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HIS Magazine is Own-
ed and Published Co-
operatively by its Ed-

ftors. It has no Dividends
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 and no Respect for
the Respectable; Frank;
Arrogant; Impertinent;
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-
fcy is to do as it Pleases
and Conciliate Nobody,
not even its Readers—A
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CO-OPERATION SUCCEEDS!

LLANO DEL RIO COMMUNITY IN
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

( Proves power of collective ac-

* tion. Several hundred Social-
ists headed by Job Harriman
have demonstrated that they
can carry on extensive ranch-
ing, agricultural, horticultural,
stock raising and industrial en-
terprises on a co-operative
basis.

( These pioneers in a new field
of action have proven the value
of joining their forces. They
are heeding not the cries of
“Greatl is Diana of the Ephe-
sians!” and “It ain’t in Das
Kapital!” They are building
for themselves and for you,
firmly and on sound financial
foundation, homes and security
for the future,

( Llano del Rio Colonists are not
doctrinaire debaters, quibblers
or pifflers. They are men and
women of decision and action.
For two years they have borne
the brunt of the hardships and
inconveniences incident to mod-
ern pioneering. Now they have
celebrated their second annual
birthday. They have achieved
more than the founders had
dared to predict.

( Why don’t you join your com-
rades in this great enterprise?
They need more men and wom-
en. They need nearly every
class, trade and occupation.

( Subscribe for their snappy,
brightly illustrated monthly
magazine, THE WESTERN
COMRADE, and keep posted
on the progress and achieve-
ment of this great co-operative
enterprise. For full informa-
tion address

LLANO DEL RIO COMPANY
OF NEVADA
RENO, NEVADA
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FROM DOOMSDAY TO KINGDOM COME

By SEYMOUR DEMING

A masterly presentation—by the author of A MESSAGE TO THE
Mippre Crass and THE Prpar ofF Fire—of the meaning of the
developments of the past quarter-century in the world’s progress,
with special reference to the United States; a real interpretation of
the bearing of the European war on the present and the future of
mankind. A book that will go far. Narrow 12mo. Cloth. Net,

50 cents.

CLEAR AND IMPRESSIVE

“This literature should live.

It has impressed me more than all

I have read on the war. The public owes you a big debt for the
information imparted and for a superb method of expressing it.”—
From a letter of one of the most prominent American socialists.

BUSINESS—A  PROFESSION

By LOUIS D. BRANDEIS
LARGE 8VO. CLOTH. NET $2.00. EIGHTEEN CHAPTERS.

Business—A Profession; The Employer and Trades Unions; Hours
of Labor; Organized Labor and Efficiency; The Road to Social
Efficiency ; Our New Peonage; Discretionary Pensions; The Incor-
poration of Trades Unions; How Boston Solved the Gas Problem ;
Life Insurance; The Abuses and the Remedies; Savings Bank In-
surance; Successes of Savings Bank Life Insurance; Trusts and
Efficiency; Trusts and the Export Trade; Competition that Kills;
New England Transportation Monopoly;  The New Haven—An
Unregulated Monopoly; An Aid to Railroad Efficiency; The Op-

portunity in the Law.

“He has set out to clear
the roads between fortified
camps of capital and the
unwalled camps of labor,
and he has gone at
his task with a clearness
of vision and a fixity of
purpose that have made
criticism  futile.””—Boston
Post.

Publishers

N

Sma]l,May'ﬁCompa

-L.l

“Mr. Brandeis has in a
high degree the gift of
clear and forceful state-
ment and the papers here
collected are an important
contribution to the history
of live and far-reaching
contemporary issues.”—The
Living Age.
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Artists’ Materials

At Halpern’s

3 East 30th St., Showing a complete
Tel. Mad. Sq. 6928 % line of Martini
NEW YORK CITY Tempera Colors.

MSS. SUCCESSFULLY PLACED

Criticised, Revised, Typed. Send for leaflet M.
References: Edwin Markham and others. Established 1890

UNITED LITERARY PRESS, 123 5th Ave.,N. Y.

At the

Fellowship Farm Inn
Stelton, N. J.

Is The Place to Spend Your
Vacations and Week Ends

Fresh vegetables and eggs
from our Cooperative Farm.
Beautiful country and the
wholesome company of com-
rades.

Very Reasonable Rates

Write to

FELLOWSHIP FARM INN
STELTON, N. J.

Easily reached from Hudson Terminals via
Penna.

The Labor Movement from the Inside
dremoamals

AMERICAN LABOR UNIONS

By HELEN MAROT

Frank Walsh, Chairman of the
Industrial Relations Commissions,
said of this book: “After I read
it, the whole problem of the
unions stood out naked and clear.”

Masses Book Shop  Price $1.25

SOCIALISM AND WAR

By LOUIS B. BOUDIN

Author of “The Theoretical System of Karl
Marx”, “Government by Judiciary”, Ete.
This book is an emimently
successful attempt at a Social-
i1st interpretation of the great
war. It is the first book of its
kind published in this or any
other country. It includes a
discussion of the general prob-
lems of Socialism and ar,
Nationalism and Internation-
alism.

Price, One Dollar
THE MASSES BOOK STORE

33 West 14th Street, New York




FICTION

The Way of All Flesh, by Samuel
Butler. Introductory essay by
William Lyon Phelps. New Amer-
ican edition. Floyd Dell’s and
Louis Untermeyer’s choice. Send

$1.60.

Pierre Noziere, by Anatole France,
author of “The Crime of Sylvestre
Bonnard,” etc. Pierre Noziere con-
tinues his reminiscences of his child-
hood in Paris, and tells of his travels,
later, in France. Net $1.75. °

The Confession, by Maxim Gorky.
Translated and with introduction by
Rose Strunsky. Gorky’s most artis-
tic and philosophical work. A re-
markable piece of fiction with a
vivid Russian background. $1.35
net.

The Unchastened Woman, by Louis
Anspacher. A remarkable picture
of a worldly modern woman and
her influence. Mr. Anspacher’s
greatest success and New York’s
success of the season—a play to
read as well as to see. Net, $1.25.

Works of Ivan Turgenev. Translated
by Constance Garnett. Titles: “Ru-
din,” “A House of Gentlefolk,” “On
the Eve,” “Father and Children,”
“Smoke,” “Virgin Soil” (2 vols.),
“Sportsman’s Sketches” (2 vols.),
“Dream Tales and Prose Poems,”
“A Diary of a Superfluous Man,”
etc, “A  Desperate Character,”
“The Torrents of Spring,” etc., “A
Lear of The Steppes,” “The Jew,”
etc. Each 16° $1.10 postpaid. Set,
in 15 vols., $13 postpaid.

The Scarlet Woman, a novel by Jo-
seph Hocking. Price, $1.50.

The Bomb, by Frank Harris. Emma
Goldman says: “It’s not the monu-
ment at Waldheim that will keep
alive these great heroes—heroes in
their innocence and simplicity—but
it will be ‘The Bomb.”” Published,
$1.50; onr price, 75c.

Green Mansions, by W. H. Hudson;

introduction by John Galsworthy.

A romance of the tropical forest
which combines scientific observa-
tion of nature, poetic imagination,
and polished style. $1.40.

The Genius, by Theedore Dreiser.
A novel of monumental proportions
and significance. $1.60, postpaid.

Our Miss York, by Edwin B. Morris.
Story of a successful business wo-
man who had to choose between her
career and marriage. $1.25 net.

Stamboul Nights, by H. G. Dwight.
Front. by W. T. Benda. Tales of
Constantinople enacted behind the
jealous walls of ancient Turkish
houses. $1.25 net.

Nan of Music Mountain, by Frank
Hamilton Spearman. “A veritable
‘Lorna Doone’ served with the
sauce piquant of American gun-
play.” $1.45 postpaid.

The Best Short Stories of 1915 and
the Year Book of the American
Short Story. Edward J. O’Brien,
Editor. The twenty short stories in
this volume are those selected by
Mr. O’Brien as the best that were
written during the year 1915. His
survey of the whole field formed
the basis of his authoritative article
published, as an annual estimate of
the output, in the Boston Evening
Transcript, an article which has
attracted wide discussion. Net,

$1.50.

The Harbor, by Ernest Poole. A
novel of remarkable power and vis-
ion in which are depicted the great
changes taking place in American
life, business and ideals. Under the
tremendous influence of the great
New York harbor and its workers,
a young writer passes, inn the devel-
opment of his life and work, from a
blind worship of enterprise and effi-
ciency to a deeper knowledge and
gnderstandingv of humanity. Send

1.50.

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

The Little Angel, by L. N. Andreyev.
You are acquainted with Andreyev’s
plays. But his stories represent his
best work. Ask anyone who knows.
Here are fifteen of them. $1.25.

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

The Man of Promise, by Willard H.
Wright, author of “Modern Paint-
ing,” etc. One of the most penetrat-
ing and unusual novels of this gen-
eration, marking a new epoch in
American fiction. Net, $1.35.

History of Mr. Polly, by H. G. Wells,
“Mr. Wells at his best.” Price,
$1.35.

The Conscript Mother, by Robert
Herrick. ‘“Perhaps the finest bit of
short fiction the war has produced.”
60 cents postpaid.

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

The Pastor’s Wife, by the author of
“Elizabeth and Her German Gar-
den,” etc. Extracts from a recent
review in THE MASSEs:— .
better than H. G. Wells
the story of almost every woman
who marries almost any man . . .
a distributing book.—Doubleday,
Page & Co. Net, $1.35.

Bebold the Woman! by T. Everett
Harré. In the character of Mary,
the powerful Alexandrian courtesan
whose beauty was “the glory of
Egypt,” the author presents the
struggle of womanhood in its integ-
rity and nobility with man’s age-
long exploitation. $1.45 postpaid.

The Dark Forest, by Hugh Walpole.
A story of Russia in the war. It is
rich with art and wonderful with a
tremendous experience. It will live
beyond the war novels as such. It
is literature. Net, $1.35.

The Revolt of the Angels, by Anatole
France. Contains a “chapter which
all revolutionists ought to read for
the good of their souls and minds.”

$1.75.

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

The Return of Dr. Fu-Manchu, by Sax
Rohmer. A new collection of the
charmingly weird mystery stories.
$1.35 net.

Beggars on Horseback, by F. Tenny-
son Jesse. Short stories that range
from fantasy to realism. $1.25 post-
paid.

Korolenko’s “Makar’s Dream and
Other Stories,” translated by Ma-
rian Fell. This living Russian’s
writings have been likened to “a
fresh breeze blowing through the
heg(;'y air of a hospital.” $1.60 post-
paid.

The Strange Cases of Mason Brant,
by Nevil Monroe Hopkins. Illus-
trated in color by Gayle Hoskins.
$1.25 net, postage extra. The author
is a scientist of international repu-
tation. A more fascinating charac-
ter than Mason, you’ll never find—
more weird problems, as suggested,
have been portrayed.

Love in Youth, by Frank Harris. “Ac-
quaintance with this courageous and
original English author’s peculiarly
distinctive work will soon be as nec-
essary a mark of the really modern

reader here as it is in England.” ‘

Net, $1.25.

and

and

you are addicted to the solitary vice of reading
F books in the dead o’ night,

if you buy those books paying good money for them,
and if you don’t buy them from us, :
you are cheating THE Masses of a just profit,

depriving the editors of a square meal.

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

Prompt Efficient Service

POETRY AND DRAMA

Three new plays just received from
England:

Youth, by Miles Mallison. 40 cents.

The Dear Departing, from the Rus-
sian of Andreyef. 25 cents.

Theatre of the Soul, from the Russian
of Evreinof. 25 cents.

The three books sent for $1.00 post-
paid.

The Social Significance of the Modern
Drama, by Emma Goldman. “The
material covers the prominent
works of Scandinavian, German,
French, Irish, English, and Russian
drama. It is revolutionary only as
truth is revolutionary; its teachings
are consistent with Miss Goldman’s
long battle for her own ideas of
growth and of freedom.”—The Re-
view of Reviews. $1.00 net.

Sonnets of a Portrait Painter, by Ar
thur Davison Ficke. “One of the
three best sonnet cycles in the Eng-
gsh language.”—Floyd Dell. Price,

1.00.

“—and Other Poets,” by Louis Unter-
meyer, author of “Challenge,” ete.
$1.25 net. The modern Parnassians,
Frost, Masefield, Masters, Yeats,
Amy Lowell, Noyes, Pound, “F. P.
A.” etc.,, are the victims in this ir-
reverent volume of mirth and
thought provoking parodies.

The Poet in the Desert, by Charles
Erskine Scott Wood. A series of
rebel poems from the Great Ameri-:
can Desert, dealing with Nature,
Life and all phases of Revolution-
arv Thought. Octove, gray boards.
Price, $1.00. .

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



0 0

MASSES BOOK SHOP

R U Y

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar Lee
Masters. “The richest mine of the
new poetry that has yet been opened
up.” Price, $1.25.

Trojan Women of Euripides, trans-
lated by Gilbert Murray. “Profes-
sor Miurray’s verse translations
make Euripides a contemporary.”
85 cents.

The Health of the Child, by O. Hil-
desheim, M.D., B.Ch. 55c.

Health for the Middle
Seymour Taylor, M.D.

Aged, by
55¢.

The Prevention of Common Cold, by
O. K. Williamson, M.A., M.D. s55c.

Throat and. Ear Trouble, by Mac-
leod Yearsley, F.R.C.S. 55c.

