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ed and Published Co
operatively by its Ed

itors. It has no Dividends s
to Pay, and nobody is try- ;
ing to make Money out of
it. A Revolutionary and
not a Reform Magazine; a

Magazine, with»-a Sense of
" Humor arid no Respect for

3
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‘ ' nArrogant; lmpertinent;

Searching for the True
Causes; a Magazine Di
rected against Rigidity
and Dogma wherever it is
found; Printing what is
too Naked or True for a
Money-Making Press; a
Magazine whose final Pol
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not even its Readers—A
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ST NOTABLE NOVEL PRODUCED BY
NEW DEMOCRACY”

'- W. Y. Tribune

THE HARBOR is a novel of rare vision, a story of
unusual conception and power, full of the new romance _,

of our modern life. It is the epic of all great cities and

the people who live in them told simply and earnestly,

THE'

;,
v

'
, reflecting through its scenes and characters '

"f
i

The NewYork ~

Times says:

' x

“ By all'odds

the best Amerii- I _
canllnovél “thathas 3

/

appeared in many

a long day. Earnest,

sincere, broad in scope

and purpose, well bal

anced, combining intel

lect and emotion. . . .

‘ The characters are

a ably drawn, strik

ingly contrasted,

the great changes taking place in American
ideals in the present generation.

Read The Harbor—“ it is the ablest
novel added to Americari’ fiction

in many a long year.”

THE

2 ',_,TheNew York

Tribune says;

“A remarka

ble book,
' 1‘33an "-achievement.

One of the ablest

novels added-to Amer

ican fiction in many a

year. The first

really notable novel

produced by the
new democracy.
. . . Mr. Poole is

an author of ex

essentially Amer- ceptional gifts,,of

ican.” ideas and con

victions.”
The New York
World says:

“A fine new Amer
ican story, in the

spirit of the hour.

A work which

must be placed at once

among the rare books

that count —- which
may prove quite

possibly to be the

distinctiveAmer

ican novel of

vI

\
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l ERNESTPOOLE

\
(

9
. as.

RARE BOOKS
FIRST EDITIONS

Extra Illustrated Books
Early Printed Books

i l - Association Books

- l' i

Purchased singly or in
sets for people who have
neither time nor oppor
tunity to seleet fm- them

"s’hfvrselves, or for:
have not stares
best book 1.. :“e
not begin C( um“:

\( — H...
ADlper‘.‘t. ‘

Downing his; Liss’i
Boston.M .ssscnwzstts

ERNEST POOLE ’ginsOR
“A book of the past, present
and future, not only of New

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

Every American Should Read

the year,”
- THE HARBOR. Ernest Poole’s nov- .25

e
] is a book for every man or woman Who

'

lives in a city. To read TheHarbor is to know
'

the best spirit of contemporary life, to understand
the new creative forces at work in our land to-day, and
to feel in full the undeniable romance of America.

$1.40 NET AT EVERY BOOKSTORE

Published. by THE MACMILLAN COMPANY / i

64-66 Fifth Avenue

Your
Pay Envelope

By JOHN R. MEADER
If you are a Socialist,read it to see if~
youcananswerits arguments.If you are i ' -
an anti-Socialist,don't miss the pleasure
of findingyour own convictionsstrength
enedand set forth with such simplicity,
clearnessand force.

Postpaid $1.15 ‘ .'

THE DEVIN-ADAIR co.
437 Fifth Avenue - New York

Bound Volumes of The
Masses (Year 1914)

A few are left. Do you want to havea
permanentfile of the goodthingsthatap
pearedin this magazinelast year? Send
$2.00to

THE MASSES
P. O. Box 875,New York.

New York

1 a

The New York
Post says:

“Many and va

ried as are the

themes, each one is

clean cut and fits into

its right place. ‘The
Harbor ’ is well worth

~ readlng, both for ~ ,v

what it gives and

_ the manner in
"5 which it is

given.”

’\ v,

Consumers and
W age Earners‘

By J. ELLIOT ROSS. Ph. D.
12 mo cloth $1.00net $1.10postpaid

The questionof the responsibilityof the
employerto pay his employeesa living

1 wageviewedfrom an entirelynew angle.
This is a topic of importanceto you
whetheryou are employer,employeeor
bargainhunter. The author’sviewpoint is

unique,entirelylogicaland offers a solu
tion our greatesteconomicproblem.

THE DEVIN-ADAIR CO.
437 Fifth Avenue - New York

COMING EASY!
The Massessells betternow than ever

before. Comradeswho need to earn
money,write todayfor new sellingplan
particulars! AddressBusiness,Manager,
P. O. Box 875,New York.
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THE MASSES

To All Masses Readers.

without loss.

esting assortment, many books being new.
You are urged to buy books through “The Masses Book Store,” which is the name given this page.

The Masses has made arrangements with the publishers to ofifer these books to you. _
often less—for books purchased through us than from dealers and your patronage will assist us in the great problem of publishing the Masses

No one is trying to make money out of the Masses, but we do want its receipts to pay the cost of publishing.
book, whether listed here or not, ask us for it. Address “The Masses,” P. O. Box 875, New York. Send check, money order or postage.
the price is given “Net” please add five per cent. to the published price, to cover cost of mailing.
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FICTION
Erna Vitek, by Alfred Kreymborg. A

realistic novel of real interest and
literary merit. $1.10 postpaid. A.
and C. Boni.

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

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

C0.

The Ragged Messenger, by W. B.
Maxwell, author of “The Devil’s Gar
den.” $1.35 net. The Bobbs-Merrill
C0.

The Awakening, by C. Bordeaux.
$1.35net. E. P. Dutton & Co. This
novel has reached in France its 95th
edition.

My Wife's Hidden Life, Anony
mous. A “wonder.” $1.25 net.

Rand, McNally & Co.

Foma Gordyeeff, by Maxim
Gorky. $

1 net. Charles Scrib—
ner’s Sons.

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

What Must the South Do to be
Saved? Read Monday’s (the Ameri
can Maupassant’s) “Black Shadow
and Red Death,” the most startling
novel ever written on the social evil
between the white and black races.
Paper, send 55c. Cloth, send $1.00.

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

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

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

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

3‘)

SOCIOLOGY
Doing Us Good and Plenty, by
Charles Edward Russell. The case
against capitalism brought down to
date in Russell’s unique style. Cloth.
50c., postpaid. Kerr & Co.

Why the Capitalist?I by Frederick
Haller, LL.B. In this book a law
yer throws down the gauntlet to the
defenders of capitalism. The book

is a brief in refutation of the doc
trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.10.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Social Environment and Moral Prog
ress, by Dr. Alfred Russell Wallace.
“Our whole system of society is
rotten and the social environment
the worst the world has seen.” Funk

& Wagnalls. Send $1.25.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Co-Partnership and Profit Sharing,
by Aneurin W'illiams. 5o cts. net.
Henry Holt & Co. Explains the
types of co-partnership or profit
sharing, or both, and gives details
of the arrangements in many indus
tries.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Our Prudish Censorship Unveiled, by
Theodore Schroeder. “Give every
body a chance to know all that is

to be known, even upon the subject
of sex.” Send 15 cents.

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

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

Why I Am a Socialist, by Charles Ed
ward Russell. With new chapter
telling what socialism expects to do
about the war. The war has not
bankrupted socialism, but made it

the only possible way out, and Rus
sell, just returned from, the battle
zone, tells why. Net, $0.50. George
H. Doran Company.

by Vernon L.
Reviewed on page 22.

Holt & Co., New York.
Postage, 12c.

THE WAR
Imperial Germany, by Prince Bern

hard von Biilow. There are all
sorts of books about German states
manship by people who are neither
Germans nor statesmen. But here

is a new, tremendously significant
book on the subject by the man who
was Chancellor of the German Em
pire from 1900 to 1909. $1.50 net.
Dodd, Mead & Company.

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

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

& Company.

(Continued on Page 26)

Darwinism To-day,
Kellogg.
Henry
$2.00.
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KNOWLEDGE AND REVOLUTION
Concerning Optimism

ary expectationsof Universal Brotherhood, hunt

ing for some pale straws of hope in these gloomy

Lucky we who were born of little faith“

IT
IS pitiful to see people who had lived on vision

times.

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

“In seed-time or in berry-time,

When brown leaves fall or buds peep out,

When green the turf or white the rime.

There’s something to be glad about.”

That pathetic little rhyme of optimism, with its guile

less but persistent accentupon something,hovers in my

mind today. And thinking how sad the person must

have been who wrote it
,

and how sad many of the

“spiritual” people are in this “year of our Lord,” I feel

almost reluctant to bring out another issue of these

pages of protest.

And yet there are so many people,so many journals,

so many committees,foundations, salaried press-agents,

engaged in the manufacture of artificial optimism, that

it becomes almost an honest duty to remain in a state

of gloom.

THE
worst nightmare that crosses my mind is the

thought of those innumerable millions of books

that are going to be written about this war after it is

over. All the clean vigor of the intellect of Europe is

destined to waste itself for a hundred years, deciding

whether General Such-and-Such came to the reinforce—

ment of Colonel This-or-That’s brigade of light artil—

lery—and nobody will have the slightest idea whether

he came, after they get it all settledin the twenty-fifth

century.

Couldn’t we contrive to insert into those celebrated

terms of peace, a provision that only one book shall

be written on the war by each nation, and that only ten

feet thick?

’

TUART DAVIS was walking in a downtown street
with a friend the other day, and saw some pitiful

Belgian of the industrial war making for the interior

of a garbage can, in search of a bite of food.

“Look—he'knows I’m a MASSES artist!” said Davis,

with that peculiarly IVIASSEShumor of his.

THE
“Committee of Fourteen” gives us a bright

little column of hand-polished hopefulness. After

selecting R. H. Macy’s department store (on the Con
sumers’ League black list) as an institution “sincerely

desirous of establishing and maintaining good condi
tions in their store,” the committee proceeds to dis
cover:

(I) That “small wages in themselvesdo not appear
to b

e a cause of immorality; and indeed the general
testimony is that there is probably more immorality

Max Eastman

aiiigng
the higher than the lower (not the lowest)

pa-i .
(2) “There is not a ten—roomhotel which was

erectedor converted so as to meet those requirements
of the Liquor Tax law which to-day rents rooms to
couples, and there are very few ordinary saloons or
hotels which will even serve liquor to a known prosti
tute, though she be accompanied by a man. Those
that do, are called sharply to account by the brewer
interested as soon as he knows of the dereliction.”

Thanks to brewers and low wages, it would seem

(not lowest) that we are on the high road to salvation. _

A third reassurance the committee leaves
with us:

(3)_“The poison-needlecaseswhich attractedso much
attention last winter were investigated without a single
actual victim being found.”

A 'Historian

PROFESSOR
SHEPARD of Columbia University

joyful

was presiding at a banquet the other day, and he
said, in praise of neutrality, that nobody could tell what
had happeneduntil a hundred years afterward anyway.
He said that impetuous people were always eager to
make up their minds, but as a historian he thought it

was better to reserve judgment. I thought this would
make a good definition of a historian—a man who re

\\
\\

\

_

V
\_

\\
\\

IQ
\\

;I
\_

\\
\

Drawn by Arthur Young.

serves his judgment until everybody’s dead, including

himself, but of course he was dead all the time.

Columbia’s Education
PEAKING 0f Columbia—there was a sudden ter

mination of business relations between THE

IVIASSESand the University Book-Store on the campus,

a little while ago. we sent a boy up to know why, and

he was told:

“You attack the church too much.”
About the same date the University Library termi

nated its subscription to THE MASSES I wrote to the
Librarian, asking the reason, and received this reply:

Columbia University, Jan. 5
,

1915.
Dear Sir: .

In reply to your letter of the 4th I inform you that
although subscription to one copy of THE MASSES was
discontinued,we are still subscribing for a copy, which

is on file in the School of Journalism. Very truly yours,
FREDERICKC. Hicxs,

Assistant Librarian.

In answer to that I wrote:
Dear Sir:

My reason for writing to know why THE MASSES
was removed from the Columbia library is an editorial
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6 THE MASSES

one. I am not concernedabout the subscription. You
know I should be glad to put Columbia.on the exchange
list. And may I ask you, if you decline this offer, to
tell me exactly why?

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

To this letter I received no answer, and I suppose

that again we have stumbled upon one of those dark

obstacles to education, anonymous but for the name

economic.
Columbia can not afford to have THE MASSESon her

library table. No more can a young photographer who

recently subscribed. He puts it in the dark room where

it won’t frighten his patrons. Columbia puts it in the

School of Journalism, where it can be filed with the

samplesas a mere matter of course.

I know from personal experiencethat there is a bat

tery of intellect and learning up at Columbia which

could blow into annihilation any error that might creep

through the portals of a young mind, and so I am com

pelled to think it is not the errors in Tm: MASSES that

Columbia fears, many as these may be, but the truth,

which not even scholarship and intellect can entirely

sterilize.

T0 at NCW SUIJBCI‘IBCI'

MR. JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER, JR., subscribedto

THE Masses the other day, and I feel warranted

in extending him a little personal advice. In objecting

to Mr. Walsh’s candid championship of the oppressed

as Chairman of the Industrial Relations Commission,

Mr. Rockefeller said:

“You are stirring up exactly that industrial unrest

which your Commission was ‘appointedto allay.’”

Now, by some unhappy accident,Mr. Rockefeller, the

federal commission was not appointed to “allay” in

dustrial unrest. At least nobody ever was foolish

enough to say so. It was appointed to “investigate the

causes” of unrest. And in ushering the Rockefeller
Foundation, your own little optimism factory, into the

same field, I recommend that you cling to the estab

lished terminology. Your own partiality must not be

come too obvious—especially when you are objecting

to Mr. Walsh’s.

In other words, the “allaying” should be brought in

on the side. The people of the country have enough

self-respectto demandthat, even if they haven't enough
to wipe your now perfectly transparent enterprise off

their earth.

P1¢ty
LETTER from a prominent divine, a noted ideal

ist, asking me if there is any way I can “beg,

borrow, or steal a copy of Margaret Sauger’s pamphlet

and smuggle it” into his hands “without falling foul of

the law,” sets me thinking.

If I did comply with his request (and I’m not saying
I didn’t), it would be a state’sprison offense. But that

only shows how far upward idealism has traveled, since,

for instance, Socrates defined piety as “obedience to

the laws of one’s country,” and drank hem

Sign of the Times
T a joint meeting of the American Philosophical

Association and the Western Philosophical Asso—
ciation, papers were read upon these topics:

“Individuality Through Democracy," “Democracy and

the Melting Pot,” “Justice and Progress,” “What Can

Philosophy Contribute to Questions of Justice?” “Pri

vate Property and Social Justice in the Light of Social
Psychology,” “The Injustice of Punishment,” “Demo

cratic Equality and the Principle of Relativity,” “The

Social Origin of Absolute Idealism.”

Only five other papers were read. And even they

gave small attention to those “Problems of Pure Being”

which are supposedto be the distinguishing concern of

the philosopher.

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

About the Church
E published,a long while ago, a paragraph quoting

a Baptist paper, the Watchman-Examiner, to the

effect that: -

“We unhesitatingly support Mr. John D. Rockefeller,

Jr., and his associatesin the Colorado Fuel and Iron

Company.”

Our paragraph implied that this was “the position

of the church in the Colorado situation.”

Of course, the Watchman-Examiner is only one

Baptist publication, and the position of the church is

far more complex.

The church is practically solid against revolutionary

strikes, although the Catholic Church always tries, after

any strike is declared, to seemneutral.

John Fitch, who made the fairest survey in PaterSOn

two years ago, tells me he found the leading Episco

palian rabidly and riotously against the strikers; Rabbi

Mannheimer lost his job in Paterson, and is now else—

where, becauseof his sympathy with the strikers, fre

quently expressed; the Methodist minister was against

the strikers; the Catholic priests tried to be friendly to

labor according to their lights; in general the clergy

was against the strikers, being shockedby the I. \N. W.,

and particularly interested in wondering about their

morals.

