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THE SOCIALIST PARTY
AND THE LABOR
UNIONS

By
JOB HARRIMAN

8 HAT shall be the attitude of
the Socialists toward the
Labor Unions?
this question
arose . by  far  the

heated discussion  of

Chut o
most
TI::II.:

entire  national Soeialist
conyvention. Evéry one
seemed to realize th the

future of the party largely
depended upon how  this
question was settled.

There were two distinct
factions with the lines between them clearly drawn,
each knowing exactly what policy they desired. This
made the question all the more difficult.

The one faction demanded an opeén and unguals-
fed indorsement of industrial unionism. The other
demanded that the Socialist Party keep hands off of
the form of the economic organization.

Upon these points the committees on the relation
of the Socialist Party to labor organizations and on
platiorm and constitution counld not agree. There
Was 4 minority report ready in each case.

Even though industrial unionism is developing
within the A, F. of L., as evidenced by the United
Mine Workers, the Federation of Federations and
other organizations, yet the faction supporting in-
dustrialism was not content with a statement which
merely recited these facts,

They demanded an open indorsement of
Lrialism.

Why this demand?

The reason is that the industrial unionism for
which that faction stands carries with 1t a doctrine
foreign to the other, They were all bitterly opposed
te the A, F. of L. and demanded the indorsement of
industrialism independent of the A. IF. of L.

What is that doctrine? It iz sabotage or
vidual covert direct action,

The indorsement of industrial unionism as distin-
guished from the A. F. of L. would be an indorse-
ment of sabotage and of covert individual direct
action.

The indorsement of industrial unionism as devel
oping within the A. F. of L. does not inciude sabo-
tage or covert individual direct action,

The formeer was indorsed and the latter was re-
pudiated,

The important gquestion for the Socialist Party (o
decide now is, What is producing this difference in
policy within the Socialist Party?

As 1 understand it. the primary cause lies in the
fact that many members of the Socialist Party, as
well as many in the A. F. of L., are losing confi-
dence, the one in the efficacy of political action, and
the other in the efficacy of the strike and the boy-
cott a5 means ol solving our social problems,

The reazon for this loss of hope 15 that these two
orgamzations harve remained scparate in practically
all their work for a third of a century.

The prejudices and hatred begotten of the Civil
War, coupled with the war issues, were sufficient to
hold the Republican party 1in power for a quarter ol
a century. This bitter feeling and hatred festered
in the hearts of the Democrats and Republicans
alike for many years even after the Democrats were
returned to power. The Civil War, being a sectional
and not a class war, the bitterness and hatred en
gendered by it set worker against worker, regardless
of their interests,

This historical fact made it impossible for labor
organizations to diseuss political 1ssues within their
organizations, Hence there was incorporated into
almost all their constitutions the clause "No politics
in the union,”

This fact prevented the otherwise normal relation

indus-

indi-

of the trade unions and the Socialist Party from
being eztablished.

“Boring from within” and oring from withoot”
met the ever stern fact that politics within the

union aroused the prejudices engendered by the war
and its traditions.
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The separation of these two organizations gave
rise to unjust criticisms on the part of both., Each

thought the other was corrupt, and not understand-
ing the cause that kept them apart, neither grew as
1.11("_'.' wonld |:.:|.'|.|;- i:_L' _:|||i1||: action

The :-:'un:m]iq oroanizat wias robbed of its po-
Iitical power and as a result was far less efficient and
potent than it otherwizse would have been. Bemain-
g out of the political field, they were unable to
make laws in their own interest, to elect judges to
construe those laws, to appoint chiefs of police or

s of the army to enforce laws in their behalf
weak, many became discouraged and are los-
ing confidence in the efficacy of the strike and hov-
cott because the laws, the courts and the mil ‘
power are against them

On the other hand, the Sacialist Party, being -

ary

arated m the economic organization, gained but
hittle power and still less experience in the actual
affairs of the working class. Their criticismsz hea-
came caustic, their theories extreme, and m: of

their members became fanatical
T T 8 o - 1 ¥ 1 ]
The party developed into an organization headed

The articles by Bouck White have attracted

.II'II:_| Ty We have decided to jssue
them in form. They are excellent propa
ganda and will he sold at Sr per |I»:n_
3 Ior ce.

Leatlet 1—It is 1 who have e the
Socialists heing

Leaflet No. 2
Leaflet No 3

germbled

imtellectuals mstead of by workingmen
developed by the 1 the
Naot ".ll.-illiw_-: able to |":':!'C!-"l the econo-
the members of the So-
ing to lose hope.  In the

largely by
who had
EEONomIc field,
mic movement,

cialist Part

been strugele 1

many of

are also beging

iace of this fact, and not knowing the cause of this
their

phenomenon, they proceed to protect
ainst “too great and rapid” influx
workingmen. i
belong 1o the party before he 15 eligible to office and
sorts of puards about their philosophie

This they will ¢ lo as long

party
zed

They increase the tin

|_i'|'--'.'-.' a !l

movement.
as it 18 a philosophic and net a fi L.

Bemmg separate from the labor movement and
confined rather to feaching their doctrines than to
ighting for bread, many of their members are be-
hope in the efficacy of political

B ih o
gEnting

ginning to lose
action.
Whenever a nation being pressed with
great social problems loses hope in the possibility of
elements

sorely

a peaceable solution, that moment all the
| war are present.

S0 when any portion of any class lose hope in
peaceably setthng their pressing problems by the
means agreed upon by their class organization, that
portion losing hope 15 ready for some other method

of warfare.

Political action, the strike and bovcott having been

separately tried in the most adverse, inefficient and
incoherent manner, the members of each who have
lost hope drift into and meet in ganization
|_1.':|:'r:' I|:El’§v.i_'|:-.' |||l:'l.'.|.'-='!'! I|'.<_'Ir'| 14 | Ii'll_'l'-e' I,|1|."_-.' il:l'in
hands and adopt sabotage, individual direct action,
a5 their method of agrecing to fight
political action and the form of existing economic
organizations used by both the A, F, of L. and the
: st Party.
This new organmization 15 the germ of a syndicalist
movement m Ameriea, and it is being I by those
=ocialists who lose confidence in political action and
hope of a peaceable s 1on, as well as by those
the A, F. of L. who are losing confidence in their
plan of organization and methods,

S0 long as these two greidt movements remain sep-
arate and thus destroy their efficiency, this new syn-
dicalist movement will fecd on the members of both
the Socialist Party and the A, F. of L. until, unless
checked by the wmon of these two powers, it will
ahsorb them entirely.

I[f, however, these two organizations should Te-
main separate until thus absorbed, then the new
syvndicalist movement in America will meet the army
end the navy as the syndicalists have in England,
and their leaders will, like: Tom Mann, be impris-
oned while the movement will torn to Parliament
tor a minimum wage and minimum hour law. This
Tact will constitute the germ which will Erow into a
demand for political action within the syndicalist
1movement.

Will the

one O

warfare,

e
1

ICd

movement he \---l.-.l-rl'lu:r[ tiy
hall we in
party support the IOMmMie or
ganization in every struggle, not theoretically, not
with literature, but with men and money for the
dght first, then with literature?

[i this course is taken a unification of t
labor force will rapidly follow, and t
will represent the full power of the ¢

Out of this power in action will arise a hope and
the very power itself will sustain that hope, and
from a hope sustained will spring a constructive
policy in line with the interests of the acting class
power.

This 1z growth
tions within the

American

[ass through thizs feariul exXperience, ar s

the politic

ETEAL  eC

he entire
r joint action

AS5.

This is what the conflicting fac-
or movement are struggling for.
‘he clashing of these elements is only the blind
effort to adjust their internal relations to external
relations.

I'o accomplish thiz the convention indersed the

-I'.1[1|||'_ O |_-|-|-|'-:-|_-|;'|'-|:_-_:' “-i.-_|'|5-| labor move-
1l organizat by condemn-
thereby opened the way for a

1ed working class movement,
| olitically.

It now remains for us
sively support the workers amic strug-
gle, and : havir lone this they will soon see that
may he al in the
tical movement
2 was the work done by the c«

passing through syndic
the working class on both the economic and
political field. Every member of each organization
should belong to the other if |.------'|'-'|l:'.
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HE Republican convention in Chicago recog-
nized that soomer or later there may be a re-
mote possibility of inguiry into the increased
cost of living.

Here is what they say in their platform:

“The Republican party will support a prompt, scien-
tific inquiry into the causes which are operative both
in the United States and elsewhere to increase the
cost of living. When the exact facts are known it
will take the necessary steps to remove any abuses
that may be found to exist, in order that the cost of
the food, clothing, and shelter of the people may in
no way be unduly or artificially mcreased.”

Very kind of them, indeed! And it surely scared the
meat trust into action, They raised the price of meat
another dollar the day after the adoption of this
¢clause. They also issued a statement explaining this
long-expected, most necessary raise. They said that
you refuse to eat your chuck gteak, therefore they are
going to raise the price of tenderloin. But believe us,
they did not forget to raise the price of chuck either.
“My wife” is paying 20 cents a pound for it now,
whiere it cost only 10 cents a pound a little over &
year ago.

We most seriously urge our readers to purchasze am
extra supply of toothpicks before they have them
cornered. It alse would be well to make a contract
with your dentist because chuck steak you shall eat,
or none at all.

The oracle has spoken!

omE THE MASTERS
()] BEWILDERED

(‘T HE Masters Bewildered,” by Charles Dobbs,
is the first of a series of six consecutive
articles. It reviews the present conditions

in an analysis showing the utter in-
adequacy of conventional men and measures 1o solve
the problem.

The second article, “Competition and Co-operation,”
will trace the growth of the trusts, discussing the in-
creased efficiency attained through closer co-operation,
with the conclusion that the only thing now needed is
collective ownership of collective agencies,

This will be followed by “Dynastics and Dynamics,”
which will discuss the general theory of evolution
with respect to industrial and social life, with a view
to giving a comprehensive and popular statement of
the Materialist Conception of History.

After that will come “An Awakening Giant," tak-
ing up the question of class solidarity and class con
SCIONSNEsS.

“Wha Creates Wealth” will be the title of the nest
article, wherein the author will consider the agencies
of wealth production with a view io proving that the
working clags is the only vital element in production
and that naturally all parasitic elements must be
thrown off.

The sixth and last of the series of articles will be
called “Machinery of Deception.” Thiz will analyze
the channels through which the capitalist class spreads
misinformation and succeeds in imposing its ethics and
will upon society at large. This instalment will refer
particularly to the hidden control of newspapers.

Yon dare not miss these articles. They will be of
a2 high educational value and Mr. Dobbs knows how
to say things, which counts even with Socialists,

A NEW MOVEMENT

women against the increased cost of living.

We also predicted the formation of numercus
purchasers’ leagues all over the country,

At the time of this writing” the revolt of the women

has become a fait accompli. The women in Chicago

Sl}{ months ago we predicted a revolt of the

and New York have started a boycott against the
mieat trust, and not a mere passive boyeott, either.
They realized the necessity of prompt mass action.
They called mass meetings, destroyed meat with
kerosene in such shops as were kept open, and in
cne way and another actually forced these dealers
to close their stores. Im Chicago they went a step
further. They formed a co-operative league which
is taking the place of the retail places.

Even our friends the syndicalists begin to ac-
knowledge the necessity of co-operation as a form
of working-class activity. Here is what they say
about the co-operative store in Lawrence, Mass.:

“The Franco-Belgian Union played quite a part
m the New England textile strikes. This is a co-
operative society. It owns and operates a bakery,
grocery and large two-story building, containing an
assembly and other rooms. The profits of this co-
operative society have made syndicalist propaganda
possible at all times in Lawrence. It was in the
Franco-Belgian hall that the best strike meetings
were held, and it was the business ability and credit
of the Franco-Belgian Union that made the relief
evstem of the strike a success. L'Emancipafion is pub-
lished by the Franco-Belgian textile workers.

Next month we hope to have a story about a
newly organized wholesale co-operative in the East-
ern States, The facts about this enterprise, which
are now being verified, will surprise many. It is the
most substantial sign of the progress of the work-
ingmen's co-operative movement we have heard of
in America. These Socialist workers not only run
a string of stores, but maintain their own bank, large
clubhouses, wholesale stores and monthly and
weekly papers.

It is a big stbry, which will astonish our readers.
Furthermore, it will prove most conclusively that
Socialist co-operative enterprises are possible in
America.

THE FARMERS’
REVOLT

F it be any consolation to you, Mr Wageslave and

I Mr, Starving Consumer, allow us to inform you

that there are others who suffer from the “do

as they please and public be d——d" tactics of the

meat trust. Only they are not quite as slow as you

are. They are not merely kicking—they are going to
do something about it

There is in Wisconsin a large farmers’ organization
known as the American Society of Equity. The mem-
bers of this organization have made a discovery. Here
is what they found, and also what they are going to
do about it. Writes one of their ieaders:

“In ome Wisconsin community a shipper of live
stock and farm products has been in the habit of
picking up about $z00 2 month in clean profits from
the stock which he bought from the farmers and
shipped. = This community has taken hold of the
matter and appointed a shipper on a salary of $roo a
month, to whom they all report stock which they have
ready for shipment. When there is a car load he noti-
fes them, and the stock is brought in and shipped. The
result iz a saving of $400 a month to the farmers of
that community, or about $5000 a year. Another midd-
dleman is out of a job.

“The organization of such shipping unions among
the farmers would furnish exactly the necessary hasis
for the organization of a co-operative packing house
properly located, and steps are mow being taken to
promote the further growth of these unions AMONg
the stock growers of the state.

“Just as soon as the work assumes the strength of
a movement, efforts should be made to organize the
different local shipping associations’ into a state ship-
ping association, just as has been done in Minnesota.
With such a plan working, the establishment of a pack-
ing plant at Milwaukee would come as the very mext
step.

“The effect of such a plan upon the possible reduc-
tiom of the cost of living, when the farmers and the

3

city workers get to co-operating for the proper mar-
keting of their product, 1s apparent.

“One of the logical consequences of such a step
would be the development of eo-operative stores for
the distribution of the product of the packing house.”

But people are not always logical, and especially not
“wage slaves and starving consumers.” They kick

and nag, but that is as far as they usually go.

As to reduction of the cost of living through the
proposed plan, we may say that unless the above men-
tioned consumers and slaves get busy and do some-
thing, they will not benefit one iota by this new plan.
All the benefit will go, and justly so, to those who
have worked for it—the farmers.

pleasant habit of trying to dispose of their

opponents by calling them horse-thieves or

other objectionable names. This is a method
of controversy which may draw the lines very sharply,
call forth fanaticism and increase the circulation of
the horse-thief velling paper, but we doubt very much
whether it convinces anyone. And if it does, we still
more seriously doubt the advisability of that form of
attempted vote-catching.

Supposing it is true that Tim Woodruff, William
Ward, Aldridge, Flinn, Halpin, Ceeil Lyon, Tom Tag-
gart, Sullivan and the other political bosses who are
backing Roosevelt and nominated Wilson are as
crooked as some. say they are. Supposing it is true
that they are backed by Perkins of the Steel Trust,
McCormick of the Harvester Trust, and other similar
interests. Supposing all this and more is true. What
does it mattere

The moral or immoral standard of these men did
not create the Progressive movement. That being s0,
what it the use of discussing it? What we want to
get at is this: What does it mean to Socialism? Thas
is the question we have to congider when we are go-
ing to face the people in the COMINE cRmpaign.

Well, then, *it is clear that the Progressives are
backed by imterests almost as strong as those that are
hehind Tait, and yet, it 15 not merely a question of
competition between two groups of interests, but a
hattle between a group of long-headed, far-seeing capi-
talists and another group of incomsiderate, desperate
capitalists.

In other words, the Taft interests will not consider
the possibility that capitalistic society may burst up
in the near future and they want to keep on draining
us to the limit. The opposing interests on the other
hand realize the necessity of going slower and of
compromise at times. Of the two interests, the latter
is by far the more dangerous to us These men atre
the best informed of our enemies. They understand
our campaign. If they prevail they may establish the
one possible thing that can stave off Socialism as the
next step.

They will give us WRenevolent Feudalism.” And
what does that charming prospect mean?

Benevolent Feudalism means that the big capitalists
will be firmly fixed in their ownership of the great
industries; the middle classes, which have been uneasy
about the Trusts, will be pacified by some benevolent
conceséions and will silently consent to the established
fact that the Trusts are the economic masters of us
all.

Still the strangle hold of Big Money on all our
production and trade will he the same as NOW. The
working clase will still be in a state of virtual slavery.
They will still be gm—em-;-d by non-elected bosses, They
will &till keep on bearing on their backs the same vast
horde of idlers and uselessly busy persons as now.

And why ghould this be? 1f the working class only
wills it, it can advance at once to the stage of So-
cialism, of the workers' ownership and control of the
industries. Why should you be fooled into voting
“Progressive” when it is so0 much more sensible and
practical to vote Socialist?

: GOOD many Socialists, like others, have the
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TAKING OFF THE BANDAGE

By JOHN R. McMAHON

“Do not take the bandage off your eyes!” shout the pigmy retainers of Capitalism
to the Giant Worker.

“It is irreiigious and blasphemous,” chants the black-robed anesthetician of the
church.

“The sunlight is bad for your eyes,” yowls thé professor of pseudo-science.

“It is forbidden by the Constitution that you should see,” bellows the learned jurist,

“You never have seen and you never will see.” caterwauls the eminent journalist,

“Irreligious, dangerous, forbidden, impossible!” shriek the full pack of pigmy hired
men, priest and professor, jurist and journalist,

Nevertheless, the Worker is taking the bandage off his eyes!
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CAPITALISM IN CONVENTION ASSEMBLED

PON Chicago—voice of the Eternal spe: iking to
day—upon Chicago mine eye was turned. To a
scene there enacting, mine ear was attentive.
: In that city a political party was foregather-
ing, rulers of this people, of this generation the express
image,

They who came together wers the elect spirits of her.
From all her host, these had been chosen out, the picked
ones in whom her mood and temper were most per-
fectly io be seen.

Therefore I drew near. I said: T will behiold these
men,  For this is the parly that has been exalted to
sovereignty over this presemt age; wherefore, in be-
helding them, I will behold what this-present age is
like unto.

