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THE VOICE OF THE PEOPLE ON THE WAR
 

This book isthe statement of theEuropean peoples in sofar as they have spoken through their leaders and their press.

THE SOCIALISTS
AND THE WAR
By WILLIAM ENGLISH WALLING

Author of "Socialism as It Is," "Progressivism and After," ctc.

HREE—FOURTHS of this volume consists of
] documentary statements of Socialists of: all

countries toward the war, with special refer—
ence to their peace policy. The—impartial running edi—
torial comment sets forth the conditions under which
the various statements were made and indicates why
they are important.

In a final chapter Mr. Walling discusses one of the
noteworthy results of the war so far—the revolution—
ary State Socialist measures adopted by the Govern
ments at war.

SOME QUESTIONS ANSWERED IN THIS BOOK:

Would the common people of Europe
have declared war?

Have the peoples of Europe definitely
accepted monarchy, or is republicanism
a force to be reckoned with?

If one side forced the other side to dis:
arm, would this partial disarmament
make for total disarmament, or would
it make for a war of revenge?

Can the establishment of a democratic

form of government be made a part of
the peace terms?

Bebel said that the best thing for the
German people in case of war would
be defeat. How far is this opinion
held by Germans and friends of Ger—
many to—day?

Do the Socialists of neutral countries
approve the war policy of the German
Socialists? Is a split in the German
Party impending?

500 pages, index, $1.50 net, by mail $1.60

HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY
35 West 32d Street, New York

MAKE JULY 4th, 1915,
AMERICANIZATION DAY.

Go to the Fourth of July Celebration
held in your City.

If no celebration is being planned. help
to plan one. f

Meet with your American fellow citizens
as members of a United Nation.

What Does America Mean to You?
What Do You Think it Ought to Meant
$250 for the best answer. $100 for the

next best.

For particulars address,

The Immigrants in America Review,
95 Madison Ave., New York.
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Initial Rental Payment applies on purchase Price

Ask for Ilustrated Catalog and Price List.
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RARE BOOKS
FIRST EDITIONS

Extra Illustrated Books
Early Printed Books
Association Books

Purchased singly or in
sets for people who have
neither time nor oppor—
tunity to select for them—
selves, or for those who .
have not access to the
best book marts. Why
not begin collecting now?

ADDRESS

Downing, Box 1336
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SOME IMAGIST POETS

The Great French Critic
Remy de Gourmont

Writing about the Imagists in "La France" says:

*The Imagists evidently descend from the French Symbolists.
One sees that at once in their horror of the cliché, the horror of _
rhetoric and of the grandiose, of the oratorical style. They de—
sire precision of language, clearness\of vision, concentration of
thought, and theylike to combine these in a dominant image.

**In poetry even more than in any other art, constant renewal
is necessary, and when we see a school endeavoring to do this
above all by invoking eternal, although disregarded principles,
we can only augur well for its future."

5 cents net New Poetry. Series

Write for circular describing this and other volumes

At all HOUGHTON MIFFLIN:CO.
bookstores.

4 Park St.
Boston
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To All Masses Readers.
esting assortment, many books being new.

You are urged to buy books through "The Masses Book Store," which is the name given this page.
The Masses has made arrangements with the publishers to offer these books to you.

Here is an inter—
You pay no more—

often less—for books purchased through us than from dealers and your patronage will assist us in the great problem of publishing the Masses
without |loss.
book, whether listed here or not, ask us for it.

FICTION
Empty Pockets—Rupert Hughes.

"if he has tried to tell the most
rapid, fascinating and vivid mys—
tery story of the season he has
succeeded."—N. Y. World. Cloth,
$1.35 net. Harper & Brothers.

The Primrose Ring—Ruth Saw—
yer. "A story that warms the
heart without drugging the
mind."—Boston Herald. Cloth,
$1.00 net. Harper & Brothers.

Pals First—Francis Perry Elliott.
"It is not often nowadays that a
writer can completely fool his
reader as: to the outcome of his
story, but that palm at least be—
longs to Francis P. Elliott."
Pioneer Press (St. Paul). $1.30
net. Harper & Brothers.

