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§ “‘Ranger’ bicycle furnished by us,  Our agentsevery where are making
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NO "Dﬂﬁ‘f REQUIRED until you recelve and approve of your
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COASTER-BRAKES, tinfionnests, Imeoredrettor chalns and pedals, parts, ropalrs and

3| 05_2 Hedgethorn Puncture-Proof $ A 80

I Can Make You a
Convincing
Speaker

before one or a thousand
persons,at open-air meet-
ings, in halls, anywhere,
on any occasion, says
Grenville Kleser (for-
merly of Yale Faculty).
By a most easily applied and interesting home-study he will make
you a winning, forceful speaker— build in you a personality that
will give you the power to earn more—be more. This Course
is for you—the man who wants to be a factor in politics. Mr.
Kleiser rids you of timidity — makes you self-confident. Just give
him 15 of Your spare minutes daii}' and he will teach you how to

Self-healing Tires 4, SampLe Pair
The regularrevail pricesfohere tires b g - o

$10.00 per pair, but te inmreduee e S
il sl posi & pample pair for $4.80(carh coith order $4.55,
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—Converse and Tell Stories Entertainingly
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a winner. 1he particulars we have awailing your reguest are the most
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y 8, Fou
n o havo ever

IEeTa used OF @ten b Any price,
Dleaded Lhal whon yoo Wo wani

thaf oo wi ol peda yon will give s youar erder,
r?hw'-"’ a6 trin) order st onoo, henep thils remarkab) S S RIDERS o dos
don’t by any kind atapy pricoantil yon sead for & pale of H i
lrlm-!‘ﬂﬂHuﬁEcEE ?.IREII TEI'I:-r:L'rIiJr\-ul*:'uI-nr 1(: red on ARpraTal mod trinl at '.Iw--l-lu"' nl Ir.':':r11.|::|:-'r?.'::::lrl.'!:dlI I
bl mBves o tn foF ouE b f and Hond stz Ll it and qEcies ol s nod
et ras HE wEl b o oty pn;';:“.. Ty W s doscribes and gootes nll makes
Lt wrile os s postal today. DO MOT THINK OF BUYING & bMeyeloara pale of

tires from anyons BEi] Yoo know 11 s sndaf I
It oaly costs m postal to lern everything, 1'\:'].'. o A e Bow and wenderful ofers weo aro making,

J.L. MEAD GYGLE COMPANY, CHICARO. ILL.

FREE-50-FREE

5 . Twenty-five warmly-clad men are
A certain party inter- thanking us for our suit and overcoat

offer last month. They are so well

EStEd ]'n thﬁ M&SSES pleased they are working for more. H.
1‘15.5 50 Slllts and O"’JEI"- Berkowitz, 14 Park Sq., Boston, writes:

“To say Iam satisfied does not nearly

coats valued at $15— express my appreciation. The premium,

my overcoat, was worth more than the

$2[} each. They are to total I sent in for subscriptions. The

subscribers who paid their fifty cents
bE; dﬂnated to pﬁ:I‘SUnS are fully as well pleased with the mag-

. azine as I am with my overcoat.”
Sﬂﬂdlng 20 }FEB.I‘I}" SUb‘ We have about 50 left g:u hand: If you want
- » to earn one of these beamiful garments, you will
Scrlptlc}n S' have to act quickly. Write giving us vour size,
saying you are working for one and we will lay

it aside and reserve it for you for 10 days.

T ‘

i

We prefer subscriptions to a gift. The money spent in purchasing these garments will come
to us through your subscriptions as well as if we had received it direct. We will have 1,000 new
readers and 50 hustlers who are under obligations to us. That's why. The suits are 35-3::5 Breast
Measure. The overcoats range from 36-42. We ship express collect either a suit or overcoat upon

receipt of 20 subscriptions. We don't want merely 20 names. We want 20 subscriptions.
Sample copies supplied.
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NLY by accept
ing questionable
advertising can
we continue to

gell The Masses

at its present
rate. We have
decided to ac-
cept only high
class advertis-
ing, or none at
all.

We have also

decided to effect a number of important
improvements and use a hiﬂ'hl.r quality
paper. Therefore, we will be forced to
raise our price from next month on to
ten cents per copy and one dollar per
year.
before Febr uary 1st will be aup]:llu] at
the old rate. ];L[h_t et in before Pr ice
15 raised.

The War Trade
RADES rise and fall.

Once the war trade was a
good trade: dangerous but ex-
citing; poorly [m:q] but full of

loot; admirable; heroic; superior. The
warrior protected his umnl]_x men from
mvaders and conquered strange lands
tor the plows of emigrants.

But interest in the war trade is slack-
ing. War correspondents and General
Sherman have spread the truth about
wholesale killings. Pictures have been
published of patriots with their heads
shot off and vivid descriptions of the
wounded after a battle have been spread
broadcast.

The lure is becoming out of date.

The regularity of camp life and the
unpleasantness of war as it really 1s have
dampened the spirits of many a fine,
yvoung fellow who simply wished a bit
of adventure and as for travel a man
with a little courage and self reliance
can go quite as far nowadays and with
more ease and freedom than his enlisted
brother.

But what has really spoiled the war
trade is our greater acquaintance with
other nations. We have lost the old
“enemy” idea. We know it would be
quite as unpleasant to kill a German or
an Englishman as it would be to kill a
second cousin.

No longer do we believe in enemies
and the success of the war trade hangs
on the doctrine of enemies: big, growl-

Bundles or subscriptions paid for

ing enemies who will eat vou up 1if you
don't kill them first.

Today we feel that the conquering
theory is out of date. As sensible
people we do not wish to conquer any-
body or subdue anybody or kill any-
body. We wish only to defend our-
selves and we know that in ninety-nine
cases out of a hundred marauders who
may attack us are not filled with any
personal enmity but are simply stolid
peasants who have been induced to die
for the interest of some market-hunting
money king.

Therefore the war trade has become
contemptible and killing has degen-
erated into a third-class occupation.

[t is sweet and proper to die for one’s
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country but youth i1s beginning to rea-
lize that it is neither sweet nor proper
nor anything else but stupid and very
stuffy to kill or be killed for the Stock
Exchange.

Back to Easy Money

N all periodicals the real estate
agent lifts his triumphant chant of
the little self-sufficing farm: you
know the one » chickens 1n

the chicken-house at the right—the cow
in the shed at the left—the wonderiul
truck-garden just outside the kitchen
door—and the odour of prosperity all
over the place.

[t falls pleasantly on the ear; especi-
ally on the ear of some man who for
decades has |u1'|1]::_-[1 at another EE]]U“ S
orders. To become his own master!—
why the opportunity seems like a free
ticket to the Promised Land.

But there is another side to all this—
the under side—the cold rock-bottom ot
fact.

If it were easy to run a truck garden
and become rich yvou would not see so
many farmers worried into insané
asylums.

[t is true there are exceptions. Oec-
casionally a city man rushes back to the
land and makes good and atronce inter-
ested farm papers trumpet his exploit to
the ends of the earth. But they do not
trumpet anvthing about the score of
other chaps whose passing is announced
in the country weekly something like
this: “George B. Smith and family who
tried farming for a while are now going
away from here.”

The fattened farm waiting to be
stuck is a fallacy? An energetic man
may get a living on a farm just as an
energetic man may get a living in a fac-
tory. He may become a wealthy farmer
just as easily as he may become super-
intendent of the factory. His chances
are about the same.

The more factory workers there are
looking for a job the lower wages sink:
the more farmers there are ]mﬂunrr for
2 market the lower the price of produce
sinks.

jut there is one great difference,

The factory worker is paid money for
all the hours he puts in.

The farmer never knows whether he’s
to be paid for his work or not until the
cash is in his pocket.

>




—=|HIS is a puzzle. Who is war-making and who is making war? Is

byl the poor dishevelled, desolated individual making war: or is he war-
g making? We don't know. Neither does the big, stout individual. All
=l he can see, or cares for, is the dollarmark developing out of the smoke.
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BRAINS OR BOMBS?

FORGING ANEW WEAPON FOR THE WORKERS—A CONSTRUCTIVE
MANY THE MASSES WILL FURNISH IN 1912

SENSATION—ONE OF

N the surface organized labor s
crushed. A trusted leader stands a
confessed user of dynamite, and it
seems probable that other trusted lead-
ers will pass shivery nights in barred

cells.

People with strong leanings toward the cause
of labor are shrinking back from partnership
with dynamiters. The Los Angeles election was
lost to the Socjalists not through the obstinacy
of women, but because a great body of people in
sympathy with the cause of labor were nause-
ated at the duplicity of the chiefs of labor.

There is not a labor baiter in the United
States, from Mr. Post (and there’s a reason), to
the worthy Kirby, who is not smiling sleek com-
placent smiles.

Where the officers of the American Federa-
tion of Labor were lately most respectable and
respected, they have come to be looked on with
suspicion; formerly given the warm handclasp,
they are now searched for bombs and stilettos,

On the surface labor is crushed, but in reality
no better gate to success was ever swung open
for labor than the fiasco of the McNamara
Erothers.

God bless the McNamara brothers! In their
stupid, block-headed way they have rendered Ia-
bor a greater service than they could have ren-
dered with a thousand bombs.

What did the McNamaras do?

Let us wander back idly hand in hand and see
the whole affair. The fiery orators have de-
parted ; the earnest young men who took up col-
lections for the "".IL\."LmauL defense fund are
smoking and playing checkers; and we can
trudge over the whole ground without being
shricked at as traitors and spies.

. In the first place, then, in spite of the un-
thinking and loud support of all the Socialist
and Labor papers in the United States, there
was every ground to believe that the McNamaras
were guilty of the erimes charged against them.
The reason is very simple: The tactics of the

——BDITORS NOTE—

occasion upon wwhich the
MeNamara case has been mentioned in our col-
wmns. The first fime we smid: “"We do net care
fo pass upon the guilt or innocence of the Me-
Namaras” He concluded the capitalist class
swas. insincere im their clomor for lowe and order
as at heart they did nol object to polence, but
laid sole claim upon the privilege of wsing it fo
further their class snterest. Had the entire So-
cialist Party taken this stond many unpleasant
explanations would fave been saved us.

This 4z the - second

American Federation of Labor have been such
as to render violence not only convenient but
necessary in the conduct of any modern strike.

The American Federation of Labor is not a
Socialist body; its members are largely individ-
ualists, These individualists have no dream of
a better world ; their heaven is a fair day’s work
for a fair day's pay for themselves.

When they are disappointed in either one of
these particulars their tendency is to act like all
other individualists. The cause of labor in gen-
eral may go hang as far as they are concerned.

Sad but amusing has been the exhibition of
human nature on the part of celebrated labor
leaders. When the McMamaras were first ac-
cused, Mr. Gompers, Mr. Wyatt and the host of

other American Federation officials flung up
their hands in holy horror at such wicked
charges.

But just as agilely as they climbed on the
band wagon such labor leaders have climbed
off.

From Mr. Gompers down they have repudiated

the two McNamaras. They have called them
insane, murderers, and one man expressed the
pious wish that he might himself draw the

rope around J. B.'s neck.

This would all be very good reading and might
even convince the unwary were it not generally
known that the MeNamaras were guilty simply

5

of this; they followed the only method they could
think of under the pressure of the unequal fight.

Not organized labor was on trial, at Los An-
geles, but these methods, Public opinion has
passed a verdict on these methods, not on or-
ganized labor,

ILET US SPEAE THE TRUTH FOR TEN
MINUTES.
Let us have done with hypocrisy. For fen

minutes let us speak the truth, even if the rest
of the day demands polite lying. Gompers and
a dozen other leaders say that violence on the
part of American Federation of Labor strikers
i5 so rare that they did not know it existed.

Gompers says this,

Does he not know?

Is he unaware of the Entertainment Commit-
tee that every strike develops?

Does he pretend to say that picketing is peace-
ful so long as it is carried on by members of
the American Federation of Labor?

Does Gompers wish us to believe that were it
not for the agents provocatenrs and the thug
strike-breakers’ violence would be unknown?

That the honest worker of yesterday, having
exhorted the new man not to take his job, could
stand by and see him take it?

Let us get to the truth of the matter so nearly
as we may.

A DEFINITION OF THE CLASS WAR.

There iz a class war.

The Socialists did not bring about this class
war. The Socialists are not trying to perpetuate
the class war. But they recognize its existence
] as they recognize the existence of Niagara
Falls or the Bunker Hill Monument.

This war is caused by that divided interest in
industry which is inherent in the present system.

The inevitable desire of labor is to get as much
money for as little work as possible; and equally

just




the inevitable desire of capital is to get as much
work for as little wages as possible,

The horrors of the class war are heightened by
the great numbers of unemployed who find it
a life-and-death necessity to get work at some-
thing, il: matters not at what or at what wages

The class war is not fought out on picturesque
battlefields in gay uniforms.

When it comes to violence it is little
workers do to the exploiters personally,

The bitterest combats are carried out between
the men who demand higher wages and the men
who by economic necessity are driven to accept
the vacated jobs at any wages at all.

such is the class war.

It 15 worse than folly to denv its existence.

The class war must be brought to an end.
But thiz can only be done by the abolition of
classes. Such abolition can be brought about
only by efficient fighting of the under class.

Whatever the tactics of labor may be, they ap-
peal to the Socialist only so far as they are effi-
cient.

that the

VIOLENCE IS OBSOLETE.

Violence does not appeal to the Socialist, be-
cause he' recognizes that it does not work.

The capitalists have a monopoly on violence.
They are able to use violence so much better
than the workers that there is no comparison be-
tween the two,

Violence is out of date, obsolete, as an effective
weapon for labor,

Time was, true enough when a strong arm and
a club might win a strike. But that was in the
days of skilled craftsmen, swhen it was hard to
find workers to fill the vacant places. Also it
was before the dayvs of the strike-breaking trust.

Violence to-day is of no more use to a body of
strikers than popguns.

The capitalists have violence copyrighted and

patented.
Violence in labor is a thing of the past. If
labor of the future wishes to defeat capital it

must make use of more powerful weapons.

EDUCATION IS FOWERFUL AND TERRIBLE.

The most powerful weapon of the working
class 15 education. Education is terrible. Be-
side it, dynamite fades -into insignificance, dis-
zolves into’ its greasy elements.

No fortifications are shotproof against educa-
tion. No ‘aeroplanes can circle nigh enough to
destroy its power. Before it crumble the proud-
est citadels of wrong.

But if it is terrible in its eéffects, it is also
dangerous in its use. It is not a tool for boys
or weak-minded and emotional young men.

Good God, if it were only as easy to handle :
dynamite !

