then, but he

THE NEW JUSTICE 11

might not think we were his sort of folks, and I know he
is too polite to refuse.”’

The young man became strangely attached to Mr. Bur-
dick. Once drawn out of his apparent detachment with
his surroundings, the strange resident of Wilkins Street
would display an intelligence and sympathetic interest
which the younger man found companionable. Books be-
came a source of attachment between them. ‘‘I used to
have so little time to read,’’ the old man had said plain-
tively one evening, ‘‘and now books help me to create a
new world, so far as that is possible.”’

Strangely enough, as difficult as Mr. Burdick found the
management of his own simple affairs, he revealed a keen
insight into any business problem that presented itself in
conversation with others. Iis mind would come back
with a snap to practical affairs. ‘‘I’ll bet,”” said the
corner grocer, ‘‘that he was a first-class business man in
his day.”’

““They tell me you are an excellent mechanic,”’ the old
man said to his young friend, as they sat one evening at
the big library table in the cottage.

“I’ve tried to learn my trade,’’ the other answered,
“and I am thinking now of opening a little shop of my
own. I have the promise of some work that I can count
on for a start.”’

Instantly Mr. Burdick became alert. He asked intelli-
gent questions, went into details, took a pencil and paper
and began an estimate of probable expenses. Amused at
first at the interest shown, Chuck soon was bending over
the paper, feeling that he was in fact receiving sound
advice and valuable suggestions. ‘

«“Qf course,” said Chuck apologetically, ‘‘it won’t be
much of a business to begin with, but I think I can clear
more than wages.”’

“But it will be your own! There’s the point! Ah, yes!
And it will be useful work. You’ll be giving value re-
ceived. Tt’s fine to be useful, to do something the world
needs to have done, and to get your reward. Possessions!
Possessions !’ muttered the old man, and again the vacant
look came into his face.

¢“There’s another reason, too’’—and the youth colored.
¢ Ag soon as I have the business going, I expect to be mar-
ried. I'm going to give Mother a daughter-in-law.”’

Again the old man came back to earth. ‘“‘Going to be
married.—Yes, yes! Of course. That’s the way of youth.”
And as Chuck was leaving, he followed him to the door,
laid a hand affectionately on his shoulder, and said: “‘I
hope you’ll have luck, my young friend.”’

““In business?’’

““In business—and in love.
he murmured.

The months slipped by. Chuck was established in his
venture and absorbed in watching his little business grow.
Mr Burdick took a keen interest and occasionally visited
the shop. ‘““You are doing well, doing well,”” he com-
mented. It was evident that he was failing in strength.
In his growing feebleness he showed more pleasure when
the young man came in for a chat of an evening, but
would often say: ‘‘Now, my boy, do not think you must
stay, for I know you have a girl to take your attention,
and a business on your hands, too.”’

Very soon it was plain that the odd life was running
to its close. The portly lawyer came and went away, to
be followed in a few hours by a nurse, for whom Mrs.

122

Possessions! Possessions

Swartz volunteered to cook,

“1 do not think he will last out the night,’’ the nurse
whispered to Chuck when he came on the third evening
after Mr. Burdick had taken to his bed. ‘‘Are you going
to stay for awhile?’’ she added.

“'Y'es‘Y’

““Then I’ll go for a little fresh air.”’

He entered the sick-room and sat down near the bed.
The old man lay, proped up with pillows, with eyes closed.
The outline of a wasted figure showed under the light
coverings. His white, blue-veined hands scarcely con-
trasted with the snowy coverlet on which they were
folded. When he became aware of his visitor’s presence,
he smiled but did not speak. His eyes wandered over the
youth, drinking in the details of the fine head on the
strong neck, the broad shoulders, the muscle of arms and
torso that the thin white shirt failed to conceal, the well-
knit limbs; and then passed to his own weak hands and
the outline of his own frail body.

To break the silence, Chuck inquired if he were not
better.

““That’s not to be expected,”’ he replied faintly. And
then he asked abruptly, ‘‘How is the business?’’

““Going well.”’

‘“And the girl?”’

The youth colored. ‘‘We are to be married day after

tomorrow.’’
““Ah1”’ exclaimed the sick man. ‘‘Business and love.
Possessions! Possessions! That’s what I lost.”” With

sudden strength he pulled himself further up on the
pillows.

““How old are you?’’ he demanded.

“Twenty-three now.”’

“Yes, yes! I had forgotten. A good age to marry.
You are young, attractive, strong. And you will grow
up with your children. See that there is a child; tie her
to you with a child.”’