The strike in Colorado, however, was in no sense

revolutionary. It was merely a demand that the em

ployers obey the labor law. And in Trinidad I found

one clergyman at least heartily on the side of the
strikers—although by the time I arrived he had been

reduced to silence, and asked me to regard our inter—

view as absolutely private. I sum up my investigation

there in thesewords:

A sweating effort at neutrality was made by the

Jesuit priesthood of the Catholic church,'an effort that
always will be made, I suppose,in times of class crisis

by the Catholic church. For the Catholic church is the

Church of the Exploitation of the Poor, and it has its

own gentle and peculiar mode of exploiting the poor

and cannot afford to forsake them to others. Of the

seven Protestant ministers, five are hot little prophets

of privilege. The other two feel that among the original

causesof the trouble was the failure of the church to

live up to her mission of teaching Christianity and

other blessingsof civilization to the miners. Just what

Christianity would have done to the miners, unless it

sent them back to work in the blessednessof the meek,

was not explained by these ministers. But the salva
tion Army leader made it perfectly plain that he con

sidered the “preaching of contentment”to be his func

tion in the mining camps. The .gospel according to

Marx!

Our statementabout the church in the August number

ought to have been supported, and in a small degree

modified, by these concrete facts.

Prison Literature
Frank Tanenbaum

SOME
of the perverted influences which dominate

such an institution as the Blackwell’s Island

Penitentiary would be farcical if their results were not

so tragic. An institution avowedly existing for the
correction and betterment of human beings, it closes
its doorS'against many of the most ideal creations of

the human mind. The Warden is the supreme literary
censor, and as a prevention against the corruption of
my morals, be withheld from me,—among other books
sent me by my friends,—Buckle’s “History of Civili
zation in England.” I suppose he thought the word
civilization sounded revolutionary, for some of the

other books he would not let me see were Carlyle’s

“French Revolution,” G. Lowes Dick-inson’s “Justice
and Liberty,” and “The Revolutionary Function of the

Modern Church” by Rev. John Haynes Holmes of the
Church of the Messiah. Goethe’s “Faust” is another
book that he thought was a little too modern for those
classic halls.

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

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

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

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

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

MAssss!”

Among Those Present

“AT :1 reception [to Tanenbaum] attended
by 400 men and a few women, most of the

former unbarbered, crooked-skulled, chinless, stunted,
or shifty-eyed, Tanenbaum in a scarcely audible voice

confessed himself ‘mushy-minded’and made vague re

marks. .”—New York World.

It is pleasant to see our well-known journalism now

and then with her paint off and her hair down.

“Is

that magazine, THE

lock out of loyalty to his definition.

If only one could be sure we would drink

hemlock for ours!

HERE
is one thing to be glad about. It is

just possible that the war in Europe

will emancipatc the United States. It may

start a few of our standard people thinking

there is somethingnobler to do in society and

art, than imitate the culture and manners of

western Europe.

INVOCATION

RUTH, be more precious to me than the eyes

Of happy love; burn hotter in my throat

Than passion; and pmsess me like my pride;

More sweet than freedom; more desired than joy;

More sacred than the pleasing of a friend.

M. E.

Travel

EVERYWVHERE
are trees and grass

As one finds at home;

Nor can I leave the sky behind

No matter where I roam:

Everywhere I see the same
Modes of life endure—

Everywhere I find the Rich

Thriving on the Poor.

HARRY KEMP.
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In The Social Whirl
ILLIAM JENNINGS BRYAN, the well-known

lecturer, recently paid a flying visit to wash
ington, D. C., where he concluded a lasting

peacebetween this country and Uruguay.

T. PATRICK’S Cathedral in New York reports a

gratifying increase in attendanceand interest on

the part of bomb makers and detectives.

B. VON HINDENBURG -of East Prussia is visit—

ing points in Russian Poland and is returning

the call recently made by the Grand Duke Nikolas.

THERE
is a movement in the younger set at Singa—

pore to foster a spirit of independenceand self

reliance among the Indian troops. Thus far it has had

to proceed without encouragement from the British

authorities.

RESIDENT WILSON reports a comfortable and

restful trip to the Panama Exposition by wireless.

THE MASSES

HEODORE ROOSEVELT and four sons have or
ganized themselves into an Assistant Standing

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

EMBERS of the New York Public Service Com

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

HE familiar figure of Elihu Root is again seen
upon the streets of New York. Mr. Root will be

pleasantly rememberedby some as the chauffeur of the

1912steam roller.

FTER an almost uninterrupted association of two

years, Congress and the United States have sepa

rated for mutual refreshment.

7

THE Prince of Wales, disguised as a young officer,

recently spent a few minutes upon the firing line

and returned to safety none the worse for the rash ad

venture.

RUSSIA
has apparently adopted her ally’s motto,

“Business as Usual.” The police recently searched

(and partly burned) the home of Tolstoy’s widow for

documents of a revolutionary character.

PROSPECTIVE
tourists in the near cast will learn

with pleasure that the Dardanelles are undergo

ing a thorough spring cleaning and may soon be free

of unsanitary mines and forts.

THE
Portuguese season of internal dissension and

political unrest has openedpromisingly and shows

no signs of having been injured by the war.

T is rumored that the Unspeakable Turk, who has

been visiting enemies in Europe and environs for

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

HOWARDBRUBAKER.

Drawnby Harry Osborn

Christian Patriot, will you call on your God to help you when your country goes to war?
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“SUBMARINES”
WAS in a first class compartment on a train in

Belgium. Outside, the fields and villages looked

bleak and sodden, soaking wet in a cold January

rain. The train was crowded with soldiers, and

all other civilians but me were packed in two third

class cars behind. At first I had been back there my

self, but at one little station I’d been thrown out to

make room for more German warriors. On the plat—

form in wretched German I had argued with the guard.

I had quite an assortment of passes and I showed

them all, but their value was only negative. They

proved that I was not a spy and so for the moment

need not be shot, but for getting me a place on that

train they were like scraps of paper. Troops must be
moved, and I must make room. They were certainly

moving. Down the platform on the run, husky, big—

booted German boys, they came shouting, trampling,

wave on wave, and I felt like a drop in the ocean.

The train was almost ready to start.

Then I pulled my inspiration. It was not a pass

but a menu card. The week before, up near the front

with some other correspondents,I had been invited to

dine with the chief of the general staff. As it hap

pened, the dinner never came off. But it was “in die
Ordnung” that to eachof us should be solemnly handed
a menu card with a plan of the table; Here is mine.

Observe John Reed.

TISCH-ORDNUNG

Herr John Reed

Oberst Groener General Zoellner

Herr Keilhau General Prinz

Se.. Exzellenz der
General Wild v.

Chef des Gen
Hohenborn

eralstabs d c s

Feldheeres

Herr A. Wilkic Senator Beveridge

Major v. Tiescho
witz

Oberst Tappen

Herr E. Poole Herr Robert Dunn

Major Nicolai

I drew a first class compartment.
Moreover I was almost alone. The one other man

I took at first for a young German officer—with a mean
cold in his head. For over his gray field suit he wore
a green mufiier that swathed his neck and almost cov
ered his shoulders. The train started and we lit cigar
ettes.

“You are an American?”
English.

“Yes.”

“A correspondent?”

“Yes.”

“How did you get in this car?”

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

“And I also am here by a little trick.” He pulled
off his muffler and revealedthe fact that there were no
Glripes on his shoulders. “You see I am only a pri
vate," he said. “But with this I pass as an officer, and
so I get a seat in here. How do you say in America?
Graft?” '

he began in excellent

Ernest Poole

“You graft a first class compartment,” I said. I

began to like him. I liked the twinkle in his gray eyes.

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

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

“Be frank with me—quite. I’m no Chauvinist.”
“It’s damnable,” I confided.
“I am very pleased to meet you.

lonely,” he said.
“Who are you?” I asked.
“A soldier.”

“Who were you?”
“A playwright.”

“Where from?”

I wrote plays which were not acted.” I

I have been very

“Hamburg.

drew nearer.

“So did I write plays,” I told him.

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

(£011.!)

“But they failed. They made no money.”

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

Strindberg was his favorite. He liked Oscar Wilde

and Synge, and he talked of certain German writers

I had never heard of. Sudermann and Hauptmann

were both hopelesslybourgeois.

“Do you know,” he said, “in three months I have

never talked of art. I have not even thought. My

mind has been dead. It has been drowned in this silly

war. I shall recall this hour with you as a light, a
spot-light in the dark.”

“Thanks. I’ll do the same,” I said.
of lonely travelers.”

“We are,” he agreed. “What has war produced?
Dead bodies, blood and hatred—and not even hatred
well expressed. I have searchedthe papers and maga—

zines for one good poem, one passable story, one real
piece of writing—but no. I find only cheap rubbish
and sentiment. The most awful patriotic bosh.”

“Tut, tut,” I gravely admonished. “Can it be that

“\Ve’re a couple

you are no patriot?”

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

I am against all this bloody farce! And my bitterness
does me no good at all. It is an ocean and_I am
drowned. I am a submarine far down. And my en
gine is stalled—I cannot rise.”

“Are there many like you in Germany?”
He made a despairing gesture.

“Did I not tell you,” he demanded,“this is my first

real talk in three months?”

I leaned over to him.

“Have another cigarette,” I said.

for you, brother; that’s the main reason why I came.

I’ve been in England and Germany hunting around for

submarines.”

“I’ve been hunting

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

eagerly.

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

lonesome.”

“And their engines stalled.”
“Oh, no, they’re not all dead ones yet—things may

be happening pretty soon.”

“What things?” he asked me hungrily.

But the train was slowing down. Outside in the

dreary rain a long bleak line of buildings slid slowly

past the window—shattered buildings, ghastly hulks of

what had once been houses. And a voice called out,

“Louvain.”

“This is where I get off,” he said.

must take another train to the village where I am sta—

tioned. Good-bye. Good luck to the submarines. Keep

on traveling.”

“I will.”

A moment later, with a rush, some six or eight

peasant soldiers scrambled up into the compartment.

They were wet and muddy and worn. And in less than

five minutes, on the seat where the writer had sat and

talked of Strindberg and Oscar Wilde, five mud-be
draggled men in a row sat with mouths open fast asleep.

I felt as though that ocean had swept over me again.

“From here I

I stayed submerged for some hours crowded into a

corner. Finally I fell into a doze. When I awoke they
were still asleep—all but one.

He did not look like a peasant—helooked more like

a factory hand. At once I watched him closer, for I

thought I had seen his type before. There was some—
thing so lean and hungry, so intensely eager in his eyes.
He did not notice me watching him, for he himself
with an almost strained intensity was studying the
faces of these peasant comrades with whom he had
been thrown. He seemedto study them one by one.
He pulled a newspaper from his pocket and read for
half an hour, then he studied the faces again.

Presently we stoppedat a station and in the commo
Some looked out of the window.

In a few moments the train went on, and now the
group began to talk.

tion they all awoke.

At the start the talk was general. First it was about
At which station would they befed?

Then there was talk of trenches, of deep mud and
water, and someonetold of a bayonet charge in which
he had killed ten Frenchmen. Then followed some
jokes about a spade. Someone in the German trenches,

it seemed,held up a spade every morning, and pres
ently from the French trenches an answering spade
appeared,whereuponboth French and Germans climbed
out of their holes and there was a truce of ten min

Later
came talk about trench food. Finally somebody won
dered how long the war was going to last.

the next meal.

utes—one of the toilet arrangements of war.

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

“\Ve’re a hard crowd of fellows to 'beat,” he de
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clared, and to this the others promptly agreed. “But

so are the French and English,” he added.
“No,” said a peasant, “not the English. They are

pigs and bastards!”

“But they can fight,” the man went on, “and I think

the war will last for years.

will we get out of it?”
He talked about war taxes. “He asked each peasant

what tax he had paid on his farm before the war.

Then he said the taxes would be doubled for years to
come, and the longer the war lasted the longer and the

heavier would be the taxes to be paid.

“But that is not our Kaiser’s fault,” said a stout,

good-natured peasant.

And when it is over what

“It is the fault of England and

the French and Russians.

the war, the devils?”

I “Their governments did,” said the lean-faced man.

“But I’ve talked with some of those fellows when we

took them prisoners. The French are good fellows like

Don’t you know they started

ourselves.”
“Yes, they are good fellows,” the good-natured peas

ant agreed.
I

~

“And they did not start the war. In Russia the Czar.

he started it off, becausethe workingmen up in Peters

burg were making him trouble, they even had barri

cades in the streets. So he started the war to stop

And in France it was the fat Catholic
priests and all the rich people who want a king. In

England I read in the papers that they have had a

hard time over there to get their workingmen to enlist.”
“They are cowards,” said a peasant.
“Yes, but they did not start the war. I tell you

this war was started by a lot of fat rich people. And

their strikes.

POEM
A PRAYERf

O that true god I call myself,

Whose form lay huddled in the earliest womb of

fiery mist;

Who slowly groped to life through the long and bloody

generations,

Maker of all thegods, as childish playthings of joy

and terror;

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

towering,

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

God, in high loneliness apart I talk with you—

Give me always this precious communion.

Give me strength to fling aside the false gods,

Even to the last of them—

The childish toys of the race;

The fear-spurring ghosts; the faltering beliefs.

Give me the vaster strength to see and build for myself

Man’s business, and man’s customs.

Keep me from the chains of ownership,

From cellaring myself in a comfortable litter of books

and pictures, clothes and possessions,

That drain my soul from my larger work.

Keep me from too-great love-—

Love of father, that makes me but an echo of a dying

hero;

THE MASSES

we are the fellows who have to get killed. And if we

don’t get killed, by God, we will have to pay war

taxes! And think of the widows we’ll have to help.

All the fellows who are killed are leaving in every

village widows and old mothers and little brats who

will have to be fed. And the village will have to feed

them. And that will meanmore taxes. And the longer

all this fighting goes on, the more taxes we will have

to pay.”

All the faces were gloomy now. The good-natured

peasant tried to joke but got no response.
“Well, we’re in for it,” somebodygrowled.
“All the same,”said the lean-faced man, “I’ll be glad

when there’s peace. I’ll be glad when we all jump up

out of the trenches and all the French fellows do the

Same—andwe all run across and shake hands with each

other.”

“That will be fine,” said the good-natured peasant.

“VVe’ll do it as soon as the war is over.”

“Some fellows have done it,” the speaker replied.

“What?”

“Some fellow told me that where he was our men

held up spadesand the French did the same—andthen

they ran out and all shook hands. And they did like

this at the trenches.” He made a face, at which they

all laughed.

was a tense silence.

“You can’t do that to your officers,”growled one man

uneasily.

“It is a lie \and it never happened,”said another peas

ant. “You are just making it up.”

“Perhaps it is a lie,” said the speaker.

what the fellow said.”

“But that is

S -— By Clement
Love of mother, that clips my wings and manacles me

to the prison of the past;

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

soul into soul, .

Until we sink, strangled in the embrace;

Love of friend, that plants ‘my foot in the footsteps

before me,

Shunning the rougher, straighter path.

Give me great love of myself—

Love that will whip me to unfold my full flowering

In the blighted gardens of men.

Keep me from dream-ridden indolence,

That softens the sinews of my spirit.

Send me forth, adventuring,

From the quick-mud of the gutter

To the clasp of the thin golden fingers of the stars.

Let me will life,

And its hearty, freshening struggles.

And when the small word comesto me that the end of

this road is near,

God, do not let me flee my certain end;

Let me will death.

Gladly, with clear vision, as a conqueror,

Let me serenely pass on the light to loftier gods,

And go forth to farther roads,

Knowing that death will come when I will have it

come.

But the laugh soon stopped and there

9

He threw a vigilant glance along the row of faces.

“And when you come to think of it,” he continued

quietly, "it is not so bad, what those fellows did. You

must obey your officers—becausethis is war—and if we

fellows didn’t obey,everything would be all mixed up—

But if

whole regimentseverywherejumped out of the trencheS,

as he said, and all the Frenchmen did the same and we

met in the middle of the field—then there would be war

no more—and no need of officers.”

and the French would charge and kill us all.