S0 I turned me thitherward.  And tensely I hearkened.

* *®

" = ES =

PEN For T
O ; the scene: A brawl and a bedlam.

Everywhere the prides of Eij'r—-;lri(IL of place,
pride of power, pride of peli Ambitions swollen to
the seventh power; but they were ambitions for self,
they were not ambitions for service.

Private aims had puffed themselves into the bigness
of a tumor. Quite forgutten, the communal aim. No
5 high and holy, for which for which to
dre. '[-: get—that was the be-all and the end-all. To
give—this was perfectly out of fashion.

"I'was not a Movement, but A scramble,
pandemonium!  As it were a parcel of dogs when a

YOUr Sars, am to tell you what I

L{4] ;."i'..'l.'.

a mob.

hone 15 thrown to them; in tearing each’ other, the
mcrsel in the midst is untasted,
* ¥ * # ¥ &

HY these herce energies in collision? [ asked.
W And for answer I swept mine eye over the
land—1 who see widelier than man sees,
beholding  things that s vision 15 over-

narrow to. encompass.

Then I perceived the reason of that bedlam event,
their spittings and clawings each at the other.

This was the reason: The generation now upon the
earth has gone mammonized. An age of profit-takers |
Gain their only god, dividends alone their credo!

The human family is no more. Instead, a competitive

gehenna. Each for each, .ml:i none for all. The public
Cavse sickens unto deat Private greeds swell like
the inflamed swellings of a wound.
w® = = = £ ®
HEREFORE has the politics of this people cor-
I rupted likewise into a thing of Grab and Get
Private pickings at the expense of the collec-
tivity! Personal ambitions glutting their [ust
of power! Factionism hawking and tearing at the
tabric of the party!

Ever the tone of the political world reflects the tone
of the business world. [ say it: A people that goes
into business for private ends, soon of late will go into
politics for private ends,

(Put into written form for Tme Masses.)

By BOUCK WHITE

MNever have I seen—and 1 have geen much, I the Lord
of the time-stream in s flow across the centuries—
never have I seen a nation that was sordid in its com-
mercial doings, but it went equally sordid in its public
domgs,

Cinee let ingress, though ever so little, be mimstered
to the piggish plague no quarantine can barricade its
further advance, Widestly the pestilence of self-
interest will march, and will affect destrovingly all the
life area.

‘Twas capitalism that assembled itzelf in convention
there in Chicago—capitalism, whose master word is
Profits. Therefore the untrammeled display of tusks
and bristles mn that conclave. Hoggish greed for divi-
dends, hoggish greed for office—are they not twins,
offspring of the same hell-born hag?

Those suicidal doings at Chicago were capitalism
come to its maturity. In all thoroughfares, greed 15 a
divisive devil. It spells strife in the world of business,
it spells strife in the world of politics. Mammeon when
it is full grown brings forth self-destruction.

* * 1 * * ®

OUDLY decried was that third-term monopolist.

I And with right, His raid vpon the White Housze
was with importunities and audacity, a brazen-
tacedness unparalleled. Of a truth, he was a
nausea to behold. But is not a seli-seeker in the busi-
ness world also a nausea to behold ?

Wherefore should hogeishness
seemly, but hoggpishness for wealth
unseemly ?

I am the Weaver of fellowshp.
human-kind into one. [ am the
socicty into wholeness, So that
social mass rend me,

But the seli-secker in the business 'world, does he
not remd me as mortally as the self-seeker in the
political world? Capitalism is the ethics of the pg-
pen; to get, and to get, and to get, is alone its code
and rubric. The third-term raider did but carry those
ethics into his candidacy for offics.

in him and the disruptions he has caused let this

for office be un-
15 not accounted

Mine, the tying of
nexus that ligatifres
they who rend the

generation behold itself mirrored. Mammomsm has
brought forth its m'ri':ri work—and behold, he iﬁ a hog.
W o w ®

AST out from the pen by his fellow- [:-I'hT'k{T"‘ this
C ego-man enterprizes a new political party. With
great swelling words he gathered his henchmen
about him, with pomp of proclamation he was
christened the new-born Messiah.

In a gala hall they assembled, these new-party
saviours of a country in the devouring rapmds, 'Twas
on & Sabbath day. They lifted a prayer unto me, unto
me in my high habitation.

But never shall prayer

stich an assemblage

from

5

arrive to the ear and heart of me.

Pleasing- to me is the sound of prayer, from men
gathered in earnest. But the sound of prayver from
these men was not pleasing unto me. Shrill lust of
office out-clamored it. A mockery was that invocation.
It offended mine ear-drum. The prayer was make-

believe. 1 laughed at the men that were uttering it.
* * # * * *

ILL I be invoked to forward third-term de-
W signs on the White House? MNot tasteful un-
to me are monopolizers, neither monopoliz-
ers of wealth nor of power nor of honors,

The founder of a mew party must needs have me
with him—I who sway the silent soul of the millions.
Else how shall he make head against the establishment
entrenched through long yvears of possession?

But am I with a third-termer, unabashed in his
greediness, breaker of covenants, a glib promiser, adept
in the arts of intrigue?

What principle incarnates he?
holy and uplifted?

His fight is against dictatorship? DBut
dictator utterly,

Forsooth, fair-dealing is his battle-word? But in all
the znnals of cunning, has a trickier than he appeared?

Forsooth, he is waging deadly combat against the
lords of money? Then whence comes the stink of the

What Cause that is

himselt 15 a

stolen wealth that is backing him? Stenchiul it
mounts to my nostrils, 1 cannot away with the mal-
odor of it. In truth, tainted money pouring copiously

to free the land from the taint of money!

Piteously he cried against the politieal steam-roller,
But say unto him that quite as odious unto me is the
political cash-register,

Let him be, if he will, the tool of ambitious rich men.
But let him not inselt my heaven by invoking my
blessing upon the performance.

= * &= = L] L

NEW party? But I desire not another new

A party—voice of the Eternal now speaking.

For there is a new party. Already they are

in being. Forthright they stand—with out-

spokenness, that all know them. Their name?
The Socialists

In very deed, a new party was needful. For the old
were maggot-infested. The soul was gone out of them—
derelicts from which steam and steerage-way had de-
parted.

Therefore T raised up a new party—the Comrade
Host, They are my builders, building my Common-
wealth to displace the capitalist ruin that is now defac-
ing the earth.

Double-heartedness is not in them. Single-mindedly
they make war on Dollardoms. Single-mindedly they
make war on Bossdomz  Single-mindedly they make
war on Priestdoms.

And these, my Socialists, I will make to be the second
party instead of a third party. For against them shall
be arrayed all who are arrayed against me—voice of the
Lord of workers.

may




I EMASTERS:BEWILDERER

Written for THE Masses,

HE world is in revolt. In
America and Europe discon-
tent is raising its cry. In
the Orient—in China and
India—where ‘hundreds of
millions seemed robbed of
even the capacity of protest,
there is sounding an answer-
ing echo of rebellion against
unnecessary and intolerably
misery.

This world-wide rebellion
has its szinister and fright-

What has transpired in China we do not

ful aspects.
definitely know, but the vague and ominous stories
that seeped beneath the closed and bolted doors of
that unhappy country have given imagination and ap-

prehension ample food to feed upon. We know that
rivers of blood have been shed. The reaction from
centuries of oppression has come. A population robbed
and brutalized for gemerations will not concern itself
with considerations ot gentleness and kindness when
the day of reckoning comes.

What if the heat and rage of China should leap as
a flame the barrier of the Himalayaz and the tinder
of Indian misery burst into a blaze of wild revenge?

The question does not come from any wanton de-
sire to create alarm. It is a question that has given
grave concern to thoughtful men everywhere. [t is a
preblem not confined to Asia or to what we in our
pride are pleased to term “the more backward races"
In America and in Europe as well as in Asia there is
the possibility that human patience, strained to the
breaking point, may find vent in bloody reprisals. What
are the facts of the problem? What is the path we
must travel? I ask the reader to come with me in an
honest effort to find wise answers.

An overwhelming majority of the thoughtful people
of America are convinced that something is radically
wrong in existing economic, political and social rela-
tions. There 15 abundant evidence that this conviction
is vastly more than a mere passing sentiment such as
from time to time hnds expression i so-called “waves
of reform.” With the natural inertia of large bodies,
the people of the nation have moved slowly, but the
most superficial observer is now conscious of an ac-
celerated progress in the masses

It is true the “stand pat” tvpe of mind still persists.
There are still men who contend that things at bottom
are sound and that everything would be all right if it
were not for “agitators,” but no one with "a decent
respect for the opinion of mankind"” now dares pub-
licly to assume such a position. Not so many vears
ago it was seriously argued that if one were poor it
was one’s own fault and that by “thrift, sobriety and
honesty” any man could be prosperouns. With great
fervor some leaders of thought contended that poverty
was a result of mndividual wickedness and that to be
prosperous and happy it was only necessary to be
“good.” MNow all this is changed. Ewverywhere the
need for readjustment in human relations 15 conceded.

With all agreed that “something must be done™ it is
easy for any glib demagogue to gain some sort of
following., Lincaln said it 15 possible to “fool all the
people part of the time,” and the demagogue has been
mn his glory during these times when even the most
stupid have been able to recognize that old conditions
wi industry and old theories of povernment are giving
place to new. There has been much of downright de-
ceit practiced on the people. Unscrupulous men have
made in exchange for votes promiscs which they had
no intention of fulfilling. And it may be added that
even if the promises had been fulfilled they would not
have brought the relief desired and demanded,

On the other hand, we have had a type of public
men who have honestly sought to secure a redress of
grievances, but who have lamentably failed through
lack of understanding of the causes of present ewvils.
They have aszsailed this or that evil and have enforced
this or that “reform” law, but in no direction has sib-
stantial relief been given. As far as the increasing
cost of living is concerned we are clearly worse off
than we were ten yvears ago, and this in spite of the
complete control of industry and government by those
who have afhrmed their desire to relieve the people of
unjust burdens. Only one logical conclusion is pos-
sible. [Either those who have been the masters of
our destiny have deceived us consciously mn their prom-
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ises of relief or they have demonstrated that they do
not know how to proceed to lighten the burden which
presses ever harder upon the shoulders not only of the
poor, but upon that well-intentioned person known as
“the average man."”

In the present condition of the public mind, as de-
scribed at the outset of this discussion, there is the
conviction of “something radically wrong”® but it is
not contended that more than a considerable minority
arc ready to admit thar the leaders of the dominant
political movements are ignorant of the causes of mis-
ery. Rather is it obvious that men like Roosevelt,
Bryan and La Follette have a strong hold on the con-
fidence of the majority. It is plain that the majority
still hold to the belief that honesty in the administra-
tion of the various agencies of government i5 all that
is needed to put bread in the mouths of the hungry,

clothez on the backs of the naked and bring security
inte the lives of the mullions bedeviled by the specter
of nncertainty. It would appear, indeed, that the utter
farlure of La Follette’s “ideal” commonwealth of Wis-
consin to touch the problem of poverty should create
distrust of the efficacy of so-called “progressive” poli-
cies. The lack of any amehoration of poverty as a
result of Roosevelt's vears of domination i2 plain and
there is an element of the tragical in the mockery of
Bryan which we find in those zections of the country
controlled by the Democratic party. In the cities the
Democratic party 18 the willing tool of corrupt imterests
and in the South, where its sway 15 undisputed, the
rights of the working class are ignored and crushed
with a brutality and cynicism unmatched in any other
section or nation,

It 15 not needful to prove that “the rich are prow-
ing richer and the poor poorer” in order to
a basis for an arpument in favor of a change. Indeed,
the reactionarics can marshal strong evidence to show
that the poor were never in possession of s0 many ad-
vantages as now, but such a showing does not serve
to allay discontent. It signifies nothing to prove that
the average workingman now has more advantages
than his forefathers. As adults we require more food
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than we needed as babes. Human needs constantly esxs
pand with civilization,

Discontent grows with the widening gulf between
what we have and what we might have.

In case of famine it is conceivable that we might
die with reasonable resignation, but we will not be
content ta starve our bodies or our appetites for the
fruits of civilization when the means of satisfying our
desires abound all about us. Hence it does not matter
whether the common comforts are greater now than
fifty, a hundred or five hundred years ago. The only
thing that matters is that the contrast between affiu-
ence and poverty was never so sharp as in. our day.
Never hefore did misery bulk so large as now.

It iz very likely true that politics is mot more cor-
rupt now than in the past. Ewvery age has had its
seoundrels on thrones, on the bench of justice and in
the council chamber. The modern “muck-raker™ has
had his prototypes who have exposed the rottenness
of their day. Oppression has always been met by—

“Some village Hampden, who with dauntless breast

The little tyrant of his feld withstood.”

But a vast change has come upon the world, a change
of continuing transformations and wonders. With the
various sections of countries brought into closer touch
through improvements in the means of travel and com-
munication, it is becoming more and more difficult to
smother the truth about any given incident or con-
dition. Consider the case of the strike of the textile
mill workers at Lawrence, Mass. Indisputable evi-
dence of wanton brutality of police and soldiery has
been spread throughout the world. The world is pon-
dering the cases of two working-class leaders in prison
on the obviougly trumped-up charge of bemg accessory
in the killing of a woman during the time the workers
were on strike. Nor has the world forgotten the evi-
dence that agents of mill owners at Lawrence “planted”
dynamite in strikers’ homes with a view to creating
the impression that the workers were preparing for a
resort to bomb throwing and terrorism. If the con-
spiracy had not been promptly exposed it is plain that
in the physical.and mental confusion following an ex-
plosion of dynamite police and soldiery would have
been turned loose like savage dogs upon the defense-
less workers.

The failure of the attempt of the mill owners to
create, a pretext to crush the strike by force is signifi-
cant. Hitherto the public has not heen particularly
concerned with the miseries of “ignorant foreigners®
who have come to America and now constitute the
bulk of the wage-earning population living on the edge
of starvation. Now it would happily appear that the
suppression by slaughter of even the lowliest of the
workers may not be perpetrated with impunity.

Mot alone is there evidence of an entirely remark-
able education among the masses of the people as to
the merits and methods of industrial conflicts. This
education embraces a constantly growing knowledge of
the heretofore hidden meanings of events in business
and politics. There is a widespread cynicism concern-
ing the honesty of business methods and the integrity
of men i public place.

In the face of numerous instances of wsurpation and
downright corruption, complete and miserable failure
has attended the efiort to invest the judiciary with a
sacred character and to convict of “lese majeste” those
who have dared to criticise judges, Indeed, the judi-
cial betravals of the public interest have been so fla-
grant and numerous that state after state has ]Jm‘-‘iﬂﬂd
means for a closer control of public servants on the
bench. TIf all past history were not sufficient to prove
that the judiciare as an institution has always leaned
in its decisions to the side of established conditions—
whether those conditions were right or wrong—cur-
rent events would explode the ion that the mere
transgfer of a lawyer from practice to a seat on the
bench invests him with a sacred character or removes
the bias due to temperament and prior environment.

No zane persons would demand that judges should
alter their course in response to every vagrant breeze
that blows. There must always be tribunals for !hl?:
adjudication of disputes and it would make a farce ol
justice to substitute clamor for the orderly ascertain-
ment of the popular will. If lack of ready respﬂﬂﬁi\"-’»'
ness to the popular will were the whole substance O
the distrust of the judiciary the fault would not be
alarming. The indictment of the judiciary—at least



the Federal judges—is much more serious. The lack
of eoncern for the public interest on the part of the
judiciary is much more sinister. Fluman rights have
too often been worsted in conflicts with vested inter-
ests to enable us to attnibute the judgments to an
over-scrupulous adherence to precedent

Free speech and a free press, despite suppressions
and corruptions, have proved their efficiency. Now as
never before the masses have opportunity to learn the
truth. Exposure follows so fast upon exposure that
every day the conviction grows that in practical wis-
dom of admimstration as well as in moral responsibil-
ity the whole fabric of civilization based on private
property is bankrupt. It is certain that the people will
not permanently be content to receive, when they cry
for bread, the stone of pious platitude given them by
reformers of the Roosevelt-Bryvan-La Follette type.
There is bread abundant to satisfv every hunger. Of
course, we who believe we see clearly the cause and
cure of poverty would rejoice if the scales of delusion
would immediately fall from the eyes of those to whose
interest it is to change conditions, but miracles of that
gort do not happen in the cage of great masses of
people.  The only alternative is to be patient for re-
sults, bit unremitting m effort to explain why poverty
continues when it 15 so clearly unnecessary—unremit-
ting and uncompromising in the demand that private
ownership of the things which all must use to live
shall be abolished. The abolition of that private own-
ership will mean Socialism. '

In subsequent articles it is my purpose to set forth
in more detail the facts and contentions for which So-

PARTY

ASKED a workmgman
#t Birmingham what
party he belonged to.
“T tollow Mr. Cham-
berlain,” he replied.
“Then,” I said, “you
are a Liberal Union-
ist?* He merely re-
peated with an air of
calm resolution: “I
follow Mr. Chamber-
lain.” =— Ostrogorski's
“Democracy and the
Organization of Po-
litical Parties.'

& = * -

j When Theodore
Roosevelt was  the
Little Rollo of bour-

geois America, we Socialists detested him meartily,

By his militarism, his smug moralities, his inter-
minable platitudes, no less than by his antiquated phal-
osophy and his class cruelties, he aroused our antago-
nism as perhaps no other American has done. We
were the first to hurl bricks at him, for which we got
some bricks of vitrified wvirtue in return—and the firsl
to denounce him as outside the pale of the “children
of light.”