[f one neéd anly touch off a fuse and half an
hour later conld see the mind of man leaveneil
with the knowledge of what he is!

If one might only climb a barricade, chant a
defiant song, and fall down shot but happy in the
conscionsnéss that he had educated the world!

Education is no such child’s play.

M

NO MEDALS, NO DEAMATIC TRIALS,

It carries with it no medal, no dramatic trials,
no passionate speeches before a frowning court,

It 15 carried on day after day with wearisome,
obstinate persistence; in spite of all discourage-
ment, of wet or dry weather, of heat or cold.

It must still be carried on when you are
langhed at and called a fool or a traitor for your
lack of interest in boys’ weapons.

So long,as the great majority of mankind live
miserably and unaware of the possibility of any
other way of life, just so long the orderly world
15 impossible.

Only when the workers

are taught t

have been disinherited and that the world is for
all and must be managed for all can there be any
hope of a change.

The working ;_'I.n':q must be educated to a sense
of the life.

The man who stands all day long making pin
heads makers (women) who divide their
lives between a thousand worries boys
url:,".l,: for an afternoon off bhaseball; the
rirls dreaming of their lovers—all these must be
educated,

Daes the way look edasy to yo u? Does the co-
operative JT'H'I'I'I'II-u'I.".L"Ll.tll"' loom up like a house
across the street? You know better! ;

You know that we have ahead of us the bit-
terest, the most heart-breaking task that ever
filled the mind of man, and the worst of it is
there lies no way out. It is inevitable. We must
make the hest of it.

meaning ol

home

il:l(}

THE ORDERLY WORLD.

The rise of the orderly
about through the rise of

The working world must think, and think
right. And it is the appalling task of every man,
woman and child who sees this to spread the
idea that the world belongs to the men who do
the world’s work.

You cannot draw back; you cannot excuse
vourself by explaining that yvou would rather
throw dynamite or slug strike-breakers, or that
you are thinking up a revolutionary speech.

You have no way out.

You must educate, You must be a teacher.

You must hammer apain and again and yet
again into the heads of those uhn create the
wealth that they must own the uonH.L

world can only come
the working world.

WOULD YOU LIEE TO BE A HERO?

You feel that vou would like to be a hero. Here
i5 a task calling for all the heroism in yvour soul.
You would like to be a martyr. Verily, if you
follow this idea you wil{ be a martyr to the cause.
You may not give up your hife outright, but you
will lay your adv ancing years one by one at the

altar, free gifts to the cause!

You want to be a conqueror? Good! You
5-hﬂ.i.| |II.' il 1_":l|'ll'|'|':1.'1'1l5'. .J_‘hl._' _::r;-:l[-._-:a‘. I,_rf I:[}E'I_['l'l_]l'_"]'-
ors. For you shall conquer not the bodies of

men, but their stubborn minds. You zhall be the
banner bearers of the vanguard in the inevitably
"|'il.,'!"|["i|'_"|:'\. :l,l."l:i_'l.'. :

S0 education comes first, and based on educa-
tion there will spring first organization; then a
seeking for the truth; then a public rn:-.n.mrl for
the truth,

EXIT CONSPIRATORS.

The whisperers, the plotters, will stop their
mumbling in dark corners,

Labor once organized—not ten per cent strong
but a hundred per cent sirong—has no necessity
for plotting, secrets or lies. The truth and noth-
ing but the truth will be its weapon. It will state
its ideals and plans in black type on white paper,
and none will dare hinder.

ECONOMIC DETERMINISM.

But first of all we must consider the present
economiec conditions of the great mass of the
people. To educate them, to change their eco-
nomic conditions, S0 they may be q"l]:ﬂ]h‘_"-;] to un-
derstand the -!"||| icance of Socialism.

Frankly, it 15 no easy task. lfl there are a
multitude of depressing l.llfl-...l.'ll ms in the labor
world to-day, f '-IZ to discourage the most ardent

tor.

, and worst
you ever teach
it wanted to leok out

irst of t|H:-:' depressing conditions
| iulnua overwork. Did
1wetic when

Then you have some idea of what it must meap
to educate the working class, whose tired minde
are unable fo concentrate, are forever wandering
to the poor present recreation of life.

To be educated the pupil must have time to
think and the physical strength to think.

CLASS ACTION, NOT CLASS TALK.

To secure them these necessities there must be
cut-tlﬂi-:ht'll an eight-hour day and a guaranteed
living wage. These demands are so self-evident
|:|]{‘. need no discussion.
The eight-hour day and the guaranteed living
wage can he established only by a national law,
Congress has the power to pass a law forbid-
ding interstate traffic in articles not made under
prescribed conditions, and power to make the
eight-hour day and guaranteed living wage the
conditions tunder which such articles shall he

produced,

Congress will pass such a law 1f there is a de-
termined demand for it. All over the United
States such a measure would meet with the

warmest welcome. The demand already exists,
It is only necessary to make this demand audible.

Here in heavy f aced type you w ill find the il
It has been drawn strictly in accordance with
constitutional limitations. It would be ungues-
tioned law 1f 1t were ]J.:_ifiid_"nl. It is up to us-to
force the capitalists to pass this hill.

SOCIALIST BATTLE CRY FOR 1912.

Its provisions must be made the battle-cry of
the Socialist party for 1912. Eight hours a day
and a guaranteed |-I'-|1'I" wage !

Men and women who are not Socialists must
be made interested in it as a competent working
plan to improve their economic condition. With
the growing demand for the passage of this 'aw
will come to them the realization that they are
entitled to a good deal more than asked for in
this bill. Tn fact they will begin to realize that
the |:'n-u[1<-:':;li'r[- commonwealth can be theirs if
they will only fight for it.

THE MASSES LAEOE LEAGUE.

Therefore, here and now, there is officially
set on foot The Masses Labor League. Iis
primary purpose is the agitation for this law;
agitation under the Socialist banner; agitation
which will convince the workers that the Social-
ist party is the only one which takes their eco-
nomic conditions to heart.

The Ttalian, Slovaclk, Armenian, or Hungarian
migrant may not |1:Hl-\r-:;n-|1 the theory of
-111|}'u- value or nu.n:- idary exploitation, but they
do understand three r|r1]],1=_'_' a day and I:"*"H
hours’ work. They do understand this as a
phase of the class struggle.

And these are the people who are filling the
places in the mills and factories more rapidly day
]:_'.' fL‘I}'. These are :|||._- '|,H_'-;|l.-]|_' '.,l."i'.-'u :|,::' |:-.|:_|I1‘|1'|I“"
more and more a dominant factor in the -I'J'fl'r-
trial world of America.

AN ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT.

Maszes Labor League is not
vented by some ambitious intellectual.
oped out of an economic necessity.
The gTreal ma of the

America to-day have no |1|gh|_||'|x<. on to ||I.Z'El.'f'|{|-
thems -;-'|'.'1 L 4;ii nst the ever alert capitalist class.
That is why the proposed agitation for this law
with zo The workers are
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WHAT EUROPE IS DOING.

The Socialist parties of all European coun-
tries have again and again found it necessary to
organize special leagues for special purposes.

We have known women's suffrage leagues,
eight-hour leagues, right-to-work-leagues, man-
hood suffrage leagues, and what not.

There is not a European country where the
Socialist party has not found it necessary te
arouse the working people to make certain im-
mediate demands.

We advisedly say necessary, because it was
plain that progress for the Socialist party was
difficult unless these concessions were obtained.

In fact, a number of these leagues are in op-
eration now in those European countries where
Socialism is most highly developed.

THE HAYMARKET IN CHICAGO.

America has also known its Eight-hour league,
which found its grand finale in the Haymarket
affair in Chicago. The ferocity with which the
capitalist class attacked the American workers’
demands for eight hours should convinee any
logical person that an eight-hour league is a
thing to be desired by the masses of the people
and to be feared by the upper class.

The great mass of the people in America to-
day cannot understand Socialism because they
are overworked and under fed. We cannot es-
tablish the co-operative commonwealth unless we
give them a chance to understand it.

Then will you help us in the agitation for this
law? If vou will, here are just a few things
which vou should not do, and a few more which
vou should not fail to to.

SOME THINGS TO D0 AT ONCE.

Do not call for a national convention to de-
cide whether or not we shall organize the masses
of the people to improve their economic condi-
tion, The national convention will come after
vou have started the organization.

Do not waste time and energy in determining
what the organization shall do in the future, but

consider what it shall do for the masses of the
people now. The future will take care of it-
self.

Do not discriminate against anybody. Any
man or woman will do. The evilly dispozed ones
will be made ineffective by the overwhelming
majority of sincere and well-meaning workers.

Every working man or woman, hoy or girl, is
eligible to The Masses Labor League. The
temporary initiation fee will be ten cents. As to
what the permanent initiation fee and dues will
be, that can be decided after we have got a large
number of people together.

The funds will be controlled by the local
branches entirely until the League shall have de-
veloped its national office. THe Masses neither
can nor will accept responsibility for these funds.
In the meantime, no one will feel imposed upon
by being asked to contribute ten cents for organ-
izing expenses.

SEND FOR ORGANIZER'S OUTFIT.

The thing to do right now is to send to The
Masses Publishing Company. for an organizer's
outfit, go to the people, and tell them about the
object of the League.

An organizer's outfit will be sent to anyone
who can give references. A large number of
people indorsing the object of the organization,
we consider as the best reference. Therefore,
get out a sheet of paper, address it to The
Masses Publishing Company, and ask for an out-
fit. Then sign it, and get as many others as pos-
sible to sign it with you.

The ouffit will consist of a number of applica-
tion blanks and membership cards. If you fail
to organize a branch, you do not have to pay for
the outfit. If you succeed, the branch will be
charged with the cost price of the literature. A
sample constitution is under consideration.

Trae Masses has no financial interest in this
League. [t hds merely taken the initiative.
Some one has to take the initiative.

As to the name it was suggested by others.
If after a number of branches have been organ-
ized it should be found desirable to change the

name we have no-objection.

Tue Masses has no interest in this movement
except to see it started and to see it started by
Socialists.

These are merely hints as to the kind of bricks
you may throw at the cranks and critics.

Now what are you going to do about it?

The time is ripe now.

This is the psychological moment.

Write for an outfit at once, send communica-
tions to the press expressing your opinion, and
do the thousand and one things that must be
done in agitating for such a movement.

Do 1T mow!
FUs
A CHANGE: FOR
GOOD OR EVIL

T seems evident that American Labor Unions can-
I not go on in their little grooved way. clinging to
ideas of individualism that may have fitted the
country once, but which now no more apply here
than they apply in Europe.

It is possible that wpionism will take the direction
here that it has taken in France. Tt may be that the
American Federation of Labor will be overthrown by
revolutionists who will turn it into a body for direct
action.

Possibly the unions will fall into the more sensible
plan of the German workers' association. These,
neither using the bullheaded methods of the American
Unionists nor the destructive tactics of the French, are
so perfectly organized that they manage to vote strike
and buy all for the same end—the coming of the Co-
operative Commonwealth.

A CRISIS

HE MecNamara affair has brought about a
I crisis. The American methods of running the

labor unions cannoct go on. Violence in behalf
of a fair day's work for a fair day's pay tor
themselves is unwise.

There may be something fine about the man with a
vision who tries to work out his vision, however mis-
takenly, with explosives, but common-sense refuses to
glorify the champions of a fair day's work for
THEMSELVES.

UNDER THESE CONDITIONS:

7he MASSES LABOR LEAGUE 5=
209 EAST 45th ST., NEW YORK 258

PROPOSED ACT TO REGULATE INTERS A TR COMMERCE

ONLY SUCH INDIVIDUALS OR CONCERNS AS COMPLY WITH THE FOLLOWING CONDITIONS,
SHALL CARRY ON ANY COMMERCE BETWEEN THE STATES; NOR SHALL ANY .&R'I_‘IC.LES
MADE IN THE UNITED STATES BE TRANSPORTED FROM STATE TO STATE UNLESS MADE

|, NO MORE THAN 44 HOURS WORK IN ANY WEEK OR 8 HOURS IN ANY DAY. 2. NO PERSON
UNDER 16 TO BE EMPLOYED. 3.NO MAN OR WOMAN OVER 21 OR UNDER 55 TO BE EMPLOYED
AT WAGES LESS THAN §300 A DAY. 4 WAGES TO BE PAID FOR WEEKDAY HOLIDAYS

o

COMRADES:—KINDLY SEND ME AN ORGANIZ-
ER'S OUTFIT OF THE MASSES LABOR LEAGUE

We the undersigned agree with the principles of the Masses Labor League and herewith declare our intention of assist-
ing the above comrade in organizing a local branch of the Masses Labor League.

NAME...... :

ADPDDRESS - o f e ivvime e s s s

SIGN THIS, CUT IT OUT, PASTE IT ON A SHEET OF PAPER, SECURE INDORSEMENT SIGNATURES, AND ‘SEND I IN

7




FOOLISHNESS

WHY - SOQCILALISTS

H, go on! You Socialists are dream-

ing. You are all right, but you are
away, away off! You ain't practical.
Just a moment, Mr. Freeborn,

Thrifty, Enterprising, Industrious,
American citizen. : Stop your mad race for in-
dividual supremacy just long -encugh to ascer-
tain why the thousand and one clever little
schemes vou started did not pan out. Perhaps it
was not ALL “tough luck.” Stop to see what
the self-appointed, by-God-anointed rulers of
this beautiful free country are up to. You may
then incidentally discovér why your most care-
fully calculated little schemes failed.

otand up straight and look away over to the
western horizon., Do you notice that dirty col-
ored little cloud? It lurks there like a specter
ready to arise and envelop you almost any min-
ute.  You say that war-cloud has been there some
time, but nothing has come of it.

Perfectly true, my friend. It also has hovered
over Eastern Europe for a long time and nothing
has come of it. But tell me—do vou feel quite
as easy about that thing as when you first saw
it? Now hold on there—no taffy! You know
vou don't. The very persistency of the blamed
thing makes you feel uneasy. It has made the
whole of Eastern Europe feel EXTREMELY
uneasy. There, like here, the rulers are building
uncountable warships ; inventing all sorts of mur-
derous machines ; in fact, drawing the life blood
from the people in competing with each other in
the number of villainous looking war engines
they produce.