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

Others: An Anthology of the New
Verse, edited by Alired Kreymborg.
Contains selections from the work
of about fifty American poets who
are exponents of the new verse
forms. $1.50.

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

Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1915
and Year Book of American Poetry.

Ed. by Wm. S. Braithwaite. $1.50
net.
The Lord of Misrule, by Alfred

Noyes. All Mr. Noyes’ lyric poetry
since “Collected Poems” in 1913.
With all the rich imagery and

splendid rhythm of his earlier work
his later poems show more strongly
Noyes’ philosophy — a  protest
against the soulless science and joy-
less materialism of the present. Net,

$1.60.

Humorous Poems, by Ignatius Bren-
nan. Don’t read this book if life
to you is omne dull, dark, dismal
frown. If, however, you see laugh-
ter lurking even amidst the crash-
ing storm, then get busy. And, after
you read it, don’t lend it, for your
friend will pass it along and you’ll
never get it back. $1.10 postpaid.

Today and Tomorrow, by Charles
Hanson Towne. Author of “Man-
hattan,” “The Quiet Singer,” and
several other volumes. Mr. Towne
is recognized as one of the foremost
of the younger American poets. Net,
$1.00.

Community Drama and Pageantry, by
Mary Porter Beegle and Jack Ran-
dall Crawford. A practical manual
with beautiful photographs. $2.50
net.

Why Be Fat? by Amelia Summer-
ville. The only practical book on
weight reduction. The author, a
beautiful actress, reduced 100
pounds in a year with vast improve-
ment of health. Net, 8oc.

Science of Muscular Development, by
Albert Treloar, assisted by Miss
Edna Tempest. The author is the
winner of the $1,000 prize for the
most perfectly developed man in
the world. $1.00.

Meatless Cookery, by Maria McIlvaine
Gilmore. Intro. by Dr. Louis F.
Bishop. “Eat less meat,” the doc-
tors say, and here are meatless
menus that are delicious. $2.00 net.

HISTORY

Trojan Women of Euripides, by Pro-
fessor Gilbert Murray. One of the
Greek series recommended by THE

. Masses editor. Price, 8sc. postpaid.

The New History, by Prof. James
Harvey Robinson. Reviewed in the
June issue. Price, $1.50.

SCIENCE AND ART

Thinking as a Science, by Henry Haz-
litt. Telling us how to think, and
how to search for the rules and
methods of procedure which will
help us in thinking creatively, origi-
nally and, not least of all, surely,
correctly. Net $1.00.

The Psychology of Relaxation, by
George Thomas White Patrick. A
notable and unusually interesting
volume explaining the importance
of sports, laughter, profanity, the
use of alcohol, and even war as fur-
nishing needed relaxation to the
higher nerve centers. $I1.25 net.

Psychology of the Unconscious, by
Dr. C. G. Jung. Authorized transla-
tion by Beatrice M. Hinkle, M.D.
The work is an outgrowth of
Freud’s method of psycho-analysis.
The translator is a member of the
Neurological Department of Corneld
University and the New York Post-
Graduate Medical School. $4.

The Psychology of Reasoning, by Al-
fred Binet. Translated by Adam
Gowans Whyte. 35c.

Three Introductory Lectures on the
Science of Thought, by F. Max Miil-
ler. 3sc.

Three Lectures on the Science of
Language, by F. Max Miller. 3sc.

The Diseases of Personality, by Th.
Ribot. 35c.

The Russian Empire of To-day and
Yesterday, by Nevin O. Winter.
The country and its peoples and a
review of its history and a survey
of its social, political and economic
conditions. Send $3.25.

The Psychology of Attention, by Th.
Ribot. 35c.

The Psychic Life of Micro-Organisms,
by Alfred Binet. 35c.

Dis of the Will, by Th. Ribot.

EDUCATION

Honesty; a Study of the Causes and
Treatment of Dishonesty Among
Children, by William Healy, Direc-
tor of the Juvenile Psychopathic In-
stitute. $1.00 net.

Authorized translation by Merwin-
Marie Snell. 3sc.

Art, by Clive Bell. The author, well
known as a critic, warmly cham-
pions the cause of the post-impres-
sionists and puts forward a new

Net, $1.25.

theory of art.

Self-Reliance, by Dorothy Canfield
Fisher. This book helps children
to help themselves which every sane
mother knows to be true, but which
they may fail to practice in the
hurry and press of domestic life.
$1.00 net.

Mothers and Children, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher. Second edition.
Author of “A Montesorri Mother.”
A book to help in the most compli-
cated and important enterprise—
the rearing of children. Send $1.35.

HEALTH

The A.-B-Z. of Our Own Nutrition,
by Horace Fletcher. Complete ac-
count of Mr. Fletcher’s experience,
his doctrines,” and how he has
proved them. With articles from
Chittenden, Pavlov, Foster, Cannon,
and others. $1.30 postpaid.

The Montessorl Manual, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher. Shows how the
mother or teacher may apply Dr.
Montessori’s principles in a practi-
cal way. Send $1.35.

Education Unmasked, by Rev. Ealer.
A protest against the mental slaugh-
ter of teachers. 25c.

Eat and Be Well, by Eugene Chris-
tian, F.S.D., America’s foremost
food expert. This book tells you
what and how to eat to keep and
get well. 140 pages of sound ad-
vice for $1.00.

Child and Country. By Will Leving-
ton Comfort. Will Comfort’s home-
making on the shores of Lake Erie.
Out-of-doors, and freedom, rose cul-
ture and child culture. A book to
love. Send $1.35.

Diet for Children, by Louis E. Hogan.
What food to give children and at
what times, 75 cents postpaid.

A Treatise Concerning the Principles
of Human Knowledge, by George
Berkeley. Reprint edition. 3sc.

Contributions to Psychoanalysis, by
Dr. S. Ferenczi (Budapest). Auth-
orized translation by Ernest Jones,
M.D. An extremely important work
by one of the world’s leading expo-
nents of psychoanalysis, $3.25 post-
paid. i

A Critical History of Philosophical
Theories, by Aaron Schuyler. A
scholarly, discriminating examina-
tion of the theories of the philoso-
phers of the various schools. “An
admirable digest of the teachings of
all known schools of philosphy
down to that of the present day.”—
Galvestor News. $2.25 postpaid.

The Evolution of Man, Boelsche.
Darwinism up to date, in simple
language, with complete proof. Il-
lustrated, cloth, soc.

The Vocation of Man, by Johann
Gottlieb Fichte, translated by Dr.
William Smith. Price, so0c.

Enquiry Concerning the Human Un-
derstanding and Selections from a
Treatise of Human Nature, by
David Hume, with Hume’s Auto-
biography and a letter from Adam
Smith. Edited by T. J. McCormack
and Mary Whiton Calkins. 45c.

Ants and Some Other Insects, by Au-
gust Forel. 68c.

The Metaphysical System of Hobbes,
Selected by Mary Whiton Calkins.

55¢.
Locke’s

Essay Concerning Human
Understanding, Selected bv Marv
Whiton Calkins. 63c.

The Principles of Descartes’s Philos-
ophy, by Benedictus De Spinoza.
Translated from the Latin with an
Introduction by Halbert Hains Brit-
an. 4sc.

SOCIOLOGY

The Socialism of Today, edited by
William English Walling, Jessie
Wallace Hughan, J. G. Phelps
Stokes, Harry W. Laidler, and other
members of the Intercollegiate So-
cialist Society. About 500 pages.
$1.60 net.

Socialism and the War, by Louis B.
Boudin, author of “The Theoretical
System of Karl Marx.” It is the
first book of its kind published in

this or any other country. Price,
$1.
Inviting War to America. A timely

book by Allan L. Benson, the So-
cialist candidate for president. $1.00
net.

Above the Battle, by Romain Rolland
(France), author of “Jean Chris-
toph.,” These essays were sup-
pressed in France because they de-
nounced war and called upon social-
ists in France and Germany to de-
clare a strike. $1.00 net.

The Principles of Suffrage, by Na-
thaniel C. Fowler, Jr. “Presents rea-
sons in favor of votes for women
which cannot be punctured or de-
stroyed.” Price, 3oc. postpaid.

How to Obtain Citizenship, by Na-
thaniel C. Fowler, Jr. Plain and
simple directions for the alien or
foreigner who would become a citi-
zen of the United States. Price,
$1.00 postpaid.

Woman and Labor, by Olive Schrein-
er. “A heart-stirring book, con-
ceived and brought forth with pro-
phetic ardor.”—Currrent Literature.

$1.35, postpaid.

Why the Capitalist? by Frederick
Haller, LL.B. In this book a law-
yer throws down the gauntlet to the
defenders of capitalism. The book
is a brief in refutation of the doc-
. trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.00.

Socialism in America, by John Macy.
A vivid and interesting description
of Socialist principles and tactics
from the revolutionary point of
view. Price, $1 net.

Socialized Germany, by Frederic C.
Howe. A book that foreshadows
the future. $1.50 net.

The New Womanhood, by Winifred
Harper Cooley. Indispensable’ popu-
lar studies; a sane exposition on
Feminism by a noted writer. Price,
$1.00.

Socialism in Theory and Practice, by
Mborris Hillquit. = Former price
$1.50, now 56¢.

Women as World-Builders, by Floyd
Dell. “An exhilarating book, truly
young with the strength and daring
of youth” says Chicago Tribune.
Send 55 cents.

(Continued on page 42)



AN IMPORTANT

ANNOUNCEMENT

HE MASSES has grown up. And it isn’t our
fault. We tried our best to keep it young and
unintellectual. But the child was so attractive
that people started firing wisdom into it from
the very beginning, and of course you can’t pre-

vent a thing from growing.

You yourself, much as you may love the little ten
cent’s worth of ebullience we send you whenever the Busi-
ness office thinks of it, could not have resisted the tempta-
tion to publish all the wise and beautiful articles and im-
portant news-stories and editorial arguments and book-
reviews that keep coming into this office.. People seemed
to think The Masses was a universal magazine, and would
hold anything. And so they made it a universal maga-
zine. Wedidn’t.

What we did do, however, was this. We decided that,
although the misfortune is inevitable that we should all
grow up, it is not inevitable that we should leave our youth
behind us. We decided to bring ours along intact. And
so you will find in the part of this magazine that we call
The Masses all the effervescence of vitality and super-
wisdom that you enjoy. And if we just have to supple-
ment this every month with a little wisdom and hard
thinking in The Masses Review—don’t bear it against us.
We have no more respect for our wisdom than you have.
We simply submit to it as one of the inevitable products
of evolution.

THAT FIFTEEN CENTS

P ERHAPS we were slightly accelerated in our disposi-

tion to grow up by the “war prices” which are being
charged for all the materials out of which magazines are
made. Everything but ideas has advanced about fifty per
cent in price since the war began; and so at the same time
that a wealth of contributions was flooding us, the task of
issuing any kind of magazine at all for ten cents was look-
ing more and more arduous.

We have solved more than one problem, therefore, by

"enlarging our magazine at just this time to the fifteen cent
size. And we ask you to blame everything that you don’t
like about the change upon the war, and only credit us
with the improvements, as doubtless you would be cour-
teous enough to do. With a scapegoat as convenient as
the European war on hand, there is no reason why any-
body should blame his friends for anything.

We will give you The Masses and The Masses Review
for one dollar a year still, if you will pay your subscription
before September first. After that the subscription price,
as well as the newsstand price, will be increased. We
expect you to pay us fifteen cents a copy and a dollar and
a half a year, with the same alacrity with which you used
to pay us ten cents a copy and a dollar a year and then

give us a dollar more after a while to help us out.

CONCERNING THE NEW REVIEW

T HE readers of The New Review will probably be mad

when they find out that The Masses has combined
itself with their publication.. We never intended to do
that. At first we were going to publish the New Review
separately, and we had elaborate plans for it, and made
our announcement in its last issue. But the providence
that overrules us all, a pecuniary providence, decided to
the contrary. The former managers and editors of The
New Review, however, appreciating our situation, have
very generously agreed to help us as though the magazine
were still under its own covers. We believe we can con-
vince those who subscribed to it that the best elements of
the New Review are still here, and we ask a policy of
watchful waiting on their part.

They will receive The Masses and The Masses Re-
view, until the amount of their unexpired subscription to
the New Review has been balanced. Then they will be
asked to suspend this watchfulwaitingness and come in.

A QUESTION

ELIEVING as we do, that youth and maturity both
have a certain right to exist, we have combined
these two magazines to the extent of binding them to-
gether. It would be possible, however, by calling The
Masses Review, “The Masses, Section II,” to bind it sepa-
rately and mail it with The Masses at the same price. This
would enable you to divide the two, and give the benefit of
our serious reflections to your children and the younger
members of your family, without at the same time giving
them the unnecessary pleasure they would receive from
The Masses. The educational advantages of this plan are
obvious. _ '
And there are some other advantages. If we once got
them well separated we could put things in The Masses
that belong in the Review, and things in the Review that
belong in The Masses, and our readers would never know
whether they were being intellectual or emotional at any
given time, which is an excellent thing for the brain.
However, we are in a state of suspended judgment
about this, and we ask you to contribute your opinion.
Does The Masses inhibit the Review from being itself?
Does the Review inhibit the Masses from being itself?
Is a universal magazine an utopian ideal of ours? Shall we
separate them, or shall we go ahead and put between
these covers everything good that we make, or you send
us, and let each reader go in and find what he wants?