On the whole, we were perfectly right about it 1
like to recall some of the keen analyses of Mr. Roose-
velt's mind and character which appeared early in the
Socialist press. They antedated by far the horrific
discoveries of our neighbors to-day regarding his in-
tellectual villainies, Indeed, the gauging of this great
middle-clazs phenomenon was, I think, one of the
best little things of the sort we have ever done.

cut I couldn't help fesling as I watched the develop-
ments at Chicago and Baltimore and noted the per-
functory comments of our party press upon them, that
our collective opinion of Theodore Roosevelt had crys-
tallized a little too carly. :

If a large section of the capitalist press exhausted
the downiall of Rome, the French revolution and the
career of Napoleon the Third in its efforts to block
the progress of “this man Roosevelt” we Socialists
went to the other extreme. He was a joke to us. He
was the Mountebank of the age. We had discounted

We are living under a régime which, by common
consent, has come to be called Capitalism. This means
the private ownership and more or less autocratic con-
trol of social necessities such as the means of trans-
portation and communication, the factorses, the mnes,
and the land,

Capitalism alsa, means the Competitive Wages Sys-
tem and out of this Wages System grow all the bur-
dens and disappointments which are at the bottom of
world-wide discontent. A moment's reflection should
be sufficient to show the impossibility of material im-
provement in the status of the wotking class as long
as this Wages System endures. It means that every
person who works for wages is, so to speak, a mer-
chant selling the commedity of Labor Power, In cer-
tain skilled trades the workers are able by combina-
tion to command some advantages in the way of com-
paratively high wages—or price—for the commodity
of Labor Power which they sell. For the great bulk
of the working class, however, effective permanent
combination has been impossible. The result has been
that the workers have competed with one another in
the market to =ell their Labor Power—competed for
the chance to work.

It is characteristic of Capitalism that fhere are many
more workers than there are opportunities for work—
there are not enough “jobs™ to go around—and conse-
aquently we have constantly an over-supply of Labor.
Owver-supply means reduction in price and this in turn
means constantly low wages. 'With this competition

for jobs going on always it is obvious that the great
bulk of the population will receive in wages—the price
of Labor Power—only enough to provide a bare ex-

1stence.
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ROOSEVELT AND IT'HE ‘T FHIRE

By CHARLES T. HALLINAN

Under Capitalism it does not matter for the work-
ers how greatly the productive power of labor may be
increased by organization and improved machinery. I
by improved methods the %1 a day worker increases his
product three-fold it does not mean that he increases
his own return three-told. Competition n an over-
stocked Labor Market condemns the worker alwayvs
to a rock bottom price for his labor. The constant in-
crease n his product goes to the owner of the job—
tne employer—the Capitalist.

In view of the marvelous advances that have been
made in methods of producing necessities and luxuries,
and the plain possibility of providing enough and to
spare for all, the Wages System takes on a devilishly
malignant aspect when we see it automatically operat-
ing to panperize those who produce all the good things
of life. The modern worker starves in the midst of
plenty. The fable of Tantalus is told again.

It should be obvious that as long as the Wages Sys-
tem continues poverty muost continue.  Manifestly,
therefore, schemes of reform which are not designed
directly to soften the asperities of the competitive wage

. strugele, and eventunally to abolish the whole herrible

struggle itself, is foredoomed to failure. No man-can
be a real statesman who fails to see in the Wapes
System the central fact of all present day misery.
No public policy is worth while that does not aim at
the abolition of this central ewil. No ideal of public
peace and comfort is realizable which does not call us
toward an industrial democracy in which there shall
be an equitable distribution of the comiorts which we
all unite to produce.

him- fifteen vears ago when everybody else put his
stock above par, and the habit had not only clung to
us, but had sufhced,

These two attitudes miss equally the real situation.

Up to the close of his second term, Mr. Roosevelt
was a perfect conventional American “statesman.” The
story of his life, written up to that point, would have
been just as dull as Blaine’s “Twenty Years in Con-
press,” or any other of those heavy memoirs with
which Grants, Shermans, Hoars, et al. have loaded the
shelves of the faithiul, Ewven his éccentricities would
have relieved but slightly the intrinsic conventionality
of a .career which, after all, had merely climbed an
official ladder, round by round and in deadly respecta-
bility.

Jut to-day that is not =o.

Theodore Roosevelt's life has escaped from _the
heavy two-volume memoir class in which Americans
embalm their “great dead.” It has escaped over into
a fluid, adventurous, picturesque nowvel, like “Tom
Jones,” in which most anything can happen. For many
months now he has acted like a man whose feet have
forsaken the evervday ways and are on the trail of
the Great -Adventure,

This may sound like romantic nonsense, but it isn't.
.t is one of the more important aspects of conlempo-
rary bourgeois politics. The secret of Theodore
Roosevelt’s activity to-day and the secret of his hold
upon a large section of the public, is his remarkable
affinity for wnat Ostwald, the German scientist, calls
“hero-happiness” as contrasted with ~nut-happiness.”

Grant, Sherman, Hoar—after all, they chose “hut-
happiness.” It is the great bourgeois elective. [t 13
what one “rounds out” his carecr with. It is what
Roosevelt, by the high traditions of his office, by the
counsels of his class, by the demands of his own his-
torical sense, should have chosen.

But he couldn't. He could not keep out of the
struggle. The struggle for what? The strupggle for
power, if you want to put it that way, or for self-
expression, if you are not afraid of that well-worn
phrase. But struggle, and effort, and excitement, a

great congeries of high values and intense satisfac-
tions, mingled witn pain and risk—perhaps that sums
it up as well as anything can.

There is no telling where it will land lhim. Just at
present he is using public opinion and in his private
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lite he conforms with
the punctilioc of the
American  politician  to
all the demands of pub-
lic opimon. Bat  he
might conceivably defy it. He might go smashing
through a scandal like that of the late Sir Charles
Dilke, or become a fiery preacher of God knows what,
or do anything that, as the phrase goes, “costs like
blazes” Ewven to-day as a political phenomenon, he is
largely non-political. I mean by that, while heretofore
he has been pretty muc hthe politician, to-day he is
certainly as much the adventurer as he is the poli-
tician, and T use the word “adventurer” in no invidi-
ous SCnse.

When his followers swarmed into Orchestra hall at
Chicago—after his delegates had withdrawn from the
convention—and the Hero entered to “aceept the nomi-
nation,” he was x study. His face was no "states-
man's mask™ It wore the grin of frank, unadulterated
enjovment, the fighter's grin. The band was playing
a lively tune and the candidate’s arms went a-jigging
in time. One glimpse of him, and the audience “let
out” that whoop of rapturous adoration which audi-
ences have been giving him for months. Political
demonstrations are usually pretty thin stuff, as every-
body knows, but it would be hard to find a modern
instance where the intellectual basis of the demonstra-
tion was so slight in comparison with the personal
element, the element of hero worship, the sense of
“heing with a winner!” Like the Birmingham work-
ingman whom Ostrogorski interviewed, these folks
could only say doggedly that they “followed Mr.
Chamberlamn.” It was all they cared to say.

This 1s the source of Mr. Roosevelt's strength as a
politician and it is upon this that his chances of estab-
lishing a so-called “Progressive,” or capitalist-reform
party, very largely rest

His followers are “progressive” mostly because he
has called them so. While he has tapped to some ex-
tent, the wvague, political dissatisfaction of the coun-
try, the larger part of his strength comes from quite
another source, It comes from that sense of the Eliza-
bethan richness of life which constantly and aggres-
sively challenges the monotony of modern machine
1'||:'.;',-||-5:|(|:i_r:|:||. that Elizabethan relish for adventure and
achievement which turns the bicycle repair-man of to-

(Concluded on page 17.)




THE MAKING OF A MAN By FLORENCE PHINNEX

[llustrated By B. J. MUSSER

Written for Tme Massea,

HEN a boy's mother fails
him, the universe is turned
upside down and the his-
tory of that boy and that
man is a cataclysm,

The trouble with Clint
Ford began before he was
born. She seemed harm-
less enough—a pretty,

spoiled woman, who drifted
mnto  interesting  in
validism. Then came pain,
davs and mights of it: then,
a too pitiful doctor with the blessed relief of the
medicine; finally, when he pronounced her cured of
disease, a worse misfortune had overtaken her. She
was in the grip of the morphine habit.

No need to trace the downward course of that
family, step by step. They had owned a small farm
on the outskirts of a wvillage. They had been re-
spected memhbers of a church. They had had friends.
Before Clint was old enough to go to school, all that
past.

When the mother was not asleep in her darkened
hedroom, she sat all day by the window, a shifty
smale in her sly eyves, her tréembling hands pretend-
ing to busy themselves on a piece of sewing that
never got finmshed. None of the village women vis-
ited her, because—well, because 1t was whispered at
sewing circles and aftérnoon teas that some of the
wen did.

Sometimes, usually at dusk, she would slip out of
the house like a shadow; then Clint's father would
follow and bring her home. Clint did not remember
his father as he had once been—a pleasant-mannered,
honest, rather shallow man, vain in his pretty wife
and his home. The father that Clint knew was
gsimply the bond-slave of an overpowering Shame,
That was' the first thing the boy remembered, be-
cause, somehow, it made him different from the other
Lhoys. How he envied those boys whose fathers fre-
quented the village store, talking loudly and looking
each other boldly n the face with an oceasional bath,
and much bragging of their prowess in horse trades,
Clint meant to be that kind of a man some day. For
the present, he had his own special load of shame
to bear: shame of his rags, of the poor food that
made his lunch, of the slow brain that would not let
him learn as quickly as the other children, of the dirt
that niore than anvthing else made him an alien.
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His school days came to a sudden end when he
was twelve years old,. The poor mother had slipped
past the school house on one of her shameful er-
rands, She had become utterly unscrunpulous, now,
about how she obtained the drug. Have it she
would and did. A boy older than Clint, and twice
as large, said something. Clint sprang for him. As
soon as they could, they dragged him off. The hig
boy was a good deal damaged. They did not zend
Clint to reform school, because one man in the wvil
lage, whose word was [aw, said no boy should bz
punished in that town for defending his mother: but
Clint's, school days were ended, and he was labeled
a dangerous character.
father in his business of
making cider for vinegar. Strange that men, left to
themselves, seldom cook successfully; but when it
anmes: to making drinks of ‘an intoxicating nature,
they do it to periection. The two Fords, father and
som, had to do what cooking there was done in that
houge.. They did it very poorly. But a piece: of
poor bread is not so bad, if you can have really good
gider to drink with it

Clint was twenty-two when at last the poor wreek
that had been his mother died. He was a great,
hulking, black-browed fellow with strong hands and
tragic eves, He had no friends and only one ad-
mirer, The poor, weak father, who had once been
proud of his pretty wife, had long since transierred
that pride to his big son. The creature who died
when Clint was twenty-two, the poor, pitiful wreeclk
that had ruined them both—what did they call her to
themselves, I wonder, when they laid her away at
last? ;

He began to help his

They had a nurse for her, those last days. They
were not quite so poor, now, because Clint was a

good man to hire when he would let drink alone,
and eould earn ez if he would.

The nurse was another derelict, a widow left with
three small daughters and no means of support. She
had been o ed to give away the girls. Three
overworked farmers’ wives received a little drudge
5"-|"'_'-"-:'-' ladly. The widow -.1||.||:.-::.;|_|_-||. herself by
EoIng out nursing,
[ortable creature, who ms:
more like home than it had for many a vear. After
a very short widowerhood, the elder Ford asked
her to remain as Mrs. Ford number two. This was
the seventh year of her wanderings, and she was
weary. With a sigh she became Mrs, Ford.

Her youngest daughter at this time was seventeen
vears old, She bad earned her own living and some
over ever since she was ten. She was a preity girl
wnom drudgery had not been able to subdue as yet,
pink cheeked, brown haired, hazel eyed, strong,
siight, quick as a cat, and nobody's fool either, as
she proved by breaking away from the bondage of
the farmer’s wife and going to work for herself in
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she was an easy-poing, coum-
« the house of Ford seem

the canning factory. She came to board with her
mother, who now had a home of her own once
nore, Her ::_1.l.'|_:-l-:l!|lrr also welcomed her Very

He hated girls, he told
—proud, =silly creatures, who would ruin a
man if he gave them a chance. Clint had a job in
the canning factory, too. To prove his hatred of
rirls in general, he went to a dance, got very drunk,
and made a disturbance. Next day he did not appear
at the shop, and so lost his job. Amy, that was the
name ot his stepmother’s daughter, was so ashamed
of him that she eried.

Clint told himseli he did not care. He got -a job
blacksmithing and took his dinners at the smithy, 50
that he was only home nights. He used to see Amy
go past, to and from her work, but she never spoks
to him. She made many friends among the yvoung
people and was a member of the Temperance
Society.

That was the year of the great freshet. Tt had
rained steadily for a week, but no one expected any
trouble, because no one knew about 3 certain dam
up among the hills. The man who built it had
known, but he had gone West to build more dams
of the same kind. So when, one moist afternoon,
that dam shd gently taking with it
two mills and a bridege, there was astonishment as
wiell as dismay in that town.

A quick had the
of mind to send the news all down the river. Of
course she had only

SEOCE RIQOT

LClint

down stream,

ted telephone gir presence

timie to tell one man in- each

The boss of the

the canning factory wa:
ow what was coming in our town,

village.
first man to k
The factory was on the river bank below the bridge,
Most of the help lived on the other side. It lacked
nalf an hour of closing time, but he instantly pave
the word to blow the whistle, and the workmen and
women filed ocut without a '|:-.;||ii|,:_ All ecrossed the
bridge in good order before the flood struck, bug
Amy went back after a forgotten umbrella. The
boss was trying to save hiz books and did not zee
her.

Clint was -[.'||I-:|!il:_:_' in the door of 1|2|; blacksmith s
:-]H'j.l when the hr:}lj.‘:’-e‘ Went. He saw _-‘\[11:.- start o
run across and heard her cry of fright as the wreeck-
age struck the bridge. Then she went down with it
In a minute he was across the street and had leaped
i after her. There was wild confusion in the wvil-
!..'u_rr. The workmen from the factory and the peaple
irom the houses and stores gathered close to the

water's edge. The bridge had not broken up when
it was swept away.

The current had carried it al-
most entire against the factory; but any minute it
1_|_-i;:]11 go to pieces. They could see Amy clinging to
it stitl. Clint, who was a good swimmer and a versy
strong man, battled his way ineh by inch thru:.ugh
the fload. He reached the bridge just as it broke up,
caught Amy and started back with her. That was
harder work, but the people on the shore had found
their wits by this time. A man went out with a
stout rope and all three were dragged in. Amy
was unhurt, but Clint had been hit on the head by
a heavy beam. They carried him home and sent for
the doctor.

Then there were days and nights when Clint Ford
lost all eount of time as he in the spare room
of his father's house, This was a pity, because, for
Lhe first time in his life, he was an important person,
More than that, he was a hero. The whole village
went wild over him, They brought him dainties
that he could not eat. They made the doctor’s life
a4 burden with endless inquiries,

ey 1'_:._:_.“

that long-suffering serv:
them, “he'll pet
: "More’s the pity!

nt of the public
well” To himself he
When a man has struck
twelve, he ought to have sense enough to quit.”
But all the while Clint remained as unconscious of
the change in his social status as he was of the de-
bility of his quitting now that he struck
.L.uw.-hc-. as he was, tao, of the tender care of a certain
little brown-| What a wonderful day it
was when her hero finally Y

:

assured
growle

Sir

red nurse,

nsented to open those

pathetic dark eyes of his, and even to sit

up and

cat gruel out of a spoon !




-'|.I'l.i.|_'-. s & beautiiul world to which Clint
rord ret » a world where all g rs seemed

.'”.".-:I.”'\-I.' CVEN VDL was \\I‘l-”h;l‘. |E|."
prepared for him!
day his foohsh old 1er would

to repeat some kKind word a leading

possibie

1 %4 ¥
meals his stepmo

any times a

CIzen

saud about his son!

And there was always Amy,
et Amy, with her whole transparent, girlish scoul
shimng in her hazel eyves.

Of course it could end but one
time
Amy

The nrst
was able to leave the house, he went with
jained the 'E.{ll'pe T3 3 The wvil-
arms in the l.'!lll,l|:-'.}' i1l
teresting character of hero and penitent. The next
day Amy told her mother she was engaged.

"0, deary me!” sighed the second Mrs, Ford.
“Your father used to 1|I'i:|i-:I and so does your
father. |
ardn’t.”

wWay.

lage received him with apen

step-
was hoping you would marry a man tl

=0
1at

“Why, mother,” eried Amy in hurt astonishment,
“Clint isn't going to drink any more.
the pledge.”

He has taken

“Perhapz he won't, dear; we'll hope so0.”

There was quite a festival when Clint and Amy
were married. ‘The village, having done its best to
ruin the boy hy turned completely
zround in the enthusiastic American way and made
a hero of the man. A fund collected in the
name of the village which enabled Clint to buy a
small farm, decorated of course with a large mort-
Amy, too, was liberally showered with zifts;
and everybody went home pleazed with themselves
and each other.,

56 they were married, and-
13 not finished yet. They did not live happily ever
after. There is every reason to believe that they
lived happily just six weeks. At the end of that
time a farmer in an adjoining town held an auction,
Clint said he thought he ought to go. He needed a
plow and several other things that might be sold
there cheap. He went.

neglect, now

Wiads

Rage.

wait! No, this story

When a man sells his household goods at auction
in the country he is expected to serve a lunch of
I;L'.'IC]{I.:I'-% and Clll:lr:-u_' and |!1'}' codhsh. It 12 as much
a matter of 'l.'li'i.'l.:l.'lh: to do this as It Once was to
to serve New England rum at_a barn-raising,
Crackers, cheese and dry codfish are good in their
way, but no man can eat them and not suffer thirst,
especially if the lining of his stomach has been pre-
served in old cider from his youth up. They do not
serve old cider at anctions in Maine now, but few
cf her sons are so unsophisticated that they do not
know where that or some kindred beverage may hbe
found.

It is better not to tell how Clint Ford came home
irom that auction. The eritics say that it is poor art
to load a story with revolting details, even though,
ag in the case of Mrs. Wilfer's ]li'[l_i-;_':-::t_ wWe cannog
help knowing they are there. Always bearing this
in mind, let us touch lightly, not to say gingerly, the
record of the next ten Vears.