Now, I ain't telling you all this to spoil your
dinner with one of those horrible war pictures,
I only want to call vour attention to the fact that
all that stuff costs money, plenty of it. Then I
want you to find out who is paying for it, and
why. Especially, why? Why don't yvour friend,

ARE "FOOLISH
By PIET VLAG

the seli-appointed anocinted, who owns the rail-
road and the raw material you need for your
littlé schemes, pay for it? It is true, he is spend-
ing money which he got from you. But even so,
why? Why do they pay for and encourage war
agitation? Why did they induce your govern-
ment to double its army and navy in a compara-
tively short time? Why did they foment that
wave of patriotism which took your children out
of your home and made them proudly march the
streets with murderous weapons. on their shoul-
ders, murder in their hearts, and an ambition for
efficient murdering in their brains? Why—
please tell me why?

Because they know (even if you don’t) that
they have YOTU heaten to a frazzle. They don't
have to spend any more energy on YOU. YOQU
are slowly but surely, in fact automatically, bleed-
ing to death, and they control the entire pipe
system by which they catch your very life blood
to the last drop. Now they are looking for new
victims in other countries. But there, too, vul-
tures similar to yvour self-appointed anointed, are
preying upon the working people. The foreign
vultures snarl. at our . self-appointed anointed
when they try to cross the boundary lines, be
cause they too have conquered the working peo-
ple of their country. That's why the vultures
of all countries are out upon the mghways look-
ing and spying with their diplomatic spyvglasses
for a weak spot in each other’s defense, so they
may steal and carry off some new prey,

And not finding any weak spot, they get mad-
der and madder. * They snarl at each other and
prepare for the battle t'-'::.'.’t] '!]'lt?._'.' propose to 1.'..';35‘,;1:_
A battle royal you are paying for NOW in ecash,
and will pay for in the future with the life-blood
of your children. They, the vultures, will enjoy
and divide the spoils—IF! There is the impor-

USEFULNES
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HE best definition of Art that I have
ever seen was that of Haldane MacFall
in an essay in the Forum (Nov., 1010).
I can not just quote MacFall's words,
but the idea ran this way. Man’s su-
preme desire 15 to live. But it is impossible for
each individual to live out for himself much of
the adventures of life; he must for the most part
experience life second hand by the communion
to him of the emotions, thoughts, sensations of
his fellow men: Thoughts are communicated
largely by speech and appeal to the intellect.

This communication of emotions and sensa-
tions appeals to the emotional naturel, and the
means of communion is Art.

Emotion is, of course, used in the wide mean-
ing of being anything we sense. Art, then, is
to devise by skill, craftsmanship and genius, to
convey to others the sensations that were pro-
duced in the artist himself. It may be by sculp-
ture, it ‘may be painting, it may be music, it

By the
Rev. ROLAND D. SAWYER

may be poetry, it may be the mere telling of
tales about a camp-fire,

Now this is MacFall's position, and it rescues
Art from the hands of the aristocracy, the select
few, and it makes it as wide as the human race.
Makes it concerned with all the emotions that
stir human beings. It is concerned to reproduce
in us, as far as it can, all the experiences of our
day and of the past.

Now, this makes a foundation philosophy for
the Socialist position on Art. Art is to us not a
drawing-room decoration, but the sign of a peo-
ple’s spiritual condition in the language of the
emotions. We want it to translate with greatest
possible width and accuracy the spiritual condi-
tion of the people, We want it to translate not
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IN- OPPOSING WA

IF you stand for it.. That’s why that
That's

tant IF |
war-cloud is growing more ominous.
why it is getting on your nerves.

Now tell me, Mr. Freeborn, etc., what are you
going to do about it? Say, by the way, don't that
title make you smile? Don’t you feel like hit-
ting those self-appointed on the nose, when they
slap you on the back and call you Mr, Freeborn,
etc.? Or have you lost both your sense of pro-
portion and your humor in your interesting but
futile race for individual supremacy? | If you
have, "then better stop right now, stand up
straight, and look around you.

You wiil have to do it sometime. Either be-
fore or after the war. You are paying one price
now—the price of preparation. Are you going
to wait until you have also paid the price of the
EXECUTION? Incidentally allow me to re-
mind you that you will pay that price with the
EXECUTION of your children.

Fact, we Socialists Are fools. Tactically we
are fools, Every war during the last fifty years
has caused a phenomenal growth of the Socialist
movement. In Germany, France, Russia, Japan,
the Transvaal and in England, you find the
strongest evidences.

Even merely WAR TALK in some countries
raises the Socialist thermometer considerably.
And we Socialists, like the fools we are, try to
stop wars. In fact, we have succeeded in stop-
ping some.

That's one of the reasons why some PRAC-
TICAL politicians call us a pack of fools. It is
true, we are a bunch of sentimental fools, Why
do we try to stop vou from paying that second
bill with the life-blood of vour children? Yes,
why in heaven’s name do we?

But why don’t you take advantage of our darn
foolishness? Eh?

S
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merely a little figment of the higher forms of
life, but the broadest sweep of the whole life.
We want interpreted not merely the glories of
war, the saintliness of saints, the pale emotions
of the cultured, but we want the senses of the
people, the common herd, the masses, interpreted.
In other words, we want Art realistic; we want
life as it is and has been, not as it should be or
should have been.

_ The Socialist conception of the realm of Art
is that it is as wide as life. And if there be pic-
tures, songs, music, that are morally indefensible
it must be because there are experiences in human
lite that are indefensible, and it iz the life that
needs change. Conventional people want a lie;
we want the truth. We bow at the altar of Na-
fure ; ]JL‘E']H'L]?F- man ought not to have been
made naked; we know he ousht not to have
some of the experiences that he does to-day; but
he was made naked, and he does have certain
experiences, and we want them interpreted,




We hail as the supreme artists of the day such
as Tolstoy, Zola, Millet, Ibsen—men who paint
life as it is. Take Frank Harris' novel, “The
Bomb.” Its story of love is not like that of the
conventional:love stories—the imaginary love of
coldly perfect people, or counts and ladies, but
it iz the commonplace love-tale of the average,
commonplace working fellow and his girl. And
as such it is a finely drawn thing. Angelo in his
oreat definition said, “Art is the purgation of
superfluities,” This means that the crude things
of experience are to be passed by, and it is the
fine things that are to be taken. Emerson seems
to have felt the same thing when he said:

“Tell men what they know before,
Paint the prospect irom their door.”

Now, of course, we are too democratic to
agree with this—we want not merely a selection
from the mass of our experiences recast in the

laneuage of the emotions and imagination, buf
we want it all,

Of course, practically, we Socialists see that
mechanical invention has brought Art within the
reach of all. The great works can he copied,
multiplied and reproduced at trifling cost and
put within the reach of all. And socialism will
by liberating the men and women from in-
dustrial slavery give them the chance to culture
this side of their nature. We are aware that
the old order when Art was to tell merely the
glories of the great, the kings, the saints, is fast
going, and Art is to be rescued for democracy—
it is to be associated with the life of the people.
The debt to the race of wars, rapes, devastations.
is not sufficiently paid in jingling verses and
water-colors. We agree with Victor Hugo that
not “Art for Art's sake” but Art for
progress's sake. We do not have anything

it is

against Art for the artist’s sake, but we feel that
the usefulness of :m_\'lh'tl'lgl' enhances its beauty,
and so we rather put it Art for progress’s sake.

Having this broad vision of democracy we are
impatient that all shall ive—humanity, humanity,
HUMANITY, this is our passion.

We so emphasize the useful that we have scant
patience with painstaking in the technical mat-
ters. We feel as fiercely on this matter as did
Franciz Adams when he said:

“Yes, let Art go, if it must be
That with it men must starve—
If Music, Painting, Poetry,
Spring from the wasted hearth;

“Yes, let Art go, till once again
Thru fearless heads and hands

The toil of millions and the pain
Be passed from out the lands.”

To THE COMMON PEOPLE WHO HATE WAR

By MATTHEW RUSKIN EMMONS

OME of the prominent people in the civil-
ized countries are beginning to disap-
prove of war in these days. Societies of
bishops, capitalists, lawyers and the like
have been formed to advocate abolishing

war : a lot of statesmen have met and established
on paper a high court for arbitrating disputes
between nations. Mr. Carnegie has given money
to build a beautiful white Palace of Peace at The
Hague, and just lately has set aside ten million
dollars as a fund for advocating peace. A lead-
ing London editor has written a very taking book,
“The Great Illusion,” in which he tries to per-
suade the moneyed classes of the world that war
no longer pays; that it no longer pays even the
conquering nation; and some of Mr. Carnegie’s
money is being used to translate this book into
various languages and to distribute 1it,

The men who are so busy in these ways are,
most of them, themselves under the “great iliu-

sion” that preaching peace will establish peace.

That illusion is growing thin, though, in this
year of the Prince of Peace 19011, in which Eu-
rope has been terrified by the rattling of the
German War Lord’s sabre, and in which the
miserable government of Italy has sent many
thousands of young Italians, the flower of the
people, across the Mediterranean to murder and
to rob. All for the wicked purpose of imposing
on the commeon people once more by the glory of
victory, and so holding them back from deman:-
ing their freedom at home. The illusion that
permanent peace will come by preaching and by
paper agreements is sureiy fading, Tlere and
there one of the high placed has opened his eyes
to see what is the real power that is working in
the world to-day to do away with war.

The president of Cornell University, Jacob
Gould Schurman, in an address delivered at the
recent National Conference of the American S0-
ciety for Judicial Settlement of International
Disputes, spoke as follows:

“In the progressive evolution of the humian
race we have now reached a stage in which war
stands condemned both by our moral ideals and
by our religous sentiments. Let me now note
that economic influences are reinforcing the
teachings of moralists, prophets, and preachers.
The toiling masses of the modern world are feel-
ing both the cost of war and the cost of armed
peace as a most oppressive burden. The field of
battle is a ghastlv exhibition of carnage and death
and horrible suffering, and its blight overspreads
the nation in ruined homes and broken hearts.
But the thing is too terrible to endure, and
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modern wars, with all the enginery of science,
tend to become swift and short. On the other
hand, our armed peace presses down upon us like
a throttling nightmare, allowing us indeed to live,
but only in the feeling of suffocation and ex-
haustion. It is not long ago since Senator Hale
told us that two-thirds of all the revenues of the
United States are used to pay for past wars and
prepare for future wars. Napoleon in the height
of his military triumphs spent somewhat over
%80,000,000 a year on his army and navy budgets.
France now spends, in time of peace, $180,000,-
000 a year on her army alone. One battleship to-
day costs twice as much as Frederick the Great
spent annually on his entire army in time of
peace. There is an insane competition in arma-
ments among all the great nations of the world.
England is pouring out money to maintain a
navy equal to the navies of any two nations com-
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bined. Germany, with the most powerful army
in the world, is building up a navy to match it.
And Japan, not to be outdone by the Christian
nations, maintains an army and navy which put
to the supreme test the economic resources of
her people. In fact, in Asia and Europe alike,
the waste of the productive powers of the nations
is threatening exhaustion. And the masses of
the people, in spite of all the advances made by
science and invention, are oppressed by a poverty
which is the more resented because it is un-
necessary. -

“The governments of the world have failed to
adjust their institutions to the spirit and the de-
mand of the ideals of modern civilization. They
are out of harmony with the best sentiments of
the people. But by playing upon international
jealousies they have hitherto secured the support
of the majority. And in this game they have
had potent support from the ‘special interests’ in
the respective countries which stand to gain by
war. For war gives power and office to the poli-
tician, fame and promotion to the captain and
the general, undue profits to the dealers in mih-
tary supplies, and fortunes to the makers of
ships and guns and all the munitions of war.

“Fortunately, the masses of the laboring men
are cverywhere comuing to recognize that war
means loss and death to them, Labor Unionists
and Sociolists have become preachers of peace.
Self-interest has quickened their humanitarion-
ism; and they ave to-day one of the foremost
agencies of humanity and international brother-
hood. 1 sometimes think that our churches have
been too subservient to the powers of the world.
Here is their opportunity. Let them stand for
peace on earth and goodwill to men, which is the
very beginning of the religion thev profess.”

If we were to compress all the rest of the long
address into the form of hard sense, it would
make no more than a pellet alongside the chunk
embodied in the brave sentences I have under-
scored.

President Schurman is nearly alone among the
great ones of the earth in announcing ti:e new
light. Not quite alone, for a minister speaking
for the Government in the British Parliament a
few months ago said that the uprising of the
wvorking class 15 the main hope for the cessation
of war, that the workers will not much longer let
their lives and weliare be staked in the war
game.

There is even more truth behind these utter-

(Continuwed on page i4.)




EARLY :
unique young man tramped the high-

two thousand years ago a
ways and bye-ways of Syria. His
name was Jeshuay he was a carpen-
ter by trade. He was neighborly

with his neighbors: but his thoughts went further

and deeper than theirs. He was a passionate stu-
dent of the bygone great intuitionists of his race

—the prophets of social righteousness; but he

felt and thought more deeply and more widely

than had even they. As he roamed the wild
hillsides, yvielding himself to the flow of intui-
tion which seemed to descend on him from the
skv and to bubble up within him like a spring,

he came to feel it as a certainty that he had a

message to his countrymen and through them to

the world.

At the age of thirty, his younger brothers be-
ing then able to support the widowed mother,
Jeshua quit the carpenter’s bench, and for three
years went from town to town, talking to all who
would listen to him. His theme was a new era
at hand—the coming rule of comradeship, to be
at once begun, as a seed is planted, and to grow
like a spreading tree, until in time it should cover
the ‘world and should abolish tyranny of every
sort and kind.

In the broadest sense the world of that day
was like the world of to-day. Then, as now, the
mass of men lay at the feet of their lords. Then.
a5 now, the group who wielded the power of
wealth, the power of the state and its soldiery,
and the power of the church, used these powers
to subtract from the livelihood of the workers
that which became their own «'1!1101':1.11|11a|1:1r1r;-: and
further power. The ways of this abstraction
were cruder then than now, but the net result
was the same: scant life for most of the useful,
and plethora for the privileged useless and harm-
ful. Jeshua felt the situation, felt all the work-
ers so despoiled as his comrades; and a ceaseless
fire burned within his breast against the despoil-
ers—against the moneyed men, the clergy and
the lawyers. .

The power of the state, derived from Rome,
¢hen ruler of the world, and buttressed by Ro-
man arms, was invincible. Jeshua's countrymen
hated Rome, and the daring among them were
ever ready to revolt under the standard of this or
that self-chosen leader who might promise them
succor from the skies.  But Jeshua saw the hope-
lessness and folly of such uprisings. With an
nnate wisdom far forerunning his time, he trust-
ed to the workings of evolution, which he dis-
cerned intuitively not by reasoning, and he saw
that the time had not come for the use of force
in the cause of right. He saw that a passive at-

FOUGHT,

JESHUA BEN JOSEPH

WOULD FIND TODAY, THE VICES HE
PRACTISED IN HIS

By RUFUS W. WEEKS

Decoration By
CHARLES A. WINTER

titude was necessary then, and would be neces-
sary for a generation or more to come; but his
spirit, which broke out once or twice 1n some act
of svmbolic violence, exulted in the future day
when the comrades should be strong enough to
break down tyranny and establish the reign of
social righteousness.