There was a long, uneasy silence.

“I don’t like this talk,” muttered the good-natured

“It is not good to talk of this.”

“You are right, brother,” another growled. “You will

get us all into trouble,” he said, turning angrily to the

speaker. “Look out.”
“Oh, there’s no trouble,” the speaker replied. “I

just told you what that fellow said. Perhaps he was

peasant.

wrong and perhaps he was right. Let’s talk about

something else instead.”
The old jokes and

stories of blood and steel, the old boastings of butchery,

But through it all from time to time I
noticed two or three of the group would grow silent

and frown and stare intensely out of the window, ap

The talk ran to other things.

all went on.

parently thinking of somethinghard.

The lean-faced man had resumed his paper with a

relieved expression. as though he had put through his

job for the day.

It is pleasant in such traveling, where you feel sub

merged in this ocean of war. to meet these submarines

now and then.

His engine is not stalled.

Wood
. THE GOLDEN MIRACLE

DO
ye ask for a sign, O ye of little faith?

Do ye doubt and stand slant-eyed

When bread and wine become the blessed body

and blood

Of dear Lord Jesus Christ?

De ye summon your Baals, Science and the Modern

Spirit,

To bear witness for you?

Truly ye are a perverse and balky generation!

For every day ye see a greater miracle,

A more wonderful transformation, never resting,

belting the world;

The lift and glow of youth, the vigor of maturity,

the trembling haste of age, become gold;

The splashed blood of workers on the spread rails

and the keen-edged machine-blades,

fragrant

the lust-altars,

The toiling children, grayer than gray age,

Turned into gold;

The packed slums and lean farm-houses, the loath

some food, the water swarming with death, -

Aye, and the souls, the light, of humankind, all

become gold—

Dumb gold, that can hardly tell its breathing origin.

The smell of sacrificial woman-flesh on

I am ashamed of my feeble God and his well

meaning son,

And their elementary miracles!

Ye scoffers and doubters, scoff and doubt no more!

Look upon this greater miracle, and worship!
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MEETINGS
“ SN’T it curious,” I said as we sat before the fire

of a winter night in my New England farmhouse,

“isn’t it curious how different one meeting is from

another. I don’t mean according to circumstance,but

according to the nature of him you meet.” She looked

at me, interested. She was an older woman, and I had

always believed, a wiser one. I poked over a log and

went on:
\Ve’ve never shaken

hands that I rememberand once only has he kissed me

when we met.

“There’s John, for example.

But in these latter years we’ve never

met without a sense of rejoicing. It isn't always ar—

ticulate; I may see it in his eyes or in the very quiet

ness of his waiting. But it’s there always, fresh and

poignant. If I feel like chattering, I chatter.

Or perhaps I don’t say much, or John either—just as

we feel. To eachthe meeting is both a renewal

To me above all else it is an un

constrained happening, a gracious, unconstrained hap—

pening.”

and a starting point.

“You and

“Do you realize it?”
“Yes, I understand,” said my companion.

he are in luck.” She smiled.

“To realize it I’ve only to recall my meetings with

George,” I answered. “Years ago I would go to meet

George, anticipating the delight of it. You’ve seen

George kiss me in a railway station or when he comes

He’s always done it. Just what that kind

of a kiss means to George I don’t_know, \but I find it

depressing.

home to tea.

It was particularly try-ing at first, when

It was depressing,but I’d get over

it quickly and begin to express my joy in our meeting.

It generally took the form of eagerness to tell him

about whatever interesting or amusing things had been

happening in his absence,or perhaps the book I’d just

read or the story I’d heard or some new idea exciting

I cared so much.

me. George would listen in a taciturn sort of way,

sometimes almost as if he were irritated. Sometimes

he’d shut me up with a sarcasm, sometimes and still

more effectually with a joke about my hat or the coat

he didn’t like. That sort of thing went on for years.

The same anticipation on my part, the same disappoint

ment. And the funny

part of it was that when I becameirregular about go

ing to meet George week-ends at the station, for ex—

ample, he didn't like it; it really upset him a lot. He

was used to my meeting him.

I was a hopeful young fool.

So I became regular

again; but now .I am taciturn too and full of the same

kind of inhibitions George feels. We open the con—

versation with inquiries—weather, children, health, you

know the sort of impersonal thing.”
“Yes, I know,” she said. “It takes the heart out of

you, I know that too. \Nell, well! Life does repeat.

When I was about your age, there were two men whom

I would ,goto meetmuch as you meet John and George.

And your descriptions describemy meetingsvery fairly,

except perhaps the manners of my J0hn”—she smiled—

“were a little more polite, more courtly, as your grand

mother would have said—the fashion of our day, you

know—but his spirit was just as much with me,——even
if he did shake hands and in company call me by my

married name.”

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

more like my George and your George like my John.”
She smiled again, naming them like that plainly

amused her.

“Yet in behavior the two Johns are alike and the
two Georges,” I observed. “Leaving you to infer,” she

THE MASSES.

continued, “that the character of a meeting is not de—

termined after all by the character of the man you
meet,but by other circumstances?”

“Just so, by other circumstances." “By such
a circumstance,”I in turn queried, “as marriage?"

She looked at me gravely.
as marriage."

“By such a circumstance

There was nothing more to be said.
late.

It was getting

So I put up the fire screen and turned out our
lamp, and kissed my wise and friendly mother .good—
night. ELSIE CLEWS PARSONS.

Overlords of Charity
EWSPAPERS the land are com

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

Some of the papers roast the Charity Organization
Society for absorbing so much in expenses. Others
explain that if we are going to have organized char—

throughout

ity at all the overhead expense is necessary, and
must not be complained against.

I want to write about this overhead expense here,

but I do not want to complain about it. Not at least
on its own account.

The overhead expense is only an incident in the
coming of professionalism into philanthropy.

We have Dr. Ed_
ward T. Devine, in a circular advertising the School

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

And professionalism has come.

\lVe hear
in the land also the ribald fling at the learned doc
tors of philanthropy, “What do you mean ‘private
sources’when you flaunt the poverty of the poor in the
faces of the rich for a living?” Isn’t the public en
titled to an accounting on that?

But does it come from private sources?

If the heads of the powerful charity organizations
merely engaged in giving relief with money show

ered down upon them, without their having to lobby
for it

,

to coax it
,

to study the rich and how to coax it

out of them, then I for one could ‘largely forgive them
all and let them go their way.

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

Charity folks must never follow their own incli
nations if these inclinations lead them to the conclu—
sion that changes in the laws of property are the
things most to be desired. I have seen charity folks
follow their inclinations to this point. I have seen

what happened to them within their organization.

They were cast out of countenance,out of favor, were

refused promotion. I might fill whole pages with the

stories those who were in and revolted against the

Charities Hierarchy and now are out.

And those who stay in—

We have seen how the movement for pensions for

widowed mothers fell afoul of the private charity

organizations and how they maintained a lobby at
Albany to kill the bill.

11

And why a lobby? For the good of the poor,

which are supposed to be the concern of the private

charity workers? Of course not. For the good of

the rich, who after having had this bill served up to

them dead upon a platter, would feel just in the spirit

to “contribute.”

“We have felt in New York,” said Mrs. John M.

Glenn, a leading power in the Russell Sage Foun

dation, when she was asked to speak on pensions for

widows at the Conference of Charities and Correc

tion at Memphis last year, “that we do not wish to

have a new form of care introduced in New York

City. To demand of the state that it shall give relief

to the widow and her children tends to lessen the

family’s sense of responsibility for its own."

It was all very beautiful of Mrs. Glenn to speak

up that way. BUT ALSO, relief for widows by the

state calls for taxes—taxes on the rich. A lobby

maintained by Organized Charity to kill the bill

means the saving of the rich from taxes.

. y‘.
Is it any wonder there is a nation-wide cynicism

about Charity? IRVIN RAY.

GENTLEM EN. THE KING!
QUESTIONS TO THOSE
WHO EMPLOY MALE
SERVANTS. 5

Have you a Butler, Groom,Chauffeur,Gardener,or Game
kyeeperservmgyou who at this momentshould be serving
king and Country?
Have you a manservingat your tablewho shouldbe serving

a gun?
Have you a mandiggingyour gardenwho shouldbe digging
trenches?
Have you a man driving your car who shouldbe driving a
transportwagon? '

Have you a manpreservingyour gamewhoshouldbe helping
to preserveyour Country?

A greatresponsibilityrests on you. lVilI you sacrificeyour
personalconveniencefor your Country'sneed?
Ask your men to enlist TO-DAY.
The addressof the nearestRecruitingOfiicecan be obtainedat anyPost Office.

GOD SAVE THE KING.1
—London Nation.

HE pleads with gentry to permit
Mere servants to enlist;

If it could spare their services,
Their lives would not be missed.

If only Britishers were men
How quickly they would sing

Their anthem to a call like that
And end—“God damn the King!”

WITTER BYNNER.

“Jury Duty“
HE ordinary citizen is exempt from serving on art

juries. This is, from the point of view of aca
demic art, a judicious proceeding—not becausethe or
dinary citizen wouldn’t be about as good a "picker" as
the gentlemen George Bellows has faithfully repre
sented on the opposite page, but because—well, there
are some secrets that are best kept. The moving spec
tacle of the giant intellect of the connoisseur in the
left foreground, straining itself to its aestheticutmost,
and at last bringing forth its prodigious judgments, is

one fit only for the contemplation of his peers. It

wouldn’t do for the art-public to know too much about
the workings of academics. Respect for established
institutions is at \ 'zw ebb as it is.
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Drawnby H. J. Glintcnkamp

First Skunk: “Have you contributed anything to the Foundation?H

Saconcl Skunk: “What Foundation?“

First Skunk: “To invcstigatc the cans: o
f

the smell around this section.M \
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Heavenly Discourse

G OD has just come in from taking care of the uni
verse and is warming his hands over a fire. Ga

briel is standing by him. God meditates in silence for
a time and then speaks.

GOD—Gabriel,who is Anthony Comstock?

GABRIEL—Don’t you know AnthOny Comstock?

GOD—Neverheard of him.

GABRIEL—O Omnipotence and Omniscience!

GOD—Who? Anthony Comstock?

GABRIEL—I was addressing your Godhead, but I may
say, yes, Anthony Comstock is also.

GOD—Oh!

GABRIEL—O Omnipotence and Omniscience!
GOD—Huh! (puts one hand over his mouth and

coughs).

GABRIEL—Anthony Comstock is the man you put in
charge of the morals of the world.

GOD—What are morals? ,

GABRIEL—Morals, O Omniscience, are (or is) to be
lieve babies are brought by storks and women are
shaped like mermaids.

Gon—Oh,—Ignorance? Why don’t they call it Igno—
rance? ’

GABRIEL—Morals sounds more sanctimon-ious.
G01)(shivering)—Gabriel, we haven’t had one decent

fire since we let the devil go; I am almost sorry we
discharged him. Blow for Peter.

(Gabriel blows three blasts and St. Peter enters.)
ST. PETER—There’s no one at the gate.
GOD—Nevermind the gate. I wish some interesting

persons would break in. I’m sick and tired of the
narrow-eyed, ape-skulled idiots that stream up here.
Peter, hand me my slippers.

(God sinks into an easy throne before the fire and
St. Peter puts his slippers on him, first kissing his toe.)

Gov—Peter, did. you ever hear of Anthony Com
stock?

ST. PETER—O, yes, Omnipotence.
to him all your works are impure.

Gov—Huh!

ST. PETER—He is a perfect Saint.
GOD—O, I remember. St. Anthony. That old fool

who— -

ST. PETER—NO, another one.
GOD—O,well, I was out on the bridge, busy with the

War and the Christians and the Savages and the
Heathen and the crops and the weather and the hospi
tals and the jails and the churches and the slums and
adulterated milk and cholera infantum and infant
starvation and factories and mines and Jupiter and
Mars and Venus and the universe generally when a
cloud of rush special prayers commenced to arrive
from New York from the churches and the factory
owners and my associate,Theodore, asking me to bless
Anthony Comstock in his effort to ruin an architect
named Sanger because his wife had sOught to teach
poor women how to limit their litters of ill-begotten
young.

ST. PETER—Yes, Lord, the churches feel it is wicked
to interfere with your sacred laws of life.

Gov—As now in Europe, for instance? Or 'n the
child eating factories and infant slaying slums or the
gallows? Eh, Peter? Your motto is “Better a broken
woman and a mangy brood than a selectedstock.” Let
me tell you herein confidence, Peter, the church has
a lot to learn about me. But I must get back to the
bridge. I have been too long away from New York.
I fear I shall have to destroy that city some day.

GABRIEL—Why, Lord, is it so very wicked?
GOD—No, to get rid of Anthony Comstock.

CHARLES ERSKINE Scorr W001).

He is so pure that

THE MASSES.

BILLY SUNDAY

HE raised his hands high and he clenched his fists
tight,

He jumped to the left and he leaped to the right,
He sat on the floor and he stood on a chair,
He rufiied his shirt and he towsled his hair,
He howled and he yelled and he twisted and squirmed,
He crawled and he sprawled and he wiggled and

wormed,
He ranted and raved and his face became red,
He danced and he hollered and stood on his head,
He rattled, he prattled, he ripped and he tore,
He chattered,he splattered,he stampedand he swore;
He cracked a poor joke and he told an old story,
He pointed the way to his heaven and glory;
He took off his coat and he tore off his tie,
He swore every faith but his own was a lie.
He drew a fine line with a thin piece of chalk
And declared if thereon you were careful to walk
You’d arrive in his heavenand all would be well,
But that all other ground was the pathway to hell.
He told us the devil for each of us waited,
He shouted, he spouted, he gesticulated,
He roared and he shrieked and he foamed at the

mouth,

I
13

He pawed the air north and be split the air south,

He sneered and he snarled and his eyes becamewild—

And all in the name of the Christ who was mild.

The people were pleased with these elegant scenes,

They yelled their approval and gave of their means,

They filled his hat full to the brim with their gold,

To hear the glad tidings that hell is not cold.

FREDERICW. RAPER.

The Incentive

I SAW a sickly cellar plant
Droop on its feeble stem for want

Of sun and wind and rain and dew—
Of freedom; then a man came through
The cellar, and I heard him say,
“Stay, foolish plant, by all means stay
Contented here: for know you not
This stagnant dampness,mould and rot
Are your incentive to grow tall
And reach that sunbeamon the wall.”
Even as he spoke, the sun’s one spark
Withdrew, and left the dusk more dark.

SARAH N. CLEGHORN

Drawn by CorneliaBarns.

WAS THIS THE FACE THAT LAUNCHED A THOUSAND SHIPS?
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“Policing the Rural Bits“ in Philadelphia, 1910.

“W'eneedaconstabularyinthisstatetopolicetherural
districts.”——TactfulNewYorkGentleman.“TheproposedNewYorkstateconstabularyis modeledafterthatofPennsylvania,whichproveditsusefulnesssonotably
inthegreatstreet-carstrikeinPhiladelphia.”—CandidPennsylvaniaEditor.
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AFTER THE STRIKE
[Patric/e Quinlan went to prison Feb. 27, for from two to sevenyears]

B
RING your young courage and the white resolve that puts all

fear aside:

Bring your loud bantering and your crowd valor,
Your thin and borrowed gift of threatening the foe:

Bring your high tenet of Democracy,
And look on this.

This man and woman kissing through the bars of a jail gate;
This man who clothed you with vision and with power,

Who made the weakest brother one with the strong,
Whose speech, practical and prophetic, filled the streets with

clamor for the common good,

Who put tongues that spoke for freedom into your silent heads,

And made speech, winged for war with Mammon, to fill each

silent mouth—
Behold this man, essence of your purpose and your wish,
Stand calm, unbroken and uncowed behind this jail gate:

And look upon this woman
Smiling with her uncomplaining eyes.

Come and behold

And see them kiss through the bars of this jail gate.