Clint was always truly sorry when he was sober,
and would promise faithiully not to do it again. But
iafter the first glass—some friend was always ready
with that first glass—he was as helpless as his
mother had been in the grip of her own particular
demon, He was not an habitual drunkard. Fe
knew, too, he realized as no else could, just
what a dangerous beast he became in the hands of
his enemy. He knew that he might some day return
from that confused shadow-land where he occasion
ally wandered and find himzelf the murderer of the
creature he loved best. There had been more f
one narrow escape of that kind. He kn
and he was a strong man: but the over
forces that heredity and habit could always bring
i'i—{-'li:'l'.c'l. him worsted him Again anid ;|_j_'.:|_i:1_

one

It is not pleasant to think what those ten years
wust have been to Amy, his wife. Children were
born and died. There quite a row of little
graves in the cemetery under the hill. At the end
of those ten vears the woman, Amy, was still un-
conquered by sorrow, as the child, Amy, had beeu
unsubdued by ggery. She was of the true, heroic
fiber, loving, daring, undespairing. She worked early
and late, seldom leaving the lLittle hillside farm. She
paid the interest on the mortgage by selling butte
ahe worked in the fields as well as in
the howuse, and that saved her; for the winds and the
sunshine, and the beanty of those far-reaching zoli-
tudes were kind. How gently and tenderly, too, she
used all her simple arts in that losing battle against
the common enemy. Oh, if poor Clint Ford could
Eave had the wholesome food and the loving care as

Waids

and eggs.

“girl like vou.

i boy that she gave him e w, this stary need never
have been written!

Ten wvears! and she began to sce that she fought
"..-:':I'_'.' often now she heard the stum-
hling step come in at night. And now she feared it
a8 she had never feared before, because there was a

r new baby in her arms, praved that
she might keep just this one!l

She sat one winter eve holding the helpless mite
and waiting. It was late; that was a bad sien. She
was thinking of a package that had come to her that
day in the rural mail delivery. She had sent for it
having read in a small monthly paper that the stuff
mixed with coffee, would cure ifichriates.
st be done: but now that she had bought this she
was afraid. She wondered what Doctor Blake would
say about it. She slipped the package hastily into
the front of her dress, for she heard Clint's step out-
zide.  She histened fearfully. Yes, he was not him-
self to-night. The sudden unreasoning panic of the
mother’s instinct caught her as she looked at the
tiny creature in her arms. Throwing an old shawl
around the child, she slipped out into the shed as
her husband stumbled in thre mgh the kitchen door.
She 200 Oone i.__[:illl]!l:--l' of |'li1|| as - she went, He
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How she

il

Something

Wi
rmuttering savagely to himself, and he gripped an ax
in his hand.
had as that.
time,

Only once before had she seen him as
She shuddered as she remembered that
Hastily fastening on her snowshoes, and
wrapping herself and the child in an old coat, she
left the house, and set out to walk across the zlis-
tening, moon-lit helds of snow. She was not ;11'1'."‘i::|I
She had left behind the only thing she had cause to
fear, the man who should have been her safeguard
against all the world, now, for the timeé, no more a
man, but only a ravening beast.

An hour afterward old Doctor Blake, going to his
door for one last look at the starry skies, saw Amy
coming up the walk with her child in her arms.
With a gruff exclamation of pity, he opened the door
wide and drew mother and child in, He did not
need to be told why they had come. Mow that the
long walk was aver, she began to tremble a little
from weakness and She szank into a
chair and the doctor removed her snowshoes and
gave her a cup of hot milk to drink.
keeper was away for the evening.

Amy soon recovered her self-command and con-
iessed with some shame to the sudden panic that
had driven her out.

excitement.

I[l"'\: I](?“:—'\.::-

“I guess the baby has taken away all my courage,
Dioctor,” she said,

The old doctor began to pace back and forth
hefore the fire, as he had a habit of doing when any-
thing troubled him.

“It's too bad, Amy" he exploded: “it's too had)
They never ought to have let you marry him, a smart
He never ought to have married any
woman. [ know the whole tribe, father and 500
yes, and mother, too, 1 know what vou've had to
put up with, you poor child. Now, you must not o
back, I will see him to-morrow and tell him that
this has gone on long enough.”

Amy looked at him, uncomprehending.

"Oh," she said, “Clint will be all right to-miorrow
after he has had his sleep. I'm not often such 2
coward, Doctor; but it would kill Cline if he should
happen to hurt the baby when he wasn't himself”

“Do yon mean to »you intend to go on living
with that beast, Amy Ford

Amy straightened up suddenl

“He 15 my hushand, Doctar Bl
don't want to drink, poor Clint.
don't. How can T leave him?
hiurt baby, that's all.”

“Well, you do beat me” admitted the doctor.,

Amy drew the package out of her dress,

“I' want to ask you about this,” she said.

r, her eves flashing,
ake," she gaid. "He
Why, you know he
[ just can’t let him
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Che doctor took it, opened it, sniffed, tasted it with
the tip of his tongue, and set it down with a shake
ci his head.

“Where did you get that stuff?™ he asked.

Amy told him.

“Just trash,” pronounced the doctor decidedly.

“Oh,” said Amy with a little sigh of disappoint
ment, “bhut people are cured, sometimes.”

“Yes: the sanatoriums help, sometimes,”

Amy’s head drooped,

“We haven't the money” she said; “there ought to
be something to help poor people.”

The doctor thought a moment with knitted brows.

“Perhaps there is something,” he answered. “Sec
here, Amy Ford, I am going to tell you one of my
secrets. 1 have been looking into this thing all my
lite and I haven't found out enough, surely, to tell
any one yet. You see, the trouble with Clint and a
good many like him, is the stomach, primarily—the
iiming of the stomach and old cider. When he was
growing and needing good food, he didn't have it, at
least not enough of the right kind; and he did have
cider, too much of that. Now, I haven't time to tell
vou what happened to that stomach of his: but sup-
pose I know a treatment that would change it back
again to something like a natural stomach, instead
of a cider barrel. Suppose it is rather a dangerous
cxperiment, but with a ehanee, a good chance, of suc-
cess.  Are you game to take that chance?™

Amy understood. She did not answer at aonce, but
sat very still, gazing at the fire. Suddenly. the little
creature in her arms moved restlessly with a single
pitiful wail. She looked up, decizion on her face.

“I"1l do il:_,h she said.

The next morning the doctor drove Amy and the
child home in his sleigh, They found Clint sleeping
heavily on the kitchen lounge, where he had fallen,
the ax beside him.

“When he wakes,” said the doctor, “give him a
cup of coffee with five drops of the medicine in ir.
I it makes him sick, send for me.” Then he drove
AWaYy.

Amy went about her tazks that day with a sad
face. Sometimes it seemed to her that she could not
deceive Clint; but a glance at the baby always
strengthened her resolution. It was late in the day
when he woke, very thirsty and much ashamed of
himzelf. She gave him the coffee, and he drank it
without a word. She watched him fearfully, but he
seemed as well as usual, It was a week before the
medicine showed any bad effects. Amy was so much
alarmed that she had hard work to keep from con-
fessing. She finally induced Clint te go to see Doc
tor Blake. He came back with some medicine that
she understood was to supplement hers. When she
had finished her work in the kitchen, and sat rocking
the baby, Clint came and sat beside her.

“The doctor has been talking to me, Amy,” he
said. “l am going to try once more. Lord knows,
I want to give up drink, if T ean.”

They were not demonstrative people,
landers seldom are. But words seemed inadeqoate
here. They kissed each other solemnly over the
sleeping child.

Thiz iz not an “ad” for Doctor Blake's Cure for
the Liquor Habit. His name, as it happens, is not
Blake, but—I promized not to tell. Sull, it is a i':u_'_t
that the medicine was a success. That was seven
yvears ago. Clint has never tasted any kind of alco-
holic drink since the night his wife took that long
wilk on snowshoes. He says he does not want it
Just what part moral suasion had in the eure it is
impossible to say. The doctor has a tongue like a
rapier when he chooses to use it. Amy's deception
g0 weighed on her conscience that she confessed her
part at an early date.

“Bless your heart,” said Clint, “the doctor told ma
all about it."”

Clint Ford is not, perhaps, a perfect example of a
reformed character., He persists in voting on the
wrong side. 'When he goes to the country store, he
expresses his opinions loudly with an occasional
aath, looking all men boldly in the face. He is said
to be rather too sharp on a horse trade. But he is
one of He has a silo and
a cream separator, and his orchard is a dream of
telight. Three sturdy children, clean as new pins,
go to school from his house every day. Strangers
always notice the trim Ford place. It is a model in
1t way.

Said the doctor to a returned native last summer,
as they rode past:

“Old Joe Ford's son? Yes, it is surprising how
marrying a good woman will bring a man up, some-
times. She surely has made a man of him!"

New Eng-

the best farmers in town.




THE WORST TRADE IN By PIET VLAG
THE WORLD

HE waiter business is the most exacting,

I nerve wreécking trade in the world. This is

a bold statement,” which many a patron of

the large hotels may doubt, but little doubt
would remain in his mind if he could be induced to
work for six weeks or so in one of those establish-
ments in New York. [t is exceptional for a waiter
to work six weeks at a streteh in a first-class New
York hotel. At the end of that period the average
hotel employee either quits or gets discharged, ap-
parently as the result of a quarrel with some other
employee or on account of having committed some
error. Actually they get into trouble because they
cannot stand the mental and physical strain any
longer.

The writer has worked as a sailor, factory hand,
coal-passer, longshoreman, -lion-tamer, truck-driver,
and performed all the odds and ends which the
average globe-trotter is forced to take up in order
to continue his travels, But, however hard or excit-
ing some of these expericnces may have been, they
did not nearly equal the hardships he had to endure
as a waiter or a eook.

As an illustration, let us consider the working
hours and conditions of a waiter. I worked a “four-
wateh” day in the Louis XIV room of the Hotel
Astor. That means serving breakfast from seven to
ten a. m., luncheon from twelve to two-thirty p. m,,
dinner from five-thirty to eight-forty-five p. m,, and
supper from ten-fifteen to eleven-forty-five p. m.
As the reader may notice, this is only eleven actual
working hours per day, ranging from seven in the
morning till near midnight. The off hours we spent
either in a saloon or in the dressing-room which was
attached to the toilel. We worked only seven davs
a week and every fourth week we got a day off with-
out pay.

There iz a great deal of loose talk about the enor-
mous tips waiters are popularly believed to receive,
Ferhaps it may astound the reader to know that the
average waiter would gladly sign up for £3 a day
straight, without tips. It is true, I have
worked in places where my tips averaged
more than that. Still, I would have been

and the other food upon which the help is supposed

to exist, many startling things would happen in short
order, The food which they expect one to cat i3
hardly fit to feed to the pigs. With the exception
of some dishwashers, few of the hotel help touch it
The chambermaids, the hallboys and the waiters all
bribe the cook in order to get something really eat-
able.

This is especially hard on the waiters, as they
serve all day the richest and most delicate foods and
wines, and they have to steal or bribe in order to
secure the smallest piece of steak or chicken, which
even then they dare not eat, but are forced to swal-
low standing in some corner of the pantry, kitchen
or lavatory.

I worked at one time in the Waldorf-Astoria,
where they have a severe fining system. They fine
you for eating or drinking in the pantry or else-
where; for breaking china or glassware; for silver
lost (which is usually taken by the guests as souve-
nirs); for a speck upon your clothes or white shirt;
for unpolished shoes, and what not,

Yet the dressing room was as usual connected
with the toilet, and often so full of water that we
had to walk tiptoe. The locker out of which 1 had
to, make an immaculate toilet was just three feet
high, one and a half feet wide, and the same in
depth. In it you must keep overcoat, uniform, col
lars, lil.':w_. shoe [:H:ll.‘-wh and a few ather necessaries.,
In that particular place there was an indescribable
draft, which was anything but welecome when un
] usually is wet to the
witeh.

dressing, especially as one
skin with perspiration  when
Out of such an unsanitary, dirty place we were to
appear four times r|..'Li'|}' spick and span, and retain
our self-respect.

No waiter or cook is ever certain of his position
for longer than the next wateh. One never knows
when the thing iz going to happen, but the dread
of it is with one always. You are bound to get into

coming from

glad to have worked for $3 a day without
tips.

We hear a great deal about the abolition
of the tipping system, but it is mostly talk.
Tips are not paid for the mere service of
the food. They are paid for thousands of
little reasons—because we tickle the vanity
of the customers; because we permit them
to work off on us the grouches they have
accumulated in their business; because we
ASSUre oUr customers in numerous ways of
our good will towards them; and no man
likes to be fed by anyone unless he feels
assured he has the good will of the man
who is feeding him. As to the tipping sys-
tem, if it ever is abolished it will be re-
placed by a profit-sharing system. A sys-
tem by which the hotel will pay wages and
an additional percentage for the total
amount of business done. With that sys-
tem the interests of the hotel and of the
customer alike would be protected by the
waiter's desire to retain old customers and
get new ones in order to increase the total
sales.

Many people believe that a waiter has a
special kick coming because of his state of
servility and his dependence uwpon tips for
a living. Wrong again. People have a pe-
ciliar way of pitving one where it iz not
wanted, I don't know of a single waiter
who does not delight in taking tips. What
he objects to is your view of the tips. He
considers it rightfully earned money, the
customer looks upon it as charity.

Another erroneous popular belief is, that
whatever may happen to one while working

Illustrated b}r
MAURICE BECKER

a scrape with some one some time. The system
forces it

To illustrate, I will describe a three-hour breakfast
watch in the Hotel Astor. After reaching one's
tables in the dining room we had to stand stock still
with military precision between our tables until our
puests entered, My steady breakfast customer was
a well-known society woman who was very liberal
tc the captains and headwaiters. Perhaps she
thought the captain or headwaiter would share with
us at least partly the tip which she handed out al-
most every morning. When she entered 1 disap-
peared behind a pillar, so that the captain might
show his ungefulness in pulling out a chair and tak-
ing the order, because she had handed him a five-
dollar bill at the door.

It so happened that the woman had no appetite
that morning, primarily becaunse she did not work at
anything and had too litttle exercise, but this morn-
ing it was merely because she and her husband had
taken a too prominent part in a vigorous and pro-
longed theater party the previous evening. Her sup-
posed better half had been late and had therefore
ordered some coffee and rolls in his apartment. Con
trary to her usual manner she was cross this morn.
ing.

The captain tried to earn his five dollars by talking
her into an imaginary appetite. After about ten
minutes he rushed into the pantry, I following close
at his heels. There all pretense at gentility was
thrown to the winds. He grabbed me by the
shoulder, and while pushing me down the stairs
shouted the order at me. Before I had reached the
botttom of the steps he had hurled every strong
epithet in his vocabulary at me, and I assure you
his vocabulary was far from meagre. He concluded
by urging me to hurry up in a particularly forceful
manner. All this while I was falling, flying and
jumping doewn the stairs with the written order slip
in my hand.

Then came my turn at administering instruction
with epithets attached. First to the cook about
broiled squab-chicken with bacon, because
that takes longest. Then I told the pantry
girl in a most gentle manner how to pre-
pare that particular grape fruit a la mara-
schino. While she did this, I ordered coffee
and cream from the other girl and put some
eggs in the automatic egg boiler for a gen-
tleman who had come in while T was down-
stairs. A bus-boy had brought me the
order slip.

By the time the grape fruit was prepared
the two and one-half minute boiled eggs
were also ready., So up I went with the
grape fruit and the gentleman’s breakfast,
but not until I had been searched by the
checker at the door and had the propes
amount entered against me on my book.

Thus after four minutes of actual Hades,
I had to re-enter the dining room, cool,
composed and well mannered.  No signs of
rushing or bustling there; if I did, it would
have annoyed the guest and this of course
would have meant instant dismissal.

I opened the eggs, served the coffes and
got the man's check ready so that he could
leave the moment he was through. This
left only the balance of the lady's order to
be dispozed of She wasz te get  squab
chicken and bacon, coffee and toast. A
simple order, indeed, but not so simple a
matter to get out of one of those gigantic
kitchens, where about two hundred waiters
rush about, pushing and Jostling each other,
trying to get waited on first. To form a
good picture, you must know that these
kitchens are very large, They take up in
width an entire city block. When you
stand at the range of the sauce or Yentre-
cook, the distance seems so far that
vou ean hardly distinguish what is going

met™

in a first-class hotel, one will be well fed.
I assure you, if the Board of Health would

investigate the stew, the hzsh, the eggs

When she entered, I disappeared behind a pillar,
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on at the farthest range—that of the “fri-
turier,” or fry cook,
But all these things vou do not notice




gy

when you are getting a broiled spring chicken with
bacon. All you can see then 15 the face and the
knife of the “rotisseur” or roast cook. If you see
anything else you are in danger of getting into close
contact with the knife, because you are none too
gentle in demanding your order.

Mor 15 the cook, for that matter. He 15 very posi-
tive in his statements regarding your ability to un-
derstand that your chicken cannot be ready in such
4 short time. To which you retaliate in like manner,
trying all the time to “blufi” him, confuse him, so
that he may give you a chicken ordered by some one
clse a few minutes earlier than yours.

As it bappened I did not suceceed 1n bluffing him
this morning. Not because I did not put up as good
a bluff as usual, but for the simple reason that some
one else had already blufied me out of the broiled
squab-chicken,

This meant a delay of five minnutes. To make
up and gain time I went for the coffee and toast.
While getting this a bus-boy came rushing up to me
with a half-finished grape fruit a la maraschino. The
lady had no appetite, and the cap-
tain, ‘influenced by a five dollar
bill, had convinced her the grape
fruit was not just right and in-
duced her to try an alligator pear
instead. T let out a yell like a
Comanche Indian, pushed ~the
other waiters aside, invoked the
co-operation of an assistant stew-
ard who was a friend of mine,
and secured an alligator pear in
record time, which the bus-bhoy
took into the dining room as fast
as his legs would carry lnm. 1
don’t think a single waiter in New
Yark could have handled the sit-
uation any better. But it was of
no avail. When I came up with
the order, the lady first of all
complained about the chicken,
which, according to her, was un-
derdone. By the time we had
given it -a little more fire her cof-
fee had grown cold, the toast
stale and the lady had lost her
appetite and left the table. And
I was fired by the captain as soon
a3 I came back with the chicken.
He had to earn his five dollars in
gome way and this was the sim-
plest one.