T hope there will be a child.—But you will tire your-
self if you talk. You shoud rest.”’

It doesn’t matter; I want to talk to you. I must tell
you how it happened with me. Listen!”” He was talk-
ing now with animation, but with visible effort. ‘‘Listen,
boy! We men go out into life, looking for possessions.
We may not be materialists, but we want love; and to
get love and keep it, we try to surround ourselves with
possessions. We work, we plan, we scheme in business—
but it’s for the woman—for the woman we seek or the
woman we alreddy have. And we want to give our woman
everything, as much as other women have, or more than
other women have. And there are only twenty-four hours
to the day, and only seven days to the week, and a man
can’t make a dray-horse of himself and take time to be
a lover.”’ .

““You are tixing yourself,”’ interrupted the listener.

¢TIt doesn’t matter. Listen! You are young. What a
thing it is to be young—to look forward and not back!
Sometimes we keep our possessions, and then life is full.
Sometimes we lose then, and then life is empty—so empty !
Listen! Sometimes you lose your wealth and sometimes
you lose the love of the woman. It is bitter to lose both.
I did—both—and in one day.”’

The voice was growing husky with emotion and effort.
The fingers worked nervously at the coverlet, as if seeking
to grasp the things unseen.

““‘How I worked for years to give her everything! How
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little time we had together! I married too late in life; I
was over thirty-five. I knew I was in danger of losing
her love. She was younger than I. And there was an-
other man—a man with possessions. He inherited his
wealth. He had time, plenty of time, and a way with
women. But I refused to see it—to believe it. I had to
work harder than ever; my business was slipping. Things
were going wrong; but I kept it from her. I was desper-
ate—determined te keep my possessions, all of them,
business, home and wife. It isn’t easy to make legiti-
mately all the money that a man can lavish on a woman,
the woman you want, the woman you are in danger of los-
ing. At the last I took long chances—speculated.’’

““You mustn’t try to tell me all this,”’ said the young
man gently,

“‘Listen!”’ commanded the sick man. ‘‘The crash came
one day. I failed; went down in a heap. But I had cour-
age left. All the way home, I planned how to make a
fresh start with the little I could save from the wreck. I
planned over and over again how I should break the news
to her, how to shield her from hardship, how to ask her to
stand by me and help me to build again from the bottom
up. When I got home, I found that she had gone She
had left a note. No, don’t think that she deserted me be-
cause I was poor. I had kept it all from her; she could
not have known that I was not prospering. It was just
the irony of fate that I lost everything in one day. Posses-
sions! Sometimes we lose part of them, but something is
left in our lives, something to battle for, And sometimes
we lose all—all at once—and go down in a heap.’” He
was silent for several seconds. ‘‘That’s how it happened
to me, That was fifteen years ago. I worked for a while
to get on my feet financially; I kept the home, thinking
perhaps that she would return. Then I heard that she
had died. The most of what I had left slipped away
from me, and I came here to live—to exist, until the end.”’

‘When the nurse returned from her walk, Chuck met
her at the door. He was pale and there was a trace of
moisture in his eyes. He spoke huskily. ‘‘The old man is
gone,’” he said simply.

‘I am not surprised,’’ she said in a professional tone,
and then added sympathetically: ‘‘I imagine he had not
a great deal to hold him to life.”’

““No, not much,”’ answered the youth. He went out
into the cold night air but did not turn in at his own
cottage next door. He was disturbed and restless, He
was filled with a great hope and a great fear. He felt
that he had been a boy on the night when he had carried
the bowl of soup to the new neighbor next door; he felt
that it was a man who had walked out of the room of
death. He strolled by his little shop and looked in
through the windows. He felt courage and strength cours-
ing through his body, He turned a corner and walked for
several blocks. It was late, but a light still burned in an
upper room of a little home. An outline of a figure was

silhouetted against the window shade for an instant. A

wave of tenderness, a surge of passion, rushed over him.
‘‘Possessions! Possessions!’’ he thought.

UNFAIR

His better-half (regarding him from the bedroom win-
dow) : ‘“Where you bin this hour of the night?”’

““I’ve bin at me union, considerin’ this ’ere strike.’’

‘““Well, you can stay down there an’ consider this ’ere
lockout.’’—Tit-Bits.

CITY BOUND
My life is cast in such a petty way
That what I dreamed to do I have not done,
And what I hoped to win I have not won.
My little tasks are fixed from day to day,
Each somber year wears on to slow decay.
In narrow streets that scarcely see the sun,
‘Within dead walls the weary moments run;
The stifling city holds me in its sway.