Pat Quinlan
PATRICK

QUINLAN has gone to jail.

tencedto from two to sevenyears with a $500fine

in addition. Denied a re—trialby the court of original

jurisdiction, there remains nothing but a very unlikely

appeal to the Federal Supreme Court or a pardon after

six months in prison.

The original trial judge refused a re-trial on the

ground that the new evidencepresentedwas cumulative,

not decisive in its nature. This new evidenceincluded

an affidavit from one Mancini alleging that he had

uttered as an interpreter words similar to those which

Quinlan was alleged to have used. Mancini did not

show up at the trial. Presumably he had become

frightened lest he should then be indicted and his con

fession used against him. The Court did not make

any effort to get Mancini. It seems that the action

of the Court was technically correct, or rather legalisti

cally permissible.

The following are the facts in,“brief:

Patrick Quinlan, who is Irish, and who is a thorough

going Socialist, went to Paterson, N. J., on the eve of

the general strike of the silk workers which was set

up on February 25, 1913. Already, the silk workers of

Lakeview, N. J., were on strike. Quinlan addressed

himself particularly to the violation, as he saw it
,

of

fundamental civic rights, involved in the sending of

policemen to the strikers’ meetings.

On the following morning, Quinlan
Paterson, intending to address a general meeting of
strikers, but he arrived late. The meeting was over

and the strikers were partly out of the ball when

Quinlan got there. The remnants of the meeting went

into the hands of the police, who interrogated a crowd
that remained in the hall. Quinlan joined the throng,

but on being quizzed by the police, replied impertinently,
that “as an American citizen he was not subject to in
terpolation by policemen.” Thereupon Quinlan was ar
rested. He was charged with inciting a riot.
charged with having spoken as follows:

“I make a motion that we go to the silk mills. parade

He is sen—

He was

returned to

EDMOND MCKENNA.

through the streets, and club them out Of the mills—

no matter how we get them out, we got to get them

out.”

Quinlan is a highly educated,and rhetorically careful

man; to place this particular series of words in this

manner was characteristically inept.

There was a_mis-trial, and a second trial at which a

verdict of guilty was reached. The prosecution’s testi

mony was given by policemen. No citizens testified for

the state. A large number of witnesses, both strikers

and non-strikers, swore that they had been present in

the hall and that Quinlan had not appearedat the meet—
ing. The prosecution, through its witnesses, placed in

Quinlan’s mouth sundry remarks of various agitators

and especially alleged incendiary outcries of Italian
speaking members of the audience which had been

translated by an interpreter who occupied the stage.

Meanwhile, the Paterson strike went on its stormy

way, and Quinlan remained in the midst of it. He in

vited particular hatred from the police, also from the

judges, the councilmen, the mayor, and the whole po

litical machine, by coming down to particulars and a
l

leging various sorts of corruption in the municipal

government. Quinlan adds a social worker’s viewpoint

to his socialist viewpoint; he might have been acquitted,

he almost certainly would not have been pursued

through higher courts, had he confined himself to the
generalities of industrial warfare.

The appeal to the Supreme Court of New Jersey and

the subsequentappeal to the Court of Errors and Ap

peals, was, of course, not made on questions of fact.

The jury had decided that Quinlan was present at the
meeting,and that he had incited to riot. The jury had

elected to believe the policemen, who were unanimous,

and not the strikers and citizens, who were equally

unanimous. Still, so much irrelevant testimony de
signed wholly to arouse, feeling in the jury, had been

introduced by the state, that those familiar with the

case have taken for granted a reversal of the verdict.

As an example of such irrelevant matter, may be men

tioned the fact that witnesses for and against Quinlan
were cross-examined as to remarks alleged to have

been uttered by other speakers, and radical witnesses

for Quinlan were baited to give extreme utterances in

Court to their views on violence, sabotage,and the like.

The fundamental issue, which of course could not be

placed before the courts of review, was of the com

petence of the jury to pass on the facts of the case

where the interests of the petty bourgoisie were iden

tical with those of the battling capitalists, and where

an enemywas on trial before a jury of his enemiesand

not a jury of his peers.

Not often do we find so clear-cut an example of the

reality of class sentiment, the miscarriage of the jury

system,and the ironical incapacity of courts of review

to pass on the central and relevant issues which really

determine justice. Meantime, and humanly speaking,

Quinlan is to be jailed for several years because he

muck-raked the Paterson city government.

Putting Qne Over onWoods
HEN Commissioner Woods took office as head

Of the New York police force a year ago, he

brought with him some enlightened ideas about the

relation of the police to the public. A week before, a

meetinghad been held at Union Square which by police

interference had been turned into a bloody riot. A
week later another Union Square meeting took place,

with the police under orders to “let them talk.” The

meeting passed off peaceably.

Thus the enlightenedviews of the new commissioner

of police were vindicated. The right of free speech,

and Of free opinion, was concededas not being a men

ace to civilization.

But a police force which is enabled to exist and en

joy its peculiar privileges by virtue of protecting the

public against imaginary dangers, could not see its po

sition undermined in this way. It was necessary to

persuade the public that Socialists, Anarchists and I.

W. W.’s were plotting murder and destruction. The

public was prone to acceptthis melodramatic view, but

Commissioner Woods, being an intelligent man, was

inclined to be cynical. So it becamenecessaryto “put

one over on Woods.”

They framed it up in the regular police fashion.

A clever young Italian detective named Pulignano, it

appears from the evidence, was promised a raise of
salary and a medal if he would engineer a bomb—plot.

Pulignano got hold of two Italian boys—not anarchists
or socialists, but religious fanatics—and urged them on

to blow up St. Patrick’s Cathedral. He planned the
deed, bought the materials of destruction for them,

and shamed them when they wanted to pull out of the
plot the night before. The next morning, at great risk
to an innocent public, the bomb was carried into the
cathedral, lighted, and then the dozens of policemen

and detectives, disguised as scrubwomen, etc., rushed
in to save civilization.

And Woods fell for it. He swallowed the whole sen
sational business. They have got him. He is their
dupe, and henceforth their faithful tool.

Reaction’is in the saddle. “All radicals to be ex
pelled from the city,” says a headline. A card cata
logue of I. W. W. sympathizers. Socialism under the
Official ban. Free speech doomed.

So they hope. At the least it means that the fight
has for the lovers of liberty begun again. But one
wonders a little about Arthur Woods. He is on their
side now—the apologist of as infamous and criminal
an agent provocateur as ever sent a foolish boy to the
gallows. But will Woods fail to see how he has been
used by the police in this latest attempt to crush free
dom in the interest of a privileged group? Is he as
much a fool as they think?

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

1
:1

6
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/m
d
p
.3

9
0

1
5

0
9

3
1

6
6

1
7

4
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



THE SESSAIA

‘7.
’I1‘;_.p

.

7
..
.?

_

w,

a

.»

1
N

.»

.ru

.

H

_

M

.

..

w

r

.
m

u

a

.

.n

.p

I.

c

t

.u

.u
‘0

‘.
.0

a
v

.\
'.
‘b

u
-.

l.

w

\v
“

,t

1o
I!

\.
..
0

0
.'
\U

\

you)“._;‘\.~,“1'

1
.,

4
.

.\
.

A

;
..

i -
1

1
.:

R
ig

m
u
m

cq
p

i.
f.

"1
0

1
5

.“

n:7

_

v
..
.a

,r

.

.\
:|

-\
§k

“

Jr
..
.

| ..
.

.

tu
t.

..
lu

f,

~

t.
i;..\

t

.

: .
Z

.
.,

.‘
.

.
4

‘»
‘1

‘t
h

S
M

»
:

ix
!

1.

\A
ia

.
.M

t‘
i

.r
;

.

.

o.
.

\x
ll

.K
ti

‘v
4

t1
d

x
fl
i:

:“
fi
rm

‘1

.

ro..

“8
3

.0
5

%
”.

..

\w.

4
..

..
v
v

.

5
0

".
?”

H

,

.,

:
.:

.n
I

.

I
a
..

.

:v'

7
0

>
:‘

_
§.

~
Ili

d
q

.
\\

ll.
‘|

..
:

a
t..5

..

..
i

2 ,.

.w1
n
r

1,»
\4.4

.

,.

a .A
n
g

.Y.

,
fi
rv

.

.

:

1
2

.7
..

.5
1

..
..
W

V
..
.v

I:
.1

.
:

..
.\

.2
1

.f
.

.

v:.

\.

X
|

I
u
')

.

.

.:
..
a
.0

u
.c

'.
..

..
l_

n
.\

..
t

.

Q
.

>\

\l
‘.

|:
5

U
.

w
,~

w
.¢

&
h
.w

w
w

,.
m

tm
$

i
I.

a
?

.

.

"
|.

(|
Io

liu
u
i.

I:
.q

.

.-
l.

v

\
..

.

-

-?
fi
w

fi,

Jr
~

3
2

%

a

.

..
|

.

\l
\.

1
..

o

.

is
il

\.
Q

.1
4

.:
.!

l.
..

|.
\.

.~
li.

l\
\

l- .
.

-..

'.

.
..

-
.-

..
.

..
..

..

.

.,
a
..

.
.l

J.

.

..
I

..
-.

.

.

:.
..

H
.,

..
c.

..
..

£
.,

..
q
..

A
x
i

I

-

.l
-

.'\

I

~
d
£

|
s.

d
\

n
IJ
M

II
u

.'0

Lh
-l

b
,

in
f-

tn
?

.n.

.a
th

lo
b
o
h
’o

\

a

o.

u
>

l-
-:

..
1 u
,

\.
.

I
0

‘0
“P.I

.4
-

.u
JK

Y
Q

II
l

w

.l I.
-

l.
.l
.\

n
‘3

a
v
:

.n
.

.

.
.(

..

H
.t.
:

.

..
.:

.

.

.
|.

.1

Q

..
-(

.
I .u..

4
'

.o
\I

A

.o
cl

.I

.

I

.

0...-

.

.

.l
I.

‘0
.

..

.

\
,

.
a
.-

.
:.

a
we
..

.f
.,

.{
-.

..
.,

..
_.

.u
.t

.n
:i
..

.

..

..:

.

.

.

aw
P.“

A
\

s
v.

$
1

!
u
n
fi
llw

h

.

l

.

n

I

|
.h

:
W

}
.

.0
»

\

.

4
..

-\
.

ia
1

6
5

%
.

4
?.

a.

,

a
.

'

.~A--'

.

$
5

.,
.F

fl
é
fi
1

..

.f
..
.

V!dd

, \
I:0'~:, .

“I'I
\ I I

.l

A 'i:""-(D

v
,

:

.

..
.

,
.,

n
fi
..

,.
.\

..
\/

..
..

..
..

..
1

4
..

.$
¢

.1
%

.N
“9

.8
!

X
?

.

O

.V...

:.
Q

-

4:"
t.

.

J.
u
~

.\
u

J.
H

u
n
-I

t

I

.“..cI;
'4.. 4
.0

0
1

0

m

.

fa
..

.

.

FL

3

:.
.

.w

PM

4.'\

I.

.

‘

.t

t

O
\

.

l

..L
a
.»

Ik
r’

d
lh

:
.

K
.

.
.

v
8

0
..

'5 .,
.v

:\
.I

a
.4

?

.

\
.-

1
.

'l\
|‘

\v
\.

:'

..
2

.'
\

g
I:

u
u

..
)q

I

.

\n
\\

ia
0

|

'I

0
.

ii.a
it

.i
l

...
a
n
.

vs

.5
{

B
o
il-

1
‘

si
lt

a
.

{
£

2
5

1
..

5
1

\.
t~

o
lil

\l
.fl

l?
.~

.z
:v

t\
:(

.i
v
¢

\\
:V

n
u
\\

ru
1

\}
t.

iu
m

fl
fl
u
a
?fl

l~
?t

ii
I

[u
s

4.t..

.w

a
.

.I
II
L

Ii l
|a

||

Chamberlain.I

.
f

a

A
.

n

.
o
;

,
.

n

1
‘5

9
'1

3
.?

,.
.

.

_

.

v

.1.

- ..
..

.

.

I
|

-
.

n.

r

J:
o
.

t

.
l~

u
.:

v
..
|r

.m
in

b
u
d

lk
m

f

.
0

.

:1
.

S
r!

..,
-

-

r.
..

4
4

".
.

I.
.\

I

.

h
\

7

a

Jlr
fl
tk

..
.

{
I

.

"I
~

!
r

i!

Q\.V
.\

a

w.

.1
“.

$

.I4

4
’,

l~
r~

.6
1

.!
t!.

,

.

7

r

.

.I

.

1
.1

.4
..

.

O
.W

.

.

..
.

.J
.

L.

.

-3
1

..
..
2

5
7

?

.

h
'fl

fu
i.

.

,
.

.
1

\J
.

o

v
-

.

...

\
2

..
.

..
0

:

.
:

7

D
.

\-

p

.

I1
1

!

.

»
.‘

n
l.

1oI.

.a

.1.
u

'

0

\\

rI
‘I

b
-I

l.
4

u
l

a

l_ua.“

H
H

W
I.
N

.\
.

1
“

n
o

U

.-
\~

A

\l
;

'

I

.

..
t

.t
H

a
u
l

P
u
b

.

~

.k
-

i

r

.u
lil

k.
w

?“

J

..P.

u
l

1
.!

4
5

1
1

-,
I

ii
iii

Ii.
.-

\.
v
}

..
|§

l|
.:

\.

w
..

e
rO

#
/.

'I
\ .C
.

.

l
‘1

Aa

d

|

lJ
IIa

Q

.0D

.

e

l

M

\.

)

»

0%

0

-~\0

$
0

-5
..

‘l
u
-l

‘l
l

\
'1it

o.
I

\‘
!4

\u
l

0

b

P

. Ja.2
T
.

a

I.
v
.

.

s.
t

.

V
“!

m
-(

a

.
.\

v
h
-

\\
u

g

I
’1

'.
..

-I
.l
.\

-v
,

|*
Ii.

‘t
rfl

u
,0

n
l‘
\.

lll
’u

lt
\u

J.
lo

l:
I-

v

-

t.
M

".
-

o
.l

l
-

.-
..

.u
i

..

s...

’e.

a-

..

.
..

..
,

-.
.

1

.

-
..

._
.r

.e
Lu

l.
..

,.
;.

L
p
in

t.

.

o
n

.1
.»

‘.

wr

‘s

, 3Say"1m'
50u

e Seen 1
4

1mony 0

d letter-perfectThe
Patrick Quinlan was convictedon the test

absolutelycontradictoryto a

f police

, and
See oppo'1

1

the other evidence.
unanimousan1r testimonywasmen.

sitepage.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

1
:1

6
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/m
d
p
.3

9
0

1
5

0
9

3
1

6
6

1
7

4
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



I8

THE HAPPY WOMAN
HIS woman I’m tellin’ you about, Mr.“

l Rob’ns’n, had a queer life, an’ I come to

know about it in a queer way. Take it

altogether,her story’s the story of a happy

woman. An’ there’s so few of ’em that I'll tell yah

about Mollie Toosey.’
“Gawd knows how many years ago it was that all

this happened. I was young enough an’ fool enough

to do anything that Phelan tol’ me ta, I know that.

Every woman when she marries oughta learn right

off to say no w’en her husban’, after havin’ planned a

pleasurin’ without her, plans how she’s gonna spend

her time in his lamented absence. It’s reel cur’ous

what dull things a man can think up for his young

wife to be amusin’ herself with when he’s away. That

was how I come to be in a little town up in Canady,

all alone by myself waitin’ for Phelan to come home

from shootin’ deer.

“Phelan made me think I was a happy woman to be

so close to him when he was on a vacation, an’ that

goin' aroun’ afterwards to see Quee-beck an’ Montreal

was goin’ to be like a second honeymoon. Yah could

promise me a glimpse of the Holy City, an’ a first,

second an’ third honeymoon packed into one, an’ yah

won’t ketch me sittin’ in no such dump for two weeks

waitin’ for no man now.