Nor was the Hotel Astor by
any means the most trying place
to work in. | worked at one
time in the South Café of the
Waldorf-Astoria. This was sure-
Iy one of the most exhavsting
places [ ever worked in as long
as I was in the business. In the
center of the room they have an
electric grill, where they broil
steaks, chicken, mushrooms, etc.
Also a chafing dish department.
A moveable bar wagon with bar-
tender attached goes from table
to table. To the uninitiated it
would seem as if such an arrange-
ment would make things easier
for the waiter and expedite ser-
vice.

The fact of the matter is that
it did not expedite the service a
bit and made it much harder on
the waiter. [t was good advertising for the house,
that was all.

Here is how it worked. For example: A party
orders some chicken a la King, some lobster a la
Newburg, a broiled partridge, various vegetables,
some cocktails and wine. You hrst get your cock-
tails, but not until vou have gone about half a hlock
out of your way to get a check for them. That
takes at least five minutes. Then you go down to
the cold meat room for the ingredients of the various
dishes which have been ordered. While they pre-
pare this vou order yvour vegetables inm the kitchen
and go for your wine, Frequently the cold meat
room cook does not know what is required for the
various dishes, and the chances are that you have to
{ight with him for some onions, green peppers, or
some other ingredient, becanse he does not like to
appear at all ignorant and therefors resents your
knowing it.

By the time you get upstairs at least ten minutes
have elapsed since vou took the order. Then it i3

put on the fre, and any time gained by the electric
method of cooking it has fully been lost before the
order is put on. Physically this system 15 much
harder on the waiter than when he gets the entire
order from the kitchen, not to speak of the nerve-
wrecking confusion it causes.

A day's work for a waiter in this exceeding comfy,
entre-nous, weber breftel sort of place, runs as fol-
lows: | came in at ten a. m. to set up the room, fill
pepper and salt shakers, vinegar, sauce bottles, etc.,
until twelve. Then lunch began and lasted until
two-thirty p. m. Until four p. m. we were free. That
means free to go to a saloon, Time was too short to
go home. There was no place in the house for us
to sit down except a dingy place called, for de-
cency’s sake, a retiring room where no one ever
retired. The locker-room which was connected with
the toilet was altogether impossible. There were
wo benches or chairs, and even if vou succeeded in
capturing an empty case somewhere it was as much
as vour life was worth to sit down in that place. [t
was at the foot of the basement stairs and there

A flunkey and his superiors

was a fearful, constant draft. 1t was especially dan-
perous, as we were exhausted and perspired heavily
aiter the watch,

At four o'clock we came back to serve before-
dinner drinks, which lasted until six, when dinner
commenced., After dinner one part of the watch
which had stayed on in the afterncon went out for
about an hour and a half. We stood right through
until one in the meorning without getting anything
Lo eat unless we practically stole something and
succeeded in eating it on fome stairway or in a cor-
ner without being caught or fined for it

The place is largely frequented by a stock-gam-
bling element. Directly connected with the dining-
room 15 a well-known stockbroker's office. John W.
{Gates had his headquarters in the Waldorf, and the
well-known poker parties were held in a small room,
likewise connected with the South Café. The guests
there, as everywhere, treated the waiter like a fix-
ture and talked freely in his presence.

I particularly remember two four-flushing come-
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ons who were usually employed by some big sharks
to decoy the jays. These two fellows had the habii
of talking big so badly that they kept it up when
there was no occasion for it, which naturally evoked
many smiles from those acquainted with the facts.
{Ine afterncon after a particularly noisy and boast-
tul lunch party, the two of them had tea together.
Whether it was the tea or a general retrospection
of their lives which brought them to their senses, I
do not know, but accidentally I heard one confide to
the other that the first time he got five hundred dol-
lars together he was going to quit the game. Poor
fellows! They sometimes spent that amount on a
jay for food and drinks within a week.

During the last panic I was working at Sherry's,
where Morgan pulled off his conferences. We had
reliable information nearly twenty-four hours in ad-
vance of the press. By the bye, I have often won-
dered why some enterprising newspaper has not
organized the waiters into an information bureau.
It has been done with great success in France.

It has been my privilege, or misfortune, as you
look at it, to witness numerous
tragedies and comedies during
my life as a waiter, and these
usually becauze the public refused
to consider the wailter as an un-
derstanding, feeling and generally
human being. Sometimes this at-
titude of the public toward us
proved to be decidedly uneom-
fortable. In the Hotel Marie
Antoinette a certain lady was in
the habit of calling for a waiter
while she was in her bath and
there order her breakfast. I re-
member feeling decidedly uncom-
fortable on these occasions, but
it was evident that the lady was
perfectly at ease. She was in a
class with that Queen of France
Marie  Antoinette, who, when
told that the people were clamor-
ing for bread because they were
hungry, suggested that they eat
cake. [ believe this lady had
given as much thought and con-
sideration to the people out of
her class as that queen.

Large fortunes are spent yearly
by the New York hotel proprie-
tors in maintaining a system by
which they check and search the
waiter. Every waiter is treated
as an out-and-out grafter of ex-
tremely desperate character. Mot
cnly is a2 checking system main-
tained at the entrance of each
dining room, but a number of de-
tectives, so-called assistant stew-
ards, patrol the kitchen and pan-
try from morning until night,
These fellows are trying to earn
their salaries by constantly im-
posing fines and foolish interfer-
ence with the services. It would
be much more profitable, how-
ever, iIf a more strict control was
maintained over the public.

In connection with this I re-
member especially a banquet we

. served in one of the largest and

most prominent clubhouses of

Brooklyn. The father of the man

who ran the club was a judge. It

was a rather out-of-the-way place. After the ban-

aquet the guests and waiters went home on the same

trolley line. The father happened to be on the same
car with us.

Soon after the car started the guests produced the
souvenirs they had taken from the club and com-
menced to play ball with them. Spoons, demi-tasses,
napking and what not were flying to and iro through
the ecar. Suddenly the father and judge arose from
his seat and gave those people one of the most hu-
miliating lectures they ever received. Tableau! No-
body wanted to eatch. TFhey all wanted to throw.
fine young woman in whose lap they had thrown a
number of articles got up and dropped the whole affair
on the fAloor of the car. They treated the souvenirs
as if they were snakes.

When working in the roof garden of the Hotel
Astor | was diseharged as a result of one of these
souvemir incidents.” There had been some trouble
with the wiring and the management had provided
some attractive little porcelain candelabras, worth




probably about twenty-five cents each. A lady
asked the captain to give her one as a souvenir, He
told me to wrap it up for her. Unfortunately she
forgot to take it along. Without further thinking
about the matter, I took it myszeli when we went
home, It never dawned upon me that there might
be trouble about it until one of the thief-catching
timekeepers asked me what I had in my hand. That
finished my career in the Astor.

The newspapers have played up a number of sen-
sational stories about the wholesale theft of provis-
ions by the kitchen help. I recollect one of these
gtories about a man who had a large number of
squabs, chickens, and steaks wrapped around his
body. The truth of the matter was they had eaught
cne poor fry-cook with a piece of chicken., He
surely did not take the chicken to sell it. He took
it becanse he was hungry. This may seem odd, but
it 13 the truth mevertheless. Those boys work some-
times for ten hours under an indescribable tempera-
ture, a feat which in itself is sufficient to knock out
physically the strongest of them. In addition to
that they have to cope with a few hundred howling
dervishes. That's how the cooks look upon the
waiters. As a result they cannot bear the sight of
iood when dinner time comes. All they can stand
is a few glasses of sour wine or stale beer. The
cooks' table is, as a rule, well supplied with appetiz-
g food, but it is hardly touched. They are all too
exhausted. That's why these poor fellows get in the
habit of taking something home. After they have
washed up and rested for an hour or so, their appe-
tite returns, Then a piece of chicken or tenderloin
fried on a gas stove in their hall room is exceed-
ingly welcome to them.

[ have stated in one of the early paragraphs that
1 gladly would have signed up for three dollars a
day steady without tips, although my tips in some
places averaged more than that. This statement re-
quires an ¢xplanation. MNote well—three dollars per
day steady, 1 said. Do you know what it means
to change position every six weeks or s0? Number
one—it means to be out of work at least three
months during the year. But that does not imply
that one is free and at ease during that period.
{Juite the contrary; we worked and worried just as
hard when looking for a job as when trying to keep
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“and they

Especially bad and disgusting is the employment
system. In some places the head waiters engage
their men directly at the door. In many others,
however, they get their help through these so-called
Waiters' Associations. These associations are sup-
posed te be benevolent in character. They disburse
sick and death benefits to their members. They are
also supposed to provide the members with jobs,
do all that and more. In fact, the mem-
hers are usually supplied with the nice fat jobs. But
as you might expect, the motives are not always ou
the surface. The organizations
iz very limited. They maintain high initiation fees
blackballs, and so on. As a result there are alway
a1 number of jobs on hand that cannot be filled |I-]-
the members. These jobs are digsposed of in the
barroom. The man liked best by the boss of the
saloon is the first to get a job. This naturally im-
plies that he knows how to consume a large quantity

beverages. i

These saloon sharks get their a'.;:;..:r_:t graft, how-
ever, from what is known as the "extras” I re-
member a time when one of these saloons had about
fonr hundred extra jobs on Saturday, and about one
hundred daily during the rest of the week. These
were glorious times for that saloonkeeper. He ma-
nipulated these extras zo well that he had at least
a thousand apphcants visating his barroom on regu-
lar week days and many more than that on Satur-
EAYSE.

me "|1|:-U-u]'|l|_.- of these

These conditions exist to-day, only now there are
at least Aive times as many saloon sharks as there
were then. This makes it still harder on the waiter,
ns it means a larger number of saloons to frequent.

Ancther popular error is that the waiter business
is mot a trade. People think a jacket, an apron and
4 towel make a waiter. “Surely,” they say, “anybody
e¢an be a waiter.” Perhaps! In Flanagsn's beei-
and-beans joint, but surely not i the Sb  Kegis,
where it keeps two experienced waiters and a eap-
tain very busy to properly serve a party of four.

To give “service” m a high class hotel one must
have training, braing and be very alert. I have seen
tackle a first-

the Michaels from Flanagan's job in a

class hotel and invariably they were content, yes
glad  to be fired before the meal was over. Can
yvou imagine Michael carving partridges or an elu-
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W a curions volume called “Impressions of the
I Earth,” written by a wvisitor from Mars, there
are two ‘sections of a peculiarly interésting na-
ture. Chapters and sub-chapters are headed as
follows:
The Males
(a)} The Dominant Sex:
(b) The Civilized Sex.
(¢) The Utilitarian Sex.
(d) The Honorable Sex.
{e} The Creative Sex.
(f) The Articulate Sex.
(g) The Langhing Sex,
The Females.
{2) The Submerged Sex
(b) The Uncivilized Sex.
{c) The Toy Sex. . .
{dy The Codeless Sex.
(e} The Decorative Sex.
() The Inarticulate Sex.

{(g) The Sex that has Never Laughed.

In reading the work of the distinguished muck-
raker from Mars one is impressed by many fine

his open-minded-
of all perhaps, by his im-
that, by an
Mars,

qualities, his candor, his liberality,
ness: biit most
partiality. A statement in the
gsecident of evolution there 15 but one sex on
explains this complete lack of prejudice. He i
course, come to us with no pre-conceived ideas
either of the sexes or of the sex. Of all the writers
who have considered this -'~I:|rj¢'-."l:, he 15 the I'III]}' one
who has brought no sex-partiality to bear upon it

I will quote here there from his “lmpres-
<10MS.

forcibly

preface

and

“The Earth-people are divided into two seves, the
males and the females. But the males are physic-
v g0 much strongér than the females, and meii-
and morally 50 much more developed, that they
gontrol their world. Roughly speaking, there is but
one sex. The Earth-people themselves recognize

‘the stronger sex,’
Women al'lv"
‘lords and masters.

this condition in such phrases as
'1.|:|1_' u'l.::-.kr]' .‘H.'?‘;..‘ ‘lords of -_:_"-:_'i!".il.l'!'l.'
refer to their husbands as their

“The Earth-meén exist, 20 to speak, in two ways-—
individually and eollectively. As an individual m
ig a small king., His domestic title 15 The
the House, althoug it often happens that he
in the home less than any other member of the |
ily. A minor por of the individual life of
men 15 mtertwined with the lives of their women
Ih home and in ¥ MinGr *C-lf_‘i'll recreations.
Hut their real life, both at work and at play, 15 with
their own sex—in business, in their clubs, in their
They have developed a sex-code, a sex
sense of humor, even a sex vocabulary. Larth
WOImen exist but one way—as units. have
virtually ne wvital and real association their

Head of

LSports.

The
Fhey
with

twn sex—no sex-code, no sex sense of humor, and
only the rudiments of & sex-vocabulary. The men
] ays stand 1_-|'.:_|'|_'."||.:'|:, :llg WOIMen never :—Cu;_-i;;'_i:

other woman's encmy.  She
vs a lone hand and a cut-throat game.

Meredith, an Earth-writer, says that
women will be the last creatures to become civilized,
This may or may not Certainly, men will
be the last to hecon Mature and fate
] them kings, emperors,
Life 15 their oyster; they devour
t and tosz the shell to the <H!|.-.' W
such as Cleopatra of Egypt, Elizabeth of
England and Catherine of have lived in the
way men live.

“The Earth-laws are entirely made by men. They
are madequate to protect the weaker gex. An
far the further protection of women, men have de-
veloped a supplementary syvstem called ‘the
code!’ As the law neither compels the man to adopt
this code nor punishes him if he offend ainst i,
the women find it a highly unsatisiactory arrange-
ment, But they themselves are eqgually open to
criticism. For, just as they have developed no codz
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every
lways pl
“Georgoe

WOINan 15 every

have conspired to

tvrants, dictator

WOITLE. OITIED -

Russia,

digs:

man's

cive duck in front of his guests? Or detaching the
heart from an artichoke a la Hollandaise, or serving
a bottle of Chateau Haute Briand without spoiling
it before he gets through with the first g 7
are some of the more obvious difficulties of ‘-]nltu—]
But how fine Mike gets along in the kitchen! The
Frenich and Italian cooks kno what he wants
before he opens his mouth. ':41.171":3.' much better
than after he

These

does so.

[ distinctly remember a Michael who worked with
me in the Knickerbocker. A guest tried to attract
Michael's attention by hold up his hand. He
promptly walked up to the man, shook hiz hand most
cordially, and said: “How do you do, sar?" [ have
seen him when asked for a knife turn around and
around like a puppy finding a place to lie down, and
finally make a bee-line for the pantry, to return with
a carving knife to scrve with cheese. [ have seen
him bring on a pitcher of c¢ream and some mint
leaves to a lady who ordered “creme de menth.” I
have seen him apply with a silver pitcher at the
pantry for a “creme de eccoa” I could write a
thousand words or more about the funny things
Michael used to do.

Also, contrary to the public opinion, the hrst re-
quirement of a waiteés is not a strong sénse of ser-
vility. The waiters of America are mostly foreign,
but they do not represent the nationalities which are
known for their servility. In fact, you will find only
those countries represented where a strong public
school system is maintained. Only from those coun-
iries where the people have had a chanece to develop.

A successful waiter must be strong physically,
good looking, be a good psychologist, a good book-
keeper and salesman, and have suffieient of the arti-
san spirit not to be clumsy with his hands.

Such s the kind of a man who makes a successful
waiter—an intelligent and efficient waiter. It is
wrong to interpret his desire to show youn his good
will as a sign of flunkyism. He is not a flunky, nor
does he want to be. Sooner or later you will have
to recognize him as one of the most useful servants
of society. TUntil then the trade of the waiter will
continue to be one of the most intricate, ménial and
exasperating in the world—a trade calling for maxi-
mum endeavor in physical as well as mental effort—
a trade you would not like your son to learn

INEZ HAYNES GILLMORE

in regard to each other, have evolved no code
11l !I'('_i;'.;lTr._l Lo men.

“1 was forcibly impressed by a curious paradox in
the lives of the Most of them still stay
secluded in the home; but within the hmits of that
home they enjoy no spiritual privacy. It is as if
they dwelt in houses of iron, divided by partitions of
glass. The life of the woman lies like an open book
for her m tives to read. She must submit to
his comr answer his |1'~-I:x-"-. I'he n, how-
ever, cnjoys a spi ||1'“.'|| freedom almost unrestricted.
Nobody can guestion him but the policy

“The Earth-men possess that extraordinary seise
which it is my conviction after many
planets 1in the sidereal
dominating sexes, races and na-
The Earth-men contend that the Earth-

they

WO e,

CaArs :"\-l.'.'lll._'-' of the
characterizes
tions.

system,

WOmen possess no sensge of humor. 1
wonld Lo that pecple who must a
;' estionable called economy : almost al-
ways humorless. And as a sex, the Earth-women
.-n-. |u'|!--|‘x:r, committed o economy, There is,
however, ther aspect ‘of this guestion. The

lictate to the
el ._||1|':--I.|;._"|I Elli‘_‘-'

Earth-woms: in many

themselves ind muel to

the universe, they prefer that women

L zh at only one or two of its aspects. Lf
the Earth-men were to publizh their wishes in this
matter, the diagram and directions would run as fol-
4 —— i —_— —0

"HUMOR

"FOR MEN.

“The line ABC represents the
Ihumor, Laugh at everything

"FOR WOMEN.

“Laugh at everything from A to B. 1f, however,
you laugh at anything between B and C, you cease
to be a lady. On the other hand, if you don’t laugh
at evervthing between B and C, yvou have no real
senge of humor,"

entire gamut of
between A and C.
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price the

15 about the one
country over, and
50 shoes and all the other
COMIMo j

ties, Just as

fast
are gFetting
the point where they
be the one price the coun-
try over because they are
controlled by the
ests, 50 that there is no
cutting prices of competi-
tion. But I do not think
that there is any ruling
price for votes. A good, sound, healthy vote, blind
in both eyes but otherwise free from defect, doe=n't
seem to have a definite price, so that 3 man who
sells his for more is considered a smart bargainer,
or the man who sells his for less is considered a
Ysimp.”