Oh, I would live as Titans lived of old;
Laugh with the crackling pines and thunder’s roar,
Race with the lightning’s flash and whirlwind bold,
Drink dry the torrent stream and ask for more,
My night song would be music of the spheres,
My span of life would be a million years.
—Esther Yarnell.

RISKING LIFE FOR A PITTANCE

‘When men have had a chance to bargain for pay (a
right that should never be forfeited), they have fre-
quently received $5000 and even $10,000 for performing
dangerous tasks at the risk of ‘their lives.

The custom of paying soldiers little or nothing was jus-
tifiable in tribal days and among the early frentier settle-
ments in this country, when the entire group faced the
loss of their winter’s hoard or perhaps complete extine-
tion, unless every able-bodied person took up arms with-
out reward, whether in defense or offense. Then, the
battles were waged for each and all alike, but in highly
organized nations when wars are fought for profiteers, it
is the height of folly for the soldiers, and a matter of
heartless greed of a Wall-Street-owned-government, for
men to go into the trenches for any less than ‘‘their share’’
or less than they would agree to acept for some equally
hazardous undertaking.

It is a most grave responsibility for a government to
take men from their homes and occupations and place
them in the battle line. Instead of repaying such sacri-
fice and devotion by turning them loose with a paltry six
months’ or a year’s bonus, a rational and just government
would guarantee each man pay and employment until he
should find something better for himself.

‘With army cantonments re-equipped as homes for the
men and their families, with billions of war profits in the
coffers of the war exploiters; a million acres of swamp
lands to be reclaimed; two million acres of arid land to
be redeemed and thousands of miles of public highways
to be built; why should any returned soldier be discharged
unless he wants to be, and why should not each one and
his family, if he has one, be given work and a good living
by ‘‘the grateful government,’’ instead of merely organ-
izing employment bureaus in his behalf? Why? Because
the administration is in the hands of a pirate band of tight-
wad profiteers. That is why.—Parker H. Sercombe, in
‘“Civilization.”’

REFRESHING FRANKNESS

If frankness be a jewel, as well as consistency, then
Oakland, California, is gaily adorned. An item in the
Daily News of Qakland tells that the city council has
passed a special ordinance forbidding any meeting at
wHich there is any discussion of ‘‘advanced doctrine.’’ The
Oakland ‘‘fathers’’ are right, there is only one way of
remaining in a past century, and that it—burn the books!
—Weekly People.
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The Committee of Forty-Eight

By J. H RYCKMAN

A voluntary association of several thousand men and
women, representing all phases of liberalism in the 48
stetes, met at St. Louis December 9, for their first na-
tional conference. About 300 delegates were present for
the 4-day session at the Hotel Statler. Among those of
national reputation in attendance were J. A. H. Hopkins,
chairman; Allen McCurdy, secretary; Amos Pinchot,
John Haynes Holmes, Lincoln Colcord, Albert J. Nock,
Charlotte Perkins Gilman and Swinburne Hale, all of
New York ; Herber Bigelow, Cincinnati; George L. Record
and E. Yancey Cohen of New Jersey; Carl Thompson and
Otto Culman of Chicago; H. H. Willock, Pittsburg; Mrs.
William York Stevenson, Philadelphia; Lynn Haines,
editor of the Searchlight and Gilson Gardner of Washing-
ton, D. C.; Frank Stephens of Arden; Edmund Vance
Cooke, Cleveland; Duncan MacDonald, Springfield, Tll.;
Chas. Zueblen, Boston; and William Marion Reedy, edi-
tor of the Mirror. Prominent among the single-tax group
of about 100 were G. A. Briggs and George A. Schilling of
Chicago; J. H. McGill, Valparaiso; Theo. T. Thieme, Ft.
Wayne; Western Starr, Washington, D. C.; James A.
Robinson, New York; Robert C. Macauley, Philadelphia
and George Edwards, Youngstown, O. Several members
of the Committee of national prominence were unable to
be present. Among these were Glenn E. Plumb of Chi-
cago, detained by speaking engagements on behalf of
the Plumb Bill for government ownership of railroads,
now in Committee in Congress and known as the Sims
Bill; Dudley Field Malone of New York, detained defend-
ing the Soviet Russian Bureau in New York against the
attacks of the Lusk Committee; Frederick C. Howe, kept
away on account of his work as chairman of the Plumb
Plan Committee, and H. R. Mussey of The Nation. The
conference before the opening came in for a greatly in-
creased amount of nmewspaper publicity bécause of the
activities of the American Legion. The committee had
contracted with the Hotel Statler for headquarters and
the big convention hall on the 16th floor to meet in. On
the morning before the conference was to open, five young
men wearing the button of the American Legion walked
into the offices of the Departmnt of Justice and announced
that there would be no conference of the Committee of 48
in St. Louis if they could help it and that if the Hotel
Statler allowed the conference to go in the hotel, it would
be forcibly broken up. Many of the members of the Com-
mittee of 48 are lawyers. In common with the other mem-
bers they believed they were there for a lawful purpose
and they employed one of the best lawyears in St. Louis,
Charles P. Williams, to find out what our rights were in
a court of law. An application was made to the Court
for an order restraining the American Legion' and the
management of the Hotel Statler from interfering in any
manner with the conference. The order was immediately
granted and the episode was at an end. Then
the conference got down to business and the committees
went to work, especially the platform committee, com-
posed of the ablest men in the conference, who on Thurs-
day evening reported the following platform which was
adopted without dissent:

Public ownership of transportation, including stock-
yards, large abattoirs, grain elevators, terminal ware-
houses, pipe-lines and tanks. Public ownership of other
public utilities, and of the principal natural resources,
such as coal, oil, natural gas, mineral deposits, large wa-
ter powers and large lumber tracts.

No land (ipcluding natural resources) and no patents
to be held out of use for speculation to aid monopoly. We
favor taxes to force idle land into use.

Equal economie, political and legal rights for all, ir-
respective of sex or color. The immediate and absolute
restoration of free speech, free press, peaceable assembly,
and all civil rights guaranteed by the Constitution, We
demand the abolition of injunctions in labor cases. We
indorse the effort of labor to share in the management
of industry and labor’s right to organize and bargain
collectively through representatives of its own choosing.

In addition a prumber of splendid resolutions were
adopted. Among them was one demanding the lifting
of the economic blockade of Russia and the immediate
withdrawal of men and munitions from Russian soil. An-
other demanded that all political prisoners and all im-
prisoned in violation of their constitutional rights should
be released at once. Another declared that-Congress
should not declare war or the existence of a state of war
unless authorized by vote of the people, except in case
of invasion by force and that Congress should provide im-
mediately for determining the sense of the American peo-
ple in such a contingeney.

Word coming from Washington that the Esch or Cum-
mings railroad bill was in imminent danger of passing,
a committee was appointed to go to Washington forth-
with and make protest on behalf of the conference against
such action, because those bills are rank class-legislation
and provide enormous subsidies to the owners of the
roads at the expense of the people and further demanding
that the railroads be not returned to private ownership for
at least two years. Every plank of the platform and every
resolution passed was in strict harmony with the plat-
forms and principles of the Labor Party lately prowul-
gated at Chicago and of the Non-Partizan League, now
organized in 13 states. Both of these organizations were
ably and numerously represented. Gov. Frazier was un-

ble to be present but sent regrets and felicitations. The

on-Partisan League headquarters in the Hotel Statler
always presented a busy scene. Seemingly tons of liter-
ature were given out boosting Governor Frazier for Presi-
dent in 1920 and his pictures and streamers and buttons
were seen on every hand. The Labor Party people were
not boosting any one specially for president next year
but Frank P, Walsh for president and Lynn J. Frazier for
vice president make a ticket that in the opinion of many
would get together under one banner the liberal and pro-
gressive and radical sentiment in the country and make
General Wood and his chairman, Mr. Hays, sit up and
take notice. The Democratic party or the fragment of
it remaining and going by the name of the Wilson party
was not mentioned audibly at the conference and no one
inside the conference or out could be found after diligent
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gearch to admit he had voted for Wilson. The explana-
tion of this situation is not printable under the espionage
law.

The conference was notable for the high level of its
program. Mere rhetoric found no place. Political ora-
tory of the kind one expects at an old party convention
was never heard—or hardly ever. Some of the high
spots in the speech-making were Herbert Bigelow on the
direct use of the ballot to register the popular will; B. P.
Wadia, delegate from India to the Intermational Labor
Conference, on True Democracy; Pethick-Lawrence of
the British Labor Party on the Labor Situation in Britain;
Duncan MacDonald of the American Labor Party on the
Coal Strike and the Program of the Labor Party; Cap-
tain Swinburne Hale on the Lusk Committee and the Fight
for Free Speech in New York; Lynn Haines on What One
Sees in Congress under His Searchlight; Lincoln Colcord
on Freedom of the Press; Chas. Zueblin on Reaction in
America; Gilson Gardner on Journalism under the Cen-
sor; Robert C. Macauley on the Single Tax, and Car!
Thompson on Public Ownership. California was repre-
sented by William Tempelton Johnson of San Diego; J. S.
Edwards, Single Taxer, orange grower and banker of
Redlands; John E. Wilson and wife, Single Taxers, of
San Francisco; A. P. Warrington, vice-president of the
Krotona Institute of Theosophy and the writer from Los
Angeles. The conference of the Committee of Forty-eight
was a distinet success and will figure in the political
activities of 1920.