“You can see how ’twas though my heart leaped

when there come along a little no-account, one-ring

circus. The most elegantvodeveel I seensince’ll never

seem to me like that circus did. I was sittin’ there

havin’ a gran’ time when all of a sudden my eye rests

on a lady sittin’ a seat ahead 0’ me. Sittin’ beside her

was a gent you could tell was her husband—you know

how ’tiz, when a woman’s been married a spell you

can always tell if the gent with her’s her husband or'

not. Sez I, ‘Where’ve I seen before a nose that looks

jus’ like the beak of a fowl when it's goin’ to peek?

I know that pro-file,’ I sez to myself. Jus’ then the

lady quirks her head on one side jus’ like a hen for

all the world an’ flutters the little program, uoivous

like. Somethin’ or other in my brain jus’ then brings

up the name ‘Toosey.’ ‘I must be dippy,’ thought I to

myself, for ’twas the name of a friend of my mother’s

an’ my Aunt Vinney’s. Turrible swell she was an’

awful rich off. I used to see her to our house when

I was a young girl.

“‘I’m so nutty,’ thinks I, ‘that I better look out for

squ’rels.’ but still my mem’ry keeps insist-in’ ‘Toosey.

Toosey.’ An’ all the time I was strug'glin’ with some

other mem’ry about her, an’ I couldn’t catch it. You

know me, Mr. Rob'ns’n. Once let me see a face an’

hear the name that belongs to it an’ somethin’ in my

brain clinches an’ can’t never let go again. So, in the

intermission I leans forward an’ sez I, ,
“ ‘I guess you don't rememberme, Mis’ Toosey. I’m

Lily Regan that was. I used to see you to Ma’s an’ to

my Aunt Vinney Sull-ivan’s.’
’

“Well, Mr. Rob’ns’n, I don’t wanta.ever be so taken

aback as I was at what happenedthen! They toined

roun’ an’ looks at me an’ at the sight 0’ me they grew

gray.

“Yes, sir, all 0’ the color lef’ their faces. Their
scared eyes stared at me an’ their mouths hung open

an’ their tongues wagged like they tried to say some

There with the light shinin’ on 'em
and us, and a white hoss with a back as broad as a
gran’ piana gallopin’ aroun’ the ring, them two poor

old things looks at me like they could have sat to make

thin' an’ couldn’t.

Mary Heaton Vorse

statuary called ‘Fear.’ ’Twas jus’ as if the whole place

was crumpled up before my eyes like in a night mare;

An’ to make things woise, without answerin' at all,

they gathers up their things aroun’ them an’ makes a

break for the door. .
“Well, I felt limp. I jus’ dropped back in my seat

an’ I couldn’t see the circus an’ the clowns. I was
sittin’ there jus’ like they left me when a kid brought

me a note signed ‘Mollie Toosey.’
“ ‘Can you come down now and speak to me out

side?’ it say. I beat it outside quick an’ found ’em

waitin’ for me. They didn’t explain nothin’ but started

to walkdown the dark little streets.
“Onct I hear him mutter, ‘Eleven years!

the foist time in eleven years!’
“She told me, fin’lly, they’d just come up ta tha lake,

and was lodg-in‘ with a widdah lady fren 0’ theirs.

That was all she said until we got to her house. When

I went inside I seen she was changed more than I
thought at first. When I had known her she was the

crim de la crim, an’ style—why, she was dressed like

There’s no use 0’ my tryin’

to explain to you how she was dressed when I seen

her last, Mr. Rob’ns’n. ’Twould take a woman to
understand what a back-woods French Canadian dress

maker could do to yuh! I
“Mr. Toosey excused himself with a gran’ how, an’

we two sat down an’ didn’t neither 0’ us speak for a
Then, jus’

My Gawd,

a leadin’ lady always!

minute. sez she, as sudden as a gun

firin’ off,

“‘Hadn’t you heard about Mr. Toosey’s death?’
“Well, I suppose I musta stared at her, because

’twas Mr. Toosey who'd been with us until a minute
ago. I supposeI musta looked as if I was wonderin’-—
like I was—which o’ the two 0’ us was bughouse.

“ ‘You knew anyhow,’ sez she, ‘about Mr. Toosey’s

misfor-tmie?’
“ ‘No,’ sez I, ‘I never heard that I can remember.’

“'that!’ sez she, ‘you didn’t hear about, Mr. Too
sey’s misfor-tune?’ She spoke like the end 0’ the
world had happenedan’ I hadn’t noticed it. ‘Why,’ sez
she, ‘I didn’t know there wasn’t no one in the world

who didn’t hear of Mr. Toosey’s misfor-tune! But I

s’pose you was young at the time an’ it went in one
ear an’ outa the other. His misfortune was turrible—

purkeckly turrible!’

“The kind 0’ rich way she spoke sort 0’ showed me
how turrible it' had been.

“ ‘Was it business reverses he had?’ I asks, for I
felt that I wouldn’t feel so dippy if I could get a fack
or two outa her.

“ ‘Yes,’ sez she, ‘but ’twas more’n business, Mr. Too
sey was iii—’twas la haute finance, as the French say.

That’s what made his misfortune so turrible, comin’
as it did at such a time, an’ on toppa everything, too.

. Oh, if it had come in any other time—an’ jus’ as he
was in a position to make everything all right. He’s
got tha highest feelin’s 0’ obligation, Mr. Toosey has.’

“‘I’m sure of it,’ sez I.
“ ‘The highes’ feelin’s,’ she repeated over again an’

she looked at me as if she was darin’ me to distrust it.

‘But
jus’ at the wrong moment everything all come to
gether an’ Frank’d always had good luck, too. There
wouldn’t ha’ been a richer man in America than Frank,

but for the awful way things went. Everybody against
him 0’ course—people who’d trusted him for years
against him. Frank sez to me that in two weeks he’d

“ ‘The vurry highes’ feelin’s,’ sez she again.

ha’ beenouta the wood, but the trouble all came about

so queer an’ started in such a strange sorta way.’
“ ‘What started it?’ I asks her.

“‘The directors’ meetin’,’ sez she. "Twas the un

expected directors’ meetin’ that done it. Two weeks

later-J
“ ‘They musta shown fierce judgment,’ sez I.

like I was talkin’ in my sleep.
“ ‘Bad judgment?’ sez she.

fools. They lost millions, if you like! 0’ course, we

lost everything—almost. But what they lost An’

it served ’em right! If they’d waited two weeks, only

two weeks, nothin’ coulda happened.’ She reeled it off

like a young one reelin’ off a multiplication table it’s

learned by heart. She sounded jus’ as if they always

sat in their room and said these same things to each

other over and over.
“ ‘But it’s no good,’ sez she. ‘There’s no good think

in’ about them two weeks now. Everything happened

jus’ as it did, and 0’ course Frank had been living

under a turrible strain all along, an’ there wasn’t any

body to be sorry for poor Frank who’d done so much.

An’ why anyone should think a loan was a ‘crimin’l

thing—but therel—you ain’t no idea 0’ the graspingness

o’ the financial woild, if you’ve never been in it. Huge

sums of money—huge,’ sez she, ‘usta pass through

Frank’s hands every day. Often we sit in our little

room an’ Frank sez, “It don’t seempossible what huge

sums of money used to pass through my han’s!”—
My brain was mos’ boistin’ tryin’ to put together the

shadder pictures she give me.

I felt

‘Bad judgment? Poifeck

I shan’t never

Sez he,

“ ‘Well,’ sez she, ‘the crash came!
forget that night.

“It’s all up!”
“ “What’s all up?” sez I.

able, don’t tell me!” For I’d jus’ been gettin’ inta a
new house and I felt I couldn’t stan’ another thing.

Frank come home to me.

“If it’s anything disagree—

Everything ’ad gone wrong, jus’sif folks knew, some
way, we weren’t never goin’ to live in that llOLlS€——
for live in it we never did. “On toppa everthing else
I’ve had to stan’,” I sez to Frank, “don’t tell me nothin'
more!”

“ “\Vell, you’ll have to know,” Frank said, an’ he told
me everything. You can imagine how I felt!

“ “What yah goin’ to do?” I asked him.
“ “Kill myself,” sez he, jus’ as ca’m as that! “Kill

myself: there ain’t anything else to do!” An’ then he
. walked up and down the floor with his han’s above his

“Oh,
brought this on ’emselfs.

head, sayin’, the fools—the fools! They’ve
If they’d waited two weeksl”

“ ‘But I didn’t pay no attention to his talk, for when
he said he was goin’ to kill himself, it seemed’s'if every
drop 0’ blood had stopped still in my body. I shan’t
never forget that queer feeling I had. Did you ever
have your blood stop inside you?’

“ ‘No,’ I told her, ‘I never did.’ I set there, my
brain sendin’ off questions like a pin wheel.

“ ‘Well, there’s no feelin’ like it that I know of,’ sez
she. ‘When I could get my breath I sez to Prank
“How you talk! What’s goin' to become0’ me I’d like
ta know if you go an’ kill yourself?”

““‘Oh, I’ve thought 0’ you all along,” sez he. “I’ve
got a little sum salted down for you all along——
’Twon’t be what you’re used to, of course, but it’ll be
enough to live on. You don’t think I’d leave you un
provided for, do you?”
thoughtful 0’ me.

Frank’s always been so
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THE MASSES 19

“ “Well, then why can’t you live

on it
,

too?” sez I.

“ “I can’t face ’em," he sez. “I

It’s too tremenjus a

I’m goin’ to get out

them. You

know what it means if I do see

’em! It’s the penitentiary.”
“ “Oh, it wouldn’t come to that,”

I sez.
“ “0’ course it ’ud come to that,”

sez Frank. “Think o
’

the turrible

disgrace to you.” .
“ “Don’t talk 0

’ disgrace to me,”

sez I.

can’t face ’em.

misfortune.

before I see one 0
’

"You’ve never done a thing

I wouldn’ta done myself!” An’
that’s the way I’ve always felt

about it. I couldn’t bear to think

0
’

that happenin’ to Frank. Then

it seemed to me that every bit of

sense I’d ever had gathered itself

up inside 0
’

me.
““W’y,” sez I to him, “shouldn’t

you jus’ pretend to be dead? You’ve
got some money, ain’t youP”

““Oh, I got enough to clear out
with,” said Frank, “plenty for that
-—an’ more.”

“ ‘An’ then I jus’ tole him all the
plan, as it had come to me, and I

had 'him sit down then and there
an’ write me a goodby letter. We

fixed everything up right then.
Frank’s gotta splendid executive
head—theylost a treasurewhenthey
lost Frank—but 0

’

course they lost
everything else at the same time.

“ “I shall never trouble you

again,” sez Frank. “0’ course after

this awful thing you won’t want to

see me again.”

“‘I didn’t argue that point with him. I’d got my

way onct that night, an’ I know where to stop when

I get my way. I only made him promise that he’d let

Then Frank kissed me.

“You’re a brave woman,” he sez.

me know where he was.

“There ain’t many

women like you,” an’ awful as everything was,'I felt

happy when he said that to me.
everything’d turn out right.

Someway, I jus’ knew

“ ‘An’ my dear—’ here she leaned over toward me.
Mr. Rob’ns’n, an’ shook her forefinger at me, ‘there
was never one hitch in it from start to finish! I’ll tell
you there are some things that make yah believe in

Providence. They even found his body in the river!’
“ ‘Found his body in the river!’ sez I like a parrot.

“‘I went down an’ identified it at the Morgue,’ sez
she, reel proud. ‘Oh, I was crazy them days—it didn’t
take any actin’ tah make me seem crazy. I was that

noivous that I seemedto act jus’ the way I oughta all
the time! I’d go inta high strikes for nothin’, I was
that noivous for fear they’d find out after all. An'
when I went down an’ identified that body, why, I

thought I’d go off the handle! An’ you won’t believe

it when I tell you that in spite of bein’ nearer to the
asylum than I ever expect to be again, I was jus’ as
clear-headed, way deep down in me, when I saw that
corpse in the morgue—I jus’ gave one shriek an’
fainted—it was an awful sight! Did you ever see any
body drowned—that’s been drowned an awful long
time?’

“Even after so many years it made her shiver, an’
there you see, Mr. Rob’ns’n, if she hadn’t had all the
high strikes she wanted, she never coulda pulled it off.

Drawn by G. S. Sparks.

MOVING PICTURES

She’d been a noivous wreck for years. There’s some—

thin’ about cryin’ your heart out now an’ then, that’s

awful life—savin’,an’ every woman oughta have a chanst

onct in her life to do it. I feel like I’d missed some

thin’, that I’m past the time now when it’s likely I’ll

There ain’t nothin’ I can think of in all

Gawd’s earth that would make me wanta take on the
ever wanta.

way that little woman a while back wanted ta take on.

“An’ another thing, I s’pose you’ll think I’m nutty,

an’ I supposeyou’ll think it’s becauseus ladies has got

no reel sense 0
’

honor, but all along after I began to

ketch on, I felt Mis’ Toosey was right about Frank.

’Twas jus’ unfortunate,—awful unfortunate from the-
Oh, I bet yah, there’s

hundred and thousands 0
’

men to—daywalkin’ aroun’

time when he was found out.

free who’d be cooped up this minute if they hadn’t

been lucky.

“After a while she went on: _
" ‘Well, I don’t know how I got through those awful

0’ course, the suicide and

findin’ 0
’

the body quite a while after, an’ everything,

made a turrific sensation, an’ I will say that every

body was kind to me,—eventhe directors was kind to

me,—they showed the greatest amount 0
’

considera

tion. But I told Frank afterwards that if I had to go

through it a second time, I did’nt think I’d get through

alive,—the kind 0
’

thing one can only do in one’s life

days before the funeral.

once.
“ ‘The time after Frank went, jus’ broke me, an’ his

letters wuz pretty desp’rate,too. He wuz livin’ abroad,

an’ I jus’ made up my mind I’d join him. I made up

my mind ’twas wrong for a husban’ an’ wife to be

livin’ apart like we was, jus’ after

Frank had had so much mis
for-tune, too. An’ I thought to my

self, “NVhy on earth shouldn’t I

die, too, an’ jus’ join Frank?” It

cameto me like an inspiration from

the Lord, like my inspiration about

Frank came. “Lots 0
'

people get

lost in the Alps every year; why

shouldn’t I?” I thinks to myself.
“ ‘An’ I will say that I did it jus’

poifeck! An’ I shall never forget

the sense 0
’

relief it give me when

I read the notice 0
’

my own death

in the papers, an’ knew that I’d

never have to talk to my Aunt

Amelia again about Frank’s misfor

tune, nor have anybody pity me

again.

“‘So you can see, that we two,

bein’ supposed to be dead, wuz

s’prisedto be rec’gnizedby a friend.

It’s been eleven years since we’ve

seen a face we know—eleven years.

An’ Frank ain’t never regretted his

brilliant career. The awful strain

he’d been under broke him, he said,

so we’ve just lived comfortable

I’ve sometimesthought

it’s queer we ain’t homesick. But,
ever since.

when you’ve suffered like Frank

an’ I done in a place, you don’t get

homesick for it—though we often

wondered who lived in that house
that Frank built jus’ for me, jus’ as

I wanted it to be.’
“ ‘The papers,’ she told me as I

started, ‘was awful nice about me.

"Was It a Suicide?” some of the
headlines had it. “Faithful Wife
Joins Her Husband.”’

“I went away, Mr. Rob’ns’n, thinkin’ about them two
unburied dead people, an’ I didn’t know whether I

wanted to laugh or cry.
“Now I know that I had seen for once a reel happy

woman. She got an’ kep’ what she wanted most in
life,-—which was his love—an’ jus’ about as good as
his love she’dkep’ her respec’for him. An’ you know,
Mr. Rob’ns’n, that mos’ women after they’vebeen mar
ried a few years may like their husban’s, but mos’ly
they’re kind 0

’

sorry for ’em on accounta men’s bein'
the poor, feeble things they is.

“But Frank had always seemedlike a hero in a r0

mance to her. An’ so he was, wasn’t he? She’d had
contrasts, and romance and adventure, and liked ’em
all. An’ more’n that, like she sez, she hadn’t had to

She’d had the luck to
have it her bounden duty to throw the woist 'kind of

a fit. So take it altogether Mollie Toosey passedabout
one o

’

the mos’ satisfact’ry lifes I know.”

restrain her nachral feelin’s.