Votes run away

as they can,

will

Inter-

down to
instances,

nothing at all in the
great majority of Those who are inter-
vsted financially in getting them as cheaply as pos-
#sible are simply horrified that citizens should be so
shamelessly out for the “long green” az to want
money for the priceless privilege of handing the
government over to the corporations. And so at
least 50 per cent. of the electors simply throw their
votes away. Their sporting interests in the success
of one side or the other, their friendships or hatreds
and their prejudices get the better of their judg-
ment, and they don’t make a cent, either present or
prospective, out of their ballots,

And yet a vote must be worth something.

I am not now speaking of its sentimental value as
the solemn sacrament of citizenship—that true
munion wherein rich and poor are
at least onm as even a footing as before the altar of
tod; T am not now speaking of the sincere and
earnest devotion to our country for whose welfare

COMm-
for one moment

we feel mo sacrifice can be too great, for the Flag
whose broad stripes and bright stars we resolve
shall always wave over the brave and free! No. You

and I are practical men, Mr. Harriman, and as sucl,
when we get down to business, everyvthing, T don't
care what, comes down to monev-values. What's 2
viote worth? How muoch bacon will it bring
for the old woman to fry?

that I was ever present at a
n. I haven’t had much to do
with practical politics—any politics ex cept those of
the Socialist Party, and Socialists don’t buy votes.
They wouldn’t if they could; they couldn’t if they
would, If you don't believe one statement, you must
the other. Anyhow, they don't buy votes. Also, 1
am in the efiete East, where they are kind o' sneaky
about such doings. But out in God's country, out
in the West, where they do things so much more
generously and open-heartedly, there should be peo-
ple who 1 give an idea of what a vote is worth,
cash in hand paid for same. In the effcte East, a
common plug of a voter gets about 2, T hear, But
when I was out in Paris, Illinois—that's in Unecle
Joe Cannon's district—they told me, if 1 remember
rightly, that the going price was from %20 to $as.
The buyers for the great concerns had little tat
out in front of the polling booths, these collapsible
SEWI tables, with stacks of money in fromt of
them, and they paid the highest prices for country
produce in the open market. The election preceding
my visit had for its issue the question as to whether
saloons should be allowed to run, and it was a jo
around town that the Baptist minister had bought
“Gry" votes as shrewdly as the next man,

But even so, I don't suppose that anybody
contend that $25 is anywhere near the true
proper price for a man's vote. Even in Uncle Joe
Lannon's district, where they have lost all sense of
shame too long ago to talk about, you can't get up
on a box and call out: “How much am I offered for
this likely nig——" I'm getting this thing mixed,
"m thinking of the old-time slave market—"How
much am I offered for this ballot of a citizen of the
land of the free and the home of the brave? Make
me a bid, gentlemen.” You ean't do that. Not even

home

I don't remeniber
vote-buying transacti
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By EUGENE WOOD

Author of

“ Back Home,” “ The Big Change,”

EiC.
in Uncle Joe Cannon's distriet, where the preachers
I vores., You 'I"-‘!'l Eet the beneht of an Open
market, .

And it's a slaughtered price. There are
[ew hours in the year when the big
\."-l.‘s will buy votes for cash. It's sell then or not at
Consequently the crop of the whole country is
nped on the market all at once.

And it stands to reason a man's vote must always
be worth than 15 paid ‘for it. The buyer
wouldn't buy, as a rule, unless he expected to maks
a little something for himself out of the transaction.
And the Interests for whom he acts must expect to
inake a great deal. To have a r1|:|jc:nrit_'-' of ".|I1,' VOLes
cast is to have control of the powers of government,
and that's a big thing. They can stick up the prices
by means of the tariff; they
prices, and if they control the g«

mly a

moneyed inter-

maore

|:'-::-1'|I|si:||,' to r.'|.'i:5.|:-
‘ernment they can

EUGENE WOOD,

made about unscrambling the

hing done to the

have a great fuss
eggs, and still have n
the other end of the transaction they can keep down
wages, and if the workers strike for more pay
worter hours, then all the pol militia, the
courts and all such, are right there on the
break the strike.

It's a big thing for any
ernment. It is so fine a thing for
it is only good

T g g 1
eprs.  Un

an:l

5 ice and

job to

class to control the gov-
the Interests that
them to up the
money for the nomination of suitable candidates and
for the purchase of enowgh votes to put
uffice, provided the price is reasonable, somewhere
nnder, say, 325,

[ suppose that if votes went up to $100 apicce on
the average, the Interests would |r.'-.-'-|:-.|:-|-.' arrang
it with the responsible managers of the Republican
and Democratic parties that, no matter
womn, the Interests should still control the
mwent. I should think it come cheaper that
way, especially if the managers would make the Re
public and the Democratic parties so nearly alike
that vou couldn’t tell t'other from which. In that
casge, if the Kepublican party got so rank an honest
ntan couldn’t stand for it unless he was bought and
paid for, he would reflect that the Democratic party
was just as raneid, if not more so. Even if it were
well known that the names Republican and Demo
crat werc bll1 mares for 1_|‘:|_' two ends of the same
hollow log, there would always be suckers enough
to be fooled by that trick to keep up the institution
of elections, those who like to brag how H!ll_'_\.' have
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business for

them in

n.\.]l"l_ll "'1'.'.1'

FOVern

would
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voted the Kepublican ticket straight ever singe 1836,
or who declare loudly: “1 am a Democrat!” and look
around for the applause that 15 sure to be the
reward for so bold, not to say foolhardy, a trick.

At present I suppose that a common ordinary
vote would never go up-as high as $100. Members
of the legislature who have the privilege of selling
the rights and franchises of the public to the Inter-
ests can do much better, but I am speaking of work-
ingmen who are poor and meant to be poor,

But, even 50, call it $100 for the sake of argument.

Now we are always hearing talk about the im-
providence and short-sightedness of the working
classes. They don't look ahead. If they happen to
have a small sum of money over and above their
ieeds they are not happy until they spend it, fritter
it away, and have nothing to show for it. They
haven't gumption enough to put it by, to invest it
at interest. Many a mickle makes a muckle in the
course of time,

Supposing, then, that a man’s vote is worth $1o0.
2ince he 15 willing to throw it away by giving it to
the Interests, we may say that he could jl.:|~t as well
a5 not save the money that he'd get for it if he
could sell it for $ioo. Put that annual amount by
for twenty vears at anterest, and it would come to
something like $3,000. Which would be a tidy little
sum. He could start up 2 shop with that—and lose
il inside of six months. [t would be pretty certain
tu be skinned off him by some shrewd person. And,
anyhow, if the Cost of Living goes on increasing, in
twenty vears $3,000 would look like 30 cents in pur-
chasing power.

But supposing he invests his vote with the So-
cialist Party? The boneheads who spend everything
as fast as they get it will probably laugh at him;
they may even, in their twisted way of looking at
things, consider that it he, and not they, who is
throwing his vote away. Never mind them,

at all can see
Socialist vote

Anybody with any head for figures
that it won't take twenty years for the
to pain control of the government: t'lllth'in_E'_' like
twenty years at the rate it is growing now. But
eall it that for the sake of argument. When it pays
out it will amount to this; That there will be steady
work all the year round, with no deductions for
Sent, Profits and Interest, which will be about $5,000
a year for EVETY laborer, sick and death benefits, and
an old age pension; that there will be no adulterated
goods, but everything made for use and not to ses
how rotten it can be made and still sell; that the
Cost of Living instead of going up all the time will
be coming down all the time, since the natural ten-
dency is continually to invent new and improved
methods of production, so that with less and less
labor-time & better and better living can be made,

Instead, then, of one little measly dab of $3.000 to
be hung fast to or have robbed away from wyou,
there will be at the least calculation $3,000 a year
as the result of i.ri'.'l.!:-1i]1:_:. not the ]I!'llL'l_'l_'II__-i of your
vote in a bank, but the vote itself with the Socialist

Party, which 15 the trustee of the interests of the
working classes
How foolish then to sell your vote for %20 or %2,

or more idiotic still, to give it away!

This 15 no appeal to your manhood, to your nobler
nature, to your patriotism, to your yearning to be
free, to your hunger for righteousness and justice
to anything that 15 fine about you. 1t is right in the
spirit of this present, penny-pinching, sordid business
age. You and I are practical Mr. Harriman.
Ve're out for the dough, Here's a fine chance for
investment on which you are sure to win out big.
You know that. You know that if every working-
man in the country went into the enterprise it would
win out bigger than anybody has yet dared to think.
All ¥ou e .|Jr.1.|c| of 13 [11._|1 1’_1_E'||:r peo ]).4_- won' L go |:|1[n.
It jut you've nothing to lose. You're throwing
Your vote away every year instead of investing it.
Don't you mind what other people do or don't do,
If you think it looks good, why invest. And very
probably you'll find that other people have as much
sense as you, and will eome inte the thing too.

A woerld to gain and nothing to losel Think it
over.




WISEGUYS ABROAD

HEN the yacht was wrecked the Busy Busi-
W ness Man swam ashore to a cannibalistic but
ambitions island.
“MNow, you get together,” he said to the
Native on the beach,” and build me a boat. I must get
back to Wall Street because my time is worth $100 a
minute.”

“War're the right man in the right place” said the
Native, “and wou must come to our chief because ever
since a Mew York newspaper blew ashore last month
he has been longing to see one of you $ioo-a-minute
men.  Follow me"”

HGreat!” said the Chief as he rose to greet the new-
comer, “Let's see vou make about five hundred dol-
lars. What sort of an outfit do wou want? Are you
a chemist®"

“Certainly not,” snapped back the Busy Business
Man. “I hire chemists sometimes, but I hope you don't
think 1 putter around personally with the test tubes.”

“Then maybe you're an inventor "

“(f course not."”

“An architect?

N

“A doctor "

“WNever."

The Chiei thought.

“This way,” said the Busy Business Man.

“How do wou make money?”
“When

things are long 1 buy, see? and when they're short 1
sell—see " ;

“ don't understand,” said the Chief, “but here 1s
the whole island at your disposal, Take all the time
vou want, but produce an hour's waorth of wealth by
night and we'll row you back to Wall Street in a boat
full of roses and cocoanuts. Ti you can't produce siX
thousand before supper, then—" _

The piece de resisiance at the tribe banquet that night
was much enjoved by those present.

TWIN SISTERS—ART & BUSINESS

I
2. George W. Broker is a rising young man.
b. Teenie Twinkletoes is a beautiful voung woman.
She dances third from the right end in the front row.

11
a. George W. Broker guesses right on the cotton

market. i 7
b. The heautiful Teeme Twinkletoes leaves the

chorus to star in a new comic OpeTa.

111
a. George W. Broker guesses right on the wheat
market. .
b. The beautiful Teenie Twinkletoes enjoys a tre-
miendous success in her first comic opera. Or at least
it's liberally advertized all winter.

IV
a. George W. Broker guesses wrong on the steel
market and goes broke. ;
bh. The beautiful Teenie Twinkletoes poes back to
the chorus

BY HORATIO WINSLOW
HOPE FOR THE YOUNG

HEN William W. Whateveryourname is was
W born his father bought cigars and said, “Mow,
there’s a boy with ambition. There's a boy
who's going to go after something and do it”

That's what the boy thought, too. Fact is, he wouldn't
have married at twenty-two if he hadn't felt in his
bones that somewhere zhea:l there was an AMBITION
—all spelt in capitals—which he could spend his life
in attaiming.

Sa, a5 we were almost saving, he got married (fine
pirl, too), and after living unhappily for awhile at a
boarding house they up and ted their savings bank
account and bought a° house.

It wazn't any Biltmore, y'understand, and it wasn't
any ex-Senator Clark residence, and it wasn't even a
humble thing like Windsor Castle. But it had an
open fireplace. and a butler’s pantry and an imitation
stained _1.:|:|:~'_t window in the hall :||‘-'=| a great, hi’-':- ball-
ck-action Mortgage.

“Five years from now that mortgage will be paid,”
sand William.

Was it? Read this simple tale and see. William
wouldn't have qualified as a weather prophet in a fifth-
class post-o He meant well, but he hadn't counted
on two babies, some appendicitis, street improvements,
high costof living and a twenty per cent, cut in salary.

Five years after marriage William had worn a path
where he went to pay interest at the bank; he had
twenty-four gray hairs in his head and the Mortgage
was Az big as ever.

In the sixth vear of the Mortgage William tightened
his belt

“T'1l sponge it off the slate or bust," he said.

At the end of the tenth year little old Mister Mort-
gage was rosy and hale, while. Wiiliam had begun to
sStoop a little,

But ambition kept William up.

“I'm going to pay that Mortgage,” he told himself.

Fifteen vears after they moved into their home the
{eage was the worse for wear, but in the twentieth

year it jumped back and began growing worsen d:

1-
delionz. One of the boys was at college. At twenty-
five it was larger than at any time since the start. At
thirty it was still bigger and at forly it was a sight.

The fiftieth vear of the mortgage came and then
old Uncle Pighody died, leaving William all he had
saved up.

William, now aged seventy-two, lottered down to the
bank, paid up everything, and took a receipt

Then he came home and died.

“after all” he said by way of last words, “there's
no particular reason why I should go on living. What
is there left in life for me? I have achieved my am-
bition. I have paid off my Mortgage”

EFFICIENCY BEGINS AT HOME

HEY were wrathy—good and wrathy if their

I red necks and popping eyes meant anything.
“Darn 'em, the blinged fools have gotta ac-
cept it,” said Stockholder One,
"They can't do anything else—why, it
dred thousand

L'wo

We'll make “em
it to evervthing &

0 oy >
i >=(II'1 1L NTee.

1eans a hun-
Stockholder

MoT2

e him apply

gaid Stock-

Ilugtrated by H. J. Turner.

“One minute,” interrupted the Mildly Inquiring Per-
zon, “but do I understand that the trouble has arisen
because the workmen in the factory won't adopt the
tew efficiency system that you are so anxious to install
in every department ¥

“That's it)” said the Chairman.

“You want evervthing efficient? You don't
any waste material or waste time of waste lumber gen-

want

|'I'.'|E|'_I.".-".'

“That's it.”

“Gentlemen, there's a way.
ful inefficient, costly set of men connected with your
factory. Eliminate them and I'll guarantee that the
rest of the efficiency program will be adopted n a
hurry.”

“Sure, we'll eliminate
ored the Stockholders.

There 15 a certain waste-

them—who are they? clam-

“They are yourselves” said the Mildly Inquiring
Person,

Fhen the
ALMOST
ROPERTY is sacred!”

“ P Socialist Lecturer.

“Cigite right,” agrees John D). Scadsworth,
who has just paid a million for a coun-

riot began.

UNANIMOUS

screams  the  Anti-

try home.

“No man must attack unscathed that palladium of

our liberties—our lawmakers!”

“Right you are” nods the Honorable James J.
Cigars, Representative from the Fourteenth District.

“How dare they criticise the action of our clergy in
accepting large money gifts from grateful parishion
ersl

“Kill 'em,” says the Bishop in the front row.

“We must take a stand! We must resist these usurp-
ers who would destroy our personal liberty!"

“You bet,” assents Mr. George W. Scrooge, who em-
ploys fourteen hundred children in his factory.

The janitor yawns wearily. “I wish they'd get
through,” he says. “If I don't get up early to-morrow
morning and distribute literature we'll probably only
elect fourteen to Congress next November instead of
hfteen”
MISTER

EVERYMAN ADMITS IT

F course, these Socialists are all visionaries,”

“O says the Doctor, “still it seems to me that

Sociefy might be so arranged that a doe-

tor wouldn't have to spend his time tend-

ing the stomachs of a lot of fat pigs who happen to
have money.”

“0f course, theze Socialists are all dreamers,” says
the Grocer, “ztill it seems to me that things ought to
be fixed so that a man in my business could be strictly
square and vet make

“OMf eourse, these S
the College Professor

t be

living."

izlists are a pack of fools,” says
“seill it seems to me that the
a more orderly fashion and
ewards might be a li i people who
don't :-||I"|:| their lives ]:l-i{il"’_': for a ce Lo take
candy away from babies.”

gger to
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THE BENEFICIARIES

WAR—By Nicholas Klein

F you shoot a- man in the heat of an argument and
I 1111{41- his life, you are guilty of homicide and the
State may forfeit your life for the crime. But
put on a uniform, kill a dozen men in war by
shooting them in the back; men whom you have never
seen and do not know, and you get a medal dor
bravery. There is a difference, to be sure. This dif-
ference: Omne is retail murder, an accident; the other,
well-planned wholesale murder.

Just imagine an army in overalls! It would never
work. It would be no army. There must be the
glitter and the show; the drums, trumpets, medals,
shoulder-straps, lace and the sash. This i5 more im-
portant than the sword and the gun. It is the big
thing in the war business. And you hnd it s0 every-
where, Owverdressed women lack brain, and seek to
attract the male sex by a display of jewelry and dress.
The tiger has a gaudy skin. Most snakes have re-
markable skins and cheapen in our eyes the sombre
coat of the uszeful horse and cow. The polly has a
gay coat, but is useless. - The peacock is strong on the
dress proposition, but is of no real value. Then there
is the leopard, too! How long would an army last if
the stage effects were removed? I recruiting offices
would explain the cannons, the flying legs, the smoke-
less powder, the leaking brains, the rotting bodies, how
many would join?

Of course the war business has changed since
Caesar's time, Ouwor friends, Caesar, Hannibal and
Charlemagne, would stop a revolution in first class
style. They simply went after the leader and picked
himm off. This killed the war. They then killed all the
warriors, of course. They were sensible
with the war proposition. No dilly-dally-
ing then. An enemy was an enemy and
he had to be killed. Sometimes they
would kill the enemy on the battlefield.
Often there was death by way of taking
their enemies to religious sacrifice, and
often the captured were slowly killed
through slavery. But killed they were,
because they were enemies and had to
die. But then cams Napoleon, the in-
sane: the man whose crazy ambition (he
called it “Destiny”) was to place Europe
under his crown. He “civilized” war!
This man whose fancy cost Europe sev-
enteen million lives, or two thousand a
day for twenty-three years, got a new
scheme. He would improve en Caesar!
He pensioned the captured enemy and
feasted them at banguets. And this has
been done ever since.