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

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

Foma Gordyeeff,
Gorky. $1 net.
ner‘s Sons.

by Maxim
Charles Scrib—

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

The Turmoil, by Booth Tarkington,.
A beautiful story of young love and
modern business. Send $1.45.

Guim, by Walter Elwood. Praise
from the reviewers: "Only ‘Kipling
has made the Orient live more viv—
idly." "Guimé is one of the most
haunting characters of recent fic—
tion." "For infinite variety and
quality of pristine purity this ro—
mance will live long in the minds of
literary fiction lovers." "Cannot
fail to appeal to those who read a
story for the story." Send $1.35.
Reilly & Britton.

The Vale of Illusion, by Lorraine Cat—
lin Brower. "Why shouldn‘t a man
be governed by the same code of
morals he insists on for his wife?"
The intimate story of a woman who
learned to understand. Written by
a woman with sympathetic knowl—
edge of her sex but told without sex
prejudice. Candid but clean. Send
$1.25. Reilly & Britton.

Set of Six, by Joseph Conrad. Short
stories. Scribner. Send $1.50.

Red Fleece, by Will Levington Com—
fort. A story of the Russian revolu—
tionists and the proletariat in general
in the Great War, and how they risk
execution by preaching peace even in
the trenches. Exciting, understand—
ing, and everlastingly true; for Com—
fort himself is soldier and revolu—
tionist as well as artist. He is our
American Artsibacheff; one of the
very few American masters of the
"new fiction." Net, $1.25. George H.
Doran Company.

Maxime Gorky, Twenty—six and One
and other stories from the Vaga—
bond Series. Published at $1.25; our
price 60c., postage paid.

An Anarchist Woman, by H. Hap—
good. This extraordinary novel
points out the nature, the value and
also the tragic limitations of the
social rebel. Published at $1.25 net;
our price, 60c., postage paid.

No one is trying to make money out of the Masses, but we do want its receipts to pay the cost of publishing.
whether her ¢ Address "The Masses," 142 W. 2grd St., New ‘York.

the price is given "Net" please add five per cent. to the published price, to cover cost of mailing.

A Far Country, Winston Churchills
new novel, is another realistic and
faithful <picture of —contemporary
American life, and more daring
than "The Inside of the Cup." Send
$1.60.

The Harbor, by Ernest Poole. A
novel of remarkable power and vis—
ion in which are depicted the great
changes taking place in American
life, business and ideals. Under the
tremendous influence of the great
New York harbor and its workers,
a young writer passes, in the devel—
opment of his life and work, from a
blind worship of enterprise and effi—
ciency to a deeper knowledge and
understanding of humanity. —Send
$1.50.

The Honey Bee—Sam‘l Merwin‘s
great novel. The Honey Bee is a
successful business woman, efficient,
physically attractive and beautiful.
Yearnings for love, home and chil—
dren are beaten down by the de—
mands of work. Which conquers—
sex or career? What sort of man
can win such a woman? A great
novel. Send $1.35.

Send check, money order or postage.
If west of the Mississippi add to per cent.

If you want any
Notice: When

The Field of Social Service, an indis—
pensable book for all those who are
interested in social welfare. Writ—
ten by twenty experts. Edited by
Philip Davis, in collaboration with
Maida Herman. (Welfare Series.)
$1.50 net. Small, Maynard & Com—
pany, Boston.

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

Street—Land, by Philip Davis. There
are 11,000,000 children thronging our
city streets. What shall we do with
them? The author of Street—Land
has handled the problem sanely.
(Welfare Series.) $1.35 net. Small,
Maynard & Company, Boston.

The Young Malefactor, by
Thomas Travis. t2mo., cloth,
net $1.50. Thomas Y. Crowell
Company.

American Charities, by Amos G.
Warner, PhD. 12mo., net
$2.00. ‘Thomas Y. Crowell
Company.
 

book, published anywhere. 