Fashion Note
WORDS are going out; they are found to be

practically useless against siege guns and they

get in your way when you walk. Some uncompli

mentary things have been said recently about drums

and there is a growing prejudice against being near

a battle flag while under fire; the building of camp

fires has become a highly dangerous trade. In mili
tary matters there seems to be a point beyond which

it does not pay to advertise.
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THE UNEMPLOYED

in the garment trade was laid off. She tried

to get work, and her money ran out while she

was still trying. She was given a little help

by various agencies, and then an end came to that.

She couldn't see any way to keep on living. So she

poisoned herself.
What, in the presenceof her dead body, can civiliza

tion say for itself?

Her act was only a tragic emphasis of a condition
in which a multitude of working-people find themselves
today. That condition, to which we give the colorless
name “unemployment,”is the darkest side of our civili
zation—darker even than ’war.

That men and women should want to live and be un

able to find the means of living—nothing shows so
clearly as that the hollowness of our civilization. In

the presenceof desperatelyjobless men, all talk about

T HIS winter a young girl who had been working

justice, ethics. co-operation, brotherhood, appears so
much cant.

Despair
Is it strange then that some of these jobless men

should repudiate law, citizenship, and the methods of

orderly life?
In such a situation, the bonds which are supposedto

unite the individual with the whole community, wither
and disappear. In all sincerity the individual can say

to society, “You do not seem to care whether I live
or not, whether I support my children or not, whether
I die or not. You recognize no obligation to 'me. I

owe none to you.”
Many a noble soul is tempted to advise such a man

to do the utmost harm to a civilization which has done
its utmost harm to him.

But what right have we to encouragea helpless man
to knock his desperate head against solid walls of
stone, with every chancethat it would be his ‘headthat
would be broken, and not the wall.

Nor do I feel that these isolated protests against the
great wrong of our civilization can serve us even as
examples. By the light of these shoot-ingstars we can
not find our way. \Ve must have the daylight of con
certed action. No individual rebellion, however heroic.
can help us. The individual rebel is effective in bring
ing the daylight only in so far as he joins with his
fellows in collective revolt. For it is only such collec
tive revolt that will have the power to end this cruelty
and chaos.

“
Labor Exchanges

“

The economists,who have given us some useful in
formation, have lately evolved as their best plan of

These labor
exchanges are to be national in extent, a network em—
bracing every industry in every region. They are to
“bring the worker and the job together.” They are a
step in the right direction, if only by promising to re
veal to us the hugeness of the problem, and the in—
adequacy of such means of coping with it. For they
cannot bring together a worker and a job when there
are no jobs to be had.

We must rather. turn to the class directly concerned,
the workers, for hope of a solution. Yet not to the
immediately unemployed. For organization, which
must be the basis of any solution, is practically im
possible for them. An organization of such shifting
elementsas composethe army of the unemployedwould

palliation a system of “labor exchanges.”

Meyer London

be—with apologies to the sincere agitators who have
attempted to effect it—like an organization of mar
riageable girls. Further, the great majority of the un
employed are precisely those who have never learned
the value of organization of any kind. And finally,
we cannot offer them anything sufficiently attractive to
organize for—a definite plan or program giving hope
of release. As a Socialist, I believe that we must pro
ceed on the principle that unemployment is imminent
and inevitable in the present chaotic systemof industry.
It cannot be removed by the unemployed.

The Need of a Program
But when we turn to organized labor, we are con—

fronted with the greatest difficulty of all—the fact that
organized labor has never taken the question of unem
ployment seriously, and has not prepared itself for
those periods when unemployment reaches the critical

state it has reached in the United States today. It,

too, lacks a program.

If to organized labor, as the greatest force in our

national life which can be brought to bear on this situa

tion, we offer a program, what shall it be? The

democratic ownership and management of industry

seems too distant just now—though no one can tell

how soon society may take that plunge into the un—

known. Often we underestimate the forces of dis

content and revolt. But going on the theory that we

are not ready at present for a complete change of so

ciety, what practical program can we offer?

Legislation

I am not a great believer in the all-curling power of

legislation, and I doubt the wisdom of legislating new

rules of conduct for people who cling to their old

notions. I rememberthe fact that it was only in 1837

THE UN EMPLOYED -

Drawn by Arthur Young.

“Why, man I don‘t want to see you starve—I need you, to keep my
employees from aslung higher wages.“
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THE MASSES

that the American Congress quit imitating the English
Parliament in wearing their hats during their sessions.
Originally, in England, it had meant something—it was
a mark of their independence,a gesture of defiance.
But this obsolete and absurd defianceto an abandoned
institution lingered on as a tradition of American law
making until Van Buren’s time. I think a good many

legislative practices are like that. And I am sure that

benevolent intentions are not a measure of the value

of laws. But I do believe that legislation does afford

some hope of relief in this matter, in the shape of
compulsory insurance against unemployment.

Insurance

Such a law as this is sufficiently radical to meet with

the strongest opposition. But, though the present state

of social conscienceis rather obtuse, it seems to have

awakened enough to concede to a man the right to

live while he is looking for work. And the only way

to assure him life while he is seekingwork is the estab

lishment of some fund to which he may look during

that period for his means of support. Such a system

of insurance must necessarily be national in scope,be

cause no state can adequatelymanage it. And it would

mean new life and hope to millions of American work
ing-people.

I realize that it is not a solution of the problem. But

it is more far-reaching than may at first be perceived.

Once adopted, it would force society to move forward

in the direction of a real solution. It would at least

help in making employmentmore regular, more secure,

and less dependenton the whims of Capital and capi

talists. For the higher the rate of insurance to pay, the

more anxious would the employing class becometo in

troduce that order and regularity into conditions of

employment which is one of the great tasks of the

society of the future—and one which we might as well

let the capitalists work out as far as they can.

Agitation

As far as the presentmoment is concerned,there must

be an extension of public works in municipality, state

and nation; the unions must enforce the distribution

of work among as large a number of workers as pos

sible; and we must all keep up the agitation about

unemployment, taking pains to-make sufficient noise

that it shall be impossible for society to forget the

existence of the problem. The clamor to give men the

opportunity to live by work must grow strong enough

and loud enough to awaken the indifferent and frighten

the secure. And that clamor will frighten them, never

fear.

Is that too humble a task, the task of noise-making?

It is more than that. It is an effective means of

changing our national psychology. For we are fight

ing, not only the great financial and industrial powers,

but the habits of thought which these have created.

The man with millions is hardly more dangerous than

the man who with a penny in his pocket has a head

full of the ideas which the millions of the other have

bred.

You can help fight the psychology of slavery—and in

fighting that, you will be helping to remove the curse

of unemploymentfrom the world.

Q. E. D.
HOOTING what looks like an enemy

And then finding out that it was somebody’s

father—

This would be a pitiful thing, except that it is neces

sary
In order to maintain the dignity
Of various slices of earth.

MARY CAROLYN DAVIES.

Drawn by E. Gminska.

Sewing-G irl

Booze and Revolution
ROHIBITION has not reduced the sale of liquor,

but if the ruling class can succeedin cutting down

drinking by liquor legislation, will it speed the coming

revolution?

Most assuredly!

Sobriety means efficiency,and “efficiency”movements

have in all ages been the incubators in which revolu

tions were hatched.

The ruling class has always desired more efficient

slaves. They bred them up to be more efficient, and

then found that efficiency in producing wealth also

produced a desire on the part of the slave to enjoy

more. In order to secure more, the slaves revolted.

The onward march of efficiencyhas produced a race

of workers that seemsto approach Nietzsche’s “super

man.” Men who conquer earth and air and sea, who

subdue time and space and natural forces, will hardly

be satisfied by a slave's but, a serf’s cot, or a modern

city slum. When that efficient worker has built a

world of beauty, comfort and luxury, he will not stop

at the Puny gates of private property with which the

ruling class would shut him out of the Paradise he

has created, but he will use the same efficiency with

which he built the gates to hammer them down again.

The ruling class wishes sober workers to create
more wealth for them, revolutionists need sober men
to organize the workers to demand and secure the
wealth they have created. A man whose brain is
pickled in whiskey is of little value to the ruling class,

and he is of inestimably less value to the working

class. Efficiency oils the wheels of revolution.

Of course John D. Rockefeller does not realize the
fact, but it is true nevertheless that the Hookworm
Commission he is supporting in the South is doing

more for the revolutionary awakening in Dixie than
anything else. ,

God bless you, John! We are with you. You know,

John, that you and the hookworms can't both feed on
the same “cracker” at the same time, and we Social

ists know that hookworms in the tummy and revolu—
tionary thoughts in the brain cannot exist in the same
man at the same time. You eliminate the hookworms,

Johnny, and we will put the revolutionary thoughts

where they will produce results. An efficient man is

a rebellious man. And anything that raises the effi
ciency of the working class will speed the Revolution.

Get busy, you middle class foes of booze! We
guarantee that if you can keep men sober, we will
organize them for revolution.

KATE RICHARDSO’HARE.
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' THE MASSES

THE FIRST FEW BOOKS
(Againweadvisea popularjournalistwhatfewbooksof the

last few yearshe oughtto read—[he Editors.)

TEFFENS, I have watched Floyd Dell and Louis

Untermeyer pelt you with literature in this col

umn until I can stand it no-longer. What you

need is not literature but science. And in that

you are typical of the best democrats, the best rebels,

the best friends, to be found in these days. Their

philosophy of love-your-enemy-but-get-out-and-fightis

probably the finestthing in the way of literary moralism

the world has seen. But the world is entering a century

in which somethingmore highly powerful than literary

moralism is to dominate the atmosphere. And that is

scientifictechnique.

You will find in a little book by John Dewey, called

“How We Think,m the essential nature of scientific

techniqueset forward with clarity and the deepestcom

prehension. The book was written for normal schools.

It was written to teach teachers how to teach. And

anybody who can teach a teacher how to teach—well,

he is a teacher!

Read that book, and you will perceive that one thing

which distinguishes scientific from literary thinking is.
that before adopting a rule of conduct towards a goal,

science makes a gigantic effort to define the facts in

volved in the present situation, as well as to define

the goaL

dwell on the rule of conduct,becausethesegive a more

Literature loves to dwell on the goal, and

edifying expression to the individual temperament of
the author.

edification until that happy day when authors are sci
entists—or, still more happy, when scientists know how
to write.

But literature will never carry us beyond

So I ask you to turn to those fields and laboratories
of sciencewhere an experimental effort is really being
made, for the first time in history, to find out the brute
facts about human organisms in society, the unalterable
data which must underlie all plans of progress.

The first volume of Edward L. Thorndike’s Educa—
tional Psychology is called “The Original Nature of
Man.” And by that is meant the set of reflexes and
instincts which a normal man inherits, and must count
on as the crude unavoidablebasis of culture and learn
ing. Psychology has not finished defining this un
learned nature of man, by any means,but the effort to
do so, the distinction made and celebratedin this book,
is of basic importance in all forward thinking.

And from this book, if you like it
,

you will naturally
turn to one of the books on Heredity. I suggest a very
small volume by J. A. S. Watson.a This will remind
you in a wonderfully few words of those astonishing
discoveries of Gregor Mendel, the abbot of Briinn,
whose records made in 1865were laid away and only
rediscovered in 1900; and introduce you to the eager
young sciencewhich is growing around them.

'

From that you will probably pass, by force of your
own curiosity, to one of the books on Eugenics.
But I would lead you in another direction. All of
thesestudiesof man as an organism, are painted against

a background of great speculationsassociatedwith the
name of Darwin. Darwin implanted in our minds the

idea of the world as a process,and so filled these sci
ences full of the adventurous interest you find in them

today. And yet all the details of Darwin’s own thought

are under fire from these very sciences,and that you

ought to know, and you ought to drink a large draught

at the fountain of doubt. So I would read Vernon
Kellogg’s “Darwinism Today.“ It

another great attribute of the scientist, distinguishing

him from the litterateur—he knows what it is that he

will show you

doesn't know.

So many millions of years deep is the organic nature

of man, and so shallow is the little ripple called history,

that we can not look for many great generalizations

from that study. But there is one at least that we must
weigh and understand,and that is the doctrine of class

And

we find it brilliantly summarized,and applied with con

struggle as the essenceof all political evolution.

vincing erudition t0 the universal history of man, both

tribal and national, in a little book by Franz Oppen

heimer of the University of Berlin, called “The State.”

And if I name too many, you

have an excuse for not reading any of them. And yet

I can not pretend even to sketch the high-lights in the

newer knowledge of man without a word about Sig

mund Freud. He it is
,

and no other, who has con
structed, with supreme diligence and supreme daring,

What of his

science is truth and what error, another twenty years

will begin to tell.

his working-hypothesis of the Unconscious Mind, and

the effectsof repressedimpulsesthat linger there, forms

the ground plan, not only of the psycho-pathology,but

of a great part of the Wisdom of Life for future men.

There are five books.

in the last twenty years, a new science.

But it is long past time to say that

His science is a little difficult to come at in English,

but begin by reading “Psycho-Analysis” by Ernest
Jones,0 and “The Psychology of Insanity” by Bernard

Hart.’ The latter might be called “The Psychology of
Insanity and of Those Who Consider Themselves Sane.”
These books will lead you to someof the originals. You

will think it is more fun than anything since the Arabian
Nights. And you will know it is profoundly true.

We are born with the impulsive endowment o
f the

savage,"in a few years we becomecivilized membersof

Polite society; that means repression, repression, re—
pression; and those repressed impulses remaining un
digested in the unconscious mind are the cause of half
the “trouble” in the world.

Does that require any more than stating to be be

lieved?

We

are born with instincts fitting us for a life of savagery—

Surely not if you grant the initial declaration.

“a somewhat low or elementary form of savagery,” as

And lest the ground and
certainty of this fact escape you, perhaps you will

Franz Boas’ book on “The Mind of

Primitive Man." There you will seethe self-complacent

Thorstein Veblen says.

conclude with

white man, the sophomore among races, set in a true

relation to his less foolishly wise brothers of darker
skin, in the vast perspective of evolutionary science.

And that is as important as any other one determina—

tion of fact in preparing our plans for progress in

America.

These books remind us that there is other work to

be done by those whose goal is social liberty, than
agitate and converse and write beautiful literature and

‘ “How We Think," by John DeweyProfessorof Phi h

glKéEdtlrgatoion,ColumbiaUniversity, Boston. D. 10:10:21“);' 0. .

"‘IEducationalPsychology,Vol. 1.: The OriginalNatureofMan, by EdwardL. Thorndike. Publishedby Teachers'College,ColumbiaUniversity,NewYork.

a"Heredity." by A} S. \Vt . . .

Books.
ason B Sc TheDodgePublishingCompany,New York. 1913.

Peoples

“‘Darwinism Today," by Vernon L. Kellogg.

& Co., New York. 1908
l"‘I‘he State,"by Franz Oppenheimer,M. D., Ph.D. Trans

latedby John M. Gitterman,Ph.D., LL.B. The BobbsMerrill
Co., Indianapolis.1914.

N6;Psycho-Analysis,"
by ErnestJones. William Wood 8

: Co.,

Henry Holt

7“The Psychologyof Insanity,”by Bernard Hart, M. D.,
Putnam'sCambridgeManualsof Science.

poems of love and anarchy. Either we will bend this

patient, sharp-eyed and dogged-moving monster, Sci

ence, to our high purposes of life, or others will use

him for death and tyranny. For he is the sovereign

instrument of all great and lasting change.
7MAX EASTMAN.

“The I'IarborH

F course it had to come—the novel of the soul of

industrial democracy. It has come unmistakably

in Ernest Poole’s varied and intense book, “The Har

bor” (Macmillan Co.).

“The Harbor” is a book about modern America, and

the lives of modern American men and women. But

more specifically, it is a book about New York harbor.