MAX EASTMAN.
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SOLDIERS OF FRANCE

HROUGH a village full of troops resting in
houses half or three-quarters destroyed by
artillery, we came to a road which we crossed,
then a field, and went down two steps made

of earth. Our feet were in what seemed at first a
furrow. But as we walked it deepened; its sides rose
to our knees, to our waists, to our shoulders, higher
than our eyes; we sank gradually till we were filing
through the plain with our heads beneath its level.

Under our feet was a little walk made of round
pieces of wood laid across and held together by longi-
tudinal strips. To the right and the left,—so close to
each other that they left not much more room than
needed for broad shoulders—the sides of the trench
rose vertical, freshly re-cut, yellow and gleaming.

We began to come to cross-galleries, and to widened
spaces where several of these would meet. At the in-
tersections, signposts were stuck, bearing jocular names,
such as Boulevard des Italiens, or Place de la Concorde.
We met a general coming out after his tour of inspec-
tion. His shoes were caked with mud, his plain old
greatcoat was plastered with it. He stopped to chat a
moment amiably. “I’ve just been on my little morning
walk,” he said.

Meanwhile we had been getting deeper into the zone
of fire. To the right and the left, ahead and behind,
rifle shots were crackling, sometimes several together or
in quick succession, sometimes a lone shot between two
silences, some far, some near, some seemingly almost at
our elbows. But the impression, somehow, was not of
war, but rather a festive one. We could not see those
who shot. And blind in the depths of our narrow gut,
with the cool gray morn overhead, we got out of that
irregular and brick crackling a vision of a hunt passing
above us along the surface of the plain, of guests in
corduroy shooting partridges courteously.

We had been passing now and then fatigue parties
of soldiers, with picks and shovels, with objects being
brought out or in, once with a mitrailleuse in need of
repair; always these men had stepped off the walk for
us and had stood in the mud of the little channel dug
to carry off the water, their backs against the wet
trench-wall, their stomachs sucked in. But now we
came to a party which did not make way, at the first
disturbing sight of which it was we, this time, who
went in the ooze of the gutter, with our backs against
the wall. First came two men bearing a stretcher be-
tween them. A gray cloth had been thrown over the
stretcher ; its folds blurred, but left still eloquent, a rigid
outline. A second stretcher passed, also covered, also
of significant and immobile silhouette. But the third
was not covered, and, some difficulty in rounding a sharp
corner ahead of the first stretcher, stopped this one for
a full minute against me, beneath my eyes.

On the stretcher lay a little dead piou-pion in red

James Hopper

pants. His head was covered with a blue sweater which
recalled to me the days of coming winter when all the
women of France had been knitting. He lay on his
stomach, his knees brought up slightly beneath him, as
if he had been struck while vigorously butting forward,
and because of this position, which shortened him, and
because of the gay red pants, he looked like a child.

He lay so that the soles of his shoes were turned up
toward me. - These shoes were too large for him. And
the way the toes were curled up, the way the big hob-
nails were worn down and the sole between them cor-
roded, the way the mud still caked them and the way
the red pantaloons were turned up above them—all this
told so strikingly how well and with what innocent alac-
rity the little piou-pion had tramped and toiled and
charged for France!

For a moment the finger of reality lay on our shoul-
ders, then again was gone. The haze above, the ghostly
sun, the great silence which, heavily, muffled all sounds
and filled all the interstices between sounds, all this
placed us in a sensation of dream. We were in a sec-
ond-line trench- now; we were told to speak only in
Al-
ready, as a matter of fact, we had been épeaking in
whispers; but it was not because of the Others; we
could not believe in the Others.
step cut into the earth and looked over the parapet. All
I saw was the ground sloping gently into a wall of fog.
A hand seized my elbow, pulled me down. “You're
going to get your head broken,” the captain growled.

Every once in a while we came to a little gut opening
in the trench, and if we entered it, we came in a few
steps to the mouth of a cave, and, sticking our heads
within, saw four, or five, or six soldiers sleeping in
there, bedded in straw, their sacks beneath their heads,
They did
not stir at our presence; they slept, without a movement,
without a sound; as if they had slept thus a hundred
A litle farther we would come to another such
And at
length we ‘gained from this a vision of the plain with
its intricacy of trenches and galleries (two hundred and
fifty miles of trenches and galleries to each fifteen
miles of front) and its innumerable little caverns filled
with sleeping soldiers armed and equipped. We saw

whispers because of the Others watching so near.

Once I sprang up to a

their guns and bayonets along their flanks.

years.
cave, with its five or six sleeping soldiers.

the great plain, bare and dead above, murmuring with

life within, the great hollow plain with its legions wait-
ing under enchantment for the stamp of the foot and
the call of the Voice.

Suddenly, on the ground above, so near that we could
not tell where, a tremendous explosion cracked the air.
I saw the captain just ahead of me flatten himself
against the wall of the trench, and then, as if by magic,
flowers of mud crystallized on his kepi and his coat like
an instantaneous mushroom growth. “Ca y est,” said

the captain. He looked at his watch. “Ten
o’clock. That is their regular time here”” A second
explosion followed, not so near this time, but with that
same crackling abruptness which seemed to split one’s
bones. Then there was a third, five or six more, and
we saw that the shells were dropping in front of our
trench. “They are short,” someone said. And, as if
in denial, a shell now passed overhead. It passed with
a soft, blurry sound and a small musical cieaking like
that of a pigeon’s wing, and seemingly so slowly that
we had time to look all upward and search the fog in-
stinctively for the silhouette of some: great bird.

We were now in a gut between the second and the
first line trench, not more than a few feet from the
latter which, in turn, was only seventy-five yards from
the first line German trench. But the officers stopped
now, gathered and consulted. I guessed that they were
worried about our precious persons and wavering in
their promise to let us into the first-line trench, and so,
very quietly. I slid along the last necessary few feet.

I obtained just one good look before I was called
back, but what I had seen was enough. I had seen the
soldier of France of this war. The soldier of France
in the last of the kaleidoscopic guises which through
the centuries he had assumed, each time supremely. The
same fighter who stopped Attila, who, cuirassed and cas-
qued, led in the mystic surge of the Crusades, who, in the
hundred years’ war fought the longest and most stubborn
defensive in history, in the sixteenth century the most
gallantly futile skirmishes; the same man with the
chameleon exterior and the eternal soul whose War of
the Revolution is the type and model and ideal of all
revolutinary wars, and whose Napoleonic period, only a
few years after, presents the arch example of the War
of Conquest.

He stood on a step cut out of the earth, his belly
against the oozing trench-wall. His feet were in a tub
full of straw, and because of the many woolens he had
piled on beneath his capote, his silhouette was cubic.
He had wrapped a scarf over his soggy kepi, past his
ears and under his chin, and within that, his face was
a bramble of wild beard. And his whole bulk, the
scarf, the beard, the dark blue uniform with its black-
ened buttons, all of him was envéloped in an armor of
mud which held him stiff, and seemed a part of his vig-
ilance.

He stood there, absolutely motionless; out of the
bramble of his beard I could see against the light his
eyelashes, level and steady toward the German trenches;
his gun lay on the parapet before him, and his hands
lay also on the parapet, one on each side of the gun,
flat, easy and very patient; you could imagine with
what an oily, sure gesture he would take up that gun
Thus silent and immobile, he waited; wrapt in the soil
of France as if in the folds of a flag.
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The Treacherous Greaser

“YAIR,” said the private standing by the

blazing recruiting poster, “a feller sees a
lot of life in the army.
“For instance, I just come in from
Mexico myself. No, I wuzn’t chasin’ after this here
Viller, but I wuz in a border town where we got a
lot of excitement just the same.
“If it didn’t come by itself the boys’d go out and
help it along. Things never got slow.
They
wuz always a slew of ’em around the fort, but we
never trusted the stinkers. Treacherous, you know,
and readier to stick a knife in your ribs than billy-
be-damned.”

“No, none of us ever liked the greasers.

“Did they ever stick any of the army boys?”

“No,” with a chuckle, “we wuz always too slick
for that. We seen to it that they never got the
chanct, the mangy buggers. We always beat them
to the first punch. :

“Just before I came north there was a little run-
in between our boys and a couple of the cattle. One
of the fellers in my troop had been makin’ eyes at a
little peach of a greaser girl, and though all the
greaser women are whores at heart this one wouldn’t
look at him. So one night he grabbed her as she
was coming through a lonesome part of town. She
went home and made a awful holler to her father
and brother, and in the morning the Colonel got an
earache with their noise.

“But of course, he didn’t do nothin’, ’cause they
wuz no other proofs but the girl’s word, and John-
son, the feller who did it, proved that he was at the
canteen with two other guys when the thing was
said to have happened. Everyone laughed when
they heard how easy Johnson got away with it.

“But, say, that old greaser and his son went away
sore! They were madder than boiled owls, and all
the old-timers in the regiment told Johnson to watch
the snakes, ’cause they’d pull something dirty surer
than hell. That’s the way Mexicans are—proud,
and easy to insult, and takin’ revenge for every little
thing. So after that Johnson took more care about
going out alone nights, and he kept away altogether
from the Mexican quarter.

“About two or three weeks later he wuz out
walking through the American part of the town,
when he spies the two greasers leaning against the
window of a saloon. It wuz late in the afternoon,
and both of them wuz half-shot and woozy. They
looked after Johnson with mean, black eyes as he
passed, and cursed at him under their breaths.

“Johnson wuzn’t afraid, but he worried a lot, and
all the way home he wondered whether they were
following him, and whether they would try to get
him that night. About eight of us were sitting in
the canteen when he came in, and we sort of got
him to tell us what wuz eating him.

“‘Hell!” said one of the boys, a hell-roarer named
Franky Boyle, when he heard the yarn, ‘we can’t
stand for that sort of thing. Let’s go back and run
the rotten greasers out of town. This ain’t their
country, anyway.’

“We fellers practised sticking by each
other in such mix-ups, and so after lapping up a
ball or two apiece we hiked it to the saloon where
Johnson had seen the greasers.

always

“Sure enough, there was the pair of them, prop-
pin’ up the window and lookin’ half-foolish and half-
n.urderous with the heat and the drink they had in
‘em. They turned pale when they seen us, and the
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father flashed something quick in greaser-talk to
the son.

“‘No funny business, now,” Frankie Boyle hollered
at him, grabbing his arm. ‘You two is got to get
out of this town and stay out, see? Come on with
us.’

“We caught ’em tight by the arms and marched
’em through quiet streets to the border line, they
dragging spitefully along and not saying a word.

“At about a mile out we let them loose, and
Frankie Boyle, who was runnin’ the party, pointed
to the empty desert where Mexico began, and said:

“‘Now beat it! Vamos, you nigger dogs, while
the hoofin’s good.’

“Then, Jesus! before a man could bat an eye, the

old greaser all of a sudden jumped on Frankie and
hacked at him with a dagger. The younger one
made for Johnson, and for the next five minutes or
more we wuz in the neatest little riot you ever
heard tell of. It sure was fierce going,’and I got a
scar yet under my ear where one of the boys
clipped me by mistake with the butt of his gun.
“Them greasers could fight, too, and they slashed
five of us before they dropped all bloodied and cut

FROM A STATISTICAL CLERK
Helen L. Wilson

L ITTLE black figures in rows,
Little crooked black figures.
Numberless columns
To add,
To distribute in square little spaces.
S{rutting black insects,
Imposters
Who juggle our tragedies.
“Vital statistics!”
Marriages,
Babies dead,
Broken lives,
Men gone mad,
Labor and crime .
All treated in bulk with the tears wiped off,
Numbered
These are not real,

Nor the huge lie of Life
That is crushed down within me

Choked with dead words.

Nothing exists

But the little black figures

In rows.

Live things on a pin. .
Broken-backed,

Sprawling, with legs like flies,
Reaching up out of the page as I gaze,
Then cringing down thru the desk,
Leering, malignant. -
I shut my eyes.

Something—

The murmur of stars high over my ceiling—

No, only the swarming blackcreatures.

Into my brain they press

Down, down,

Till the world is spread out in a flickering blac: sheet

With a green hedge.

up on the sands. They was so bunged-up that they
didn’t even let out a whimper, and Frankie Boyle,
holding a handkerchief onto his bleeding face,
kicked one of the bodies and turned away.

“‘Guess they’re dead, he said, ‘and damn good
riddance, too.

“So we left the greasers there in the sun, and
hiked back to barracks, a pretty sick-looking mob, I
can tell you, We had to cook up a story for the
Colonel that wouldn’t let it look like we had started
the thing, but that was easy, and the Colonel knows
what treacherous snakes the greasers are anyway.

“The only trouble we had out of the affair wuz
the lies the girl spread in the Mexican quarter after
it happened, getting all the greasers down on us so
that we had to be transferred.”

I started to move away. The private seemed dis-
appointed, and looked after me wistfully.

“Ain’t you really thinkin’ of joinin’ the army,
young feller?”’ he said. “It’s a great chance to save
money and see ‘the world at the same time, you
know.”

IrwIN GRANICH.

THE TENANT FARMER
Elizabeth Waddell

IS lean cattle are luxuriating on his neighbor’s
green wheat, and presently his neighbor will
have them impounded. '
His fences are rotten and broken; he is not so shift-
less as merely discouraged.
Last year he gave one-third of his crop to the land-
lord, and this year he will give two-fifths.