His task was: to test men by the vision of a
world socially re-made; to summon men to re-
make themselves in the light of that vision; to
draw out those who responded to the vision; to
bind together as comrades all such; to strengthen
their hearts and to free them from the subjection
of their minds to the magnates of wealth and of
the church. “Call no man master,” was his slo-
gan. .

To strenpthen the hearts of the comrades, he
led them to drink of the fountain from which he
drank during the days and nights of his solitary
meditations under the sky. He himself was one
(and the one who has been in the Ocecident uni-
versally felt to he the greatest) of those supreme
intuitionists, spiritual geninses, those
permen, of whom the human race has thrown
up perhaps a scant dozen during its hundred re-
corded penerations, The characteristic of these
special men is their overwhelming sense of the
Whole, of the All-Life which permeates and sup-
ports and #s every little life that appears. The
All-Life is to them the Real, alone worthy to be
lived in. To Jeshua the All-Life was in its es-
cence the same that in human life is comrade-
ship; beyond all the discords of the vast process
he felt its driving force and ultimate goal to be
harmony in co-working. From this sense, flow-
ing in upon him in a whelming current, he drank
confidence, the certitude of the glorious outcome
of the comradely strugele: and he taught his
comrades to drink the like, first from his hands,
then from the source itseli as their natures were
opened to the source. .

In those davs not only did the clergy have
power over nien’s minds through promises of
heaven and threats of hell, but the upper clergy
could - also inflict real punishment; they could
bring, on one whom they hated enough, impris-
onment, torture and even death. After the sec-
onid vear of Teshua's mission it was plain to him
that.” unless he desisted from his attack on the
clergy and his labors to free the common people
from their tyranny, he would surely meet death
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at their instance. At the same time he saw that,
if he did so desist, he would be destroying the
good he had done, he would be putting the minds
he had helped back into the prisonhouse. He saw
that there was but one course open to him: to
continue his -defiant denunciations of the upper
clergy, and thus to go forward to meet the
shameful death that would surely be his reward.
He tried to prepare his nearest comrades for the
shock they were so soon to encounter. He also
foresaw that his sudden remowval would arouse
in them the impulse to act as free men and fo
stand up in defense of the cause for which he
whom they so loved had died; and he assured
them that, though they would soon see him no
more, his influence and strengthening power
would come to them far more effectively than
while he was with them visibly. It happened as
he had foreseen. He died the death of a tor-
tured criminal, even at one moment forsaken by
that sense of the sustaining Ail-Life which he had
so vividly and so long experienced. Yet his com-
rades became convinced that he was trinmphantly
alive in the unseen, and, in that conviction hav-
ing become the most courageous of men, they
took up his work.

The times were not ripe. The free comrade-
ship degenerated into a church. The church de-
veloped a clergy, flowering later into an upper
clergy, arrogant, claiming authority over men,
akin to that former clergy against which Jeshua
had thundered at such a price. The sayings of
him whom the church called “Lord.” when those
savings at length came to be written out, were
so mingled and overlaid with churchly additions
and so distorted by priestly twists, that the orig-
inal “good news to the poor” was swamped and
made of no cffect.

Under priestly rule the church sold itself first
to the Roman imperial power, then to that
wealth-power which was the object of Jeshua's
deepest hostility. And to this day the church
has remained loyal servant of the wealth-power-
And so, throughout the centuries, that forlorn
figure has still hung upon the cross, day by day
crucified afresh at the hands of robed and
haughty eeclesiasties who, deifying him and
shouting in his name, vilify and curse the cause
to which he was devoted, the cause into which he
had merged his own identitv. This 15 at once the
burlesque and the tragedy of history.

Yet in a multitude of hearts the love of the
real man who walked the roads of Syria smoul-
ders, ready, at the due moment of economic evo-
lution, to burst into the flame of social trans-
formation.




A KNIGHT
A MODERN HIGHWAY-MAN AND A LADY
By CARDINER LADD PLUMLEY

IiLvsrraTen By Avice Bracu WiNTER

PAIR of gloves for mother—those at the

“A first floor counter at thirty-nine cents! A

dol for Dimples; it will be her first

‘store doll”  Well, a doll for Dimples—

that will be eight; reduced from twelve because they're

shopworn, but they're just foo sweet! A pipe for

uncle; those in the basement are fine and only ten

cents! A bottle of perfume at twenty-two for Sis} it's

a good deal, but shell be as pleased as anything!

Let's see, that makes seventy-nine Joy, joy! actually
twenty-one left for other presents.”

There iz no telling how long the little bundler might
have gone on with her calculations if she had not been
disturbed. Of course, discipline must be kept up in
gtores and little bundlers do waste time fearfully, but
really that is no reason why the foreman should have
flown into such a rage.

“Confound you, you'll lose your job! I'm'on to your
racket! I've been watching you for ten. minutes. Don't
snivel ; vou can't work and cry at the same time; and
you can't work me. Get busy!”

Kitty's store has a theory that all the girls live at
home: it is a convenient double-barreled theory and
both barrels are scatter-guns; the girls have o sign a
statement that they are not self-supporting before they
are employed.

The theory was inventéd by an ingenious manager
for an answer to the criticism that no girl can live
on a wage less than five dollars. Tf the girls are sup-
ported by relatives, theny of course, the payroll repre-
sents money for candy, clothing, and five-cent picture
shows.

The other barrel of this theory is better yet: If the
girls are not self-supporting the store can throw them
into the street for little or no excuse and plead that no
cruelty has been practiced. Then, too, if girls are sup-
ported at home they can be freely criticised as to their
appearance, just as if all their wages went for cloth-
ing; also, it can be assumed that the girls will con-
tribute liberally to the store’s “mutual benefit scheme™;
further, the store ecan take in fines for all sorts of
things half of what wage has been agreed upon; fur-
ther vet, when trade is slack wages can be cut to the
very muinimum: and in many more ways the theory
males for easy discipline, dulling of their consclences
and large profits for the owners,

Unlike the statements signed by many of the girls,
Kitty’s was true; she really lived at home. Yet at the
end of each week there was as little left of her usual
wage of two-seventy-five as if the store paid her noth-
ing, and she spent little on picture shows and not an
averape of ten cents a week on candy. So much for
the double-barreled theory.

After the exceedingly tactiul remarks of the fore-
man Kitty's hands flew, and there was no reason why
he should have turned his eyes so often in her direc-
tion. As the slight fingers folded the ends of the pack-
ages and entwined them with red cord, the brain under
the mop of dark hair arranged and rearranged the hg-
ures of the Chrnistmas sum,

“Tiwenty-one cents!™ A present for the old woman
on the t.-:-p floor of the tenement who had been ]iEﬂ'E
when the little girl was sick with typhoid. And, of
course, there was Sally: even a very little girl has a
bosom friend; Sally must have something pretiy. And
the teacher at the night school, she must not be for-
gotten. Yes, n-.--r::u;.'--;mc cents held all these possibili
ties and more.

Az has been stated Iitty had been pgetting two sev-
enty-five, In the end she looked forward to a possible
wage of s=ix. Six dollars! who could dream of a
greater income |

The firm was certainly generous during the last weck
before Christmas: it actually increased the pay of the
bundlers to three seventy-five—hence Kitty’s dollar.
Cf course, the wirls worked overtime and all that; but
with the double-barreled theory in mind it is hard to

understand the increase under any assumption but gen
Crosity,

A dollar is a dollar, of course; and then again a
dollar is not a dollar; it depends on how your affairs
are fixed. A dollar has been known to be a moderate
fortune and not a dollar at all. So was Kitty's dollar,

If dollars ever have hearts, the little bundler's dollar
had a heart and a big one. Al

The management of Kitty's store is consistent; it 15
not supposed that girls need much time for lunch—
the scatter-gun theory again, and the girls, of course,
have plenty to eat at home. *And surely a girl cannot
use many minutes in ecating a seven-cent meal—lunch
for seven cents! You do not believe it; you doubt
that a small girl can get a meal for seven cents? H_ut
you forget the restaurant that is provided by the phil-
anthropists who manage Kitty's store.

Five cents buys a bowl of soup; it might be thicker,
hwt, then, shopgirls must not eéxpect a Savarin meal.
| wo cents for bread: surely with the soup a solid lunch
(it was Kitty's dinner) for a little girl who weighs
just fifty-one pounds. Of course, the manager of the
store would gulp the soup in five spoonfuls—the bread
would not count: but then he weighs over two hun-
dred, so we are wasting time in making any compari-
S0,

Did vou ever have plover's eggs? They were said to
be 2 favorite dish of the late king of England; T con-
fess T nmever have tasted them. But to the small child,
breaking her bread imto her thin zoup, her dinner
seemed something like plover's eggs to kings. And all
because of that Christmas sum and that dollar with a
heart.

What a wonderful thing is Christmas anyhow, and
how true that “it is more blessed to give than to re-
ceive’™  But it makes a big difference who the giver
is. and T have known people who actually eomplained

Five Whole Dollars.
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because of “the strain of shopping.” Not, mind you,
that they did not have plenty of money to spend, but
“it's such a drain on one’s nerves to suit one's friends”
[t never turned their lunches to plover's eggs, not by
a good sight.

Fut what has happened to the little girl who has
finished her soup and bread? You felt badly when
the Trast l'.-4:-|::1||;|_:||_',' closed 1ts doors and you 11mnght
you had seen the last of those thousands entrusted to
that bank. PBut you did not weep like a lost soul. No;
but then you are grown up and not a little bundler
but cight vears removed from a cradle, After all, some-
thing must be allowed on account of tender age. Let
ug agree to allow tears; our civilization does not allow
much, and tears do not cost Mammon and our other
gods really anything.

“Confound you! don't you know your time's up!
What in thunder are you bawling about?' This from
a stout red-faced man who should have considered that
tears cost Kitty's store next to nothing.

“My pocketbook!” and the sobbing child sank ower
the table as if her financial matters were of jmportance,
“T left it on the bargani-counter, bil ¥ou never sees
them afterward!™

“¥ou're a miscrable, careless, good-for-nothing,
Didn't you hear me? Your time's up—get a move on
you " .
Dickens told us how the demand of the strong on
the weak for motion was a sign of his times. Nothing
seems to change, So poor hittle sobbing Kitty—she
ought to have been coddled in somebody’s arms—got
“a move on her.” From the dirty restaurant at the
top of the building she hurried toward her afternoon
tasks, Hearts are hearts, and in little girl's bosoms,
under such sorrow as Kitty's, change to lead. And the
clerk at the bargain-counter knew nothing of the shabby
little purse.

You have read of those highwaymen in the days
when a journey by stage coach meant the poszsibility
of a hold-up, who levied on princes that they might
succor the unfortunate? Men are the same, century
after century; whether in a suit of scarlet welvet, a
plumed hat, with a sword at the side, or in a rough
tweed coat, a fancy waistcoat and under a derby hat
If we ever get to heaven (which for most of us will
be less suitable than the Knickerbocker Holel for a
hog led from his fithy sty) we will likely see the same
old humans under flowing white robes; some won-
dering if their gowns fit in the back, and some: much
annoyed becanse it is not the thing to wear colors.

So as the miserable little hundler, with her burdened
heart of lead, pushed her way through the packed
mass of Christmas shoppers on the first floor she came
against a man m a rough tweed suit with a hard,
smooth-shaven face under a derby hat. Just our old
friend, the knight of the road, jn the plain binding of
the wyear 1Q11.

“What in thunder is the matter?” the lkmght asked
as the girl looked up at him. The words were rough,
but something back of the words was very friendly—
as if the questioner knew and could respect a child's
SOrTrow,

“Oh, sir, my pocketbook! my Christmas money "

“Bome beastly mistake” the man growled as he
stooped so that the erying child looked directly into
his eyes. “What did it look like?”

“It was old and blue and it had one dollar and thir-
teen cents!” sobbed Kitty.

Fhe man turned his back and fumbled in his pock-
ets. A few seconds, later Kitty held in her hand her
own pocketbook and the man of the tweed suit had
disappeared as if the stout gentleman just beyond had
swallowed him; tweed suit, red necktie and fancy
waistcoat,

“Here, you lazy thing! You're eleven minutes latel
Next time I'll report you. 1 wonder what you're grin-
ning about? If you ain't careful I'l make vou laugh
on the other side of your jaw!” This from the fore-
man as Kitty returned to her work.

The afternoon flew on wings as of swallows., And
would you have said anything to anybody but vour de-
voted friend, Sally, if you had been a shrewd little girl
and had your suspicions? Then do not blame Kitty
for her silence. Five whole dollars for presents!

Cur knight of the derby had s limitations ; he could
not steal from a cluld. He had no theory that becanse
little girls live at home they should be preyved upon
as a pickerel preys upon little minnows. He did not
stop to ask questions or had he any theories, single
barreled or double. He followed the only guide that
has been, that is, or ever will be worth anything as a
puide in human ‘affairs—the heart.
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MAMIE TUTTLE’S STORY AND ITS UNUSUAL CLIMAX

By ETHEL LLOYD PATTERSO

She would not have been there so long—or Tather
she would never have been there at all—if it had
not been that the Christmas rush was on and it
extra saleswomen to cope

S]lt{ had been there three weeks when il happened.

was Neccssary L i]il"-'-:'
with it.

For she was not the sort of girl they wsually em-
ployed in the toy shop with the very smartest trade
on Fifth avenue. The manager himself said as much
when he took her on, but, after :'I.”I it was D]ﬂ}' for
the holidays.

To begin with, her name was Mamie Tuttle and she
eaid her name was—Mamie Tuttle, A more or less
fatal error for a girl who wishes to learn to sell fifty-
dollar dolls and dolls' houses that run up into the
hundreds. Of course, it should have been “Marie” ;—
or even “May” would have been an improvement. Also,
she had two upper front teeth that protruded and her
chin receded far more than was consistent with any
known line of beauty. She looked a little like a sullen
rabbit, for her eves were hig, quite big, and wide set
and round, but always dull and defensive and never
timid. However, almost anybody can tell you how
difficult it is for a saleswoman to remain timid—par-
ti.ElJ[H:I’l}' in a c.h:_;p on Fifth avenue, But, after all,
perhaps the worst that could be said of her was that
she looked as though her name were—Mamie Tuttle.