THE THINKER

When the time is ripe for new ideas and no new ideas
are forthcoming, then degeneration sets in. In the
““‘Thinker’’, by Rodin, is shaped a human being who has
attained full physical devélopment, a figure of idealized
brute qualities—flesh, strength, ferocity. The man can go
no further physically; he has reached the turning point
where he must either degenerate, or advance into the
realm of higher intelligence. He is at the evolutionary
climacteric; all his brute energies are for the nonce in
abeyance—will he go forward or will he turn back?

The pose in every detail depicts puggling uncertainty—
what is to come, what is in store? The figure is contorted,
constricted, uncouth, yet not entirely rigid; there is a sug-
gestion of laxness in the muscles; there is evidence that the
mind is laboring, groping, struggling, and the posture
is a logical reflex of the confused state of mental activity.
Here, it seems, is shown the dawn of thinking as applied
to the human plane coming next after savagery.

The statute might well be called ‘“The Birth of Higher
Intelligence.’”” The impression is given that this is the
very first time that the man has tried to think in terms
beyond his physical needs or desires, He is groping for
an illusive something of another world, the world of in-
tellectual enlightenment where men rise to the power of
working, fighting, living for ideals. The savage must make
sacrifices to enter the new kingdom; he must sap his
physical strength somewhat to feed the greater needs of
Lis mind; he must subdue his animal nature to liberate
his soul.

—Magnus Arnold.

IN THE GALLERY WHERE THE FAT MEN GO

In the gallery where the fat men go
They’re exhibiting our guts,
Horse-betrampled in the ruts,

And Private Tommy Spout

‘With his eye gouged out.

They adjust their pince-nez

In the gentle urban way,

And they plant their feet tight

For to get a clearer sight.

They stand playing with their thumbs,
‘With their shaven cheeks aglow.

For the Terror never comes,

And the worms and the woe.

For they never hear the drums
Drumming Death dead-slow,

In the gallery where the fat men go.

1f the gallery where the fat men go

Were in flames around their feet,

Or were sucking through the mud;

If they heard the guns beat

Like a pulse through the blood;

If the lice were in their hair,

And. the seabs were on their tongue,

And the rats were smiling there,

Padding softly through the dung,

‘Would they fix the pince-nez

In the gentle urban way,

Would the pictures still be hung,

In the gallery where the fat men go?
—Louis Golding, in the Cambridge (Eng.) Magazine.

THE SOCIALIST REVIEW

Of exceptional interest in Socialist and radical circles
is the appearance of the long awaited first issue of ‘““The
Socialist Review,”’ a monthly record of social progress
in thought and action the world over. The Socialist
Review does not pretend to be a propagandist organ. Its
aim is to become a record and survey of significant indus-
trial and political ocecurrences, by which our present effete
social system will eventually be changed to one more
worthy of human effort. In this fact will lie its value and
service.

The Socialist Review is happy in its list of contribut-
ing editors and special writers, Among the former are
such well known radicals as Louis Boudin, Stuart Chase,
Arthur Gleason, Freda Kirchwey, John Haynes Holmes,
Florence Kelley, Bruno Lasker, James H. Maurer, Wm. P.
Montague, S. Nuorteva, James Oneal, Harry A. Overstreet,
Vida D. Scudder, Charles P. Steinmetz, Caro Lloyd Stro-
bell, Norman Thomas, Louis Untermeyer and Sidney Zi-
mand.

The first number of The Socialist Review, that for De-
cember, is typical of its future style and purpose.

The talent for work may amount to genius, and work
can accomplish miracles.

Anything which enriches the mind, warms the heart
or elevates the soul is beyond price; why then are we so
reluctant to invest dull money in the fine arts?
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With the Books

JURGEN—BY JAMES BRANCH CABELL
(New York, McBride.)

There have been a few distinctive stories in American
fiction: Hawthorne’s ‘‘Scarlet Letter’’, James’ ‘‘Tragic
Muse’’, Arthur Coslitt Smith’s ‘‘Monk and Dancer”’,
Mark Twain’s ‘‘Mysterious Stranger’’,—and now, beside
these, James Branch Cabell’s ‘‘Jurgen’’.