His corn was late-planted because of the rain, and
then it was overtaken by the drought.

If the prices of grain and potatoes rise, the prices of

shoes and sugar are up betimes before them.
His thirteen hours of work are done, and his wife
is on the last of her fifteen.
She has put the children to bed, and is mending
overalls by the light of the oil lamp.
She blinks wildly to keep
them open, and starts up after each lapse, fierce-

Her heavy eyes go shut.

ly attacking her work.

It is coming on to rain and his roof will leak, and in
the lowering dark a mile away his cattle are
grazing, rip, rip, rip, reaping great swaths in the
green wheat, for every mouthful of which he
will have to pay—

But he knows it not. He is oblivious to all.

He has read for an hour, and now the paper has

dropped from his loosened fingers.

Already he with a valiant handful, himself the leader,
has somehow, he doesn’t clearly remember how,
taken a hundred yards of enemy trenches.

He is lying in bed, an arm missing. He is exalted
in soul but ’body-shattered, unable to move a
muscle—

And someone has just pinned a decoration upon his
breast, and he is peeved considerable because he

cannot tell and no one will tell him

Whether it is the Victoria Cross, the Iron Cross or

the Cross of the Legion of Honor.
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WAR AND POLITICS

Max Eastman

An Issue At Last

HE Democratic convention taught the . poli-
ticians of the country that there has been a
war in Europe, and that people have been
thinking about it. The extent to which
their thinking has changed them will appear, we
believe, next fall when, in spite of every old-fash-
ioned reason for a Republican victory, Woodrow
Wilson will be. re-elected. He will be re-elected
because he has kept us out of war, he has attacked
the problem of eliminating war, and he has not
succumbed to the epidemic of militarism in its
extremist forms. i )

Still more he will be re-elected because his party’s
delegates took the convention away fr_om' their
stupidly astute leaders, and turned it into a glerious
demonstration against war, against maniac national-
ism, and against military diplomacy. The demo-
cratic convention expressed the will of the people
on these new topics that they are thinking about.
The Republican convention and the letter of accept-
ance of Mr. Hughes expressed nothing but stupidity
and bigotry, and utter incapacity for growth.
~ It is militarism against democratic good sense,
Brassy nationalism against the beginnings of inter-
national sympathy and unjon—by far the most real and
critical issue between the old parties since Lincoln.

(The above nice editorial was written before the
complete breakdown of Wilson’s anti-war policy ap-
peared -imminent.

territory with American troops, the last hope of his
election drops. He can be elected as a “Peace Under
Provocation” candidate and no other way. In case of
war we might still hope for a Democratic Congress,
but the issue between the two parties would hardly be
worth talking about. They will all go crazy when war
begins.)

Intervention Accomplished

HE ignorant folly of leaving our troops in

- Miexico, “until a repetition of the border raids
becomes improbable” passes belief. So long ‘as our
troops are there, border raids are not probable but
inevitable.. The least knowledge of human nature
includes that. The best T can do for Wilson in the
present situation is leave it an open question whether
he is playing a contemptible game for re-election, or is
utterly stupified with the pride of patriotism.

Lost Their Promoter

HE good Progressives wept when Roosevelt
suggested a compromise upon Senator Lodge.

He simply slapped their progressiveness in the face.
But he was quite unaware of it. As we have said
before, he has exactly the vision and action of a
mule with blinders on. He can see only the one
thing he is headed towards. Four years ago it was
democracy and social justice. This year it is
Americanism and Preparedness. He has completely
forgotten that those former principles exist. Lodge is
with him in this year’s manias, and so he thought
Lodge was the all-round man for the Progressives.
It is a great gift to see so exclusively, and advo-
cate so intemperately, whatever lies within a narrow

If he gets into war with Mexico,-
because he insanely insists upon occupying Mexican

range of vision.
Roosevelt is the born promoter. Some of the Pro-
gressives realized that this is the whole of his
talent, but they made the mistake of thinking the
cause in which it operates is determined by some
ideal principle. . . 4 '

Up to the day of his death Roosevelt will enthu-
siastically and sincerely “promote” anything that he
can see. He can see what he is pointed towards.
The prevailing motive that points him is egotistic am-
bition.

A Deeper Failure

HEY are disillusioned of the great “Teddy,”

those Progressives. Perhaps they will never
again rest their hopes entirely in a person. But are
they yet disillusioned of Social Virtue as a political
policy? Have they learned that politics is a play of
interests and not of ideals. Can they see that if
they want to change the government they must
align themselves with some class whose vital in-
stincts of life demand the change, rather than merely
gather round them a bunch of idealistic.good scouts
who would like to see it happen?

They have that lesson to learn. (The only going
interest they ever caught step with was the Har-
vester ‘Trust.) But to learn that lesson would in-
volve a revolution in their entire habit of thought
and feeling. Most of them are too old. But we

~can teach things to their children.

Another Failure

ARPER’S WEEKLY was launched by Norman
Hapgood on the same principle—a magazine
for us “good people” to gather round and voice our
policies in. It neyer represented the organic 1m-
pulse of any econdmiic group. It died, as all floating
ideologies die unless they are seized on and used
by people who want to get something.
When we emotio-al idealists learn to use the powers,
instead of just preaching the ideas of progress, the
whole thing will start moving.

Proud

HEY tell me that Wilson insisted on his nation-

alistic anti-hyphen plank (against the will of .

the party) because he cleverly believed he could
force Hughes into an anti-American position, or
else compel him to repudiate the German-American
vote. A more stupid piece of cleverness could
hardly be imagined. He insisted on it because he
is a tart and intolerant disciplinarian. It irritated
him beyond measure to find some foreigners tam-
pering with the job he bosses.

Pacifists

T HE worst thing about war is that everybody thinks

about it. - 'We are so full of fight that a fight ab-
sorbs our attention before everything. From the stand-
point of the life and progress of the whole world, inter-
national wars are, to say the least, futile episodes; and
yet they fill our histories, and while they are in progress
every other enterprise of mankind suspends.

It is the gift of a promoter. ;

That is the reason why everyone who is deeply inter-
ested in some enterprise of mankind hates war. Not
alorie is war bloody and a denial of life—but war is a
negative thing practically, it is an obstacle, a waste of
heroism. The people who implacably oppose war—call
them pacifists if you must—are those who have some-
thing great that they wish to achieve with mankind.

It may be that the thing they wish to achieve can be -

won only by fighting. (It may be that demdcracy.can
be won only by fighting.) They will not be averse to
such fighting, for they are not excessively pacific. But
they are averse to fighting for a negative result, or an
abstraction, as the soldiers do. They have found within
their nation, or interpenetrating all nations, a more ab-
sorbing thing to fight for. They do not wish to be called
off by war.

On Characterizing Nationg

IN conversation and newspaper philosophy we speak of
nations as though they were individual people.

“The English are hypocritical,” we say.

“The Germans are brutal”

“England.is self-righteous.”

“Germany is sentimental.” )

We seriously argue such propositions; and we attach
to the collective name of millions of individuals, having
every kind and degree of human character among them,
emotions which properly pertain to a particular individ-
nal of a particular chardcter. The result of this is that
our newspapers and our conversation contain almost no
cogent reasoning or valid feeling on the subject of na-
tionality. ©

When I say that “England is self-righteous,” three
gen‘uine meanings are possible. I may mean to char-
acterize the public policy and utterances of the pres-
ent British government. That is a definite and some-
what solidary group, which at least acts as an individual,
and can be so characterized.

Or I may mean that a greater number of people in
England are self righteous than in other countries. In
that «case I ought to spend my thoughts deciding how
many and what particular classes of people; and in this
process I should find that much of the glibness, if not
all of the certainty, had evaporated out of my remark.
It would no longer be any fun saying it!

Or finally T might mean that the people in England
who are self-righteous, are more self-righteous than the
people who are also self-righteous in other countries.
And that is so complicated and difficult a quantitative
proposition to handle that I should probably give up the
attempt before I had drawn any very passionate con-
clusions. S

No more quieting counsel can be given the excited na-
tionalist of any country, than to ask him to be very sure
that everything he says means something.

In Retfoepect

HE Lusitania incident was perfectly character-
_istic- of human nature at war when it is cor-
nered. Navally Germany was cornered. Her enemy
was sailing freely, across the seas with ammunition
—probably enough ammunition in the Lusitania to

blow up more German patriots (at the usual aver-

age per man) than there were passengers on the
boat. If I were there at war and commanding, in those
circumstances, a statistical computation of the num-
ber of women’s babies on the Lusitania would not
occupy my mind. I would long ago have learned to
prevent such things from occupylng my mind at
such times; otherwise I would not be there. That
is the bitter discipline of war. That is the truth, not
of German, but of human nature.

TR
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Clinic Doctor: “What’s Your Name?”’
Patient : “Now Doctor, I’ve Had This Trouble for Two Years and—"
Doctor: “WHAT’S YOUR NAME?”

Tweedledum vs. Tweedledee

T HE paramount issues of this campaign as defined
at Chicago and St. Louis are Americanism, anti-
hyphenation, peace if possible—otherwise war—women’s
suffrage for any State that cares for that sort of thing,
preparedness within reason and prosperity for all.

As to the candidates, T. R. is quoted as saying that
the only difference between them might be removed by
a barber in ten minutes. :

Hughes does not believe that Supreme Court justices
should mix up in politics and Wilson is opposed to
second terms.

Roosevelt’'s agreement to support the candidate must
have been based upon a private pledge that Hughes
would not move thé White House to Berlin.

For busy readers we set forth a summary of all Re-
publican editorials upon the war with Mexico: We
are going to stand by the President and gosh how we
dread it!

Society note—Clarence Frelinghuysen Vandercoop

of Newport, who joined the National Guard under a
misconception as to its plans, will spend the summer in

southern Texds.

“There is no such thing as a women’s vote; no sol-
idarity of sex,” declares the New York Times. Bang
goes another menace!

"The Democrats should have had a rehearsal before
the big show. In the mob scene they did all their cheer-
ing at the wrong place.

War is a great broadener of men’s minds. Since the
Mexican trouble the New York National ‘Guard has
stopped discriminating against Jews.

The European idea of changitig the clock seems to
be to give everybody more time to sit in a ditch.

The North Sea fight was a vast improvement over
the old-style battle in which one side lost. Why not,
on the same principle, give the Crown Prince his medal
as conqueror of Verdun and call it off?

“We stand at Armageddon and we battle for the
Lord,” said the Colonel four years ago. According to
the disgusted Progressives the speech was amended
this year to read: “We sit with Crane and Smoot and
we battle for Cabot Lodge.”

II

Anyway, the Progressive Party ought to have am
epitaph.
“Tt hitched its wagon to a falling star.”

Howarp BRUBAKER.

- To Eng’land

‘(Upo,n the Execution of the Three Irish
Poets—Pearse, MacDonagh and Plunkett—
After the Uprising in Dublin.)

Saviour of Little Folk; no less!
You, with your heritage of hate!

Champion of little people—yes;
And murderer of the great.

Thief of the world, you stole their lands
And shot them down, or made them hang;
Not for the sword within their hands
But for the song they sang.

A song that flamed and would not die
Till it had burned the fetters free,
And spurred men on, and given the lie

To your pretense of liberty.

Why then put by the guns and whips;
Take them, and play she champion’s
part . . .
You, with a prayer upon your lips
And murder in your heart. '

LOUIS UNTERMEYER,
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THE STRENGTH OF GOD

Presbyterian Church at Winesburg, Ohio, and

T HE Reverend Curtis Hartman was pastor of the
He was

had been in that position ten years.

forty years old, and by his nature very silent
and reticent. To preach, standing in the pulpit before
the people, was always a hardship for him, and from
Wednesday morning -until Saturday evening he thought
of nothing but the two sermons that must be preached
on Sunday. Early on Sunday morning he went into
a little room, called a study, in the bell tower of the
church, and prayed. In his prayers there was one note
that always predominated, “Give me strength and cour-
age for Thy work, Oh Lord,” he pleaded, kneeling on
the bare floor and bowing his head in the presence of
the task that lay before him.

The Reverend Hartman was a tall man with a brown
beard. His wife, a stout nervous woman, was the
daughter of a manufacturer of underwear at Cleve-
land, Ohio. The minister himself was rather a favorite
in the town. The elders of the church liked him because
he was quiet and unpretentious, and Mrs. White, the
banker’s wife, thought him scholarly and refined.

The Presbyterian Church held itself somewhat aloof
from the other churches of Winesburg. It was larger
and more imposing and its minister was better paid.
He even owned a carriage of his own and on summer
evenings sometimes drove about town with his wife.
Through Main Street and up and down Buckeye Street
he went bowing gravely to the people while his wife,
afire with secret pride, looked at him out of the corners
of her .eyes and worried lest the horse become fright-
ened and run away.