And the girl—even the girls who, like herself, had
only heen employed to tide over the holiday rush—
could not be made to like her from the first. That
was strange enough, considering there was nothing ac-
tually unpleasant about Mamie Tuttle. DBesides, it is
customary for the transient girls to stand together.
They have to, for the girls employed regularly are apt
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to be hard on them. After it all happened, there was
not a saleswoman in the shop who did not declare she
knew from the first there was something wrong with
Mamis, But they couldn’t really have known,

It is very doubtiul whether anybody in all the world
could have found out. Perhaps, if some one had loved
Mamie Tuttle she might have confided in them before
it became too much for her, but you see she wasn't
the kind of girl people love. Not even when it was all
over, -although she and the little lame girl at the tele-
phone switchboard did become preity good {friends
eventually, and it was known throughout the establizh-
ment that the floerwalker in her department was al-
ways very gentle in speaking to her. However, that
was afterward.

Nobody knew just why she had been assipned to the
dolls’ section in the first place. Unless it was because
ghe looked stupid, and one has to understand some-
thing of machinery to sell mechanical toys and electrical
railroads. She never, even in the subzequent years—
learned to handle a doll as though she loved it. Of
course, that is a matter of temperament, but it helps
gell the dolls. And she had not just the might attitude
towards customers. She did learn better after a while,
but at first she could not scem to manage the mixture
of servility and tender interest and understanding that
best pleases a very rich mamma about to buy a doll
with real eyelashes and cords that may be pulled to
make it say things.

Maybe Mamie Tuttle did not have the proper chance.
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Mrs. Cruger Stopped in Front of Mamie Tuttle.
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Bemember, she was sullen rather than aggressive. It
was @ fairly easy matter to elbow her to one side*when
one saw a customer coming who looked likely to buy
something really worth the selling, Fairly casy to
jeave Mamie following about a woman who vacillated
for hours between a dollar-ninety-cight-cent Sailor
Boy and a two-dollar Red Riding Hood Girl., Conses
quently Mamie Tuttle’s checks did not show ‘anything
very marvelous in the way of sales—and that did not
help her popularity with the management either.

It might have been the long forencon of waiting upon
just such aggravating customers that finally proved too
much for her. It might have been due, a little, to the
fact that she had had no luncheon. You see, Christmas
was only three days off and Mamie Tuttle had her
Christmas presents still to buy. But personally 1 think
the cause went deeper. However, judge that for your-
self,

All the girls say now that they had noticed she had
been handling the dolls roughly. That's perfect silli-
ness, too, because everybody knows a saleswoman in a
toy shop three days before Christmas has no time to
notice anything. Though I have admitted Mamie Tut-
fle never did handle dolls as they should have been
pandled: she mussed their hair and left them sitting
with their toes turned in.

Anyway, she began the day badly by catching her
black alpaca sleeve in a little lamp made for a doll's
house and sending it shivering to bits upon the floor,
It was only a seventy-five-cent lamp, but its price had
to come out of Mamie Tuttle's eight-dollar salary—
and. at Christmas time. Such things are annoying.

She worked through the morning hours somehow;
selling a card of coral jewelry for a doll to a woman
who, after the package had been delivered to her de-
cided she preferred the turquoise set, and stood for
another long, long while beside a woman who insisted
upon undressing all the dolls she thought of buying to
see if they were strung properly. Finally, after four
dolls were left with their clothing mixed and strewn
counter, the woman said she would “come
back i » afterncon.” Mamie Tuttle put her stock in
order with steady, short square fingers, a little grimy,
and went to tell the floorwalker she would not take a
luncheon hour. ‘Then she came back to her depart-
ment and, several people have averred, straightened
a shelf of baby dolls viciously.

It was just at that moment that Mrs. Morton Cruger
entered the shop. Now, Mrs. Morton Cruger is one
of the hest customers at Walsh's. You see, her hus-
is" president of the B. P. and (0. Railroad. and
there are five little Crugers all under nine years of
age. Naturally enough, Mamie Tuttle did not
move when Mrs. Cruger swept down the aisle and quite
as naturally almost every other saleswoman did In-
decd, Rosemary Glenning went as far as to ask Mrs,
Cruger if she could “show her rthing 7" and Mrs.
Cruger did not answer. Not because she was that kind
of person, but because her mind was very busy at that
minute with the five little Crugers, and more particu-
larly with Marjory, who was six years old and just
reiting over the whooping cough, If her mind had not
heen very buey she probably never would have stopped
in front of Mamie Tuttle. As you have guessed, Mamie
was not prepossessing.  Aand if Mrs. Cruger
had not stopped in front of Mamie Tuttle the thing
would never have happened as it did.

And, having stopped in front of Mamie Tuttle, Mrs.
Cruger's mind came back from Marjory and the w hoop-
ing cough, and she asked in her nice kind voice to be
shown :

“A doll with a trunk and a lot of clothes. Hats and
jewelry and everyth and preferably a dark-haired
doll with long eyelashes and a really pretly face”

Rosemary Glenning offered to Mamie Tuttle
where the finer dolls were kept, and Mamie Tuttle's
two upper teeth seemed to |:-1I:‘1!'1|I'Ek' more than ever
when she did not answer and Mrs. Cruger followed her
down the aizsle to a ::-.'lll".if!.'.'l:srl}' large and elegant Eh‘-‘g
case.

There, in one single hour, Mamie Tuttle completed a
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sale that almost doubled all the other sales of her past
three weeks at Walsh's, The doll was not so large,
but the finest doll that could be bought, with marvel-

ons real curls, brown and shining. Then there was a
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ng on a fine chain of real gold.
I'am telling you all this becaunse I think it had some-
ng to do with Mamie Tucker's state of

And Mamie Tuttle entered each article in her sales-
book, writing very carefully so that the carl

accurately. She added the
it really did amount to three hundred and forty-three
dollars and seventy-five cents, and then she swaltlowed
hard several times and looked up at Mrs. Cruger. Her
teeth seemed quite ugly and very protruding, but may-
be it was because her lips had gone rather dry and
white,

And Mrs. Cruger thanked Mamie Tuttle in that same
nice kind woice, and picked up her shopping list and
her purse and left the store, and has not heard to this
day what happened after she left

All the girls know now it must have been difficult
for Mamie ‘Luttle to gather together so calmly the
things Mrs. Cruger had bought. But she did manage
it. In fact, she had almost reached the elevator to
take her zale into the shipping department when the
thing happened. She was carrying the doll under her
right arm and its blue silk legs stuck out with the
toes turned in as usual, because, as I have said, Mamie
Tuttle never thought to turn a dell's toes out. And
under her left arm was a pasteboard box filled with
the delicate, lovely little “gimcracks” that were part
of the blue silk doll's troussean.

Then quite suddenly Mamie - Tuttle paused. Her
eyes seemed to gpread in her face and she looked taller
than she really was. She paused and, without a word, she
threw the box with its delicate, lovely little “gimcracks™
down in front of her and deliberately stepped into the
middle of it. She ground the  lorgnettes with their
chain of real gold beneath her heel. The fine metal
broke with a sound like splintering crystal. Then
Mamie Tuttle took the blue silk doll and held it out in
front of her and shock it by the shoulders till its wax
lids flapped shut. Finally she caught it by the leg and
hurled it through the glass door of the elevator. After
that she looked about her as though she were a little
dazed. Then the floorwalker laid his hand on her
shoulder and pushed her before him down the aisle
past the petrified saleswomen and customers; past the
little lame girl at the telephone switchbicard and into
the manager's office. It was because the little lame
girl listened—the door was a trifle ajar—that cx'x_:r__'.'lmtllz.'
in the store knew all about it almost at once. That is
to say, the other saleswomen knew about it before 1_11|;3.r
went home that night. But it was quite an hour before
Mamie Tuttle could be made to speak. The lump in
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Finally She Caught it by the Leg and Hurled it
Through the Glass Door of the Elevator.

her throat seemed to cause her congiderable trouble
and she had to sit down to keep from falling.

"But why, WHY in the name of Heaven/” The
manager was saying for what seemed to Mamie Tuttle
the nine millionth and seventy-ninth time, when she
unexpectedly found the lump in her throat had gone,
and the words could pour out just as though she had
been very full of them all the time and the lump had
been a stopper in her throat,

“Why, WHY #' said Mamie Tuttle and made the
discovery that her legs would bear her weight once
more, “Why? Jest because I couldn't stand them
things for dolls another minute—that's why! My
Gawd—them things for dolls! An" my kid sister a-dy-
ing down there on East Fifteenth street because she
ain’t got proper food and medicines and air and me up
here a-goin' around with silver purses, and real fur

:|:"..":'3 :':|.-:i JI.L!!lE'I:!.'n!{' ]r.'l,liu_'-u:_lta |'|'-:' a |."._:;-|' .'\-Il_:l:':\. '.1I!(JL‘!'
my arm. My Gawd! It's more'n flesh and blood can
stand, that's what it is!"

N ie Tuttle paused, but the manager not say
irate, he did not look as though
ing for another minute or
two, 50 Mamie Tuttle gulped and went on:

“I don't suppose them people like Mrs. Crugér mean
anything by it she said. “It's right and natural for
them to want all kinds of things for their kids. May-
be 1f kid sister didn't need fresh air so much I'd
be wantin' a doll with a real hair wig for her, too. It
ain't anvbody's fault, mavbe, but it's more'n a body
can stand sometimes—that's all. I didn't mean to smash
that doll and them things, 1 don't know now exactly
why 1 done 1t. I guess | got to thinkin' how the
money for all them brushes and combs and dresses
would send my old woman and the kid out to that
Denver p!.'u:q- where the doctor says they aughter go.
And 1 pot to hating that doll something awiul all of
a sudden. I wanted to kill her 'n' I puess I did. It
wasn't 80 much the dell, though, neither:—it was them
things for the dolls.”

“Yes, I think I see,” said the manager at last—and
—"vou might wait here, Miss Tuttle, while I go up-
stairs and see Mr. Walsh™

And he did go upstairs and see Mr. Walsh, and it 15
the opinion of evervbody in the shop that he must have
talked to very good advantage. Not that Mamie Tut-
tle cared. The outlook was too hopeless for her just
then and she knew, of course, that she had managed
more damage in those few moments than it was within
her power to repay in many years. She also felt quite
sure her job at Walsh's was a thing of the past, and
she could not help wondering whether they would put
her in jail for what she had done.

Then the manager came back in the room.

“Miss Tuttle,” he asked, "could you send your
mothér and little sister out to Denver if you stayed on
here with us permanently at ten dollars a week:"

“T couldn’t never pay for them things for that doll,
Mr, Stevens, if I stayed on here forever, if that's what
you mean,” replied Mamie Tuttle,

The manager coughed.

“That isn't what we mean, Miss Tuttle” he said,
“Mr. Walsh says that under the circumstances, Christ-
mas and all that, we'll let the matter of the doll drop.
Of course, if you evér saw your way clear—but that's
another matter. The business in hand is that Mr,
Walsh is offering you a permanent position with us
with a raise of salary of two dollars a week."

And Mamie Tuttle never said a word of thanks, but
two tears that became a little murky as they traveled,
dropped on the front of her alpaca waist.

But, then, she wadsn't exaetly a lovable girl, anyway.
It was quite some time before she became friends with
the little lame girl at the telephone switchboard, though
from the moment she came out of the manager's offick
that day the floorwalker in her department was always
VEry gentle in F||L-:|king' to her.
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OUT  QF BONDAGE

HOW JENNIE BAILY FOUND HERSELF AND RECOGNITION

ever had.” Mrs. Marvin, the matron, talked
her troubles out daily to the head nurse. "It
almost seems as if she needed treatment mn
an asylum instead of just the summer vacation here. 1
wish you could suggest some way 1o get her in touch
with the others, Miss Baldwin.” ;
“You did some good when you introduced her as Miss
Eaily,” responded the nurse. “She _1-;::151 me she E?EL-:I
never heen called anything but Jenmie in all her life,
pither at the sweatshop or during her cleaning work at
the Settlement.”
“Tt does sesm as though this beaufiful place should
help zlong in the cure of mental allments ns_wull as
physical ones,” the matron said, her eyes resting lov-

“SHE iz one of the most difficult cases we have

. ingly on the broad sweep of hills and the shining river

before her, then coming back regretfully to the lone-
some little figure at the end of the long_pﬂrch._

Jennie Baily was sitting in the g!ow of l]_u_- afternoon
sun, listlessly watching the play of the children in the
field below. Even in this Vacation Rest Home she [F“
strongly her weakness, physical and mental—her in-
ability to stand forth as a person whom people would
even know to exist. Seli-distrust, the result of over-

By HELEN STEIN

work and exhaustion, depressed her. If she only could
once get started, she thought; if, when she went to
a new place, she only dared to stand wp straight and
lock them all in the face, the way that Miss Grady
over there did! Miss Grady was surely this minute
telling the group by the door stories of what great
things she, during each of her forty-five years, had
accomplished. Jennie could tell by the very toss of her
head how the words sounded.

In the little gathering at the center of the porch the
battle=scarred veterans of MNew York’s unending war of
toil were relating their experiences with a frank relish
of the dreadful, Miss O'Jermyn had had four hus-
bands—"an’ a real widow ivry time, too, bless you;
none o your make-believes,” she would assert at each
recounting of  the story.

“Well, my third operation most finished me," put in
meek buf pertinacions Miss Umble. “It's the heart cuts
that hurts most, thongh, and I don’t know as I'd had
courage to keep going if the doctor hadn't helped me
to come off here. I feel different now.”
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“It's a bad case this won't help ont some,” assented
the grandmother who had survived both children and
grandchildren, *“Miss Marvin, she's a dear, too, she's
genuine, she is. No fuss about her.”

“She knows executive abiilty, too, when she has it
to hand,” put in Miss Grady pompously, “She asked
me to help with the party arrangements tomorrow. ['ve
managed many a weddin' in my time, and many a fun-
eral, too, for the matter o “that.”

“Well, I'm on the Reception Committee,” the grand-
mother asserted. “She knows to respect good blood,
too, if the means has gone™

“I'm to serveé the coffee, It takes some breeding to
know how to do that the way it should be done. Trust
Mrs. Marvin to find the rnght person for the right
place” This came complacently from the stout figure
in the easy chair.

“There's another load of folks comin’ in tomght,”
stated Miss Umble, “so there'll be some more for the
party tomorrow.”

“Well, our little circle here has got real well ac-
quainted this past week™ observed Miss Grady. “T°ll
almost hate to have new folks come in."