Mr. Cabell has done a dozen or more books that are
clever, but here he touches genius. Here, too, he gives
us a story lass vague, and, without losing the mediaeval
flavor which is one of his principal charms, more forceful.
It is a genial satire told by a poet,

Jurgen is a poet turned pawnbroker and married to a
shrew. One fine day he voices his protest against a too
harsh condemnation of the Devil, whereat, in token of his
gratitude, the Devil spirits Dame Lisa away. The tale
Las it that Jurgen, out of a spirit of chivalry, goes forth
to seek his wife among goblins and devils, and hamadry-
ads. clean to the mountains of the moon. He is con-
demned by the Philistines, who demonstrate his non-
existence, to the hell of his father’s imagination, whare
he discovers the origin of enlightened democracy. He goes
to the heaven of his Grandmother and pays tribute to the
kindly dreams of loveable old people who are too beautiful
to need wits, and holds high converse with St. Peter, who
is a gentleman, and to whom heaven has grown tedious
because of middle-class clergymen, unctious and over
evangelical. Jurgen is let out of Paradise and comes
back to earth where Koschei, anxious to preserve the
kindly soul from the sharp tongue of Lisa, offers him in
her stead Guenivere and Helen of Troy; but Jurgen is
disillusioned and old, the poet has been too long mastered

by the pawnbroker, and above all he has the habit of
being abused, He longs for the harsh voice of his wife.
So home he goes, led by the ear, and on the way he re-
mmbers that he has forgotten the butter.

Jurgen has wonderful passages. It is simply unbeliev-
able that Mr. Cabell is an American and a Virginian. I
am delighted that he is, but I have to keep reassuring
myself. For the book has the touch of an Anatole France
or a Jonathan Swift in its satire, and it even breathes an
erotic atmosphere that might do credit to Giovanni Boc-
caccio. For example that story of Jurgen and the Anaitis
where—shh; Go and buy the book before the ghost of
Anthony Comstock begins to stir.

—Paul Jordan Smith.

RUSSIA IN 1919
(B. W. Huebsch, New York.)

Would you like to take a trip to Soviet Russia? Would
you like to see the machinery of the Bolshevist State in
actual operation Would you like to attend the meet-
ings of the Executive Committee—the sessions of the
Moscow Soviet—listen to what an expropriated capital-
ist has to say about the Revolution—hear Bucharin de-
nounce the Allied imperialists——see Charles Dickens
played in Soviet theatres—witness the deliberations of
the Committee on State Constructions—watch Bill Shatov,
an American I. W. W, make the trains run on time—

talk with Lenine about Bernard Shaw, revolution in Eng-
land, capitalism in America and problems of Soviet re-
construction—behold the arch-antimilitarist, Leon Trot-
zky, proudly don his uniform and drive back the eounter-
revolutionary hosts of Kolchak and Denikine—converse
with Pokrovsky about education, with Timriazev about
science? Would you like to have witnessed the dramatic
formation of the Moscow International?

Of course you would. But most of us are not revo-
lutionary enough to be deported. So the next best thing
18 t(s)) l;)uy Arthur Ransome’s book of sketches—‘Russia
in 1919.”

Arthur Ransome is a delightful writer, and his book
is all the more delightful because he makes no effort to
be formally coherent or precise chronologically. ‘‘Rus-
sia in 1919 is a diary of vivid word pictures and pen-
portraits snatched here and there as the exigencies. of his
journey permitted.

Ransome is blessed with an open mind. His profound
sympathy with this vital experiment .in industrial de-
mocracy does not prevent his recording the harsh as well
as the pleasant. He describes the cold and hunger and
privation in Russia. But, like the great reporter he is,
he sees, above all the inecidental s ,aalor of the Revolu-
tion, the dynamic force of human progress latent in the
Soviet structure. And despite his evident effort to main-
tain an almost cold impartiality, his deseriptions show
the accomplishments of the Bolsheviki to lie overwhelm-
ingly on the credit side of the political ledger.

‘““My general impression that the Soviet Revolution
has passed through its period of intermal struggle and
is concentrating upon constructive work so far as that
is allowed by war on all frontiers, and that the popula-
tion is settling down under the new regime, was con-
firmed.”” So wrote Ransome in February, 1919, and sub-
sequent happenings prove this ‘‘settling down’’ of the
revolution to have deepened. The only thing that prevents
the Bolsheviki from ereating a co-operative common-
wealth that will command the admiration of the world is
the murderous ring of steel that threatens to garrote her.