CLEARLY UNDERSTAND THIS:
You may buy ANY book, on any subject, published anywhere,

whether listed here or not, through The Masses‘ Bookstore.

partment is not only an advertising medium but a service to our readers.

You pay no more—often less—and you help this magazine. Send for any

This de—

 

Punishment and Reformation, by
F. H. Wines, LL.D. Net $1.75.
Thomas Y. Crowell Company.

Problems of Community Life, by
Seba Eldridge. 12mo, net $1.00.
Thomas Y. Crowell Company.
 

Fidelity, Susan Glaspell‘s greatest
novel. The author calls it "The
story of a woman‘s love—of what
that love impels her to do—what it
makes of her." $1.35 net. Small,
Maynard & Company, Boston.

Complete in Him, by Elizabeth Cary
Kreetzer. Story dealing with appli—
cation of Christian Science to the
solution of the sex problem and
other human problems. World wide
circulation. 236 pages, cloth, $1.25.
The Central Christian Science In—
stitute, Hyde Park, Chicago.

On the Fighting Line. r2mo, 500
pages, $1.35 net. Not a story of the
present war, but a vivid portrayal
of the everyday struggle for exis—
tence. and the girl who must make
her own living. "The finest work
has been done with a difficult type
; and the author knows how
to make the English language do
her duty."—Los Angeles Times.

ialnsa oneaathes,
Paradise Found, by Allen Upward

(author of The New Word). The
adventures of Bernard Shaw in a
world run entirely on Shavian prin—
ciples. $1.25 net. Houghton, Mif—
fin Co.

Pollyanna Grows Up: The Second
GLAD Book, a sequel to Pollyanna:
the GLAD Book,. .The best selling
book in America. —Cloth, net $1.25.
The Page Company

soCIOLOGY
The Child Labor Bulletin—Quar—

terly review published by Na—
tional Child Labor Committee.
$2.00 a year. May number,
Proceedings Eleventh National
Conference (Part 1) on Child
Labor, a National Problem. 50
cents.

A Message to the Middle Class, by
Seymour Deming. A clarion call
so radical that it may well provoke
a great tumult of discussion and
quicken a deep and perhaps sinister
impulse to act. 50c. net. Small,
Maynard & Company, Boston.

Antisemitism: Its History and Causes,
by B. Lazare (a philosophic review
from the radical standpoint of the
whole history of the Jews). 384 pp.
Published at $2.00 net; our price,
85c., postage paid.

The Rise of the Working Class,
A. S. Crapsey‘s account of to—day‘s
revolution. $1.30 net; postage, 10
cents. The Century Co.

Out of Work—A Study of Unemploy—
ment in America, by Frances A. Kel—
lor. A guide and a definite pro—
gramme for organizations, industry,
labor and citizens in dealing with
unemployment. The Committee for
Immigrants in America, 95 Madison
Ave., New York. Send $1.65.

What Women Want: A lucid inter—
pretation of the feminist movement,

— by Mrs. Beatrice Forbes—Robertson
Hale. Send $1.35.

Old Maids, society‘s easily satisfied
victims, by Ralph Brandt. Send 8o
cents.

Income, by Scott Nearing. An econ—
omic value is created amounting to
say $100. What part of that is re—
turned to the laborer, what part to
the manager, what part to the prop—
erty owner? This problem the au—
thor discusses in: detail .after which
the other issues to which it leads
are presented. Send $1.25.

(Continued on page 24) 
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ROCK EFELLE R LAW
George

leader of the Colorado strikers, marks the lowest depth to which
American justice has yet been dragged. It is no new thing for

__ captains in the labor movement to be robbed of life and liberty by
hostile courts, but the Lawson trial is set apart fromall others by a certain
ruthless contempt for the forms of law and the decencies of public
opinion,

The press of the nation was careful indeed to record the indictment
of Lawson for murder, and most scrupulous in spreading the news of his
conviction, but never at any time has any metropolitan daily printed the
history of that indictment or acquainted people with details of the trial.
To have done so would have been to expose a patent, shameless con—
spiracy in which the Rockefeller money and the Rockefeller power were
used to complete the work of extermination that a hired soldiery left
unfinished.