In the harbor, as it appears in its changing aspects,

are reflected the changing periods in the life of the

man who is the central figure. Having first appeared

to him in childhood as only an ugly place of fighting

kids and drunken women, it came to seem, when he

looked at it through his sweetheart’seyes, as a place

of beauty. An ambitious young journalist, he makes

the 'harbor his life assignment. He determines to see

and know its last secret. But it is from the girl’s

father, a far-sighted engineer, that he gets his next

vision of the harbor, this time as an instrument by

which a group of master-capitalists can control the

destinies of a nation.

This view of the harbor, splendid in its immense
practicality, fires his imagination. But suddenly at the

touch of another hand it gives place to the harbor of

working-class struggle. It is upon the sceneof a great

dock-strike and its aftermath that the book closes, leav

ing us with a transformed hero as well as a trans—

formed harbor. For the successfuljournalist and maga

zine writer has become a friend of strikers and radicals,

Only the girl,

whose relationship to him as sweetheart and wife is

interwoven through the story, is able to understand,

and editors mourn him as a lost soul.

even if she does not wholly approve, the internal neces
sity of change in his soul which has come with his
changing vision of life.

The harbor dominates the book. But the characters
themselves, which include two splendid figures, the

. engineerand the strike-leader, and many charming ones,

are draWn with a sincerity and intimate knowledge
which makes them live and will make them be remem
bered.

“The Harbor” is a book of power and beauty,worthy

of the theme it celebrates; Industrial democracy will
have to advance to another stage before a better book
can be written about it.

EDMONDMCKENNA.

“The Likes 0
‘ Me“

THOSE
who have been struck with the freshness

and beauty and strength of Edmond McKenna’s
poems as they have appearedin the MAsses will want
to possess a copy of his volume, “The Likes 0

’ Me,”
publishedby the Hillacre Bookhouse at Riverside, Conn.

(75 cents net). I am a devout admirer of most of these
poems,and in spite of the inclusion in the book of one
poem whose length far exceeds its interest, I think
the collection entitles the author to a place _of distinc
tion among contemporary poets. The lyric reality of
such poems as “Prelude” and “War Changes” denotes

a mind and emotions which not even the tremendous
impact of war can stun into second-rateutterance.

FLOYD DELL.
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PROGRESS OR COMSTOCK?
HE arrest of William Sanger on a charge of

circulating “obscene literature,” by a Com

stock detective who had begged, and received,

from him a copy of Margaret Sanger’s pam

phlet on “Family Limitation,” as told in these pages

last month, has aroused a strong movement of de

fensive and aggressive protest throughout the public.

We print below a few letters which show pretty un—

mistakably the determination to eject Comstockery

from our laws.

To the Editor:

In the current number of THE MASSES you ask, “Is

Truth Obscene?” The case which you bring before

the attention of the public interests me so intensely

that I cannot help writing to inquire whether any prac

tical move can be made in order to save Mr. and Mrs.

Sanger and to do away with the obnoxious law that

makes the truth obscene. That law has long seemed

to me an intolerable anachronism, but I have never

felt it so keenly as I do upon learning of the Sanger

case. In an age where every other married couple say

publicly, “No, we shall not have children until John’s

practice is established”; “We have three children, and

-—~-~-~; ...._,i,_.,,..,..-,,»

iRoom~@

Drawn by ElizabethGrieg.

What Every Young Woman Ought to Have

ERAuENKRA_gyi<'r4§/PE/v

mnt_¢.r'ilé..;~oe.ulike

By Our Readers

shall have one more, and then stop”—in this age, the
law which makes it a crime to inform people of the
means of preventing conception is a monstrous hypoc
risy—and, as you say, it bears hardest upon those who
most need such information.

There are two reasons why it is retained, which I
think you did not ment-ion. First, Catholics regard the
prevention of conceptionas a sin, and all the power of
the Catholic Church upholds the law. Second, many

“good” people fear that if means of preventing con
ception were known, there would be much extra
marital intercourse, and hence “morality would be un

dermined.” Closely related to theseare the people who
deplore modern “selfishness and individualism,” and

would have the unwanted, inconvenient child descend
upon a household and break up all plans, for the good

of the parents’ souls. They have no faith in the in

st-inct of parenthood, which would lead to wanted,

planned-for children at suitable and convenient times;

and so they would refuse to men and women the power
of controlling parenthood.

Mr. Eastman, I would like to be one of a thousand
women to sign a statement setting forth:

DA M ME

(I) That in our family relations we habitually ex

ercise control of the birth-rate.

(2) That we believe this control makes for personal
and domestic happiness,and lifts us out of the hands
of fate and makes us self-directing human beings.

(3) That we believe society is better served by our
bringing into the world children for whom we can and
will care, than by having large families to depend on
charity.

(4) That we believe it is better for the children
themselvesto come into the world with a prospect of

being properly reared and educated than to come in
large numbers to struggle for a bare existence, and to
grow up ignorant and powerless.

(5) That we will agitate for the repeal of this law
in both nation and state.

(6) That we will repeat these statements in court
and take the consequences.

My fear is that none of this agitation would be ad—
mitted as having any direct bearing on the Sanger
case. But it might do some good ultimately, if it rid
our statute—booksof this relic of tribal ideas and out
worn religious conceptions. If this is impracticable,

-'

Known
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will you or others who may be working on the case

please inform me of any way in which I can help? If
public speaking will do any good, I will gladly do

what I can in that line. I am an experiencedcampaign

speaker for equal suffrage.

If you wish to publish my letter, you are at liberty

to do so.
Yours very truly,

MIRIAM E. OATMAN.

(Mrs. M. E. Oatman-Blachly.)

145West 127thStreet, New York.

FROM A WOMAN PHYSICIAN

To the Editor:
I am familiarwith whatMargaretSangerhas beentrying

to do and believeher successfulvindicationwouldsavemil
lions of womenremorseand guilt. The problemshe is sacri
ficingherselffor is purelya woman’sproblemnow,and while
it may be impossiblefor many to identify themselveswith
the cause,she can assureherselfof beingunderstood.

Shouldtherebe any organizedattemptto assisther in her
vindicationI shallbe gladto do my share.

FROM AN ATTORNEY

To the Editor:
Have just read in my Massesof the predicamentof Mr.

William Sanger,who has daredrun counterto the modern
angelof morality,AnthonyComstock,and am enclosingtwo
dollarsto helpdefraythe expenseof defendinghim from the
criminalchargeoverhanginghim. I hope someday to be
able to do muchmorein mattersof this kind.

FROM A GOVERNMENT SCIENTIFIC WORKER
To theEditor:

In the mattprof the Sangertrial I feel I‘ oughtto come
across. I enclosea small checkdrawn to you which you
maydisposeof as you seefit. Being broke,I haveto send
a smallone. You maybe sure I will do anythingI can to
helpout.

FROM A WOMAN

To the Editor:
Will you kindly tell me how it is possibleto procureMrs.

MargaretSanger’spamphlets?I have beenmuch interested
in her work and in your article in the current numberof
the MASSES.And I am heartily in favor of your campaign
and wish you everysuccess.

FROM A NEWS AGENT

To the Editor:
Pleasesendme 10 copiesMarch issueon the strengthof

the MargaretSangerarticle. Keepup the fight. I will boost
all I can.

FROM A BUSINESS MAN

To the Editor:
Your articlein the March numberof the MASSESregarding

Mr. Sanger,has impressedme so muchthat I am herewith
enclosingP. O. order for $2.00to assist in paying Mr.
Sanger’sexpensesin his defence.

Havebeenin sympathywith the work of Mrs. Sangerand
I sincerelyhopeMr. Sangerwill beatout “Saint Anthony."

This knowledgeis as necessaryin the countrydistrictsas
in the cities. Only last weekI had to witnessthe expulsion
of a familywith six childrenfrom the farm theyhad worked
to clear. and after 12 yearsof hard unremittingtoil, were
forcedto vacate. The cause,the motherafter the birth of
her fourth child becamean invalid, in this conditionshe
gavebirth to two more,and after the birth of her last child,
she remainedin bed for three years,aboutsix monthsago
she underwentan operationwhich removedforever the pos
sibility of her againbecominga mother,and her healthis
slowly returning.

A FUND OF AT'LEAST $500 IS NEEDED

More

is needed for a campaign of publicity outside of

for legal expensesin the Sanger struggle.

the courts. This is your fight. The time to fight

is now. You are asked to send as much as you

can, and as soon as possible to the Sanger Fund,

The Masses Publishing Company, 87 Greenwich

Avenue, New York City.

THE MASSES

THE DEAR LITTLE BULLET

HOW
dear to my heart are the scenes of the

battle,

As every good soldier should find them to be!

How sweet to my ears is the musical rattle

Of the enemy’s guns as he trains them on me!

But of all the delights that I have in full measure——

Though of wounds my idea is still rather vague—

I think it would be the most exquisite pleasure

To be shot by the bullet approved by The Hague.

The neat little bullet, the clean-wounding bullet,

Humane little bullet approved by The Hague.

How sweet in a non-vital part to receive it—

You’re certain to live if they don’t strike you
‘ dead!

It seems so delightful I scarce can believe it—

(Is it safer to stand on my feet or my head?)
And when I’m removed from this loved situation

Where the enemy now I so gleefully plague,

I surely will find it a full compensation

To be killed by the bullet approved by

Hague.

The neat little bullet, the clean-wounding bullet,

The dear little bullet approved by The Hague.

ELIZABETH WAnDELL.

The

FROM AN OPPONENT
To the Editor:

I take the liberty of availingmyselfof your invitationin
your March issue for communicationsof opinionfrom your
readers,to addressyou uponthe subjectof.contraceptionwith
an expressionof viewswhich—untilyou convincemeotherwise
-—mustremainopposedto your own. I

Are yougoingto shutmeoff? That wouldn’tbe nice. You
boastthat you haveno respectfor the respectable;but surely
you reverethe truth, and the methodwhich leads to truth,
namely,to let the otherside be heard.

You agitate—asidefrom thespecificissueof a free pressvs.
P.O.D.—twocauses:viz., the legitimizingof contraceptiveprac
tices,andeducationof thepoorerclassesin thatsubject.

Havingneverheardyou voicea beliefin the justifiabilityof
onehumanbeing’sdestroyinganotherliving human,I makeso
boldas to assumethatyouarecategoricallyopposedto murder.‘
If you are not, that is anotherquestion;and I shall welcome
the opportunityof dEbatingthe broadertopic. But allowing
my assumptionto stand,I proceed.-You no doubtwoulddis
approveof killing a child. \Vould it makeany differenceto
you whetherthe child wereten yearsold, or nine, or eight?
I takeit that you refrain from killing, not becausethe object
might speakout when he saw you approaching(the child
might be dumb,or an infant of elevenmonths),nor even
becauseyou dreadto inflict pain (for you mightchloroform
the victim in advance),but rather,I guess,on the vaunted
generalprinciplesof justice. I do not know your viewson
thesubjectof abortion,so we’ll skipthatstage. But can you,
Mr. Editor, inform me wherelife begins? Are you sure that
you did not exist,a numberof yearsagoonemorethanyour
presentage,in the wombof your motherand the gonoplasm
of your father? And who has the right, or had the right,
so to retardthe evolutionof the raceas to haverobbedyou
of your missionin life anduseof your individualusefulness?
In additionto beinga materialist,are you also a denierof
Evolution? Since whenis artificialand factitiousas well as
fortuitouslyhumanselectionto takethe placeof the old reli
ablenaturalselection?Do you advocatethat blind ignorance
—for what else can contraceptionof the unborn be—shall
annihilatethe blessingsof uncontrolledvariationwhichcan be
hadonly from unhinderedand large-scalereproduction?

I haveappealedto you in the foregoing,first,on the ground
of the justiceof givingeachindividualmind entitya chance
to experiencethe life matrix,and secondly,on the basisof
helpingor at least not hinderingNature to carry out the
processof Evolution as revealedto us by the historylof
biology. Now it maybe that you believein neitherGod nor
Science. Yet of onething I am certain:immortalsouls,and
past and future humanitymay meannothingto you; but
presentsocietyis assuredlyyour field. You want Tom and
Dick andMrs. Harry to be happy. Very well, let us seehow
your causecan applyevenhere.

Abandoningthe grandprincipleswhichour laws aim to up
hold, let us grant,for the sakeof argument,that the practice
of contraceptionby all, or just by doctors,is specificallylegal
ized. \Ve comethento your secondcause,to your plea for
publicityamongthe poorerclasses.

Do you know of any methodto give the subjectpublicity
amongadults,and not amongadolescents?I‘ don’t. Instill
the idea of possiblesexualintercoursewithoutoffspring,take
away the ideal and leavethe sensation,and what haveyou

left exceptunlovely,brutal obscenity Will a morbidatmos~
phereof that sort makemorelight and wholesomethe hearts
of the economicallymiserable?

If childrenare a burdento workingwomen,by all means
agitatethat child bearingand rearingmothersshall be pen
sioned—orthat all childrenshall be pensioned,or kept in
barracks. Do all the social-justicepreachingyou desire;but
pleasedon’t kill the significanceof sexual life—the richest
instinct of men and women—byarguingto permitand en
courageshort-sightedmortalsto denudeit of its noblefruit,
the child.

I havebut one remarkto add. Your magazineis revolu
tionary,you say. I hopeyouwill not forceuponmyunwilling
eyesthe sightof a bandof dogmaticrevolutionaries.Observe
that I say you wouldbe obligingme to witnessyour incon
sistency;for you know very well that I cannotresist con
tinuing to read the MAS.ES. I like your paperbecauseI
appreciatethe spirit that animatesyou. Yet withal, I repeat,
you havemadea mistakethis once.

I ama young,singleandvirtuousmale,blessedwith friends
who boasta senseof humor. If you reproducethis letteror
refer to it, kindly confineyourself to the mentionof my
initialsonly. Yours,

I. L.

FROM UPTON SINCLAIR.

To the Editor:
I am very glad to see that you have takenup the issue

involvedin the caseof ComradeSanger. I do not believe
there is a morebarbarouslaw upon our statutebooksthan
the oneforbiddingthe spreadingof informationconcerningthe
preventionof conception.I' have written upon the subject
at varioustimesin thePhysicalCultureMagazine,in the C05
nzoflolitan,and in Everybody’s. I” havereceivedhundredsof
lettersasking for information,and I was unableto answer
any of themunlessI caredto take the risk that the writer
might be a governmentspy and that I would be liable to
$5000fine and five years’imprisonmentin jail, and I assure
youthatGovernmentspiesarecontinuallyactivein this matter.

Therewasan atrociouscasea few yearsagoof a physican,
Dr. G. Alfred Elliot, whoservedtenyearsin theFederalPeni
tentiaryat LeavenworthKansas,for giving informationto a
womanwhowrotehimthatshehadan insanehusbandof whom
shewasafraid.

You can see a letter of mine publishedin Everybody’s
Magazineaboutthree or four years ago concerninga poor
devilwhohadbeenshutup withoutbail for severalmonthsin a
deathtrapcalledtheNewcastleCountyWorkhousein Delaware
where I had servedan eighteenhour sentencefor playing
tennison,Sunday. This manhad beenarrestedfor sellinga
medicalbookcontainingphotographsof prohibitedportionsof
the humananatomy. I went to the United StatesAttorney
about his case,and this gentlemanshowedme samplesof
horribleliteraturewhichhad beenfound in the man’srooms.
One thingwasa pamphletgivingsomeelementaryinformation
on the subjectof sexualintercourse—informationfor the lack
of which,as any physicianwill testify,hundredsof marriages
whichmighthavebeenhappyhavebeenwrecked. And our
Governmentofficial,who assuredme that he was a Unitarian
and a mostliberaland enlightenedman,held theseup before
me with a face of horror and gasped:“He actuallyhad a
pamphletdiscussingsuchmattersas that.”