Ransome shows conclusively that the ‘‘Red Terror’’ inm
Russia today is not half so ‘‘terrible’’ as the campaign
waged daily against thieves and murderers in the United
States by the police. And even during the ‘‘terror’’ of
the early days of the revolution, not a tenth of the oppo-
sition was killed as was killed by the Yankees in our
Civil War to settle the less important issue of chattel
slavery,—an issue, by the way, which will have to be
fought all over again.

And has Lenine lost his poputarity? Listen to this:

““Then Lenine spoke. If I had ever thought that Le-
nine was losing his popularity, I got my answer now. It
was a long time before he could speak at all, everybody
standing and drowning his attempt to speak with roar
after roar of applause. It was an extraordinary, over-
whelming scene, tier after tier crammed with workmen,
the parterre filled, the whole platform and the wings. A
knot of workwomen were close to me and they almost
fought to see him, and shouted as if each one were de-
termined that he should hear her in particular.”

After the orgy of lies and calumny heaped on the Bol-
sheviki by the paid prostitutes of Allied journalism, it is
revivifyingly refreshing to peruse Arthur Ransome’s.as-
surance that the Bolsheviki are perfectly human beings
like oursel7es—but with far more daring ildealism than
dollar-ridden Americans have yet dreamed about.

ALANSON SESSIONS.
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“THE DUGOUT’’ SUSPENDS

¢¢The Dugout,’’ our local contemporary in the monthly
magazine field, has suspended publication and its editor,
Sydney R. Flowers, is under indictment for al_leged vio-
lation of the new State ‘‘eriminal syndicalism’’ law.
Flowers, who is president of the Allied War Veterans,
was wounded and gassed while fighting with the allied
forces in France. His magazine, which ecirculated largely
among veterans. was of a decidedly progressive character
and it'is to be hoped, in the interests of liberal thought
the West, that its suspension will not be permanent.

VENUS DE MILO

What think you her white arms were doing when
This marble was a woman all complete?
Poor amputated arms! Did they entreat
Immortally a mortal lover, then?
Or did they ery Adonis dumb farewell,
With poignant gesture, past all sound or speech?
Vanished white arms that seem still to beseech
Compassion for this chaste cold citadel. '
Did they cry welcome, or a last good-bye;
Pity or passion in their mute distress?
Time-lost white arms of maimed loveliness. . .
Did they but raise a wine-jug shoulder-high?
Not in her perished arms the secret lies,
But in the flame behind those sightless eyes!

VINCENT STARRETT.

The Northwest District Defense Committee has opeqed
offices at Butte, Montana, for the purpose of collecting
money to defend the ten members of the I. W. W. who are
charged with murder at Centralia. All funds should be
sent to George Williams, Secretary-Treasurer, 318 North
Wyoming St., Butte, Morntana. :

GALE WENT TO MEXICO and down there, where there is neither conscription, ex-
¢radition nor a Jefferson Market Prison, he resumed publication of his fiery journal.

Gale’s Magazine

It costs $2 a year, American money, and $1 for 6 months, and.is Worth a Lot More. Send check, intel-'n.ationa,l
money order or bank draft. for a subscription (no more f!‘ee' samples sent) and read spcl}’ thgS. as “The Soliliquy of
a Slacker”; “Judas Iscariot and the Bolsheviki”; “The Catholic Church, the Cancer of Mexico”; “Lenine, the World's Hope”;
«Making It Easier to Murder”; “Keep Hands Off Mexico”; etc.

GALE'S MAGAZINE, P. O. Box 518, Mexico City, D. F., Mexico

It's Coming! What?

The Four-Hundred Page Book

«“\What Henry Ford is Doing™

j ‘ By FRANK BONVILLE

When? February 1, 1920

This book will be at least 4% by 6% in size, cloth bound, and will retall for $1.00.

Send 40c in two-cent stamps or a postoffice order, and you will receive this $1.00 book at
at below actual cost. Postage prepaid- to all parts of the world.

We spend our money advertising by
giving it direct to the purchaser.

One book only sent to each name and
address.
«WHAT HENRY FORD IS DOING”
will be delivered February 1, 1920.

ORDER NOW FROM BUREAU OF INFORMATION, 609 PIONEER BLDG.
SEATTLE, WASHINGTON.

Remember that this book will not be
handled by newsdealers or bookstores.

Don’t miss this treat. It won’t last

long.

e SRS 4000

Phone Pico 2222 By Appointment

E. F. Richmann

CHIROPRACTOR

Member Los Angeles County Chiropractic Association

1008 Haas Building Los Angeles, Cal.

South 751-W

GEO. W. DOWNING

ATTORNEY AT LAW
4608 Central Avenue

Notary Public LOS ANGELES, CAL.