During the Spanish-American war we
worked it. Admiral Cervera and his
officers were captured and feted at An-
napolis. They had private chambers,
elaborate table delicacies and pin money.
Shades of Alexander, what a joke! First
we line up the armies to slaughter one
another, then leave the dead behind rot-
ting in the sun, and the captured foe
who escaped death on the field of hattle
iz feted and dined; exchanged off, only
to go through the same stunt again until
all are killed off or the war is stopped.
It is just like having one set of men
rolling stones up a hill and another set
throwing them down again. Like digging
holes and filling them up again. Like
starting fires for the purpose of paying
off the losses.

Take the Tilanic disaster.
the White Star Company officials
planned the disaster? Surely the offi-
ciale would have been fit for the cor-
oners immediately. But let a nation plan
a war and kill thousands for trade—
and the women cheer the boys who
march to kill for the sum of $13 per
month and board. Since the siege of
Troy 4o000000 persons have been killed every century
in this war business. DURING THIRTY CEN-
TURIES 1200000000 men, women and children have
been killed in war. This it almost the present popula-

Suppose
had

’

=
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By BALFOUR KER

“War 15 organized murder, pillage and cruelty.
I acknowledge ourselves to be a bloodthirsty
horde of brigands.”"—Gen. “Chinese” Gordon.

“War 15 hell."—Gen. Sherman.

“War is the work of butchers ™ —Kipling.

“Ta ecarry on war, disguise it as we may, 18 to
be eruel. It is to kill and burn, burn and kill,
and again kill and burn."—Gen, Young.

tion of the entire globe. Does the war business pay?
The English worker is still paying the hills for Water-
loo, and will in centuries to come keep paying for the
murder of the Boers. We are paying dearly for
Gettysburg and the Wilderness, and Congress just
voted a big funeral bill in a graft pension.

War cannot be justified. Of course there is always
a pretext for wholesale murder. Alexander wanted
more worlds to conquer, Cacsar wanted all of the
known globe under Roman dominion. The United
States obtained its freedom by throwing off a foreign
power, and then started the Spanish-American war and
put the fetters on Porta Rico, Hawaii and the Philip-
pines,

If all the mankind murdered in wars could raise
their voices from the grave! If the pillage, rape, fire,
mangled bodies and flying arms throughout the cen-
turies could only be thrown on the motion picture
screen! If the billions could only reply to the guestion
of war, we would abolish it at once. There would be
no more license to muzder.

— =

THE BENEFICIARIES OF WAR—Balfour Ker

You cannot make a civilized man believe that war is
necessary, or even good., If it keeps down the surplus
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population, then why the Red Cross? Why not kill
them all off and be done with it? Why bandage the
wounded? Why the exchange of prisoners? As the
hunger for Brotherhood becomes strong, the stock of
war goes down. Intelligent beings do mnot murder
wholesale, Only insane men desire to strut about in
uniform. Normal men desire peace and sombre clothes.

We weep when a Tifanic goes down. We demand
justice when a grasping theater proprietor is negligent
and causes loss of life. ALL the world contributes to
save the starving Indian. We shed crocodile tears for
the flood and volcano sufferers and the dead. But get
up a war, bifing out the tomtoms and the show, the
brase buttons and the flags, and the people go wild.
Hurrah! The war is on! The fellows who come
back without being killed are idolized and feasted.
The dead ones are heroes and their widows are entitled
to a pension, Great business—this war business. Fine
way of settling your quarrels. Just kill the other fel-
low and you have triumphed. God was with the right—
and of course you wers right, 2s usual

But war is war and murder is murder! THERE IS

WHOLESALE MURDER AND RETAIL MURDER!
THE FORMER IS RESPECTABLE AND HONOR-
ABLE, FOR IT IS THE WAR BUSINESS! BUSI-
MNESS IS BUSINESS, YOU KNOW!

CIVIL® WAR—Korngold

HERE are some timid souls

I who imagine that the victory

of Socialism at the ballot box

will he followed by a civil
war, the most terrible the waorld has
ever known.

1 have no fear of such a thing ever
happening if the Socialist Party does
its duty.

Its duty is to educate the soldier
and the sailor,

The soldier and the sailor come
from the working class. They are
average boys of the working class,
no more ignorant than the average
workingman, perhaps a triflc more
ambitious or a trifle more unfortunate.

It is no harder to make a Socialist
out of the soldier and the sailor than
it is to make a Socialist out of any
other workingman, In fact, it is
easier, The eyes of the soldier and
the sailor have been opened. The
professional soldier is, as a rule, the
most unpatriotic person in existence.
He has been betrayed into a dog's
life by false promises, false advertise-
ments, false sentimentalism, and he
resents it.

The soldiers and sailors are taking
an intense interest in our propaganda
wherever they have become acquaint-
ed with it.

When a couple of years ago I spoke
at Vallejo, California, I was intro-
duced to a sailer who was known as
the secretary of the Socialist Local
on the battleship Hest Firginia. This
man informed me that there were
seventy-eight Socialist papers coming
to this battleship alone, that they had
quite a library of Socialist books, and
that several of the officers were inter-
ested.

When the majority of the people
are Socialists, the majority of the sol-
diers and sailors will be Socialists,
and when the capitalist class attempts
to use these Socialist soldiers and
sailors to keep the people from coming into their
owr, the guns may pop off the wrong way.

(Concluded on page 17.)
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AWARDS AT DUSK
By M. B. LEVICK

Written for T Masses,

T zeemed to the two diners
that the orchesira was play-
ing a waliz for the home-
ward bound crowds outside.
Dusk tinted the lower ave-
nue.  Lively with the placid
bustle of the frst hour ot
recreation, the broad thor-
otghfare deflected part of
the major throng at every
corner; but the side streets
retained the bulk.

The lights of the avenue’s
ghops and restaurants were clear points in the waning
day, rather than the diffused illumination of a later
hour. The cross streets were dark, except for the
gas lamps at the curh. The workers followed them
in dimness, the size of the crowds exaggerated by
shadow. Here and there was a man, but for the most
part thise passers-by were girls—girls from the office
buildings, the stores and the factories further west on
Manhattan,

They emerged from obscurity into the avenue cross-
ing, passed through the chastened brilliance without
pausing, and again became shadows, In the reflection
from the restaurant the crowd was brought past in
TEVIEW.

A man walking down the avenue stopped abroptly,
and wheeling to the edge of the sidewsalk, faced the
home goers. From his shoulder he slipped the strap
of a satchel around his neck and opened the bag be-
fore him. He stood silently regarding the girls.

The two in the restaurant could not see his face
From their corner of the glassed-in balcony they
looked down on his back with the careless interest of
tne coffee course.

The man had been there less than a minute when
a yvoung woman left her path at a tangent, sidling from
the crowd., From the satchel she took an envelope
and glanced at it anxiously before she gave payment
and hurried on

A moment later a second followed,

"What iz it?" asked one of the two at the window
above. His companion did not answer.

A third woman turned out as suddenly as had the
others, took her envelope and paid tribute; then an-
other and another. They eame quicker, cach duplicat-
ing the actions of her predecessor. They seemed al-
most to follow a formula. None failed to peer hastily
at what she received. As their numbers increased
with the swelling of the crowds, it was hke a sea
light’s growing deflection of birds from a passing flock
Through it all the man remained motionless, apparent-
Iy silent.

“What can he have that makes them go to him like
that?" arain asked the man abowve.

“It almost seems as 1f he had an expected message
for each,” the other suggested.

For a moment they watched the littl: mvstery

*They seem to know,” the first commented.

Nes

the yre off

:.':'-"-". not one pauses; a secon 1 or two and

“Without questioning. He must deal in the irrevo-
cable”

“No, not

A woman older tl
lips moved émphatically,

all—look.

i most was [.:t:n:i"_t to him. Her
She gesticulated and spoke
londer, and the diners fancied they can a word now
and then—"trickery,”" “cheat"—but the orchestra lept
the ascendance. The man with the bag remained im-
perturbable, and finally the woman turned away, half
crossed the sidewalk, and then went back. She took
and hastened on like all the

her pick of his v
others.

“"He won,” the first watcher commented, and checked

the passing waiter. “What does that man deal in?®
he asked.

“He sells " the waiter began, but the second man
at the table mterrupted.

"He seems to sell—3"

“Hair nets,” the waiter concluded. “I bought one

last might for my wife”
But

fuse

“He seems to you to be g dealer in hair nets
you are a that

1
aEFamst we

nan, beyond the pale: was his

u
A girl of sixteen was the customer of the minute
As she left the bag they heard her laugh above the
music,
“But he is no common peddler,”

the man at the fable

went on.  “See how they turn to him. They don't
question; they accept. For those who may not see,
he is the hair net seller. But in truth, he is Fate—

waylaying them there to dole out his decrees and take
the token of tribute. He iz Fate, singling out those
for whom this night has a meaning above other nights
He is giving his awards, They try to pass, and they

They try to escape, and find they must turn
They try to quarrel, and he remains silent. He
vending frivolity: he is distributing the edicts
He gives nets of another kind than

cannot.
back.
is mot
of the gods. .
thzt vl |:-|:'-'.!I:|.1|I!.II
Below, the girls continued to pass in review. and the
crowd steadily yielded its quota of customers for the
man with the bag. He himself still took his fee and
gave his goods with a manner betraying a disdain ap-
The orchestra kept on with its waltz,

'||:1,:-:’||."|:-il'!:..'_ ;:'il}'.

I WILL LIVE
By ISABELLA JONES DAVIS
Written for Tie Massis,
; _"' HE Spirit communed with the

unhorn soul
“Look before you, on the

world. It is peopled. It is
waiting, Do you want to
gor”

The heavenly sphere

seemed to be falling away

Its perfection of bliss its

endless, calm joy.

The celestial one let his

dwell the =world
and did not answer.

“Think,” said the H]li:l".i agam. “Do you want to b

eV

upon

born? And where will vou choose vour birth-roof?
Among the high, or low—in what part of the world?
Ome race, ave, one family, 15 much the same as an-

other in Tec
whether civilized or
in their standards of looking at things—that is all.

ng; all have passions and 1mpulses,
i 1 =T e -Iil'r'rr a little

I,

el

“Yes, yes, let me go,” cried the =oul of the man un-

hoen.
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“Wait, son,” admonished the Spirit. “Think
good await you there,
re. Perhaps you will
. an inventor, a
ot the family of
¢ a blessing to tl

15 & beautiful world

well,
Great opportunities for doing
that you cannot accomplish h
musician, an artist, a
author—it Iz largely

Perhaps you will proy
I#

SC1E

|!-.'||:."'

great

yvour birth.

who give you your birthright,

who made it.

east

The heavenly one clasped his hauds upon his b
illumined his features. "Yes,
Vs, rit, I choose to cast my lat where'er it falls in
that world which God has created for His children.”

And still the Spirit detained him.

“Consider,” said he, with a gentle patience; “think;
vou will make or mar a life down there. Time in this
i-_.;-;n-;-r_]_-.r sphere is mot reckoned by years—it is eternity.
There, it is only a short while, into which is crowded
the helplessness of infancy, the diseages of childhoaod,
the struggle of youth, the cares and regrets of middle
age. And then come the declining years when you
must give up.”

The other raizsed his hand, but the Sparit continued
relentlessly.

“Gradually age creeps on you. Oh,
remain strong with the strength of youth; you will
turn gray and wrinkled; your step will halt, your
faculties hecome weak. A living death comes to many
who lose their minds; perhaps, worse yet, you are
alene when you die”

angelic smile

ng, you cannot

The celestial one started. “Die! he echoed. The
Spirit smiled. “Aye,” he answered, “or perhaps you
will be cut off in your youth. It 15 a great question.
Think well, for if you decide, you - leave immortality
and put on mertality,. You will live and yet you will
carry no realization of this being—this blissful spirit-
life: you may be born a cripple, an idiot; you may
come into the world saddled with the craving for vice,
handed down to you from a sinful preceding genera-
tion,” The celestial shuddered “But many,” con-
tinued the Spirit, “are happy. And I would take the
experience, even though mortals must strugele in that
seething mass called ‘Earth'—yes, even though jeal-
ousies, hatred and revenge mar life. Even though
some battle with poverty, others with sorrow, and aff
with sin. Think well! Will vou, as the world calls

e

it, ‘have your fling :

The other hung his head. "I-
have heard spirits are given this one ¢
in the world of men, if they wish—I—I

I do not know!—I am afraid.”

The Spirit touched his arm. “The Master of Heaven
and Earth was born in a manger among the lowly.
The world still celebrates His birth, at Christmas. His
life has lightened the world. His death has saved the
world. For through his life all the world was re
deemed And rough his resurrection the
achieved a Savior!

I do not know. 1
1ance to be horn
do not koow

world

There was a gentle pause, “If you are born in a
humble home,” zaid the Spirit kindly, “vou have only
little chance to help. If you » horn powerful and
rich, you have a wide opportunity to help. DBut the
Christ was neither rich nor powerful.”

Then: “I elected
to think that
antty—I could
worth while

The Spirit sunk into a deep study.
not to be born—it—it seemed egotistical
down there, in that great world of huar
do anything—or that my life would

But listen. Since T am vour guardian ang

confidence tell you. I—if I had the chance —1
would go. It 15 a great b —that mortal life. Some
times wicked men confine prisons will fight des-

ETE
e people only will it
them =@

perately a s 15 more joy on
than
tnemselv
truth

and cons

; piy
ainst death.
SOTTOW, Ty S0m, i

beautiiul w

FIVETT

b has given them a

ience, and each one can accomplish so

good in hiz own little :-1|:.:':;:'|-_ that it will last

all the ages™
celestial one forgot self.  Hi

head ai | a ',:'l-'!':.' shone i'l nis SOUunienance.

will live




CIVIL WAR-KORNGOLD
(Continued from page 15.)

The majority of the people of Germany a

i but during recent S i

he city. of Berlin it w
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onstrations in t

gary to lock
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And 1n ||ii:— conclusion wWe are i
perfect accord the old-line Republican. In fact,
we touch at this point precisely the preatest difficelty
which confronts Mr ]Q-l-_-a{"-;._'];. in his attempt to '|_.:|
a "bolt” from his party.

That is to say, the Republicans and the Socialists are
very much alike in their political habits of mind, in
their respect for the party. While the Demoerat never
thinks of the history of his party as that of an crgarvic
body, but only of the successive leaderships of in
vidual men, like Jefferson, Jackson, Tilden, Cleveland
and Bryan, the Republican always thinks of the party
first and of the leaders as sccondary and unessential.
With him respect for the party is an ingrained hahit
of mind. 1

From our standpoint, this is ce

for a political pa

In leading a bolt from the Republicans he is
attempting something which is about four times as
hard to make a rough guess as a similar feat wonld

MASS

HEN the strike at Perth
Amboy was at its most
feverish a few weeks' ago,
one of the New York news-
papers printed some pho-
tographs showing groups
of men going about armed,
destroving fences and
seemingly engaged in vio-
lent  tactics. Immediately
the press set up a howl
which was unnoticed mere-
ly because of the stll

louder and more confused echoes of the political
tumult. Our friendly contemporaries, the Socialist
papers, for the most part protested against judging
these “insurrectionists” as Socialists. They were,
s0 they said, “hired thugs,"” “paid rowdies,” etc;, who
were endeavoring to offset by such means the sym-
pathy which the strikers were arousing and bring
them into disrepute. . . . It is here where many
of our contemporaries shirked the real truth, for let
il be understood at once that not all of these men
were “outlaws engaged by the big interests.” Many
of them came undoubtedly from the strikers them-
selves. They were doing thizs because there was
nothing e¢lse for them to do; they were violent be-
cause their employers had, |_:|I-L'-.'!n:'|-‘i,‘il:lll:-!_';'_ trained
them to it.

IFor though direct action is the battle of despair,
of rather because of i, such outbreaks occur in
And they will happen with greater fre-
quency as long as men are fired by a wild hope even
in the midst of hopelessness. The Evening Mail, a
typical capitalistic New York journal, threw over its
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liers, far more than the general str

sol-
i . will have to
be depended on by the working class when the crisis
iz well to remember that an
easily hold in subjection an unarmed
n to the extent of compelling them to

[he class-consciousness of sallors and
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go to work, With the soldiers and
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side, however, the capitalist class is hel

But even if worst came (o worst
unavoidable—what of it?

Peace under capitalism is more bloody than any
war the world has ever known.
WOmen

There are about twice as ma

children killed, maimed and wounded b the _]1|3..-
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(Continued from page 5.)
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obvious
en discussed endlessly in the capitalist press.
Much of the real ive” sentiment in the eovrn-
try 15 already well content w the leadership of
"'.".r:l.-lfl 1;'\'1|4|-r'. |"-::i1|I,I|_'_ ]"ll.."l,l Erinre,
Roosevelt 15 still wotully without a platform, since the
“theft of delegates™ can hardly be said to sur-
an issue, the convention which gave it birth.
And has assuredly excited widespread ap-
prehens r those who, to put it psyehologically,
think of politics in terms of political institutions and
who distrust this, to them, abnormal emphasis wpon a
personal leadership.

On his side iz chiefly, as I have sugpested, his per-
gonal, non-political appeal to wide classes. He i3 to
thousands a tempting opportunity to “start something.”
The reaction against him has set in a dozen times since
his triumphant return from Europe, but he rides it
partly by ignoring it, partly by breaking the “rules of
the game" and partly by a broad, brutal attack upon
his foes. In addition to this personal element, he has

are even

MO

(e .'|'.|||_ oI 3

historic

vive,

illy he

ek

usual careful and conventional standards when, a
fortnight ago, this paragraph appeared i an edi-
torial on the horror of war:

“It is true that there are 155ues betore this peo-
ple as potentially explosive as the question of -slav-
ery. If a comparison 15 made between the anti-
lavery sentiment of fifty years ago and the cost-of-
ng problem as imwoven with the selfishness of
the trusts, one would instantly decide that the pres-
ent problem had more explosive power than the
older problem. A man may be very indignant when
ke thinks of a black man held in slavery. But a
man will get more than frenzied when he thinks of
his own children in chains™ . . .