“We must make "em feel to home, and help out Miss




Marvin," suggested a gentle soul who had not spoken  her ears. The words were not meant for her, she them to their rooms, and making them feel at heme."
before. “If they feel the way 1 did when I came— knew; they were all kind to each other, these work- The rocking-chairs grew suddenly still, and Miss Grady
work, work, work, no food to speak of and no fun at  weary women now having the first rest of a lifetime: ynconsciously leaned slightly forward. Mrs. Marvin
all—why, I'll be glad to help 'em, and maybe they'll go but, nevertheless, she was touched in a tender place. The  r5ized her -,l-.if.v- g0 it could be heard at the far end of
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back again as encouraged as I feel” The others gave matron even, who had given to Jennic no special part  yhe porch. “I want a very capable person,” she con-
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hums (]'T 1|rt|umn_[. th“:' :IIiEI:P: ;'“Ii}: “‘Il“'!“.'“ _fmr H-hz?- & ”lh.' :r_::r_ .:E B .‘-.[Lkh.h‘l;lm'”'h must l:ﬂ]i llm;h; “‘1'5': tinued. “Miss Baily, how would you like the place?
ressed t i ot OfF 3 Nt acquiescence in a Stafe= a QDOOY xf Mrs. DMarvin was EKind, £ Cir gl : =" =
pressed to the p 3 ch ) e body: Xe 5 Dhlarvin was S0 :‘ g I think vou are the very ome. Will the rest of you
ment. good, Jennie's eyes, full of wistiulness, watched un- . .

just keep out of sight a little, s0 the newcomers needn’t

T wasn't down and cut yet by any means when [ came  easily the quiet disappearance of the sun behind the : ; =
feel strange over meeting S0 many at once? If you

here! she announced, “but 1 will say I feel different [Palisades, She did not turn as she heard the matron's : } 3 ; : ;

from what 1 did. Some don't seem able to stay up to  voice in the doorway, speaking to the group of cheerful will comie with me, Miss Baily, I will show you what is

the scratch, or to get up when they're helped, either. talkers. to be done,

I always was thankful I wasn't made that way." “We expect ten new guests on the evening train,” Jennie Baily's little figure was ercct for the first time
Jennie's quiet little figure had drawn hesitatingly  Mrs. Marvin was saying. “I am called to a sick neigh- in years as she turned to walk through the hushed

nearer to the group as they talked, but she moved bor, and Nurse Baldwin must go too. I want some one  group, and in her eyes was a light that was not from

away again when Miss Grady's loud voice had reached to take my place In mecting the newcomers, showing the setting sun.

{Continued from bage 0.) fathers were, or better men than they themselves 2 T T
ances than they rmn-e._rF: for the &fﬁivit}' now be- were yesterday. Very well, they are better men; gggs HEROES BUT YELLOW
gun against war by individuals in the ruling but let not the oppressed deceive themselves,
classes really springs from their sense of the will these men above them would not have become HE McNamara Brothers were not class consciouns.
which is forming in the working class. Lately better men if the oppressed themselves had not l A man who belongs to the labor movement
the War Lord of Europe, living in Berlin, did begun to stir. and is not class conscious is a very second-rate
indeed rattle his sabre, but he did not draw it, So then all the tendencies toward the abolition Thev di man. The McNamaras were second-rate men.
and why? We were told that financiers went to of war come back to the one bottom tendency, “;:ﬁ i":ﬂ::ﬂfr "':1“’1 Tf:"}”f_"f:_“'l?“ \""r’,‘,“"‘fl_}i:‘“'f"alfi":_ﬂ“”"
him and told him quietly that war would not do, the one “K:F:llliillg cause,” which is the incipient .1 o nicts- 11‘,',_:;.”11r:';:.":;;JE I.::r'rrkin_;;f:::cn“s:;l T:,:_E
that the moneyed men could not back it up. This uprising of the common people. How plain the  ajjeped principle they dynamited for was a “fair day’s
was a new thing in the world of finance, and moral to the workers, to all kinds of workers, in-  work for a fair day's pay” for THEMSELVES.
what caused it? The fear of Revolution in case cluding mechanics, farmers, teachers, doctors! A revolutionist does not crawl like a yellow dog
of unsuccessful war—nothing else; for financiers This is what it says to everyone of such: You when he is imprisoned. A revolutionist does not play
bv nature love to lend money to carry on wars. hate war; you would like to see war done away the informer to save his life.

“It is the same cause, but more subtly working, with. But do you really hate war enough to do The McNamaras dynamited because they wanted a
which lies back of the new stirringst of heart anything yourself for its abolition? 1If o, there fair day's work for a fair day’s pay for themselves.
and conscience in the ruling classes of the world, 13 but one thing for you to do; you cannot go It }"‘ " good, I.“”“f'“‘ !‘“‘”f""'l"" ;””Iil‘.wm' but 1t 1s
and which unseen has caused the showy move- about _Inmkin\g_: speeches for p;:.?::xal: you cannot ;’;:].t"‘:""“:‘:' ,:;‘:P\‘:ﬁm'ﬁmﬁ:“m;‘]g T;";‘:”'{ht q:“lﬁi]‘:;”i’;}::l’é
ments 1or peace. [he “ﬂt“ri_ll !!I.F.tﬂ“]r}' of con- posew ith the prominent peop'e: W h"? are plead- “Long live a fair day's work for a fair day’s pay for
seience is curious; an oppressing class does not ing lor peace. You can do something a great colves” :
suspect that it is doing wrong until the oppressed  deal more effective than that—even con fessed to I¥s 2 sentiment inspiring enough to make some zeal-
class begins to feel that it is being wronged. be so by the frank few among the “prominent ous A. F. of L. man kill somebody else, but it isn't
Those in the upper class who feel the new con- people”—you can join the great international worth dying for.
ccience do not feel its cause ; they think the cause  Socialist movement which is going to compel That's what the McNamaras concluded, and for once
is simply that they are hetter men than their peace evervwhere and for all time. they thought right.

WAR: THE MAN- i

OSCAR

EATING MONSTER rLeoNARD

AR—the man-eating mon killer of life and the good and the pure and the beautiful must conquér
love, of joy and happiness, in the end over the foul and the bad and the ugly.
How long will men allow wow in their The prophets and the L]I'L:_.:I:'ll:'l':i and the daoers 5:1;‘;!]
midst 7 rise, and in the might of their ideals and the power ol
| How long will we allow our rude, primitive ancéstors Love of Fellows, drive War fit_'ﬂl AMONE men. They
to stretch their hairy arms across the centuries and shall drive monster—War—from this earth.
with one sweep of their mighty fists destroy what ages But not hefore men are brothers, true broth re, who
of enlichtenment have builded? The joy the light love not enly by word of mouth, but show of deed,
generations have brought vanish '.'.'l!."l; this monster shall men be powerful enough to vanquish this man
Il appears. eating monster. i :

The finer passions and high idea Not befere men cease thelr preying upon onc an-
when War with his blood-stained other, by of law and custom, will this monster cease
dripping lips comes among men., It o prey men by aid of iron fist, steel tooth and
dreams of the prophets will never be realized on earth death-dealing snort.

| when this monster, War, vells his shrill yell. The In the day when we have become truc hrothers the
echoes of this vell are rent by the weeping of mothers sons of man shall no longer be devoured by War. They
who have brought forth sons in sorrow; the wail of ghall rise in their might and bid the monster go—go
sweethearts whase hearts bleed for the one: man to where man is not, go to where the death-dealing

forever; the weeping of wives whose lives are plagies have gone, driven by man's love for man.

ened by the slaying of the fathers of their children; In that day not cnly war between pations, but war

hetween man and man, the twin brother ot the monster
that calls men out on the battleficld, shall go and go

gone from them, gone into the belly of this :
whom civilization has not killed as yet. LOTEVETL.
Despair clutches the heart of man when the And mothers shall mourn no more for lost sons;

| steps of this heast are ird,. The dre: sweethearts shall no longer be broken-hearted for lov-
dreaming. Reality becomes so ugly! Its very ugliness make slashed on the battlefields; wi shall weep no more for the husbands
if all beauty iz gone from earth. : ired from them monster: and children shall no lomger lose their
The prophet who sees the Brotherhood of Man dawning in the distance lathers in & T ! . !
is derided by those of clouded vision whe cannot see beyond thiz monster ['he = shall hs gone. Man, the Manly Man, ghall have 2 i
—\ar, x : By his side the Woman shall be. And the two shall bring forth generat ]
" But the Dawn is brightening in the far distance., Day 15 I 1 The of L v to take the heritage of ¢s and make this earth into
dreamer's dream shall come true. It shall come beeapse men | women the Paradise which the Prophets in their dreams have prepared for the chil-
desire it: becausze they work for it; because their energies hent toward dren of man.
it: because babies suck it into their blood with their moth because The Era of Man shall be proclaimed |

e el )
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THE WAY YOU LOOK AT IT

GOOD FOLKS

HERE was once, though I'm not going to tell
yvou where, a wise and learned nation who

were very much troubled about a certain moral
dizease which a ked all of the people.

One said the disease was due to a peculiar quality of
the atmosphere that cach person br d into his lungs.
Another said 1t from the soil
Others, more scientific, claimed it appeared unavoidably
by reason of certain animal traits that developed as one
grew older; in fact, that it was man’s heritage from a
chain of animal ancestors.

Whatever did it—the thing was annoying
enovgh you may believe. For it was nothing more
nor less than Dighonesty. Everybody was dishonest,
from the children in the streets to the graybeard on
the park bench. FPeople lied to each other as a matter
of course. And those who lied most successfully were
the best paid,

The most plausible theory advanced was that this
Dishonesty was a barbaric inheritance, though some
people said that there was less of it among those tribes
that flourished in a natural state than among the eity
dwellers.

Some people said it was produced by civilization, yet
strangely enough this theory failed to hold water be-
cause all the most civilized persons of each generation
were nearly free from the taint,

“The root of the trouble is,” said the followers of
religion, “that every one needs converting. Comvert
them and they will stop being dishomest.”

So a great many preachers were hired and made the
atmosphere hot with prayer, but in the end everything
lapsed into a state much the same as at first.

o see” said the Philosophers, “we do not need
conversion—we need reason. Let us reason with each
other. That is the one antitoxin for Dishonesty.”

So the philosophers stopped every man on the street
corner and reasoned with him, but the disease grew

was an exhalation

causc

[

and grew.

uOur turn,” said the doctors. “These folks are dis-
homest because there is some ‘bone pressure on the
brain. Let us remove the presure and then watch the
return of integrity.”

So the doctors performed I,200,000 aperations and
at the end of that time everybody was as untruthful as
EVET.

Finally came a man who stood on a soap-box and
this is what he said:

“My friends, you are all troubled with Dishonesty.
And you will be cured only by yourselves—no one else
can relieve you. Shall T tell you the secret? You are
dishonest not because you are maturally thieves and
gold-brick men, but because the conditions under which
you live make it too hard for a fair-dealing man 1o
exist. Change those conditions and you will prevent
the dizease.” .

But, of course, they didn’t listén to him, because just
then 2 man with a brass band and two boxes of cigars
appeared. at the corner promising to cure everybody
Free if they'd only elect him to office.

the Reverend Lemuel

EATED at his study table the
S Smug faced the dismal morning paper.

“Wou are going to preach this morning,” said
the paper, seratehing i_'.-=. weather report and put-
ting a right forefinger to its index. : -

“Yeos,” said the Reverend, with a smile that curled

back as far as the first molars.

“And what are

The smile st
good fellow

“But, Mr. Smug, please, sir, you've read me this
morning, haven't you? Won't you please preach about
something Fre got to say. Please, Mr. Smug, sir, I'm
so interesting. Why, here on my first page I tell about a
regular thieves' school that the police have discovered—
a training place for voung boys. Haven't you anything
to say about a society that produces such a thinge
Here's a story about starving miners being murdered
by the State constabulary. Doesn't that seem to call
for comments?"

The Reverend's smile was inscrutable.

“Or take this war here. You see it was caused by a
group of capitalist= who had money they wanted to

cach about ¥
a grim line. “Really, my

you g
tenexd

invest in the invaded country. And think of all the
peaple they've killed locking for that investment !

The Reverends expression did not change.

“How about these editorial figures on poverty: the

statistical proof that the people who work the hardest
get the least return out of life? Doesn't that stir you
up at all#”

The Reverend wriggled in his chair.

“Vou'll excuse me” he said, looking at his watch,
“hut it's time for me to go to my congregation. |
shall be very glad, however, to take a text ifrom your
columns. Wes, I shall preach from your Weather Re-
port and show, conclusively I trust, that the rain falls
on the unjust and the just alike, and that if we remain
patient and contented all will be well—all wili be well
Good morning! Come again next-Sunday 1™

THE LANDLORDS

REAT was the gathering of farmers. They piled
in from Maine and from California; from
Wisconsin and New Mexico and then some.
They came with big hands and bent backs and

legs gnarled by rheumatism. Some of them came
whole-suited, but most of them came patched. And it
was a glorious meecting, for all the most celebrated
people of the country were there to address the con-
vention assembled.

“Farmers of America” began the Reverend George
W. Snob, "you are the salt of the earth. Don't come
into the ecities and lose your savour. Stay where you
are. Work on—work ever. You are the mainspring
of the country’s industry.”

“Fellow toilers” said the Hon. Oscar Botch, M.C,
“stay on the old farm. Work it carefully. Don't come
into the cities and be a sore toe. Stay out on the farm
and be the backbone of the nation.”

“Gentlemen,” puffed Mr. Scak-it-away Bullion, the
well-known banker, “there is no more honest or simple
class on earth than the farming class. Don't come into
citiez and lose your honesty and simplicity. Keep out
next to nature. Stay honest. Stay simps. I consider
the farmer the foundation of America's prosperity, and
if any of you would Iike to borrow something on unen-
cumbered real estate you will find me in the lobby after
the session.”

So during the long day one speaker after another
praised the farmer. They praised the way he got up
early in the morning. They praised his going to bed
early at night. They praised the habits of industry
which he drilled into his children. And especial

ally they
said and re-said that his job was the very keystone of
all jobs,

Finally Uncle Sim Rimsnider rose in his seat, brush
ing a stray oat-husk from his twentv-year-old coat-
sleeve.