For a good many years after he came to Winesburg
things went well with Curtis Hartman. He was not
one to arouse keen enthusiasm among the worshippers
in his church, but on the other hand he made no ene-
mies. In reality he was much in earnest and sometimes
suffered prolonged periods of remorse because he could
not go crying the word of God in the highways and
byways of the town. .He wondered if the flame of the
spirit really burned in him and dreamed of a day
when a strong sweet new current of power should
come, like a great wind, into his voice and his soul
and the people should tremble before the spirit of God
made manifest in him. “I am a poor stick and that will
never really happen to me,” he mused dejectedly and
then a patient smile lit up his features. “Oh well, I
suppose I'm doing well enough,” he added philosophi-
cally. ]

The room in the bell tower of the church where on
Sunday mornings the minister prayed for an increase
in him of the power of God, had but one window. It
was long and narrow and swung outward on a hinge
like a door. On the window, made of little leaded
panes, was a design showing the Christ laying his hand
upon the head of a child. On a Sunday morning in the
summer as he sat by his desk in the room with a large
Bible open before him and the sheets of his sermon
scattered about, the minister was shocked to see, in the
upper room of the house next door, a woman lying in
her bed and smoking a cigarette while she read a book.
Curtis Hartman went on tiptoe to the window and
closed it softly. He was horror-stricken at the thought
of a woman. smoking, and trembled also to think that
his eyes, just raised from the pages of the book of God,
had looked upon the bare shoulders and white throat
of a woman. With his brain in a whirl he went down

Sherwood Anc]erson

into the pulpit and preached a long sermon without once
thinking ot his gestures or his voice. The sermon at-
tracted unusual attention because of its power and
clearness. ‘I wonder if she is listening, if my voice is
carrying any message into her soul,” he thought, and
began to hope that on future Sunday mornings he might
be able to say words that would touch and awaken the
woman, apparently far gone in secret sin.

The house next door to the' Presbyterian Church,
through the windows of which the minister had seen
the sight that had so upset him, was occupied by
two women. Aunt Elizabeth Swift, a gray, competent
looking widow with money in the Winesburg National
Bank, lived there with her daughter Kate Swift, a
school teacher. The school teacher was thirty years old
and had a neat, trim looking figure. She had few
friends and bore a reputation of having a sharp tongue.
When he began to think about her, Curtis Hartman re-
membered that she had been to Europe and had lived
for two years in New York City. “Perhaps after all
her smoking in secret means nothing,” he though's. He
began to remember that when he was a student in col-
lege, and occasionally read novels, good, although some-
what worldly women, had smoked through the pages of
a book that had once fallen into his hands. With a rush
of new determination he worked on his sermons all
through the week, and forgot, in his zeal to reach the
ears and the soul of this new listener, both his em-
barrassment in the pulpit and the necessity of prayer in
the study on Sunday mornings.

Reverend Hartman’s experience with women had been
somewhat limited. He was the son of a wagon-maker
from Muncie, Ind., and had worked his way through
college. The daughter of the underwear manufacturer
had boarded in a house where he lived during his school
days and he had married her after a formal and pro-
longed courtship, carried on, for the most part, by the
girl herself. On his marriage day the underwear manu-
facturer had given his daughter five thousand dollars
and he promised to leave her at least twice that amount
in his will. The minister had thought himself fortu-
nate in marriage, and had never permitted himself to
think of other women. He didn’t want to think of
What he wanted was to do the work
of God quietly and earnestly.

other women.

In the soul of the minister a struggle awoke. From
wanting to reach the ear of Kate Swift and through
his sermons to delve into her soul, he began to want
also to look again at the figure lying white and quiet in
the bed. On a Sunday morning, when he could not
sleep because of his thoughts, he arose and went to
When he had gone along Main
Street almost to the old Richmond place, he stopped and
picking up a stone rushed off to the room in the bell
With the stone he broke out a corner of the
window and then locking the door sat down at the desk
before the open Bible and waited. When the shade of
the window of Kate Swift’s room was raised, he could
see, through the hole, directly into her bed, but she was
not there. She also had arisen and gone for a walk,
and the hand that raised the shade was the hand of
Aunt Elizabeth Swift.

The minister almost wept with joy at this deliver-
ance from the carnal desire to “peek,” and went back
to his own house praising God. In an ill moment he
forgot, however, to stop the hole in the window. The

walk in the streets.

tower.

piece of glass broken out. at the corner just nipped
the bare heel of the boy standing motionless and look-
ing with rapt eyes into the master’s face.

Curtis Hartman forgot his sermon on that Sunday
morning. He talked to his congregation, and in his talk
said that it was a mistake for people to think of’
their minister as a man set aside and intended by nature
to lead a blameless life. “Out of my own experience I
know that we, who are the ministers of God’s word,
are beset by the same temptations that assail you,” he
declared. “I have been tempted and have surrendered
to temptation. It is only the hand of God, placed be-
neath my head, that has raised me up. As he has raised

‘me so also will he raise you. ‘Do not despair. In' your

hour of sin raise your eyes to the skies, and you will
be again and again saved.”

Resolutely the minister put the thought of the woman
in the bed out of his mind, and began to be something
like a lover in the presence of his wife. On an"even-
ing when they -drove out together he turned the horse
out of Buckeye Street and, in the darkness on Gospel
Hill above Waterworks Pond, put his arm about Sarah
Hartman’s waist. When he had eaten breakfast in the
morning and was ready to retire to his study at the
back of his house, he went around the table and kissed
his wife on the cheek. When thoughts of Kate Swift
came into his head, he smiled and raised his eyes to
the skies. “Intercedg for me, Master,” he muttered;
“keep me in the narrow path intent on Thy work.”

And now began the real struggle in the soul of the
brown-bearded minister. By chance he discovered that
Kate Swift was in the habit of lying in her bed in the
evenings and reading a book.. A lamp stood on a table
by the side of the bed and the light streamed down
upon her white shoulders and bare throat. On the
evening when he made the discovery, the minister sat
at the desk in the study from nine until after eleven,
and when her light was put out stumbled out of the
church to spend two more hours walking and praying
in the streets. He did not want to kiss the shoulders
and the throat of Kate Swift, and had not allowed his
mind to dwell on such thoughts. He did not know
what he wanted. “I am God’s child and He must save
me from myself,” he cried in the darkness under the
trees as he wandered in the streets. By a tree he stood
and looked at the sky that was covered with hurrying
clouds. He began to talk to God intimately and closely.
“Please, Father, do not forget me. Give me power to
go tomorrow and repair the hole in the window. Lift
my eyes again to the skies. Stay with me, Thy servant,
in his hour of need.” ' )

Up and down through the silent streets walked the
minister, and for days and weeks his soul was troubled.
He could not understand the temptation that had come
to him nor could he fathom the reason of its coming.
In a way he began to blame God, saying to himself
that he had tried to keep his feet in the true path and
had not run about seeking sin. “Through my days as
a young man and all through my life here I have goﬁe
quietly about my work,” he declared. “Why now
should I be tempted? What have I done that this
burden should be laid on me?” »

Three times during the early fall and winter of that
yvear Curtis Hartman crept out of his house to the
room in the bell tower, and sat in the darkness looking
at the figure of Kate Swift lying in her bed, and later



went to walk and pray in the streets. FHe could nof
understand himself.

himself that he had conquered the carnal desire to
look. And then something would happen. As he sat
in the study of his own house hard at work on a ser-
mon, he would become nervous and begin to walk up

and down the room. “I will go out into the streets,”

he told himself, and even as he let himself in at the -

church door he persistently denied to himself the cause
of his being there.  “I will not repair the hole in the
window, and I will train myself to come here at night
and sit in the presence of this woman without raising
my eyes. I will not be defeated in this thing. The
Lord has devised this temptation as a test of my soul,
and I will grope my way out of darkness into the
light of righteousness.” '

One night in January when it was bitter cold and
snow lay deep on the streets of Winesburg, Curtis
Hartman paid his last visit to the room in the bell
tower of the church. It was past nine o’clock when he
left his own house, and he set out so hurriedly that
he forgot to put on overshoes. In Main Street no
one was abroad but Hop Higgins, the night-watchman,
and in the whole town no one was awake but the
‘watchman and young George Willard, the town re-
porter, who sat in the office of the Winesburg Eagle,
trying to write a story. Along the street to the church
went the minister, plowing through the drifts and
thinking that this time he would utterly give way to
“I want to look at the woman and to think of
kissing her, and I am going to let myself think what
I choose,” he declared bitterly, and tears came into his
He began to think that he would get out of the
“I shall go
“1f
my nature is such that I cannot resist sin I shall give
myself over to sin. At least I shall not be a hypocrite,
preaching the word of God with my mind thinking
of the shoulders and the neck of a woman who does

sin.

eyes.
ministry and try some other way of life.
to some city and get into business,” he declared.

not belong to me.”

It was -cold in the room of the bell tower of the
church on that January night, and almost as soon as
he came into the room Curtis Hartman knew that if
he stayed he would be ill. His feet were wet from
tramping in the snow, and there was no fire. In the
room in the house next door Kate Swift had not yet
appeared. With grim determination the man sat down
to wait. Sitting in the chair and gripping the edge of
the desk on which ‘lay the Bible he stared into the
darkness thinking the blackest thoughts of his life. He
thought of his wife, and for the moment almost hated
her. “She has always been ashamed of passion and
has cheated me,” he thought.
expect living passion and beauty in a woman.

“Man has a right to
He has
no right to forget that he is an animal, and in me there
is something that is Greek. I will throw off the woman
of my bosom and seek other women.
I will fly in the face of all men,
and if T am a creature of carnal lusts I will live then

I will besiege
this school teacher.

for my lusts.”

The distracted man trembled from head to foot,
partly from cold, partly from the struggle in which he
was engaged. Hours passed and a fever assailed his
body. His throat began to hurt and his teeth chat-
tered. His feet, lying on the study floor, felt like two
cakes of ice. Still he would not give up. “I will see
this woman and will think the thoughts I have never
dared to think,” he told himself, gripping the edge of
the desk and waiting.

Curtis Hartman cdme near to dying from that night
of waiting in the church, and also he found in the
thing that happened what he took to be the way of life
for him. On the other evenings he had not been able

For weeks he would go along-
scarcely thinking of the school teacher, and telling.

- heavy desk along the floor.
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to see, through the little hole in the glass, any part of
the school teacher’s room except thatpccupiéd by her
bed. In the darkness he would sit waiting, and then
the woman would appear, slipping into the bed in her
white night-robe. When the light was turned up she
propped herself up among the pillows and read a book.
Sometimes she smoked one of the cigarettes. Only
her bare shoulders and throat were visible.

On this January night, after he had come near to
dying with cold and after his mind had, two or three
times, actually slipped away into an odd land of fan-
tasy, so that he had, by an exercise of will power, to
force himself back into consciousness, Kate Swift sud-
denly ‘appeared. In the room next door a lamp was
lighted and the waiting man stared into-an empty bed.
Then upon the bed before his eyes the woman threw
herself. Lying face downward she wept and beat with
her fists upon the pillow. With a final outburst of
weeping she half arose and, in the presence of the man
who had waited to look and to think thoughts, the
woman of sin began to pray. In the lamplight her
figure, slim and strong, looked like the figure of the
boy pictured facing the Christ on the leaded window:.

Curtis Hartman never remembered how he got out
of the church. With a cry he arose, dragging the
The Bible fell, making a

great clatter in the silence. When the light in the

house next door went out he stumbled down the stair-~

Drawn by Arthur B. Daviss.

" the Eagle office.

I3

way and into the street. Along the street he went and
ran in at the door of the Winesburg Eagle. To
George Willard, who was tramping up and down in the
office trying to work out the point of his story, he be-
gan to talk half-incoherently. “The ways of God are

- beyonid human understanding,” he cried, running in

quickly and closing the door. He began to advance
upon the young man, his eyes glowing and his voice
ringing with fervor. “I have found the light,” he cried.
“After ten years in this town God has manifested him-
self to me in the body of another.” His voice dropped
and he began to whisper. “I did not understand,” he
said. “What I took to be a trial of my soul was only
a preparation for a new and beautiful fervor of the
spirit. God has appeared to me in the person of Kate
Swift, the school teacher, kneeling on a bed. Do you
know Kate Swift? Although she may not be aware
of it she is an igstrument of God, bearing the message
of truth.” ,

Reverend Curtis Hartman turned and ran out of
At the door he stopped and, after
looking up and down the deserted street, turned again
to George Willard., “I am delivered. _Have no fear.”
He held up a bleeding fist for the young man to see.
“I smashed the glass of the window,” he cried. “Now
it will have to be wholly replaced. The strength of
God was in me and I broke it with my fist.”

SHERWOOD ANDERSON.
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“Melodies,” designed by Arthur B. Davies.

POEMS—By Helen Hoyt

Golden Bough
ET it not be, love, underneath a roof,
Closed in with furniture, and four walls
round;
But we will find a place wild, far aloof,
Our room the woods, our bed the sweet-
smelled ground.

There at the soft foot of some friendly tree
With grass and leaves and flowers we will lie

Where all is wide and beautiful and free—
Free as when love first loved beneath the sky.

A

No lock or curtain need we in the shade
And silence of the forest’s inmost fold:
And none save us shall know where we are laid
Or guess what nuptial day those woodlands
hold.

There fitly may we bring our loves to greet
That ancient love, more old than wind or
sod;
Fitly where beasts and flowers wed shall meet
Our lips, our limbs, beneath the look of God.

In the Art Institute

T last we let each other go, And I left:no4
Left the demand and the desire of you,
And all our windings in and out
And bickerings of love:

And I was presently
Wandering through corridors and rooms of
plctures,

Waiting for my mind to sharpen again
Out of its blur.

Now was stern air to breathe;

High, rational; Clear of you and me;

Impersonal air. °

The gold and bronze medals in their ordered
cases— '

Round, clean-edged—

Cooled me.

The tossing and tumbling of my body drew
itself into form,

Into poise,

Looklng at their fine symmetry of bemg

FLIRTATION

HE whistled soft whistlings I knew were for
me,

Teasing, endearing.