EVERY RADICAL WILL WANT

“1S CHRISTIANITY CHRISTIAN?” the latest Book by
William H. Katzenbach.. Cloth binding.. Send $1 to
Charles Alexander, Publisher,

132 North Broadway, Los Angeles, California.

The “Citizen’s Advocate is devoted to the interest of
Colored Folk, but it is radical enough to appeal to readers
of “The New Justice.” Let Friend Charles Alexander have
vour subscription. One Year, $2.00. Address

THE CITIZEN’S ADVOCATE,
Charles Alexander, Editor and Publisher,
1401 East Ninth Street, Los Angeles, Cal.

THE MELTING POT

Henry M. Tichenor, Editor; Associates, A. M. Rovin, Mary B.
Tichenor. A Monthly Exponent of International Communism

=

The MELTING POT labors uncompromisingly for the class
union of the workers of all countries, to present one united,
proletarian mass in their historic struggle against their exploit-
ers—tie profiteering class—in the world-wide Revolution that
shall transform the class-exploiting and war-cr.ating society,
that exists under the dictatorship of the profitcering classes of
all countries, into a classless and warless society of none but
useful workers, who possess and enjoy the wealth they produce.

Yearly subscription to THE MELTING POT, $1.00. Sin-
g'e copy. 10 cents, Published at 809 Pontiac Building, St.
Louis, Mo.

Subscribe!

“THE WORLD”
Leading Socialist Weekly on the Pacific Coast
Complete International Labor News Service
Special Articles by Leading Socialists

WEEKLY — 8 PAGES — $2.00 Per Year
For Sale on Leading Newstands

THE VWORLD

1020 Broadway Oakland, Calif.

THE
AMERICAN
' STORE

218 South Main Street
J. D.KAUFMAN Proprietor

We Carry
a Complete Line of:
Clothing.Gents Furnishings.
Overalls,Corduroys, Aprons,
Hats,Caps,Boots, Shoes,
Gloves,Underwear
QurMotto:
“UNION-LABEL
GOODS FOR
UNIONLABOR
ez MEN" <22
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STUDY CHIROPRACTIC 3

L 4

[

And become a benefactor to mankind. The Chiropractor lost &

but one-tenth of one per cent of cases during ‘flu” epidemic. ;;

New College Good Faculty &

Easy Terms Clinic jP

X ECLECTIC COLLEGE OF CHIROPRACTIC 4:

Main 3185 321 S, Hill St. %
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Sold to Jurists, Doctors, Teachers,

Clergymen and Social Workers generally

The Sexual Life of Woman

By Prof. E. Heinrich Kisch, M. D,

of the University of Prague, Medical Specialist, Member of
Board of Fealth, etc., etc.

Partial Contents
Puberty
Menstruation
Conception

Abridged from large medical work.
An exhaustive account of every normal
and abnormal manifestation of the fe-

?g’ﬂ?f{;; male reproductive organs. by one of
Determination | the greatest authorities in the world.
Sensibility Replete with statistics and historic
Diseases of—
comment.

—Circulation
—Nerves
—Digestion
—Skir —Heart

Sent on Receipt of $3.50
(Cloth Binding)

THE SEXUAL QUESTION
By Prof. August Forel, M.D., PH.D,, L.L.D.
Professor of Psychiatry and Director of Insane Asylums, Zurich

“Many other books have been written on
the subject but few have approached it,”
«avs Boston Medical and Surgical Journal.
The book is quoted largely in the literature

Partial Contents
Reproduction
Evolution

A of the day. Generally accepted as_one of
Irradations the best scientific, psychological and socia-
Sex Appetite logical studies of the sex gquestion. Special
Love edition in cloth exact reprint of $5 medical
Sex Pathology edition,

History of— Sent on Receipt of $3.50

(Cloth Binding)
The 2 Books on Receipt of $6.50

THE MODERN BOOK SOCIETY
DESK 30, 462 BROOME ST. NEW YORK CITY

Sex Questions




IT IS UP TO YOU

You, who read this magazine, are asking
yourselves the question, ¢ Will the New Jus-
tice live? What is your answer?

For one year both the editors and con-
tributors have worked tirelessly to estab-
lish a radical magazine that will be worth
while.

What the next six months will bring de-
pends on YOU. If you are with us, get be-
hind us. Better send that subscription in
right away. Get your friends to subscribe.
It is up to you.

Monthly
$1.00 a Year 50c for Six Months

Address

THE NEW JUSTICE
312 Frost Building Los Angeles, Cal.

Phone 62412

i