*Admittin',"”

said Unele Sim slowly, “admittin® that
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us farmers ig the salt of the earth and the mainspring
of industry and the backbone of the nation and the
foundation of prosperity and the keystone of civiliza-
tion, what's the use of workin' at it if you fellers take
away everything we produce except our board and
r_']-::-'_l:l(‘-'\.-.'“

But the Reverend George W. Snob and the Honora-
ble Oscar Botch and old Mr. Bullion didn't have time
1o answer. They had been called away to address a
meeting of the League of Fair-minded and Peaceable

Wageworkers,

THE PROTESTORS

T was a desperate little band of men that gathered
I r

in the great drawing-room at Mr. Freezenburg's.
“These radicals, these visionaries,” began the
host, who was acting as chairman of the mesting,
“they are trying to destroy all the prosperity of oug
fair land. They are trying to bring about a season that
they call Spring, when the sun will shine almost every
day and when the ice will break up entirely. And they
say this Spring will be followed by another season
ealled Summer, when the sun will shine every day and
when a man wearing an overcoat will be looked on az
a monstrosity,  And when this comes to pass what, my
friends, sehal will we do? What, for instance, will be-
come of a man like myself who sells fursg”

Mr. Woolenheimer, the underwear dealer, spoke to
much the same effect: so did Mr, Skates, who ran a
magazine devoted to cold weather sports; go did Mr.
Seooper, who manufactured snow shovels; and Doctor
Coffin, the sore throat specialist, and Mr. Hotair, the
furnace maker.

One and all they agreed that the change of seasons
woald ruin them and must be sternly opposed.

So they passed strong resolutions against the coming
of Spring and pledged themselves to battle against all
agitators promoting hot weather.

Mr. Skates wrote long editorials against sunshine.
He said if Summer came the rate would degenerate
from a manly lot of snow-shoeing individualists into a
crowd of mollvcoddles. Dr. Coffin gave it as his
opinion that evervone would be roasted to death by
the direct rays of the sun; Mr. Hotair showed by statis-
tics that a sun-warmed atmosphere was poisonons; Mr.
Scooper wrote a pamphlet proving that snow-shoveling
was the only rational form of exercize; Mr. Woolen-
heimer spoke on street corners about the impropriety of
wearing light underclothes; while Mr. Glitter, the
Christmas Tree King, went out nights with a gas-pipe
to slug the revolufionists,

But it was no use.

First came one warm day—then ancther. Then the
ice in the river broke—then all the snow melted—then
some flowers started 1o come out. In vain Mr, Skates
denounced flowers in his vitriolic columns. It was no
use,

The sun kept shining brighter and brighter until at
last even Me. Hotair was obliged to let his furnace die
down. And Mr. Freezenburg found it impossible with
comfort to wear his favorite bearskin mittens.

The birds came and the fields grew green.

One morning Mr. Freezenburg took a walk in a
fresh meadow. Seized by a sudden impulse he took off
Wiz shoes and stockings and shouted. Very much
ashamed he looked about him only to see Mr. Scooper
alsn withont foot covering.

“Wou understand,” said Mr.
“that 1 detest all this sort of
can’t get away from it—"

“Oipite 20" said Mr. Scooper,

And they hoth started gathering daisies,

Froezenburg severely,
thing; still, seecing we




MR. CASSIN’S
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OU can talk about gueer things all you're a mind

i to, but if a queerer thing ever happened to any-

rietta Cassin—Well, I'd like to hear tell of it—
that's all. Not that Henrietta understands it yet, be-
cause she don't, and when she thinks it over she says
it seems just as unreal as the Arabian Nights or Chris-
topher Columbus, and if it wasn't for the roses from
that bongquet of fowers she'd think mebbe it was nothin®
but a dream. -

And it just shows you that New Yorkers are folks
of cultivation in spite of all their wickedness. Yes,
there is that to them; though I suppose it's going to
their fine churches every Sunday and listening to their
high-priced choirs that's got "em educated up to such
a pitch. 5till it's a lesson, and if I had a husband I'd
make him take notice of what happened to George
Cassin jusi becanse when George was a boy and had
the chanct to go to singin' school he was too stubborn
to ever learn one note from another.,

And, of course, the whale thing wouldn't have hap-

pened if Mr. Cassin hadn't decided to pick up bag and
baggage and go to New York City. Said as long as the
farm was off their hands they might as well enjoy
some of the gayeties of city life. “Anyhow,” he says,
“we'll live there for a month and see what there is to
see.” Naturally Henrietta was just as willing as George
and mebbe a mite more 50 only she drew the line at
hotels,
* “There's no sense,” she says, “in spending a lot of
money for board and room when you can get just as
good things in your own home—besides, I never did
believe in hotel eooking. We'll just look round and get
one of those cheap furnished flats.”

And they did.

George objected some because it wasn't in a wery
gwell neighborhood, but Henrietta says there's no use
paying twice for things you can get cheap. Besides
there were a lot of conveniences in the flat they took
that you wouldn't hardly have expected; for instance,
they had their own private letter box in a fromt hall
downstairs with a cute little place to put a card with
your name on it so's visitors could tell which bel] to
ring. Seeing she'd run out of cards Henrietta wrote her
name on a piece of paper and stuck it in the opening.

“T don't know,"” she savs to George, “whether they
have any ideas of politeness in 2 big city or not, but
if they have and if they do want to call on newcomers
they'll know where I am."”

“Fuirst Mr. Cassin says, d secin’
we're apt to meet a lot of folks T dunno but what I
ought to be spruced up a bit. Most of the barber shops
round here look lLike they were run by Evetahans or
gomething, but T guess I can make "em understand what
I mean."

It was their first day in the Aat
the card up at one. At two o'clock George went to the
barber’s, At three Henrietta, hearing a noise, peeked
out of the window to see what it was.

Right down below her was a great big crowd all
gathered round the doorway of the building. It was
such a hig crowd that Henrietta thought there must be
an excursion in town, though as far as she ¢
none of 'em were wearing badges. But she didn't hav
time to think long about it because just then there was
a ring at her doorbell and s body started yelling up
the speaking tube asking 1f she was in

“Come right up,” she called back, pressing the but
ton that the door and pretty soon clumpity
i sort of gn fellow with a big
hi ul smiling and grinning and

rate notion,”

Henrietta had put
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he was asking about

he knew enough

N he kept repeatin’, "he issa to home

now. He's gone to the barber’s and he was thinking
mebbe afterwards of lookin' up Mr. Smith-Weller—
You know the Smith-Wellers boarded with us two
summers ago—but if you'd like to wait come right in
the parlor and set down.”

Don't suppose the foreigner understood every word,
Pl L
was |

but he could see he ing invited to make himself
to home, 50 he walked into the parlor and set down,
ing onto his fowers with both hands,

“Looks as though 1t maght er," Henrietta
gays once or twice, but the gentleman just smiled and
showed his teeth and kept on repeating, “Your hoos-
ban'—I waita for heem.” Once or twice, too, he tried
to talk to her in his own language, but Mrs. Crassin
couldn't make it out at all, and when she talked he
couldn't understand though she hollered every word
loud and distinct so's to give him a fair chance.

Well, the young man zet and set, holding the bouguet
and Henrietta was just going back to her dusting when
another young foreigner, looking exactly like the first,
except mebbe a little slicker and earrvin’ a box of candy
instead of fowers, rings the bell and comes stamping
up the stairs.

“Nour hoosban'—=he is in,” he says, bobbing hiz head
till he looked like one of those toy dogs whose heads
move for fifteen minutes after they're started

“Land sakes!” Henrietta says, “I didn't know George
was so much acquainted down here, but I suppose a
dep'ty sheriff pets to know a lot of folks in a paolitical
way. You're sure vou don't want to see me—you know
I'm his wife”

But the second foreigner, smilin’ like a mormn’ in
May savs, “No, your hoosban'—I waita for heem!"

And so there she had two of "em on her hands sit-
aing like graven images in the two best chairs of the
place and no way to get "em to go. But, goodness sakes |
Henrictta's troubles was just begun for the doorbell
rang again and up come the third foreigner dressed to
the nines and carrying a cleaned chicken in his hands.

“Nour hooshan’,” he savs like all the rest,

By this time I shouldn't wonder if Henrietta
getting kind of worried, and I don't hlame her.

You gentlemen might as well understand,” she says,
“that Mr. Cassin doesn't buy the for this
house—I do it myself. And while it's very kind of you
all to bring your goods around, and I'e no doubt
they're very fine and fresh still,” she says, “I'd rather
go direct to the stores and select from a larger variety.”

But she mmght j as well have talked to the west
1.*.E|||:! .|||"l,"'.'||_:_-\.|_' ] I-n--lll-n r|i-1lllr 'i'll!LlI‘."'T:"'\-:i‘.l:l.i any
more than the others, but just sat down on the parlor
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“T waita for your hooshan'."
And while she was still wondering what to do up

came another man with some nice brown rolls and a
big frosted cake, and following him came a man with
some grapes and another with some oranges; then a

great hig fellow that looked like a bandit with a beauti
ful necktie and anotk little box done up in
tissue pag —all carrying something
Finally last of all came one with a great big black dog
tied onto the end of a

By this time they we
around the parlor, and
beside herself.

“Well," she

book out of the desk

with

wr and a dozen more

standing two or three deep

Henrjetta she was just
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Tsince you

all want to

eXCUsSE meé a minuge

But as things ti d ont she
just then she heard a loud t
outside, and while she WOl f
door oper Mr
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plate. But the strangest thing was the effect he had on
the fore

Why, | more'n showed himeslf than they
began 1o “Veova" or something like that, and
commenced throwing the candy and chicken and the
rest of the truck at his feet, while the man with the
dog grabbed George's hand and kissed it—Mrs. Cassin
saw him.

“Eff the signor,” savs the candy man, “eff the signor
would oblige—"

“Vei." the rest hollered, “sing, Signor, sing!"”

"Lord sake!” says George.

“Sing!” they hollered again.

“What do you think I'd better do, Henrietta

“Yon better sing, George.”

“But I don't know any songs.”

“Oh, you know the Star-Spangled Banner enongh to
sing it for these folks. They're not going to be eriti-
cal"

Poor George !

I feel sorry to this day when I think of what hap-
pened, It's a lesson to any woman to have her hus-
hand's voice cultivated. George hadn’t any more than
sung six words before the fellow with the dog let out
a vell and untied the dog and rushed off bumping down
the stairway. By the time George reached “And the
rocket's glare” the whole band were going heltery-
gkeltery down the stairs with never a goodby behind
them: And each one as he went picked up his candy
or his chicken or necktie and took it with him. The
only exception was when Henrietta grabbed the bouguet
of flowers and she, “You've taken up my time
when I might have been dusting and now I'm going to
get some satisfaction out of it. If you want any more
roses you can buy them."

Henrietta says of course she knew George never had
a voice to speak of, but she didn’t suppose it was as
bad as all that: because do you know from that day
till the very hour they left the city not another single
New Yorker came to call on them.

Sa¥s

PART TWO.

Being simply a paragraph from the news columns of
the New York Daily Something-or-Other.

With much emphasis this evening Signor Cassini, our
latest in opera singers, denied that he would spend the
New York sepson among his fellow countrymen in an
Ttalian quarter flat, This rumor, first published in an
1_~1,-.-_-|:'|i|;-;: paper, sesms to have caunsed the famowus tenor
much annovance. At present Signor Cassini and his
American wife are occupying a suite at one of the
larger hotels.

HOW NOT TO DO IT

UT the McNamara Case has taught the workers
B one great lesson. It has written the latest chap-
ter of Labor's bulky volume on “How Not To

Do IE"

There may be ways and ways of reaching the Co-
operative Commonwealth, but the dynamite route 13
from now on barred. It is rather roma . this (]_'L'IIEI.'
mite ik off with a gratifying bang. It
blows things to smithereens. But the recoil generally
knocks the ecause of labor about two years back.

Public sentiment is the great factor in modern life,
If anything has helped the eause of manufacturers
more than the MecNamara Case the big employers of
the country would like to hear about it,

Dynamite is an irresistible weapon—but unfortunately
it fights mostly for the man who was blown up.

EOES

Wandering Thinklets

BY BENTAMIN KEECH

OME poor souls have been bitterly disappointed.
S The persons in whom they hoped to find some
law over which to gossip, have declined to favor

them with an opportunity.
Don't take it to heart 1

people talk “sassy"™ to
ed with themselves, and
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iFACTS AND INTERPRETATIONS
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A Long Look Ahead

BY RUFUS W, WEEKS.

UR special glory as human beings
is to rise at times above the
horizon of our daily needs and

absorptions, to stand erect n
mind above our routine of work
nd of thought, and to look back-
ward and forward, and .all around

the human horizon. The highest fasci-
pation lies in looking forward, in try-
ing to make out which way heads the
general movement of man, the main his-
toric process, that vast sweep of tend-
ency by which mankind marches on from
phase to phase of civilization. Let us
then rise to this effort: we shall find
that at first the wvision is blurred; for
eyes long confined to the microseopic
function do sot readily take on the tele-

scopic. The human field seems to be
filled with hurrving masses, hurling
themselves hither and thither, without

unified guidance or any common mean-
ing. Patient attention must be given to
the wide scene in its diverse parts; the
inner eve of meditation must be ealled
ta the arranging of the items perceived,
and so in time the picture begins to take
shape, and we have at last the highest
glory and triumph known to the human
intellect—the seizing upon a wide gen-
eralization. We may perceive a single
actual movement inte which the con-
fusion iz tending to blend. How, then,
may we define this all-embracing move-
ment? This is a hard undertaking, and
gspecially hard is it to find a character-
ization in which we may all substantially
agree, but let me essay it

The tangle can best be straightened
out, I think, by pulling at the psycho-
logical end of the cord. And in using
that adjective 1 do not mean to call in
the book science of psychology with its
train of technical terms; on the con-
trary, I ask leave to use the word in a
senmse which the psychologist would say
i5 incorrect, in the way in which the
man in the street is beginning to fing it
about, as a handy concrete term. What
I have to intimate, then, is that the
psychology of mankind is now, year by
vear, day by day, undergoing change,
amounting to revolution ; that even over-
night it does not stay the same; and that
all the changes compose into an evolu-
tion in one direction. To define this
direction vividly I would say that the
human psychology of the nineteenth
centruy was that of men as individuals,
of a thousand million separate beings,
fenced apart each in its own little con-
sciousness; while the psychology of the
twentv-first century will be that of Man-
kind, of one vast Being, conscious of
itself in every ome of the thousand mil-
lion cells which It contains; and, mean-
time, the psychology of the twenticth
ecentury is the working of the minds of
men through those shifting states which
are passing over from the individualist
to the collectivist psychology.

Let me here guard against a misap-
prehension, T am not trying to deal with
what are ealled Entities; I am not so
ambitious, [ am far from maintaining
that mankind iz really one being, instead
of & thousand

yillion beings; I am only

intimating that, whereas a few years ago
we felt, most of us, as if we were num-
erical complete units, a few decades
hence we shall most of us feel like com
ponent parts of one Being, in the wel-
fare or ill-fare of which we shall be
spontaneously and deeply absorbed: In
this statement there is no metaphysics
and no mysticism; it is but a rendering
of two clear phases of human experi-
ence.