The grand jury that indicted John Lawson was not summoned ac—
cording to law, its membership being selected by a sheriff notorious for
his subserviency to the Rockefeller company. Among those that he picked
were mine guards who had taken part in the massacre at Ludlow, Rocke—
feller employees and business men who derived their incomes from com—
mercial relations with the coal operators.

An honest judge, brought in from another county, held that the jury
was "packed," and rather than face the ugly facts that would have been
exposed, the indictments against Lawson and scores of others were dis—
missed or abandoned. Informations were then asked for by the operators
to take the place of these indictments, and when the district attorneys of
the coal counties refused to issue them, the servile attorney—general of
the state took the law in his own hands, and filed murder charges. Thus,

on the action of a single man, and that man elected by the coal companies,

all the union leaders were called upon to answer to the law with their
lives.

Some score or more were tried, and in every case the high—priced
attorneys of the Rockefeller Company appeared as special prosecutors,
using Rockefellet money to collect evidence, "work up" affidavits and
manufacture sentiment. Despite this influence, and the fact that the men

were tried by unfriendly judges and juries, all of them were acquitted
with the exception of two or three found guilty of assault. As a conse—
quence, the trials halted while Senator Hayden, a Rockefeller attorney,

steered through the legislature a bill providing for the creation of an extra

judge whose business it should be to try the murder cases against the

union leaders.

—

No sooner was the bill passed than Carlson, coal company

governor, appointed one Granby Hillyer to the office. When the news

came to Lawson he said, "I am convicted right now."
Hillyer was a one—horse lawyer who had been used by the coal op—

erators to aid the higher—priced Rockefeller attorneys in preparing the

cases against the union men. His principal business was the procurement

of affidavits, although in four cases he had been permitted to make

speeches and appear in the actual prosecution. As if this were not dis—

qualification enough, he had been most outspoken in his condemnation of

the strikers, branding them repeatedly as murderers and outlaws. Yet

this man, when a change of venue was asked, had the effrontery to say

that he was without prejudice and felt convinced that he could give the

accused a fair deal.
As a test of Hillyer‘s ability "to deliver the goods," one Zancanelli

was put on trial as a prelude to the Lawson case. At a previous trial of

this man the jury had disagreed, standing eight to four for acquittal.

Hillyer "delivered." Zancanelli was found guilty of murder and sen—

tenced to imprisonment for life.
His jury was not drawn from the box as directed by law. Over the

bitter and continued objections of his lawyers, the sheriff was allowed to

hand—pick a panel, and as in the case of the grand jury, men were selected

who were notorious for their furious prejudices against the. strikers,

Rockefeller mine guards, Rockefeller employees, Rockefeller merchants,

Rockefeller adherents—these were the sort that the Rockefeller sheriff

herded into the courtroom, and it was from this body of enemies that

r | AHE sentence of life imprisonment passed upon John Lawson,

Creel

Zancanelli was made to choose the twelve "peers" to pass upon his life.

During the very trial itself, the defense introduced an affidavit proving

that one of the jurors had wagered openly that he would either "hang the

jury or hang the dago," yet Hillyer, with face set in stone, refused to take
cognizance of it.

Seeing that the machinery was in perfect running order, with Engi—

neer Hillyer at all times ready with the oil can, the case of the State vs.
John Lawson was called. To thirty—three men left over from the Zan—

canelli panel, the sheriff added fifty more that he had picked out, and from

that array of grim, implacable faces, Lawson was forced to select twelve.

The duly elected prosecuting officials of Las Animas County were pushed

aside as being untrustworthy, and the attorney—general journeyed from
Denver to Trinidad to act as first aid to Hillyer.