Won’t you look? was what they said,

But I did not turn my head.

(Only a little I turned my hearing.)

My feet took me by;

Straight and evenly they went,

As if they had not dreamed what he meant,
As if such a curiosity

Never were known since the world began’
As woman wanting man!

My heart led me past and took me away;
And yet it was my heart that wanted to stay.

Gratitude

I LOVE thy body: T
It is good to me.

After its touch
I seem to be
As if kneeling to thee.

Oh I must go apart
And say to God

How good to me thou art:
Oh I will sing my thanks
Into His Heart!

Raveuing

OW let me unknit my life away from yours:
So closely, So tightly,

In so perplexed a pattern are they knitted to-
gether;

Stitch with stitch,

Thread with thread;

Twisted over and under—

O seamless.

Though with knives we rend and tear,

We must unknit those strands;

Those intertwining,

Those soft tight-woven ﬁbers,

That tangle and cling—

Now we will unknit those strands.

Finis
HE bee has fed
And homeward sped;

The flower is dead,
The petals spread.
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DELIVERANCE--A Play In One Act

(The Scene takes place in a prison cell. The prison
‘of this provincial town is situated in a convent, and
the cell of the doomed man is the crypt, with a single
tall and narrow barred window which barely permits
the light to filter in. This cell is fitted out with a bunk
fastened to the floor and a heavy wooden bench, also
chained down, which serves both as a seat and a table.
As the ,action begins the Condemned and the Guard
are playing cards astride on the bench. The Con-
demned is a big, well-built fellow with an honest mien;
the Guard, a small man with restless manners, who
turns now and then towards the door of the cell, a
somber door with a shining lock on the rear wall. He
seems to be waiting for somebody or something.)

Tre ConpEMNED. Hey there! Wake up! You are
playing all wrong. The queen takes it
it’s your. trick, in spite of your looks.

Tue Guarp. Do you think it is so very amusing,
this everlasting game of yours? We look like two
schoolgirls who can’t play at anything else.

Tre ConpEMNED. I, myself, never knew any other
game. All battles are alike, and they’re all good. It’s
life. You see, my little man, what with battles of
queens, wars of kings, quarrels of knights—without
counting the bad humor of the aces—one can’t do any-
thing else but fight. It’s a business of killing
time. Tt amuses me because I do it without thinking,
while I wait for death—like the rest of the world.

Trae Guarp. I believe, old man, that you're sham-
‘ming. Have you, perhaps, guessed more than you are
“§upposed to know? Have you read any papers, by

'

and

By Arturo Giovannitt1

chance? After all, I am here to listen to your think-
ing aloud. Well, go ahead.

Tue CoNDEMNED. Again?
than this card war. What good will it do you to know
the why and how of my history? I have killed, T let
myself get pinched, and I must be killed; all this, at
least, is quite sure. I am not asking you why you
make so much noise, these last two days, in a cozy
town like this which is generally so quiet. I am al-
ready going to bed with the dead. I have no ‘explana-
tions. coming, but you might as well admit that they
are putting up my boards A fine move, indeed. It's
(He plays.)

It's surely a worse bore

up to you to confess, my fine chap.
Queen of spades!
Come along and put up your queen of hearts

it'll be as if your bitch was biting mine.

Tue Guarp (startling at a muffled sound which
seems to come from the outside). Why, no. The
boards are in Paris, and to get down here by to-
morrow morning well, it’s frozen stiff out-
Reassure yourself. We have other lambs to

fleece just now. You're not in it, yet, fortu-

side.

nately.

Tue CoNpDEMNED. You want to put me to sleep, but
it's no use, I tell you. One thinks when one da’sn’t
shut the eyes any longer, and T have almost found
peace by keeping mine wide open in the blackness.
Yes, I did a man, and I am the man who's going to
be done. To me it seems much easier to recognize the
fact than to tire myself out hammering with my fists

1 The scaffold of the guillotine.

She’s got it on me, the chicken!

Translated from The French of Rgchilde

on the walls. Of course, I have been hunting faith-
fully for a hole to sneak out, even if it's only a mouse
hole, but in these old abbeys there isn't a chance to
slip a needle out. They knew quite well, the old fel-
lows, how to shut poor devils up in a corner. There’s
no hope in this world. Of course, it’s true that they
allowed us to believe in the One-Up-There. . . . If
it was to begin all over again, I'd want to be a priest,
for it’s a fine business that of manufacturing hope.
Take our chaplain. What a fine chap! He cries all
over you to make you soften up. He isn’t like you, an
old stif who babbles about everything. You, well,
you are just an inquisitive old cuss who makes fun of
You want
to repay yourself with my head, and when it’'ll be down
the basket you’ll be aping the judge and saying, “Jus-
And you don’t know any more about
You were born
to eat hay at every manger. What time is it?
* THE Guarp (looking at his watch). Three o’clock.

Tue ConpEMNED. Why doesn’t the prison clock ring
any more? )

Tue Guarp (hesitating).
tles something fierce

Tue ConbEMNED (laughing).
clock a prisoner of the gendarmes.

my ignorance, because I have no education.

tice is done.”
justice than you do about my crime.

She is so old that she rat-
so we stopped her.
She, too. The monks’
Well, well, life is
funny! But the village chimes, are they shut up too?
(Brusquely.) Perhaps I have become deaf. After one
month in this rotten cell I must have lost my hearing
while waiting to lose my head. (He rises and throws
his cards on the floor) Moreover, I am. losing
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battles without being able to strike a blow. It's hell
when one is. feeling so blooming well. (He goes
&owards the barred window.) Some air, God blast
you, seme fresh air! It smells mildewed here, and
something’s burning, too. Say there, you mutt, don’t
wou smell it?

Tue Guarp (going near the window). It ought to
smell of the powder rather. I mean saltpeter.
You know they make powder out of saltpeter and
there are loads of it on these walls. Also the corpses
buried under the flagstones might be throwing off
sulphar. These old convents are full of ugly mysteries.

Tae ConpeMNED. You're always thinking of other
peopic’s secrets, you. But I'm telling you that I
havewt—{(He turns about and tramples the cards.)
And then, my beard that begins to itch.
What good do you think it will do me now to tell
you that yarn. You can’t do anything, nor can
I. {t's-teo tate. What happened to me is what hap-
pens to all fools of my kind. I had enough pride to
shut up and play the smarty; I thought it was up to
the judges to unravel the thing without me. No, no,
K 'have not killed just for the pleasure of the killing,
get me right. One must be either a lawyer or a
physician to mvent such tommyrot. I was only jealous
of a2 guy; and of my woman, who couldn’t make her
eyes behave. But unfortunately she was not my “legit-
imate,” T was not married to her, and so it couldn’t be
florgiven. The curate was telling me again yesterday:
the power of the sacrament is always respectable. And
Y kmow a Tittle about phrases and words, too. I have
been attending meetings in strike-times. I know damn
well that when it comes to women, a sacrament is
worth a padlock. Just the same I did not want to

" snarry a strumpet, no sir. “Put yourself in my place,”

¥ said to the curate. “Well,” says he, “why did you
thave to mutilate your victim?” You see, that's quite
true; I ripped up his portrait something awful, that
beau of hers—I tore off his nose and ears and clawed
op hiis chest. . . I was getting drunk with blood,

and the more gushed out, the redder I saw! I said to
myself, “She’ll see what’s become of him now, and
she’ll be disgusted for the rest of her life” . . . and
little did I know that he was already dead. You know
I am a tanner, that’s my trade, and in the heat of that
job I was only sorry I could not use my ﬂatteniﬁg tool,
the one which straightens out the skins till the grains
break up. I should have liked to make flowers,
designs, funny tattoos, regular works of art on that
dainty skin of his. Say, here, you! Aren't

you listening to me? You don’t look like you were

having much fun, and yet I am giving you full meas-
ure. You've tanned me enough; it’s my own turn to-
day. ’ i

TuE Guarp (shaking his head). No, I am not sur-
prised. I am not afraid of what you're telling me.
All that is all right
but thére are tougher things, though.

we can explain it

THE CoNDEMNED (growing impatient). Well, if that
don’t beat hell! Here you’ve been heckling me for a
month to find out my case, and now that I'm telling
you turn up your nose. There’s nothing tougher, no

. sirree, and you mustn’t sneer at my job. . . . It'sa

fine job which deserves its punishment ten times over.
I was jealous, but jealousy is a passing fever. Just
now, it’s myself who cannot understand how I did it.
I am almost falling in with the doctors who felt me
all over to make me spit out the fine word that I was
a. sick man, crazy. It's probable, but just the same
there is always a reason to every disease. One does
not get the cholera all by himself ; somebody must pass
it along to him. My lawyer was demanding my acquit-
tal on the ground that I was a degenerate, but I didn’t
catch on that I had to play the fool to get out of it.
After all one must have an idea of revenge to tap so
hard on a man’s head—battles and war, that’s where
it comes from. But I was rather ashamed on account
of the woman. I didn’t want to show her up
like a fast piece. One has his own ideas of
honor, after all. (Deep booming noises from outside.)

What’s that? Is it still grumbling? This time I heard
it right—it’s the thunder.

Tue Guarp (rising and walking up and down the
cell nervously). Yes, yes, I believe the storm is about
to break. Yesterday it was only a false alarm. Really
it feels much better here than on the top of a church
or under a tree in the open country. (Sympathetic-
ally.) My poor Laurent, we are friends, we two, in
spite of your crime. Have courage. The trouble
with life today is that we are all prisoners, all sen-
tenced to die. I mean that © you know. . . .

. We are all mortals.

TuE CoNDEMNED (chuckling). 1 know that anthem:
“My Brother, get ready for Monsieur Diebler’s® visit. I
haven’t read any papers here, but I read them often
elsewhere on this business of public executions, and
I know how they slip off their smooth talks. Don’t
‘put yourself to any trouble, mutt. Then it was
my planks they were putting up in front of the prison,
eh? (He runs his hand slowly about his neck.) You
damned mongrel, couldn’t you keep it to yourself till
tomorrow morning? (He shows his fists.)

Tue Guarp (falling back). No, no, I swearit . . .
you're mistaken it's something else, it's much
more serious than that.

Tue ConNDEMNED (furiously). More serious than

"that? Is it my pardon, maybe, they’re about to bring

me all nice and warm on a silver platter? You think
it isn’t anything, this question of life and death, you
flunkey? All you damned guys are getting around a
poor man to do him up: the warden, the turnkey, the
lawyer, the curate, the stool-pigeon, and after all you're
nothing but the accomplices of another murder. Isn’t
that a man’s job, eh? (Straightening up.) 1 shall
have lots of honors and lackeys: those who shall make
my toilette, those who'll clip my hair, my attorney, my
ordinary or extraordinary corporal with his execution
squad, the whole parade of boobies and louts craning

2 The Paris executioner.






their necks to see me; the executioner who will put
on white gloves, the chaplain who will give me a fare-
It will be what
apothe yes a
I'd be a hard man to
please if this didn’t satisfy me. Now can you
think of anything more serious than that? How much
do you want, you hog? (He falls on his bed and con-
tinues with a trembling voice). No, I don’t want to
see myself there! And you’re going to leave me all
stripped naked before the Eternal Father, if there
really is one, which is not impossible, seeing this lack
of family spirit on this earth. What will you leave
me to cover up the shame of my having known that
of perdition? there
watching and spying on me like a cat glares at a
wounded rat, and you say that it smells powder.
Why, it’s rot that it smells. You swell society fellows
don’t know anything about the work of men’s arms
and the price of life; one must be poor to find out
that there’s nothing better than to have one’s hands
free. My lawyer said: “He is an excellent worker;
he’s neither a drinker nor a high-liver and is full of
courage at the right moment.” Well, let them send me
to hard labor for life and see if I don’t hustle. I
shall built a tannery all by myself, houses, a whole
town, and I shall tan all the dirty human skins you
want. Say! I don’t know what I shall do!
It’s enough to make one shout “Long live Anarchy,”
and surely I am not a bad guy at bottom. One feels
like slaughtering the whole world when one is the
victim of such a terribly good society. Oh, if
I only had a few bombs, or even one cartridge of any-
thing, I'd blow up the whole prison and myself with
it. . . . My prison! Ha! ha! it’s no new
experience; don’t you make any mistakes about it, we
poor guys are always in prison: the school, the army,
the factory
the best of them all is always the one where we can eat
for nothing. . . . . T've killed the man who was

well Kkiss. Isn’t it gorgeous?
they call a regular apo

regular pot of roses.

daughter And you're

you’re always building prisons and .

THE MASSES.

taking my wife away from me. If she wasn’t my wife
before ‘the law, she was so before Love, which is the
god of the poor, and I have taken myself the right
nobody wanted to grant me. That’s all. I know lots
of people who killed their “legitimates” and were ac-
quitted, in spite of the fact that it’s always a dirty
piece of business to kill the woman when you can do
up the man. I am innocent, at bottom I am an idiot.
Come there, you mutt, can’t you fix it up for me, you
who have seen so much?

Tue Guarp. Poor devil, you're worrying about
yourself as if you were the center of the universe.
But really you don’t amount to much on the earth at
this particular minute. You represent only an atom, in
spite of your royal conceit
law criminal and you babble about justice. . . .
Justice! Right! Pshaw! (Shaking his head). You
don’t realize your luck, man, your great luck of living
in a ditch, in a cell like this.