It iz, and there can be no doubt of it, no mere
agitation that is the center of such revolt. Tt is
bread and butter that is in back of it all, not any
orgamization, And Capitalism knows 1. There is
even a well-defined rumor that Capitalism discour.
zoes the use of soldiery in matters of violence—for
the simple reason that the soldier can no longer he
depended on to fire into a group of half-starved and
desperate workers. Capitalism has ceased to leok
upon the army as its special and effective instro-
ment: it 15 beginning to find out that strong-armed
desperadoes without uniforms are more to their
purpose than the very army which was tramed for
viclenee. This spirit of resentment
among the volunteers; in the regular militia it is
already strongly grounded. I have heard a young
fellow, in a moment of mortification, blurt out: “It's
a rotten business, this thing of going into dirty little
cities, prodds a lot of erving women and pounding
into a bunch of men out of a jobh. I enlisted, just
like hundreds of us bovs, because I thought I was

15 grow 1N

rernaut of capitalist industry in one single year in
the United States than there were soldiers kalled,
maimed and wounded during the entire four years
of the Civil War- counting the two hundred
thousand or more people who are the victims of con-
and the thousands of others who die of

o
ot

wimpion,

the various preventable diseases which capitalism
iosters—not counting the many who perish as a
result of food adulteration, overwork and EXPOSUTE,

all of which are attributable to the capitalist system,

The reign of capitalism is one continuous reign of
terror, and no price the people might pay for its
abolition is too great a price to pay.

HIRD PARN

the ability to raise very considerable sums of money
further fact. that his movement, unlike the

izt and the Greenback movements to which it is
frequently compared, 15 not sectional 1o its appeal.
What + immediate outcome may be, no one can
tell. Mr. Roosevelt may carry two states, or ten, or
none, The real question, from our point of view, is

suceced 1n developing a permanent
“third party,” based on a capitalist reform program to
compete with for favor,

He savs he intends to
something.

At present the odds, for the reasons which I have
stated, seem to me very much against him. In a mild
sort of way they are not mmsuperable. Another "third
party” would be, as they say, “the best thing in the
world for us” These minor parties, when they die,
fertilize with their bones the so0il in which we flourish,
They train men to regard issues, rather tham rhe
trumpery appeals of tradition and we owe sometling
to every last one of them.

And another “third party,
draw away from eyery
strength.

whether he will

do it, and that is certainly

alive and kicking, would

us last ounce of fictitions

LOUIS UNTERMEY ER

‘patriotic’; I wanted to ‘do something for my coun-
tryv.) . . . I never bargained to be sent out to
frighten and maybe shoot up a crowd of hungry
dagoes and other helpless foreigners, It's not much
glory to feel you're putting a man out of business
because he's hghting for a hiving, It's humibatimg—
that's what it ist" . . .

Soldiers who have been to any of the recent strikes
talk this way. They, too, know that most of the
outbreaks are due, not to the unions or the I. W, W.,
Liut the revolt which is as sincere as it is spontdne-
ons—mass action. Lawrence, Perth Amboy and
Hastings, these are all merely incidents in the strugg

The last-named furnishes an excellent iHustration
of the intensity of mass movement. At Hastings-on-
the-Hudson over two thousand emplovees of the
Mational Conduit and Cable Company walked out.
There was no union to call the men out.. This strike,
like the Lawrence strike, was a mass-strike: the
leaders came affer the movement; the mass begam i)

And here 15 disclosed the astounding phenomenon
which is becoming more manifest every week: Men
striking and making logical demands for better con-
ditions, shorter hours, sanitary surroundings, all
witfiont important aid from leaders or agitators of
violence,  As the Glob: commented “There is some-
thing of the element of what we call real democracy
in this.” Such explosions as the anger at Perth
Amboy are not to he denied and “explained away'—
they are logical and therefore representative. We
do well to heed such outbursts; we must understand
them i we are to help. For though the workers
be seli-controlled, they ecan only become 50
afver their demands are made known. And to make
them known they must make themselves heard!

1mmst

can there be any hope of a change.
Therefore you must educate.

DON’T MISS THIS

kind live miserably and unaware of the possibility of any other way
of life, just so0 long an orderly world is impossible.

Only when the workers are taught that they have been disin-
herited and that the world is for all and must be managed for all,

¥You must be a teacher.

So long as have tools
the great ma-

jority of man-

You musr

We can furnish you with a most eftective tool.
vou for $25.00 a thousand copies of your own magazine, with two
|ages of local matter,
additional hundred it will cost you $r.25.

Laocal advertising can be made to pay for the cost of the maga-
zine without difficulty.
only can be produced by the Socialist Artists and writers who own
and run The Masses, entirely free.

We can furnish

yvour own cover design, and name. Every

Then you have a magazine of a quality as

You must not miss thiz chance.
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FACTS AND INTERPRETATIONS

MARTYRDOM By WILL HERFORD

N these days everything comes

in different brands, whether
- 4 it i3 religion or stomach
bitters, collars or carnations,
When a crucified slave hung
at every cross-road, half-
starved lions waited for
public holidays to get a
gquare meal and the people
thronged the arena seats
like a Chicago crowd at a
baseball match, the Chris-
tian religion was nof nearly
as popular as it is to-day. In those days a minister
of the gospel was not accepted even hy the fraternal
insurance companies, whereas to-day there 1s no better
old line risk. What a change. The modern brands of
religion are absolutely martyr proof., When Constan-
tine took hold of Christianity it was a very uncertain
affair, but he saw its possibilities as a business propo-
sition and its weak and strong points, and, by a manip-
ulation and development worthy of a Burbank, an ar-
ticle has been developed that has all the advantages
and none of the objectionable features of the original,
It is universally accepted. Constantine put the Chris-
tian Religion on & business footing and to-day it is
being sponsored and put forward by the worldwide
firm of Big Business & Co. as the great reward for
meekness, the universal panacea for the pains of in-
justice in this world and an ever present hope for
better conditions in the next.

Now, would it not be possible for the Socialists, for
instance, to take a leaf from the Christian book and
eliminate from their propaganda, their religions, let
us call it, all the most objectionable features that
make for martyrdom and give us something that will
be really as acceptable and adjustable to the business
world of to-day as Christianity is, and possibly even
a better drawing card for the discontented classes?
Then everything would be lovely and prosperous, at
least for the prosperous ones, and the rest of us would
try to be satisfied. Is it not better that a few should
be very well-to-do and have nearly everything in the
world, or at least control it, which is the same thing,
and have the loyal, contented support of the rest of
us, than there should be this everlasting discontent
and this growing menace of the spectre of Socialism?
Have we not the bright hope for the next world and
ought we not to try to be satisfied with that? Was
not that about all that the noble army of martyrs had
who died for Christianity; though it is true they
would not be considered good business examples for
to-day? Certainly this would be better than to have
this everlasting questioning of the methods of such
leaders of the people as Cannon and Taft, Aldrich and
Roosevelt. How many popes, bishops, clergy, minis-
ters and evangelists, to say nothing of the millions of
us common folk, have been praying for something like
two thousand years in the words taught vs by the
Carpenter of Galilee, “Thy Kingdom come, Thy will
be done on earth as it is in Heaven,” and yet there
never was in the world so much unemployment, pov-
erty, crime and insanity as there is to-day. These
features of our civilization are increasing faster than
the popuiation of the big cities, and the population of
the cities is increasing faster than that of the country
districts. Yet we have more religion in the world to-
day than ever hefore. Is it the right brand? DBut then
there are so many brands and none of them seems
to be the original one. Still, the objection to the orig-
inal brand, a fatal objection, indecd, was that it pro-
duced martyrs about as fast as it made converta. Well,
we have at least eliminated that feature, for the Chris-
tian religion to-day is as safe as a postoffice savings
bank. In these days, vou know, “Human nature is
homan nature” and “Business is business,” and the
two get along together all right. But martyrdom in-
terferes with “business.” Constantine found that out,

and so the brand has been improved, and to-day we
have a brand that is a vast improvement on the orig-
mmal, at least for business purposes.

BOUCK WHITE—MAN
AUTHOR
By MARGARET LACEY

AND

OUCK WHITE was born in
one of the beautiful villages
of the Catskill Mountains.
He was graduated at Har-
vard, and later at the Union
Theological  Seminary  of
New York. He has been in
charge of two churches and
of several bows' clubs, For
four years he has been head
worker at Trinity House of
Holy Trinity Church of
Brooklyn, New York.

To mould public opinion was doubtless one of Mr.
White's earliest dreams. His course at Harvard was
taken with thiz end in view, and this, with the later
experience on the editorial staff of the Springfield Re-
publican, equipped him for literary work.

In ten years Mr. White has published three books,
‘Ouo Vaditis,” “The Book of Daniel Drew” and “The
Call of the Carpenter.”

“Omo Vaditis” was published in 1go3. The book is
full of lofty strength and rugged satire, It is a book
of prophecy, of epigram and of startling analogy;
though it is less a book indeed than a cry, a cry to
the children of men, a ery to come out from their
selfichnezz and greed and sordidness to a new life of
congecration,

Let the book speak for itself, in such words as these:
“Maught but God-Who-Is can satisfy the soul's un-
quietable guest. Until then, depression, unease, the
asking look in the eye of the passers-by on the sireet.”

“For there i no cry like the ery of God-forsaken-
ness, and a people, though loaded with fatness, cannot
be happy in the rotting away of their soul within.”

“Too much grubbing: in the dirt, brother, too little
lifting of the face to the sky."

“Out of God a nation is as a ship out of water. The
masters have much ado to stay and shore up the hulk's
great bulk, They brace the deck here to find it weaken
thére. And when every part is at last propped, it is an
unstable affair and will collapse at a shaking. But
they thrust the vessel upon the waters. And now what
ms props could not do, His Oceanic presence effort-
lessly accomplishes, For the deep reaches up an arm
to every part and the ship rides an even keel, all-
buttressed. balanced and buoyant. Now that America
is at fore in the world's life and perplexities thicken

WAR WHAT FOR
By GEORGE KIRKPATRICK
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At-last! Brand-new kind of Socialist book written
CSPECIALLY FOR NON-SOCIALISTS; covers the
whole field in only an hour's easy reading; crystal
it arguments; wakes up or convert: almost all
-Socialists who read it. Comrades] use it right
away if vou want to hasten the Big Chan Price
ioc., postpaid; reduction for quantity. M., care “The
Light” Pub. Co., 616 E. 1815t 5t., New York, N. ¥.
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about her, will she loogen her hold on the Unseen in
whom alone is the hiding of her power "

“Farth has seen many sorry sights. But never has
she seen a man who kept the path of duty, lose faith
in God and Heaven.”

“Why should man persist to bereave himself of the
august and reverential Presence? They are indeed the
wise who make themselves guests in their own brain
chambers, the Host another than they.”

“Man's ever befter prompting, each true word that
speaks within, all strivings to higher things, are pulses
of the heart of God.”

“Except as outgivings of the heart of God, whence
the inward strivings, the swift risings of honor, the
manful quickenings? Haolding the form of godliness,
ye deny the power thereof. But know, that goodness
when derived from precept 15 veneer and spotty at
that.”

“When a soul is made acquaint with God, a miracle
of transubstantiation befalls; the cold dead wafer
Conscience transforms into a fesh-and-blood of the
Highest: the Time Spirit, the Public Conscience, and
that mystic something, Mankind, become transcenden-
cies, unfolding into the Presence and Person of the
Living God."

“Not in, but above Nature dwells the Living God.
Wot above, but in man dwells the Living God,

“He is the tie which ties mankind together, else
men were mere atomies, golitary sealed, and
walled about.

“The Social Tissue, the Age’s atmosphere—that is
He: He the personality confederate of all personality,
the Nation's ligament and cartilage, Society’s cement,
the Heart interlocking all hearts. Thou, O man, art
but a lobe of a Brain that is larger than thou!”

Mr. White's second book, “The Book of Daniel
Direw,” has nothing in common with its predecessor.
[t is n revelation of the inner workings of Wall Street
methods, and deals with the facts of the Gould-Fisk
ring in the early seventies.

The art in making such a book can only be appre-
ciated in the reading. It is, perforce, a disagreeable
book, dealing with treacheries and hypocrisies ad
nauszam, an autobiography of coarse raillery and il-
literacy, for the author never loses for a moment the
consciousness of the personality he has affected, but
it is a book of consummate genius, nevertheless,

Mr, White's latest book, “The Call of the Carpen-
ter,” has been probably the most discussed book of
the year.

“The Working Man's Bible” a Univers:
has called it, “lo be known in ten years
guage.”

It iz the call of the greatly simple man of Mazareth,
a literal translation of the literal man, with ewvery
other idea excluded, to bring out the ignored and for-
gotten side of Jesus' message;—the literal translation
of Jesus' life, with all itz abnegations and heroisms
and revulsionz against the idle and ruling classes,

After twenty centuries to have presented to the
world an entirely new view of Jesus’ message is 2
startling fact i itself, but the bock is in accord with
the madern advanced wiewpoint of scholarship in its

each

W !_JTI.II-':.'bS'CII-'
n every lan-

economic interpretation of his story. The book is
written in a style as astonishing in its inality a
is the outlook of its subject matter. The style is
||L'|'.'1r!:]l.:-:-| VIgoTous, intense. One 18 swept LI'I].' the

vehemence of it all and we live again in the scenes of
those centuries past.

What a background has been reconstructed for us!
We quiver with the injustice and terrors of that an-
cient dominating political order, and the cause of the
confusion and distress of our present day social con-
ditions is laid before us.

There is no doubt the “Call of the Carpenter” is
a rallying cry as well as a book of fierce invective. It
is an undoubted contribution of great and original
thought to all time, as the eloquent testimon;
now pouring in from zll over the country, laden with
query, argument, dissent, affirmation, gratitude and

blezssing.

Proves,
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THE CALL
OF THE
GARPENTER

By
BOUCK WHITE

*"Ranks easily among the half-dozen
mosl remarkable books of the wear in
America. * * * It depicts Jesas,
but as a Inbor

one  of the

spiritually no

nol as an ecclesiastic,
agitator, intellectually

world's. grest  genbuses,

less marvelows, but sl primarily a
preacher of discontent, a fGghier of the
Eoman system. ®* ®* * There is no
doubt of the porpose of Mr. White's

ook, It is calculated to
discontent of to-day, to fost
sciousness, and to
Tribune, Los Angeles, Cal.

inercase the

lass
Socialism,—

breed

All  the enthusiasm aboul Bouck
White 1 subscribe to, 1 think” him a
very remarkable man, and 1 hope his
teaching can have the widest influence.
I have read his books with enthusiasm
and given  away many copies—Rger
Perey 5. Gramt,

The Call of the Carpenter is a book
anquésticnably of genius and prophetic
fre. It gives a new and almost start-
ling point of view, and i calculated to
do a great deal of good.—FRer. W, D
P. Bligs.

I have read Thke Call of the Carpen-
ter with the ereatest interest. It is
ong of the most thought-provoking books
that hns come 1o my atlention in a long
time, 1 wish for it a wide distribaticn.
—Ben. B, Lindsay, Denver, Colo.

In a long time of wide reading no
book has gripped me and feiched me
like The Cail of the Carpenter. 1 take
the opportunity of expressing my per-
sonal appreciation of your great work.
Will you trouble to suppest the titles of
a few books of dynamic power in har-
mony with yoursf=—=Fer. K. 5. Keller-
man, Hlanchagier, Ohdo,

Will you grant me an interview? 1
am at present reading your book for
the third time, To my mind the book
is an epoch-making beck, As far as
my literary experience goes, its trear-
Nothing to my knowl-
edge has ever appeared. so broad. so
audsciously catholic, and, withal, so
lovely and tender in denling with the
character of Jesun—dA, M, Sotheran,
New York,
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OFFER NUMBER ONE.

The works of Guy de Mlu_pl.ll.l.nl.. 18 wol-
umes, and one year's subscription for "The
AMazges'" for $3.00. You can y ns high as
60 for this same collection of Ji-' Maupassant's
wonderful stories, but nowhere else can yaomn
get them at such a low price as we offer. If
you like short stories and love the literature
of real !ift.jd the works of ihis great mas-
ter of them all.

Remember, for 10 wolumes of de May
pant and a ;'lur'l subscription for “The
Magses," only ¥8.00,

OFFER NUMBER FOUR.

The Life and Writings of Linceln, the great
American of 1t peeple, & volumes. and a
ear's subscription for "The Masses” for
2.00, The man who was se simplc in thought
and so big in expremion as to originate “of
the people, for the people, mnd by the people”
at & definition of his ideal of government, i
w0 bip that everybody should resd what else he
had te mny. ;

The Life and Writings of Linceln and “"The
Masses™ for $2.00.

FOUR BIG OFFERS WHICH
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OFFER NUMBER TWO.

“Les Miserables," by Victor Hugo, two big.
handsome volumes, and a year's subscriptiom
for "The Masses” for $1.00. Do wou ow
the story of Jean Valjean, the euicast, in
I ea Miserables?™ If you de, uuftlrun haven't
the baok, wou'll take this unprecedented offer
right away. If you den't, you are missing the
greatest freat ql!r your life—reading the great-
est nmovel ever written. “Les Miserabloa” and
" Phe Massges" for $1.68.

}ii‘-’lﬂi}r Hug::{j'_lh il

OFFER NUMBER THREE

The works of Rudyard Kipling, 10 volames,
and a year's subscription for “"The Masses™ for
$2.00,  Kipling is the writer who brought Indis
snd its strange atmoaphere of soldier-life and
Oriental romance to the attention of the West-
ern world. Im the short story and bal-
lads, he is absolutely without sn equal in the
English language, and is second only te de
Maupassant in the literature of the world

Eipling and ““The Masses” for §2.00.

SURSCRIBE FOR THE MILWAUKEE
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W ‘-.f\"l']-'.I; A partner to invest about

two thousand dollars in fruit and
poultry farm and help run it. A com-
rade preferred. For particulars, ad-
dress Box r!lﬁ'. T‘::_'-";-"!-H. Colo,

THE BOY SCOUTS

By
GEORGE R.
KIRKPATRICK

A four page folder with
two large halftone
pictures.

FIFTY CENTS
PER 100

THE MASSES

150 Nassaun St., New York

BE A BANNER BEARER

A Beautiful Socialist Pennant 25

Reduced Rates for Large Quantities
Get it Now from THE MASSES PUB. CO., 150 Nassau St., New York

inches Long and
11 Wide

only

25c.
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