That is only oneinstanceout of dozenswhichI mightquote
you. This law underwhichtheyare tryingSangerwasforced
onto our statutebooksby the Federationof CatholicSocie~
ties. It is oneof the penaltieswhichwe pay for the domina
tion of our politicsby the deadhand of medievalsupersti
tion, and it shouldbe fought by every enlightenedperson
with all the weaponsof publicity. BernardShawhas called
the artificialsterilizationof marriagethe most revolutionary
discoveryof the XIXth Century. It maybe said thatwe OWc
to it whatlittle intelligenceand freedomwe haveso far been
ableto win in the world. If we win any moreit will be be
causehumanityand commonsenseassertthemselvesin spite
of all the effortsof RomanCatholicand Puritan inquisitors.

COIISCICI'ICC Corner

THROUGH
laxity of editorial supervision weplaced

in our Book Store an advertisement of a book
called “Sex Determination,” which seems to us mis—
leading and we have removed it from the list.

LITTLE advertisementof a cure for the tobacco
habit, etc., appeared once, and will not appear

again, for the same reasons.

PLEASE do not overestimateour moral character on
'

the basis 'of these confessions. We give no guar
antee of any brands of poetry or liquor that may be
advertised in our columns. People who monkey with
thesespiritual substancesare assumedto be forewarned.
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THE MASSES

IRVIN S. COBB
FamousAuthor,WarCorrespondent

andLecturer

r/ ._ “I can’tthinkof anyreasonwhy

'/
/ ' I shouldn’tsay 1 like Tuxedo— be

»
)

cause I dolike it, verymuch."

ghee JT<3Q4

C. C. SNIFFEN
Brig.Gen’lUnitedStatesArmy

PaymasterGen’lUnitedStatesArmy

“Tuxedo is a tobaccothat is al
waysgood. It is supremeinmildness
andfragrance.”

D. W. GRIFFITH
Famous$100.000-a-yearCreatorof

MovingPictures

“A pipefulof Tuxedo is a men
derfullypleasantformof tobaccoen
ioyment,mildandsoothing.”

- >)‘ “gar 4122),;-
— -:

TUXEDO—The Great
American Smoke

Get busy!

Those two great qualities—vigor and cheerful
ness—stand out big in American life. In less than

a hundred years this American energy and optimism
have populated hostile plains, reared skyscrapers,
founded fortunes and made America the hope of
the whole world.

Anything that inspires these qualities in American
men—anything that encourages wholesome cheer
and generates useful energy—is sure to be hailed
with delight.

Get happy!

The Perfect Tobacco for Pipe and Cigarette

Tuxedo fills a man full of snap and good humor.
Bound to, because it smokes so mild and easy, full of

mellowness, Without bite or irritation.

Thousands and thousands of up-and-doing, successful
Americans in every walk of life gladly endorse this temper
ate, helpful tobacco—made from the rich, mild leaves
of Kentucky’s choicest Burley—treated by the famous
“Tuxedo Process” so it absolutely cannot bite your tongue.

A tip to those Americans who want to put more vim and

gusto into their lives : Get busy—Get happy——Get Tuxedo.

YOU CAN BUY TUXEDO EVERYWHERE

5c lOcConvenient, glassine wrapped Famous green tin, with gold
moisture proof pouch . . .lettering,curvedtofitpocket

In Tin Humidors, 40c and 80c In Glass Humidors, 500 and 900

SAMPLE
u L i

I” t.

O i are”Libra?”200112:
halfrizeofreal

Sendus2cin stamps
for postageand we
will mail you pre
paid a souvenir tin
of TUXEDO tobac
co to any point in
the United States.

Address
TUXEDO

DEPARTMENT
Room 1307

111Fifth Ave.,
New York

.-.. ,—ah. "

sung“ WEE“"z'“ ‘

_ V
v

/-a,»12'; ‘_*__;_

>-‘ s1“

CLEMENT W. K. BRIGGS, M. D.
ProminentPhysicianandSurgeon

of Chicago

“Physiciansgivetheirapprovalto
Tuxedobecauseit's harmlessand
wholesome. 1 haveneversmokeda
finer, cooler,morerefreshingtobacco
thanTuxedo.H

@.w.l<.l3-%s§\l@1

R. F. B ROUSSARD
MemberofCongressfromLouisiana.

andU. S.SenatorElect
“The mild andfragrantqualities

of Tuxedo tobaccoappeal to all
smokersof cultivatedtaste. It is the
onlytobacco1 use."

HERMAN NICKE RSON

Sec'yBostonNationalBaseballClub
WorldChampions

"Give me Tuxedoeverytime.
findthelastpufl at nighttastesjust
as cool,fragrantand satisfyingas
thefirst in themorning.“
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THE MASSES
BOOK STORE

(Continued from page 3)

The German Empire’s Hour of Des
tiny, by Col. H. Frobenius. Blunt
facts about the Kaiser’s startling
challenge to Europe. McBride,
Nast & C0. Send $1.10.

Germany and England, by J. A.
Cramb. $1 net. E. P. Dutton &
Co. This book was published at the
urgent suggestion of the late Lord
Roberts, who wished England to
understand the necessity of arming
against German aggression.

Builder and Blunderer, by George
Saunders. $1 net. E. P. Dut—
ton & Co. A study of the char
acter and foreign policy of Em
peror William by the Berlin
correspondent of the London
Times.

Tommy Atkins at War, edited by
Jas. A. Kilpatrick. A human docu
ment describing war’s grim reali
ties. A soldier’s own story of bat
tle. McBride, Nast & Co. Send 58
cents.

In a Moment of Time. Reginald
Wright Kauffman’s story of a na
tion crucified. $1.00. Moffat, Yard
& Company.

, Paths of Glory, by Irvin S. Cobb.
The first book to tell what the Ger
man mind is really doing with the
war—whether it is‘ cruel and effi
cient—neither pro-German nor pro
Ally, but just, first-hand, and told
with Cobb’s genius. Net, $1.50.
George H. Doran Company.

The War Week by Week, by Ed
ward S. Martin. $1 net. E. P.
Dutton 81 Co. How the war
impressed America. Interest
ing and humorous.

SCIENC E
The Law of Biogenesis, by J. How

ard Moore. Each individual repeats
the history of its race, both physically
and mentally. Cloth, 500. postpaid.
Kerr & C0.

The Science of Success, by Julia
Seton, M.D. $1.00. A careful study
of the various means open to the at
tainment of our highest ambitions.
An excellent gift book for young men
and women. Edward J. Clode, Pub
lisher.

The Original Nature of Man, by Prof.
Edward L. Thorndike. Reviewed
on page 22. Teachers College, Co
lumbia University. $2.50. Postage,
15c.

How We Think, by Prof. John
Dewey. Reviewed on page 22. D.
C. Heath & Co. $1.00. Postage,
10c.

Heredity, by J. A. S. Watson. Re
viewed on page 22. Dodge Publish
ing Co., New York. $.25. Post
age. 60.

Psycho-Analysis, by Ernest Jones.
Reviewed on page 22. William
Wood & Co. $4.00. Postage. 20c.

THE
/

PHILOSOPHY
What Nietzsche Taught, by W. H.

Wright. An epitome of the 18 vol
umes, each explained, with copious
excerpts. The busy man’s Nietz
sche. $2.00net. B. W. Huebsch.

The Unknown Guest, by Maurice
Maeterlinck. The Unknown Guest
within ourselves—that mysterious,
vaguely realized stranger that is
part of us, and which is sometimes
termed the psychic self—has called
forth this strangely beautiful and
exquisitely worded book. $1.50 net.
Dodd, Mead & Company.

Neighbours, by Herbert Kaufman. A
revelation of the humanity of the
people in the crowds—from the drab
clerk to the despairing woman—by
the popular American philosopher.
Net, $0.75. George H. Doran Com
pany.

ESSAYS
Optimism, by Helen Keller. 75 cents

net. Thomas Y.. Crowell C0. If
anyone has a right to talk about op
timism, it is Helen Keller. And
she talks about it to some purpose.

Freedom of the Press and “Obscene
Literature.” Three essays by Theo
dore Schroeder. “There is tonic in
the things that men do not wish to
hear.”—Henry Ward Beecher. Send
30 cents.

HUMOR
By and Large, by Franklin P.

Adams. $1 net. Doubleday,

MASSES

Poet Lore—Since 1889devoted to the
study of revolutionary European
Drama. Published bi-monthly, $5.00
a year, $1.00 a copy. The Winter
issue contains six complete plays,
all for $1.00. Poet Lore also con
tains best contemporary European
drama.

Arrows in the Gale, by Arturo Gio
vannitti, introduction by Helen Kel
ler. This book contains the thrill
ing poem “The Cage,” and hundreds
of copies of it have been ordered by
Masses readers. Sent anywhere on
receipt of $1.00.

Enjoyment of Poetry, by Max
Eastman. “His book is a mas—
terpiece,” says J. B. Kerfoot in
Life. By mail $1.35. Chas.
Scribner’s Sons.

Sunlight and Shadow, by Louise W.
Kneeland. A book of poems of rare
merit. “The author displays a ten
dency to disregard conventional forms
. achieves a haunting effect”—
Dallas News. Sent anywhere postpaid
for $1.10.

Voltairine de Cleyre’s “Selected
Works.” Poems, short stories and es
,says. Most important contribution
America made to Anarchist literature.

5iglother
Earth, 20 E. I25th St. Send

1.15.

Child of the Amazons, and other
Poems by Max Eastman. “Mr. East
man has the gift of the singing line.”

Page & Co. Just a reminder fVidfl 13-Scudder; Poet of beau
that these delightful verses can fifllldformfifldhfel‘ilmg-

_Wm- Marlon

b had in r tf r
ee y. 1tc e Kennerley. $1.00e pe manen o m. net.

Fables for the Frivolous. These Songs of Love and Rebellion. Cov
brilliant sketches first appeared in the
New York Evening Telegram. Sam
ple titles: “Jacques, the Lady Killer,”
“Engaged,” “Motherhood.” Send 80
cents.

Psychology of Insanity, by Bernard
Hart. Reviewed on page 22. Cam
bridge University Series. $.40.
Postage, 8c.

The State, by Franz Oppenheimer.
Reviewed on page 22. Bobbs-Mer
rill Co. $1.25. Postage, 12c.

Ruggles of Red Gap, by Harry Leon
\Vilson. Western life as seen by an
English valet. - Net $1.25. Postage,
10 cents. Doubleday, Page & C0.

DRAMA
Erdgeist, by Frank Wedekind (author

of Spring’s Awakening). Trans
lated by Sam Eliot, Jr. $1.10post
paid. A. and C. Boni.

The Social Significance of the Modern
Drama, by Emma Goldman. $1 net.
Mother Earth Publishing Assn.
This book will be found a valuable
adjunct to the study of modern
plays.

Patric, by Victorine Sardou. Drama
League Series. Stirring play on
Spanish occupation of Belgium.
Boards. net 75 cents. Doubleday,
Page & Co.

HISTORICAL
_Brigham Young. Dealing with the

“inside” of Mormonism, with start
ling revelations and surprising ll’lCl
dents. Send $1.30.

RELIGION
“Fear—The Most Tenderly Culti

vated Idea of the
Ralph Brandt.

POETRY
Chants Communal, by Horace Trau

bel. Inspired and revolutionary
prose-pieces. Cloth. $1.10 post
paid. Paper, $.30 postpaid. A. and
C. Boni.

Universe,” by
Send 80 cents.

Poetry—A magazine of verse. Bound
volumes: Vol. I. Oct., 1912-March,
1913, $5.00; Vol. II, April-Sept,
1913. $1.50; Vol. III, Oct, 1913
March, 1914,$1.50; Vol. IV, April
Sept., 1914,$1.50. Yearly subscrip
tions, $1.50.

ington Hall’s best and finest poems
on Revolution, Love and Miscel
laneous Visions. Now on press.
Paper. 50c. John J. Weihing Ptg.
Company.

Challenge, by Louis Untermeyer.
“No other contemporary poet has
more independently and imperiously
voiced the dominant thought of the
times.”—-Philadelphia North Ameri
can. $1.00 net. The Century Com
pany.

Poems—Maurice Maeterlinck. Intro~
ducing to the American public a col
lection of early poems of Maeterlinck,
symbolical in character, rich in beauty
of word and thought. $1.25net. Pub—
lished by Dodd, Mead & Company,
New York.

Rabindranath Tagore, the Man and
His Poetry—Basanta Koomar Roy.
Affords especially illuminating and
valuable insight into the character of
this noted philosopher and poet, by
reason of the fact that the author is
a fellow countryman and intimate
friend. Illustrated, $1.25 net. Pub
lished by Dodd, Mead & Company,
New York.

BIOGRAPHICAL
“Prison Memoirs of an Anarchistt”

by Alexander Berkman. A powerful
portrayal of prison life and a remark
able study of acts of violence. Price
$1.25;postage, 15c. Mother Earth, 20
E. 125th St.

McCullough. The only and greatest
work on the famous Shakesperian
actor, by the first living authority.
Profusely illustrated. Send $1.55.

The Life-story of a Russian Exile.
Marie Suklofl’s story of her childhood
in Russia, her imprisonment, her es
cape from Siberia and her coming to
America. $1.50net; postage, 10 cents.
The Century Co.

JUVENILE
Flower Babies, by Elizabeth Gordon.

Pictures by' Penny Ross. Boxed,
$1.00 net. Rand McNally & Co.

POLITICS
Drift and Mastery. An attempt

to diagnose the current unrest.

By Walter Lippmann, author

of “A Preface to Politics.” 350
pages. Cloth. $1.50 net.

Mitchell Kennerley, publisher,
New York.

Socialism as the Sociological Ideal:
A Broader Basis for Socialism, by
Floyd J. Melvin, Ph.D. $1.35 post
paid. The conclusions of “scientific
socialism” are here brought up to
date and interpreted 1n modern
terms. Sturgis and Walton Com
pany.

MISCELLANEOUS
Sexual Problems of To-day, by Dr.

Wm. J. Robinson. A book every rad
ical should read. Cloth, $2.00 net.
Critic Guide C0.

A Russian Comedy of Errors.
George Kennan’s book of true short
stories about underground Russia, the
police and spy systems, etc. $1.25net.
Postage 10cents. The Century C0.

Eros, by Emil Lucka. The Devel
opment of Sex Relation Through the
Ages. Translated by Ellie Schleuss
ner. The author’s main thesis is that
genuine love, the synthesis of the sen
sual and the ideal, is something en
tirely modern. Send $1.83.

Self-Help Through Mental Science

--Health—Happiness—Success, by

A little book that

points The

Writer’s Press, 32 Union Square, E.,

New York.

Margaret Hannis.

the way. Price 25c.

Popular Songs. How to Write and
Where to Sell, by E. M. Wickes and
Richard H. Gerard. Gives a list of
reliable publishers who will consider
separate lyrics and complete songs.
Price, 50 cents, postpaid. The Hannis

Jordan Co., Publishers, 32 Union
Square, East, New York.

The Art of Photoplay Writing, by
Catherine Carr. Scenario Editor the
Kinetophote C0. The best book of
instruction on the market. Gives
model Scenarios, etc. Tells all the
Photo-playwright needs to know.
Price $1.25, postpaid. The Hannis
Jordan Co., Publishers, 32 Union
Square, East, New York City.

“How to Attract Success,” by F. W.
Sears, M.P., teaches how to apply
“Law of Attraction” successfully to
any business. $1.80,postpaid. Money
back if not satisfied.

The Sexual Instinct, its use and dan
gers as affecting heredity and morals,
by Scott. “Plain Spoken.” Treat &
Co. Cloth. Send $2.00. ./

Posters: A Critical Study of the De
velopment of Poster Design in Con
tinental Europe, England and Amer
ica, by Charles Matlack Price. 42 11
lustrations in full color, 120 in mono
tone. Published in de luxe edition
limited to 250numbered copies. Price
$15.00. “A very wonderful book.”
Geo. W. Bricka.

Your Child Today and Tomorrow, by
Sidonie Matzner Gruenberg. “An
exceptionally sane, practical treat
ment of the problems which con
front fathers and mothers.” J. B.
Lippincott & Company. $1.25. BY
mail $1.35.

TRAVEL
U. S. Colonies and Dependencies, by

W Boyce. 600 illustrations.
Rand McNally & Co.$2.50 net.
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