THE CoNDEMNED (jumping from his bed and at the
guard). Ah, you're making fun of me, are you? But
I haven’t the straight-jacket on yet. I must be
satisfied in this dirty hole, eh? You wait a minute,
my beautiful lamb, and I’ll decorate your picture with
fine red drawings. ( He tears off the guard’s
tie.) What is it? A battle of kings or jacks?

Tue Guarp (covering himself with his elbow).
Help! Help! Murder! He’s going to kill me! Lau-
rent, my dearest Laurent. I beg you, calm
yourself. Are you getting crazy again? I'll
tell you the truth, the real truth, what’s in the papers
and you don’t know. I was ordered to keep dumb
because the crooks were talking of a mutiny
but there is nothing to fear from those in soli-
tary. They must be left there, since we can-
not empty their cells any more, unfortunately.
Laurent don’t you hear these claps of thun-
der?

Tue CoNpEMNED (not listening). Oh yes, the great
thunder of God and all the din you’re making around

a plain common
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the guillotine . that won’t do any longer. . . .
You're afraid, little ope, and you think I am crazy.
I'll show you in a minute. Oh, Il

not strangle you if you don’t put up any more swings.
Am I to climb up
Don’t parley weigh your
word well, and think that it’s only one. (Still holding
the Guard by the collar.) Be reasonable, you damned
cockroach, or I'll squash you. You make me tell you
all my troubles, open my whole heart to you and then
you call me an atom and a common criminal. . . .
Is that fair—to insult a man who must go in with his
head? And haven’t you considered that I could only
fose it once? It's possible that I don’t take up very
much sidewalk space, but just now I am the whole
(He lets
the Guard go, and looks at the door which is being
opened.)

Answer me yes or no.
tomorrow morning?

universe, for you don’t seem to count much.

TrHE WARDEN (crossly). No strong play, fellows!
This is no time for fun. Here’ you, get your soup.
(He puts down a tin dish on the bench.) There is a
lot of it this time, as we are not sure to eat again
tomorrow. I don’t care a rap whether you under-
stand or not. It really thunders too loud and near
to lose time on discussions. The soldiers are already
there and turning everything topsy turvy.

TrHE GUARD (respectfully to the Warden). 1 would
really like to go, but perhaps it would be too danger<
ous. My job is at an end, and I shall make my report
if your really care for it: No accomplices, a woman’s
story and somle extenuating circumstances. . . .
Nevertheless I think we had better be prepared for any

emergency and put him in a straight-jacket.

Tue WARrDEN (harshly). He is
waiting for the end (making a significant gesture), and

I have no orders.

the end is getting near for everybody now. (To the
prisoner). The best spot just now, young fellow, is
a nice snug cell like this, well dampened and . . .

without straw.
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TrE CoNDEMNED (humbly). 1 don’t want to do any
harm nor beat up a comrade, if you only tell me what’s
all this noise about. If the soldiers are already there,
that means that it will be tonight. I should wait
quietly for my end, if I only knew the hour of it.
Just put yourself in my place, Monsieur. '

THE WAaARDEN (opening his arms). Your end? Or
is it the end of the world? I don’t know, my dear
chap. The governor has gone on his vacation in a
country where he will surely be granted a perpetual
. pension. As to you, well, fix it up between
yourselves with or without the straight-jacket. I wash
my hands of it. My wife, though, is looking for this
cell to hide the kid in. The little one won’t
stop crying since she saw the rifles.
time to advise you. Good evening.
forgetting to shut the door.)

I have no more
(He goes out,

THE GUARD (taking his forehead in his hands). It's
enough to make everybody crazy. But just the same,
this is still the best place to be, in spite of our dan-
(A4 loud explosion. The window is
lighted by a red glare.)

gerous neighbors.

THaE CoNDEMNED (melanvcholically). Why did’nt the
bolt choose my cell, and deliver me? I have
no luck at all; it had to fall on the street.

THE Guarp (suddenly). Listen a minute to me,
murderer. What would you do if I gave you back

your freedom? S

Tre ConbEMNED (panting). Freedom! What do
“you mean by that? I am mistrustful. Some-
thing is wrong in this house today. You want

to drive me to the limit.

TuE GUARD (goes to the door, opens it, and then
closes it cautiously). Do you get that? Tt will be his

fault he forgot to lock it.
. THE CoNDEMNED (bounding to the door). You are
a brother, all right, a real brother. But won’t

THE MASSES.
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you really call out? Aren’t you going to shout? (He
looks about himself with sudden anxiety). Ah.

they are behind the door with the straight-jacket.
.+ . That's what you want, because I have scared
you and you don’t dare put it on me yourself.

Let me see. I am not dreaming. . ... Is
it really for me, the condemned, that the soldiers have
come? There aren’t any more ghosts coming back to
ask for their skins, he’s skin full of holes? Damn
it . . . it's a funny smell all right it smells
powder, sulphur or perhaps dirt

(Hasty footsteps and a woman’s cries are heard out-
side the door.) Can it be, perhaps, that the damned
place is on fire?

Tre WarbEN’s WirE (bursting into the cell with a
child in her arms). It's here! It's here! Let me hide
my child here it’s too, small to look at such
things. . . . Lock us in, please. . . . Perhaps they'll
miss us. I shall pray God for you, messieurs
les soldats. Protect us, Mr. Condemned Man.
.. Save my child they would cut its
hands off. You wouldn’t be so cruel, you.

Have mercy.

Tre Guarp (tryiug to force the Condemmned man
out). Go on, hurry up before the whole place burns
out. It makes no difference, anyhow, whether you
finish one way or the other. If I come back, I prom-
ise to write to the Procurator and make him consider
your confession, as your lawyer is dead now, too—
gloriously, as the phrase runs. But decamp, damn
you, hurry up. Air draughts are murderous in time of
fire. (Pulling the woman in roughly.) You're mad,
madame!!

(Some infantry soldiers in field uniform rush into
the crypt. One of them kneels before the window
firing his gun. Another explosion. The woman wraps
her child in her shawl to stifle his cries, while the

Guard crouches by the bench. The Condenmed stands

straight, his arms crossed, eyes fixed, struck with
speechless bewilderment.) '

THE SoLpiers (firing through the window). Look
here, prisoner—your eyes are sharp enough. Pick up a
gun and blaze' away here. Your affair does not con-
cern us. If you don’t want to save yourself, help us
save the others.

THE Guarp (terrified). Don’t give a weapon to
that criminal! He’s been here in solitary for a month.

THE Sorpiers (gravely). And he doesn’t under-
stand the situation because you kept it secret, natu-
rally. (Handing a gun to the Condemned). My boy,
the Prussians are in France. They have bombarded

- the city, which is now burning up, and we are fighting

from street to street against the most ferocious of
invaders. It is war, the Great War.
understand ?

Do you

Tue Guarp (in despair), Laurent!
that gun don’t touch it!
what are you going to do?

Don’t touch
Laurent,

Tre ConvEMNED (suddenly daszzled by a jet of
flame). What am I going to do?
to defend my prison!

I am going

CURTAIN.

, ATROCITY

ERSONS who like to exclaim over the atroci-

ties of other nationalities, will find some nice
ones recorded of our Civil War soldiers by Walt
Whitman in his “Specimen Days” (p. 49 of the “Com-
plete Peace”), or they will find helpfu’l reading in
The Crisis which keeps a monthly record of the
picturesque lynchings which characterize our own
precious “nationalify” in times .of. complete peace.
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advising the German-Americans to vote for

Roosevelt. Someone asked him why. He re-

plied, “I know he is anti-German, but the

Germans should support Roosevelt because he
is the only exponent of German Kultur in the United
States.” T

T HE Editor of the New York Evening Mail was

When Theodore Roosevelt was President, a delega-
tion from the State of Michigan went to Washington
to plead with him the cause of the Boer Republic, then
fighting for its life against the British Government.
One of the delegates told me that Roosevelt answered
them, cold as ice: “No, the weaker nations must yield
to the stronger, even if they perish off the face of the
earth.”

When Germany invaded Belgium, Colonel Roosevelt,
in The Outlook, told us that was none of our business
and that our policy of isolation must be maintained
even at the expense of the Belgian people.

These ‘instances showed the peculiar Prussian trend
of the Colonel’s mind, and we were at a loss when he
subsequently took up cudgels for that same Belgium
which he had so profoundly damned, and came for-
ward as the champion of the “weak nations.” Could it
be chivalry? Could it be a sympathy with the cause of

democracy? We held off and waited, skeptical as we’

were, and soon the Snake was discerned gliding through
the Colonel’s grass.
sensibly changed into an impassioned pleading for enor-
mous armies and navies in order that we might live
up to our international obligations, and into a violent
attack upon the Wilson administration for not doing
what the Colonel had told it to in the first place. . And
the particular point he kept emphasizing was .the ad-
ministration’s cowardly refusal to crush the Mexican
people!

After General Leonard Wood and the ambitious mili-
tary caste in this country had whispered in the Colonel’s
ear, and after the munitions makers and the imperialist
financiers had given the Colonel a dinner, and after the
predatory plutocrats he fought so nobly in the past had
told him they'would support him for President of the
United States, “Our Teddy” came out for the protec-
tion of weak nations abroad and the suppression of
weak nations at home; for the crushing of Prussian
militarism and the encouragement of American mili-
the including Russia’s,
financed by the Anglo-French loan, and all the con-
servatism of the gentlemen who financed it.

tarism; for all liberalism,

We were not fooled'by the Colonel’s brand of pa-'

triotism. Neither were the munitions makers and the
money trust; the Colonel was working for their benefit,
so they backed him. But large numbers of sincere
people in this country who remembered Armageddon
and “Social Justice” imagined that Roosevelt was still
on the side of the people. Most of these persons had
flocked to his standard in 1912 flushed with a vision
of regenerated humanity, and had given up a good deal
of their time, money and position to follow Democ-
racy’s new Messiah. Four years of dictatorship by
George W. Perkins and the Steel Trust, four years
in which the Colonel had patently allowed his crusaders
to perish politically in droves, four years of contra-
diction and change until he was screaming at the top
of his lungs for blood-thirstiness, obedience and effi-
ciency, had not dimmed their faith. These people were
not militarists ; they were for peace, not war; they were
not for ur{liversal service of any kind, nor obedience to
!',# :

All this talk about Belgium in- .

Roosevelt ;Sold' Them Out

By John Reed

corporations. They were for Roosevelt; they thought
that, after all, he stood for Social Justice. So they
blindly swallowed what he advocated and shouted, “We
want Teddy!” .

In 1912 Theodore Roosevelt issued his Covenant
with the American People, assuring them that he would
never desert them, and affirming the unalterable prin-
ciple of Social Justice for which he stood. This Cove-
nant was the Progressive Party’s reason for being. In-
deed, if they had not believed the Covenant with the
American people woult be resuscitated, I doubt if the
Progressives, after those four long years of silence
and neglect, would have risen to blindly follow Colonel
Roosevelt again. They had had their knocks. They
had made their sacrifices. They knew that as Pro-
gressives they could not come to power in 1916. But
when that call came, all over the country in a million
hearts the spark of almost extinct enthusiasm burst into
flame, and the feeling of a holy crusade of democracy
which had stirred men and women four years ago,
again swept the country.

Not the intelligent radicals—no matter how much
they wanted Teddy, they knew he would betray them
when it suited him—but the commori, ordinary, unen-

‘lightened people, the backwoods idealists, as it were,—
_they trusted Teddy.
desert them? It was to be another Armageddon, and "
they would sacrifice to the cause as they had sacrificed

Hadn’t he said he would never

before.

Little did they know that Theodore Roosevelt, in
New York, was referring to them as “rabble,” and plan-
ning how he could shake himself free from enthusiasts,
from idealists, from the dirty and stupid lower classes.
Little did they know that he was saying impatiently
about them “You can’t build a political party out of
cranks. I have got to get rid of the ‘lunatic fringe.’”
‘And by “lunatic fringe” he meant those people who be-
lieved in Social Justice and wanted to put it into effect.

The call to the Progressive Convention spoke of try-
ing to reach a basis of understanding with the Répub-
lican Party. To this the Progressives assented; some
because they wanted to get back into the Republican
fold, and others because they wanted to force Roosevelt
and Social Justice upon the Republicans and upon the
country. And if the Republicans would not take Teddy
and Progressiveism why then hadn’t Teddy made a cove-
nant with them? They would go it alone again as
they had in 1912—the Party of Protest, the noble forlorn
hope. And so they came to Chicago, inarticulate, full
of faith, stirred by a vague aspiration which they would
put into words later. Teddy was not Teddy to them;
he was Democracy—he was justice and fairness and the
cause of the poor. Also he was Preparedness; but if
Teddy said Preparedness meant Justice and Liberty,
then Teddy must be right. The platform of the party
shows how completely these crusaders of 1913 had re-
placed principles with Roosevelt—their is no social
justice in it.