Such a summing up of the mingled
movements of our time mayv be thought
an audacions generalization; yet I must
ask leave not to stop now to make it

how this dawning new COnsciousSness
overleaps the fences of jersonality, of
race, of nation, of religion—the space
boundaries, as we might call them; and
how it likewise overleaps the chasms be-
tween the generations—the time bound-
aries. The motto of the Swiss H_I.']‘Iiﬂ)l.'ifl
“All for each and each for all,” which
looks down on its legislature in session,
iz a phrase which briefly sums up that
inner law and compelling force which
the twenty-first century man will feel
within him. And when he says “All"”
he will mean not only those living, but
those yet to live. There will be no

~ BY SOL FIELDMAN

I define Socialism to be social responsi- '
bility in the struggle for existence, an in-

socialization in ownership and operation of '

|
|
| dustrial democracy, economic equality—the
|
|

all socially necessary industries; the demo-
cratic management of such industries by the -
active members thereof; the complete abro-
gation of the profit system—social produc-

tion for use only.

good by argument; T will simply appeal
to each one to halt and consider, and
say for himeelf whether it is not indeed
a probable and worthy generalization,
one which appeals alike to his mind and
to his heart. Let each look back over
the years he has known, and then look
about him today and consider what sort
af changes he has witnessed in trade, in
industry, in politics, in diplomacy, in re-
ligion, in benevolence, in literature, in
science, especially in secial science, and
then let whether all these
changes are not tending toward a living

cach say

solidarity of mankind.

Mazeini summed up the future, as he
saw it, in that noble phrase “Association
ie the next word” Teoday, in the light
of the wonderful new philosophy of the
one all-ineludipg Life, we can use an
nspiring phrase; we can say

af wankind

Ve morc

d I's o
IFFE

eliorily beynote of human

Conscionsness, e can already perce

vogue then for that nineteenth century
question, “What has posterity done for
ws® What men do for posterity they
will wvividly feel they are doing for
themselves, to satisfy their own inner
need.

In the new consclousness even now
emerging, the thought that children are
to be born in the slums, to be fed on
poisonous milk, and poisonous air and
poisonous social temper, is becoming in-
tolerable to the comfortably placed man.
He is being driven by an inner impulse
as compelling as the instinet to live or
the instinet to hand down life—driven
to plan and to act, in comradeship with
all like-mindéd, to the end that the
coming generations may be born into
conditions of welfare. In a word, the
Race is becoming conscious of Itself as
one Life, continuous through the genera-

s blessed and blessing conscious-
ness 12 not 4 new creation within human
nature * it is rather the release of a trait

17

which has lain dormant. For, little as it
could be or was guessed during the ugly
centuries of discord from which we are
at last emerging, it now appears that the
living sense of oneness is a native part

of human nature, an orfganic ele-
ment of the creature, Man, who
ras  evolving  during the countless
thousands of vears hbefore history
began, Those were millenniums of
classless group communism, during

which the felt unit of welfare was not
the individual but the tribe; and the bot-
tom instinct of human nature then per-
manently established was not that, [
must look out for Myself, but that He
must look out for Ourselves. There was
of course no knowledge or thought of
the human race at large, but the in-
herent social passion was created and
has not since been destroyed, not even
weakened, though it has been hidden,
Now, in our large knowledge of the
human race as possessing the world,
that same organic passion is to find its
play on the widest seale.

The sweet and living water is still
bubbling at the perennial fountain head,
but the selfish habits of thought which
have been produced by the ways men
have had te use in the struggle for a
living during the historic age of indi-
vidualist competition have stopped the
flow of the bright stream along its mat-
ural course, and have driven it into
underground channels. A change is now
at hand: the nineteenth century, busy at
manifacture and trade after its murder-
ous fashion, has yet unconsciously been
clearing away the psychologic obstriie-
tions, and the twentieth century is fast
tearing them out of the bed of the
stream of life, partly knowing what it is
doing: the stream is beginning to be re-
leased and sparkling drops are trickling
down the old course.

The effective causes of this spiritual
revivication of Man have not themselves
heen spiritual—they have been material,
gross, concrete. Mot the preachers and
the poets of the social message have
done the work, but the inventors and
the financiers; such men as Watt, the
maker of the steam enging, and those
who rame after him, the geniuses who
invented the power-loom, the locomotive,
the electric engine: and, in the field of
human mechanism, the inventors of the
corporation ; and. last of all, those who
devised the Trust. In the nineteenth
century the corporation and the steam
engine working together dragged the
myriad workers away from their little
farms and out from their little handi-
craft shops and forced them together,
packed them into hordes in bodily con-
tact, each horde within its own factory;
and such physical co-working awolke the
senise of common interest. The sense
was limited, it is true, to the shop or
the trade: hut when the greatest genius
of all came on the scene, he who built
the Trust, and, even more, now when
the Trusts are visibly becoming one
Power, the plain need of the workers is
awakening the gense of the widest com-
mon interest is the working class of the
world. The good issue is not doubtful ;
the river of life will flow free and broad

dawn the centuries to come.
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FOR WOMEN ONLY
ﬂuﬁl:]ne will keep your hair wary

and [Ruffy in

the dump:ﬂ rui:ny' weather.

USED BY MAMY LEADING ACTRESSES

i A harmless toilet preparation discovered
by a Parisian hair dresser.

SPECIAL OFFER. A regular 50c.

size p;l:.’l: nge to introd e, for 25¢. Send tﬂtgﬂ.f ]

GCURLINE 0., 209 East 45th St., N. Y. City

Smoke

KARL MARX|

Sc. Cigar

Sumatra wrapper and seed and

Havana filler. Made by the
SOCIALIST CO-OPERA-
TORS OF READING. Al

proﬁls used for the Socialist
propaganda. Box of 50 by
mail $2.00. Special prices lo
dealers and locals who retail

cigars. ORDER A TRIAL
BOX TG-DAY.

Commonwealth
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 UNGUENTUM

For Eczema and all

Other Skin Diseases

RELIEVES PILES AT ONCE

]"'t-".[ﬂnn}" Back If Not
Satisfied

3y Mail:
Price, 25 Cents

GEO. OBERDORFER

2393 Bth Ave,, NEW YORK
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Long Leaf Pine Timber
Land $1.50 an Acre

167,392 acres on line of rallroad in
the State of Durango, Mexico

. Local market forall the railrond ties, mine
timbers, and other lum! that ean be pro-
duced, at good prices. When clenred the sail
is good grazing and apricultural land. _‘.‘.-'-e'ﬂ
witered by springs and streams. Climate
delightiul
erms—Part cnsh, balanes on time at 6%.
Title perfect. An upegualed opportunity _I'r_n'
investment or immediate and income paving
development,

Faor Detalls Address
GED. F. WEEKS, 131 Liberty 5t,
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Blue Print Paper Co.

SENSITIZED PAPERS
BLUE AND BLACK PRINTING

58 and 60 Reade Street

NEW YORK

If yon want to remove your hair
from undesirable parts of your
body, use our own made powder

“RUBISTONL"

FOR REMOVING THE HAIR
e, $1.00 per box.  Apply by mailor personally

H. RUBINSTEIN, Pharmacist,

20 Second Avenue
NEW YORE

Readers of THE MASSES:

advertising is its life.

This is a personal appeal for vou to support our advertisers,

No magazine can live and exist on the subscription list a|unq—lhn
The inferest you take in the advertising matter carmed m this magazine means one of two things—our advertisers will confinue to advertise and

thus make it possible for us to maintain the high standard we have set for this magazine; or our advertisers will leave us and we will be facing a deficit each month.

Which of these two contingencies must we face 2

It is up to you !




The HOUSE of BONDAGE & : 700

REGINALD WRIGI—IT KAUFFMAN

Lo kg COPIES OF

THE CHICAGO DAILY NEWS says:
*To say that the book is immoral because it takes WA R___w H A I FO R ?
\ a-great crime against humanity for its theme is to say "

that the Ten Commandments are immoral. The book
never permits the reader to be allured. Wothing could E? GEORGE R. KIRKPATRICK
be more deterrent than its plain truth-telling. It can-
not be read and forgotten.”

EDWIN MARKHAM writes:
' Ihﬂf‘.llf that dliiur“::-. Ezn flashes light, that will WAR—WHAT FOR? A bandsome cloth bound book, 8x § inches in size, 352

not let you rest. . . . A book that bilurs the eyes pages, 13 full page pictures. A Genuine Sensation in

and stirs the heart with the pity of it. With nobility — Anti-Militarist Literatare.

of manner, with a sincerity that touches the subject as x

“:ith fire, in a puri'ly_lhal: burns away all impurity, Mr. ¥ [_'I]{-;-;];_-:r;. ]'-.'-'ﬂﬂillL‘f Post, [[w;}_[]]irdg cﬂlumn re-

Eauffman relates d[l!!llﬁ story. : [ view ) —“But !'I s What FDI‘?] is, in faet

Rev. .-Elaﬁf:iNLl;:E‘F lF?;iNE. author of “From the exquisitely designed to capture the interest l.n&
y . writes: » . ¥ L "

“1f “The House of Bondage' could be put in the S t_llf.‘.' ]JL_[lcf', A 48: well Ea]cu{atﬁd to Empre
hands of the young men of the cities it would do more its readers as Paine's Rights of Mos.
for purity than all the churches in America; it would The Boston Watchman (on War—What For #):
smite man with a sense of responsibility.” ﬂrgu{'d with bhitter intensitr, ;
JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER, Jr., writes in part: The arraignment is terrific, and supported by a

“I believe that the conditions with which the book mase: of testimony . and. Retres. th t i P I
deals must be generally known before they will be im- T ¥ = SN
proved, and that the publicity thus given them will be ling. -
of great valoe” The lrlth ‘:E:F:k{'r. New York : —"“War—What

For? is hell staring at you through printer’s iml.
The horrors are all there.”

Unity, Chicago:—"War—What For" Tl
A scathing denunciation of war. . . . It will
he effective. Tht: style is trenchant, almost start-
ling.

The E-Imﬂkhn Eagle:—" ' * ' War—What
For? is fiery, red hot, merciless in its criticiem. "

[N e e ot o Price: $1.20; Club of 3 at 80 cents sach.
Poatpaid. Agents Wanted.

Address: GEORGE R. KIRKPATRICK

Lock Box 473, Madison Square Station, Mew York City.

SOLD IN 14 MONTHS AND 6 DAYS

Price $1.35. Postage 12c. extra,

ORDER BLANK

Fill in ond madl with check, stemps or money order,

THE MASSES, 200 E. 45th Street, New York.

Pleaze find enclosed $..... for which please send me, postpaid,
cop....0f Reginald W rILi:t h111ﬂ'|rld: 2 “THE HOUSE OF BONDAGE"Y

From WAR—WHAT FORT [(Reduced Size)

THE Ma um}

1,000

=/ The Library of Valuablo Knowledge | =

25 Profitable Volumes:

The Story of the Stars
The Story of the Solar System
The Story of the Eclipses
The Story of the Earth
The Story of the Earth's Atmosphere
The Story of Germ Life
The Story of the Plants
The Btory of Life in the Seas
The Story of Animal Life
The Story of the Living Machine
The Story of a Piece of Coal
The Story of a Grain of Wheat
The Story of the Cotton Plant
The Story of Primitive Man
The Story of Extinct Civilizations of the Wem
The Story of Extinct Civilizatioms of the Esdl
. The Story of the Alphabet
——— = \ gte SSI.'ur_v ctti G:t:fraplrlicaal 1Ei.m'“r
L e Story of the Art of Building
SOMETHING NEw ?JPEEEEI‘EEOUS . The Story of Music
A mew world of knowledge is thrown open to you. You will not only hawe evening EE: ss’iﬂ?; ff BPQ]:;TJEIE'F]],
after evening of entertainment, but will unconsciously absorb just that knowledge whieh . The Story of Electricity
moat stimulates your imagination and quickens your powers of observation, the two The Story of Rapid Transit
h":I.'JEI;Uﬁ to which all great men and wn:‘i'm:n owe their success. . The Story of the Mind
e3¢ are new, up-to-date, copyright.d books and of wvital interest 1o the seholar, . ; )
the wide-awake man or woman or the ambitious youth, “ﬁaz:fn‘lu?ffaiut{j:fHﬁ'ﬂfﬂtdﬁr‘;i;r:ﬁ: :::

A Royal Road to Knowledge Every deioil of munufartﬁrc will suit the most exark
5 . & el :
The books reveal, in @ most entertaining story style, the hidden mysteries, mg. Each vol (734 x 534) has a complets indes.
the wonders and the romance in the world around you; they give you A mere glance at the authors named below will
the marvelous record of Man's eonquest over Nature and his Progress, suffice to convince you of the wealth of learning mt

When we tell you your favorite novel will be dull by ecomparison your Eﬂ_f‘f’l-fu'-ﬂ
and that great scientists and leading fiction writers alike acknowl- [15.12?3.-l-.i.-r{f-t:t:ﬁi”l?ﬂpﬁn'sﬁ SP' {P‘“f .,.I';,L :Q' f'_“é’!'i'i}is"!
edge this library superior to any other in entertainment and Prei. 5. I. "isirk,;n» B Liodsay: Edw. & Martn PG5
ENOWLEDGE, twenty-five instruction, we are giving you only a faint idea of its wvalue ¥1nﬂw-kﬁhrdp‘: y Trederick 1-"u|kmmn F.G.5.; Edward Cladd,
g = and ennertancs: oher i ermn M_A [-i'_& Joa Tacobs; P. L.
Rl ygE g, oo i By Wamone, BB E i & b Rive: & §
agree to pay you $1.00 promptl Profit by our Introductory Offer 'PI"_{'? IQ%FHDM'[;;"._LCE Becklcs 'H-"I:nn Jaz M. Baldwim,

snd §$1.00 & month thereafter for ot will s d Wi
! gn and return us the coupon TO-DAY, we will send you With imtroduct by Willi ;
?._:m ":";w‘ If mat satisfactory ene twenty-five magnificent halfl lesther volumes at our eIpen e, 1. 5. Cum:-mlul;q:ﬁ: o Idhi;t:nTwzfmh;n:-% é_LD" i
ootify you. -ﬁ 1f ::1.||.E|.ctu? keep them and send us the low intreductory ]

price in lmnl monthly payments; otherwise notify ws and

we will arrenge for their retum at our expense THE I,.lHHfEH'lTY 5OCI

Streel
THO A Mk RS . 44-60 East 23d Street New York
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