Conviction was a foregone conclusion! These, then, are the facts

that the metropolitan press has failed to mention. Let it be borne in

mind, also, that it was never alleged, and is not now, that John Lawson

himself committed murder or was even near the place where murder was

committed. The death specifically charged was that of one Nimmo, a

deputy who fell in one of the many skirmishes that took place between

Rockefeller gunmen and the strikers prior to the coming of the militia,

Lawson‘s guilt consists in having been district president of the United

Mine Workers, the theory being that he was responsible for the acts of

the members of the organization.
If this be law, then why is John D. Rockefeller, Jr., not on trial for

his life? It was Rockefeller money that hired Baldwin—Felts detectives,

gunmen and "soldiers" who shot down strikers in the open street, riddled

them with machine guns, and burned their women and children at Ludlow.
For every Rockefeller mercenary who met with death, ten strikers have
filled graves, and scores are invalids by reason of brutal treatment in

filthy jails. Go to Mary Petrucci, the twenty—four—year—old mother who

lost three little ones at Ludlow; ask her to name the murderer of her

children, and she will not fail to say "Rockefeller."

The country holds no gentler soul than the big Scotch—American who

rose from breaker—boy and miner to be the chosen leader of his fellows.

There was never a day during the strike that John Lawson did not preach

peaceful resistance to the desperate men of the twenty—eight nationalities

that Rockefeller injustice had driven out into tents on the mountain—side.

In equal degree there was never a day that young Rockefeller did not

write commendatory letters to his bloodthirsty lieutenants or amplify his

‘declaration that he would stand by them no matter what the cost in life or

thousands.
At the very moment when Rockefeller was begging Lawson to confer

with him in New York, and telling an eager press what a fine fellow

Lawson seemed to be, and how he meant to go to Colorado to visit the

mines with Lawson, he knew that his attorneys, paid by his money, were

plotting against John Lawson‘s life. It is of a piece with the ghastly

hypocrisy that provided a retreat for migratory birds and gave millions

to promote health in China at a time when sixteen thousand men, women

and children were knowing cold, hunger and despair in Colorado as a

result of a Rockefeller policy of lawless penury.

The conviction of Lawson does not end the campaign of exter—

mination.

—

There are many other union leaders yet to be tried, and the

presence of Hillyer on the bench, and the method of letting a Rockefeller

sheriff hand—pick Rockefeller juries, together with the aid of Rockefeller

attorneys, point inevitably to their conviction and sentences of life

imprisonment. f

Regardless of cost, the leaders of organized labor must be taught

that revolt against Rockefeller dominion is not only futile but a crime that

will shut them away from the light of day forever.. Careless of the shame

to a state, the debauching of justice, and the desperation of the working

class in the United States, the world must be shown that the pious phil—

anthropist of 26 Broadway has not been engaged in the business of crush—

ing wretched toilers, but that he has been dealing with a lot of "murderous

agitators." The press has attended to it.
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War or Peace

HE United States is perhaps as near war to—day

as the nations of Europe were in the latter

days of July, 1914. To us, as to them, the

prospect seems unreal. Even while our

statesmen are taking the last deadly steps toward

war,it is confidently believed that there will be no
war. Not until the first shot has been fired will we
realize that war is upon us. And not until our cities
have been turned into hospitals will we realize what
it was we walked into.
At this moment nothing is more dangerous than

the sentimental optimism which pervades our news—
papers, and consequently our public thought—an op—
timism based partly on our sense of the righteous—
ness of our demands upon Germany, and partly on
our confidence in the pacific intentions of President
Wilson.

Sentiments of —national _honor

BNY The

HORrors oF war
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Secretary Bryan‘s resignation at this juncture,

rather than sign a note insisting on these demands,

serves to make it very clear that the administration‘s

policy is one tending almost inevitably to war; though
all of the newspaper criticism of Bryan‘s action as "un—
patriotic" is designed to cloud that fact.

One may not believe with Mr. Bryan in the efficacy
of Christian love as a mediator between nations, to be
grateful to him for the warning which his resignation

has constituted.

The least "word or act" that our note to Germany
can be presumed to mean is a breaking off of diplo—
matic relations. And only by a miracle can that
shadowy ground between peace and war be main—
tained.