I looked down from the platform of the Auditorium
in Chicago upon that turbulent sea of almost holy emo-
tion; upon men and women from great cities and little
towns, ‘from villages and farms, from the deserts and
the mountains and the cattle ranches, wherever the wind
had carried to.the ears of the poor and the oppregsed
that a leader and a mighty warrior had risen up to
champion the Square Deal. The love of Teddy filled
those people. Blind and exalted, they sang “Onward
Christian Soldiers!” and “We Will Follow, Follow
Teddy!” There was virility, enthusiasm, youth in that

)l
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assembly; there were great fighters there, men who all
their lives had given battle alone against frightful odds
to right the wrongs of the sixty per cent. of the people
of this country who own five per cent. of its wealth.
These were not Revolutionists; for the most part they
were people of little vision and no plan—merely ordi-
nary men who were raw from the horrible injustice
and oppression they saw on every side. Without a
leader to express them, they were no good. We,
Socialists and Revolutionists, laughed and sneered at
the Progressives; we ridiculed -their worship of a Per-
sonality; we derided their hysterical singing of Revival
Hymns; but when I saw the Progressive Convention, I
realized that among those delegates lay the hope of this
country’s peaceful evolution, and the material for heroes
of the people. . ) N

On the platform was another crowd—the Progressive
leaders. Now at the Republican Convention I had seen
Barnes and Reed, Smoot and Penrose, and W. Murray
Crane and those other sinister figures who fight to the
death against the people. Well, the crowd on the plat-
form of the Progressive Convention looked much the
same to me; George Perkins of Wall Street, James
Garfield, Charles Bonaparte, etc. Among this furtive,
cold group of men there was no spark of enthusiasm,
no sympathy for Democracy. Indeed, I passed close to
them once and I heard them talking about the delegates
on the floor. They called them “the cheap skates!”
And yet this inner circle, whose task it was to use the
Progressives as a threat to the Republicans, but not to
permit them to embarrass the Colonel, were, as I knew,
Theodore Roosevelt’s confidants, his lieutenants in the
Convention.

The Republican Convention was sitting only a few
blocks away, thoroughly controlled by Penrose, Smoot,
Crane, Barnes, et al. This the Progressive delegates
learned; and they learned that Theodore Roosevelt
could not under any circumstances be nominated there.
They clamored for Teddy. Roaring waves of sound
swept the house, “We want Teddy! Let's nominate
Teddy now!” Only with the greatest difficulty did the
Gang persuade them to wait. “The call for a Conven-
tion,” they said, “had emphasized the necessity of get-
ting together with the Republicans in order to save the
country. We ought to appoint a Committee to confer
with the Republican Convention as to a possible candi-
date that both parties might support.”

“We want Teddy. We want Teddy!”

“Wait,” counseled Perkins, Penrose, Garfield and the
rest of the Gang, “it will do no harm to talk with
them.” :

Governor Hiram Johnson of California thundered to
the delegates: “Remember Barnes, Penrose and Crane
in 1912! We left the Republiéan Convention because
the bosses were in control. They are still in control.
The only word we should send to the Republican Con-
vention is the nomination of Theodore Roosevelt!”

“It won’t do any harm to talk it over with them,”
counseled the gang. “We have here a telegram from
Theodore Roosevelt recommending that we discuss mat-
ters with the Republicans.” And they read it aloud.

Flaming Victor Murdock leaped to the stage. “You
want Teddy!” he cried. “Well, the only way you will
get him is to nominate him now!”

“] will tell you the message we ought to send to the
Republican Convention,” shouted William J. McDon-
ald. “Tell them to go to Hell!” S

Well did they know—Murdock, M¢Donald and John-
son—that the Colonel was liable to sell them out. Well



did they know that thé only way to-put it up squarely
to Roosevelt wa{s to nominate him immediately, before
the Republicans had taken action.

“Wait!” counseled the Gang, cold, logical, polished
and afraid. - “It will do no harm to appoint a Committee
to consult with the Republicans. “If we go it alone,
Theodore Roosevelt and Social Justice cannot be
elected.” '

And so the Committee of Conference was appointed,
because the delegates trusted Perkins, Garfield, Bona-
parte—and Roosevelt. What the Republicans thought
about it was indicated in the composition of their Con-
ference Committee: Reed Smoot, W. Murray Crane,
Nicholas Murray Butler, Borah and Johnson.

“God help us!” cried Governor Hiram Johnson. “To-
night we sit at the feet of Reed Smoot and Murray
Crane!”

And literally he did; for he was appointed as one of
the Progressive Committee upon which sat George W.
"Perkins and Charles . Bonaparte.

Upon the platform of the Progressive Convention

the next morning word was spread quietly around that
the Colonel, over the telephone, had requested that his
name not be put in nomination until the Republicans
had nominated their man. The Committee made its
report, inconclusive from every point of view, and little
by little the feeling that Roosevelt must be nominated
grew as the time went on. Only the Gang held the
Convention in check by insisting that the Committee
must have another session with the Republicans. - And
then, like a thunderbolt, came Roosevelt’s second mes-
sage from Oyster Bay, recommending as a compromise
candidate the name of Senator Henry Cabot Lodge of
Massachusetts! Henry Cabot Lodge, the heartless re-
actionary, who is as far from the people as any man
could be! It threw a chill over the assembly. They
could not understand. And now the nominations had
begun in the Republican Convention, and the Gang in
control of the Pregressives could control no longer.
Bainbridge Colby of New York was recognized and
nominated Theodore Roosevelt; Hiram Johnson sec-
" onded the nomination; and in three minutes the rules
had been suspended and Roosevelt was adopted by ac-
clamation. “Now,” said Chairman Raymond Robins,

“the responsibility rests with Colonel Roosevelt, and 1

have never known him to shirk any responsibility, no
matter how insignificant or tremendous it might be.
I believe that Colonel Roosevelt will accept.” And the
convention adjourned until three o’clock.

How the Republicans nominated Hughes by an over-
whelming majority is now ancient history; and how the
Progressives, full of hope and enthusiasm and girding
themselves for the great fight, returned to receive
Roosevelt’s acceptance, I saw. The bands played, and
exultingly, like children, the standards moved up and
down the aisles. Prof. Albert Bushnell Hart of Har-
vard raved about the hall waving a huge American flag.

“No one man or two men or three men can own the
Progressive Party,” shouted Chairman Robins, refer-
ring directly to George W. Perkins. “This is to be a
people’s party, financed by the people. I call for sub-
scriptions to the campaign fund from the floor.” In
twenty minutes, with a burst of tremendous enthusiasm,
$100,000 had been pledged by the delegates in the gal-
lery. It was a magnificent tribute to the spirit of the
“cheap skates.”

And then it began to be whispered about the platform
that Theodore Roosevelt’s answer had -arrived; it said
that if the Convention insisted upon an answer at once,
he must decline—that before accepting the Progressive
nomination Colonel Roosevelt must hear Justice
Hughes’ statement; that he would give the Progressive

-(Continued on page 26.)

Imperial ruins of the Mob.
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THE DAY OF WAR
Madison Square, June 20th

HAWK-FACED youth with rapacious eyes, standlng on a shaky
chair,

Speaks strxdulously in the roar of the crossways, under the tower
that challenges the skies, terrible like a brandlehed sword.

A thin crowd, idle, yawning, many-hungered, beggarly, rich with the inex-
haustible treasures of endless hours of dreaming and schemlng

Listens to him, wondering why he speaks and why they listen. 2
The fierce incandescence of noon quivers and drones with the echoes
Of distant clamors, grumbling of voices, blarings of speed-mad fanfares;

But as the roar reaches the group, it turns and recoils and deviates, and runs
around it,

As a stream runs around a great‘ rock,
And his voice alone is heard in this little island of silence.

His arms go up as he speaks; his white teeth fight savagely thh his black
eyes, »

His red tie flows tempestuously in the wind, the unfurled banner of his heart
amidst the musketry of his young words. ; .

He has been speaking since dawn; he has emerged from the mght and the
night alone shall submerge h1m

They listen to him and wonder, and grope blindly in the maze uf his words,
They fear his youth and they" pity it,

But the sunlight is strong on his head,
And his shadow is heavy and hard upon their faces.

St
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Suddenly, like a flash of yellow flame

The blast of a trumpet shoots by, its notes ramming like bullets against the
white tower. »

The soldiers march up the Avenue. The crowd breaks, scatters, and runs
away, and only six listeners remain:

A gir], a newsboy, a drunken man, a Greek who sells rugs, an old man, and
the stranger I know.

But he speaks on, louder, with the ¢certainty of the thunder that only speaks
after the bolt.

“Workers of America, we alone can rehabilitate this generation before his-
tory. We must and shall stop this war.” :

The Greek vendor moves on; wearily the old man turns towards a seat, far
away.

But he speaks on.

“The great voice of Labor shall rise fearlessly today, and the world shall
listen, and eternity shall record its words.”

The drunken man grumbles, stares at his open hands and lurches away
towards the approaching tramway.

But he speaks on.

“Our protest and our anger shall be like a cloudburst, and the masters shall
tremble. Brothers, don’t you see it? The Revolution is at the threshold.”

The newsboy swings his bag over his shoulder and dashes away through the
park.

But he speaks on. '

“As sure as this sun shall set, so will injustice and tyranny go down. Men
and women of America, I know that this is the great day.”

The stranger I know shrinks in the hollow places of himself; he fades; and
vanishes, molten in the white heat of that young faith.

But the girl stands still and immobile, her upturned face glowing before the
brazier of his soul,

As from the tower one by one drop at his feet the twelve tqlls of the clock
that marks time, the time that knows and flows on until his day comes.

Angd the girl, and the tower, and he

Are the only three things that stand straight and rigid-and inexpugnable
Amidst the red omens of war, >
In the fulness of the day, ' / y
In the whiteness of the noonlight, '
In the city of dread and uproar. ‘ e
ARTURO GIOVANNITTI.
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Drawn by Arthur Young.

HEAVENLY DISCOURSE

GOD is standing on the upper back verandah of the
universe—contemplating his finger nails. St.
Peter enters. ' ) :
Gop: Well, Peter—what now?
Srt. PETER:
Gop: Well?
St. PETER:
Gob:

I've lost a soul.

I say I've lost a soul.

That was careless. How did it happen?

Sr. Perer: I don’t know. I had it with me when
1 started.
Gop: Where did you put it?

St. Perer: I didn’t put it anywhere. I didn’t dare
to for fear I would never find it again—I just held it
between my thumb and forefinger.

Gon:
St. Perer: The smallest I ever saw—you could

hardly see it. If you took your eyes off it a moment
you couldn’t find it again.

Was it so small?

Gop: Whose soul was it?

Sr. Perer: 1 forget his name, but he was a rich
man—

Gop: Did you see if the camel would go through

the needle’s eye—
St. Peter: Yes, sir—
Gop: Did he—?

St. PETER: ;Yes,_sir—I had to beat him a little, but
he got through. This man had given a lot to your
church. ‘ -

Gon: My church? Your church, you mean, Peter—
yours and Payl’s, What was his business?

Sr. PE&ER:J'He was a very charitabl}; man. He
sent food'to thé starving Belgians.

Gop: Did he do anything for the starving-of his
own country?

St. Peter: No, I don’t think so. You see, they are
nothing unusual.
Gon: Well, was that his business? Looking after

the starving?
Sr. Peter: No—no—that wasn’t his main business.
Gop: What was it?
St. Peter: He was a munition maker.
Gop: What'’s that?

St. Perer: He manufactured gunpowder or guns.
or shells. Something like that.

Gop:. What for?

St. PeErer: Well, just at present for the Poor Allies.

Gop: The Poor What?

St. Perer: Allies.

Gop: Who are they?

St. Peter: They are the people on earth who are
fighting the Germans.

Gop: O yes. I remember the War on the Earth.
Fools killing Fools for their rulers.

St. Peter: Yes.

‘GOD:

St. PeTER: . Because he was neutral.
was neutral.

Why did he manufacture munitions?

His country

Gop: What's that?

St. PeTEr: They are willing to help both sides.

Gob: To kill éach other?

St. PeTER: Yes, sir. 'But in fact he only helped to
kill Germans.

Gop: Why?

St. Perer: The Germans didn’t need any help.

Gop: But why did this—this soul manufacture mu-
nitions ?

St. PETER: Why?

Gop: Yes, why? Did he love the Allies and hate
the Germans?

Str. Perer: No, he didn’t care.

Gop: Then why make munitions to kill' Germans?
St. Peter: Well—er—

Gop: To make money?

St. PeTER: I suppose so—

Gon: To give to your church?

St. PeETER: Only a little of it.

Gop: And a little to starving widows and orphans

he helped make?
St. PETER:

Gop: See here, Peter—all starving people look alike

to me—even those in this fellow’s mines or factories

Let me cast my all-seeing eye over you—I .

don’t like that soul being loose around here—which
hand was it?

Well—you see, the Belgians—

St. PeETER: This one—

Gop: Let me see. (God looks carefully for some
time.) Here it is. '

St. Peter: Where? I don’t see it.

Gop: No, your eyes aren’t as good as mine. Look
carefully there. Under your finger nail, that speck
of dirt.

St. Peter: O yes, that's it.

Gop: Peter, you hold it there carefully and go out-
side the wall to that old sewer that used to run to
hell and drop it in.

CuARLES ERSkINE Scorr Woob.

Congratulations !

JENATOR JAMES W. WADSWORTH has tele-

graphed his resignation as an officer of the New
York cavalry on the ground that he can be more use-
ful in the Senate than on the firing line.

We are informed on good authority that a number
of privates of his regiment will do likewise on the
ground that they can be more useful at home voting
for this fearless patriot than chasing Villa and Car-
ranza in Mexico.
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Drawn by John Barber.

THE BOTTOM OF NEW YORK

From Manhattan Bridge

A Careful District Attorney

HE District Attorney of New York County is a
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