It can only be regarded as a polite prelude to bloody
conflict.

 

Honor vs. Democracy

In the event of war it is pertinent to point out

that the working cla upon whom the burden of

suffering and of debt will alike fall, have very little

 

stake in what is called our "national honor," and

have no reason to defendit.

This has already been urged by Representative

Frank Buchanan of Illinois before a labor group in

Atlantic City, N. J. "There is," he said, "no element

of democracy involved either in the war in Europe

or our negotiations with Germany. Nothing that

has occurred can justify a course of action that may

cost the lives of thousands of Americans and bring

sorrow and suffering to hundreds of thousands of

women and children." It is the duty, he said, of

organized labor to protest to President Wilson.

The Mine Workers of Indianapolis have started a

movement to have the American Federation of Labor

take its stand against war.

From the point of view of democracy, the spec—

tacle of the United States going into the European

war is infinitely tragic, not alone because of the

waste of life, but because of the inevitable loss under

a consequent military dictatorship of most of our

Every force of reaction will be strength—

ened by war, as it has been strengthened in Europe.
It would be better a thousand times to make what
terms we can with the insanity of a war—mad nation
than to fall into that same insanity ourselves.

liberties.

There is still time to prevent the war, by coming
down from our position of uncompromising recti—
tude, and offering to arbitrate the questions at issue.
If as a result of that arbitration it was decided that
the invention of the submarine had created new con—
ditions of warfare, to which international law must
be made to conform, we should only have learned
what we already know—that war is not a humane, or
even a human, procedure.

"Murder"
With the indignation of those who find an especial

iniquity in the violations of the "rules of civilized
warfare," Socialists cannot fully sympathize.

—

The
calling out of peaceful populations to kill and be
killed for no reason, is an atrocity beside which any

The dead
of the Lusitania were not more innocent and helpless
in their victimship than the armies that have died
in Flanders or Galicia. In every country the people
have been betrayed and murdered by their rulers.

—

If

of the minor incidents of war are trivial.

Germany seems to us a more conspictious example
of this than the other nations, we only wish for its
government the punishment we wish for theirs—
bankruptcy, disillusion, and revolt.

Says a Correspondent

"It will be remembered that last year the ad—
ministration sent troops to Mexico, ostensibly to
compel the Mexicans to salute our flag, which had

been fired upon. Those who have
 
 should not be allowed to obscure the

plain issues of the present negotia—

The United States has asked

for "assurances" from Germany that

tions.

the lives of Americans on the sea

will be safeguarded in accordance

with existing international law.

—

It
is improbable that such assurances
will be given, since to give them

would mean the practical abandon—

ment of Germany‘s submarine cam—

paign.
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inquired curiously into that incident
have been told of a different reason
for sending troops to Mex
reason which was not made public;
and this reason, as told, seems to
justify what appeared on the face
of it to be a silly and outrageous
action. It may be that the adminis—
tration is impelled by similar secret
reasons into a war with Germany"!

  

But it is impossible to imagine why,
in that case, these reasons should not
be made public.
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SHADOWS OF REVOLT —By Inez Haynes Gilmore

HE Washington hearings of the Commission on

| Industrial Relations have been like a vivid

shadow—picture of the great labor tragedy be—

ing enacted outside. At San Francisco, it was

the Stockton lockout; at New York City, the shooting

of the strikers at Roosevelt; and just now at Wash—

ington, the conviction of John Lawson, which cast their

menacing shadows into the quiet rooms where the

Commission sat. At San Francisco, with the A. F. of—

L. men in constant attendance listening with stern at—

tentiveness, we had heard in three days‘ testimony

from officials of the Merchants and Manufacturers

Association and from labor leaders the story of a

happy, prosperous, typically bustling city of northern

California reduced to a condition approximating civil

war. At New York, in an atmosphere made tense by

the breathless interest of the I. W. W. element, and

while as it seemed the sound of the—volley which killed

the New Jersey strikers still rang on the air, we had

heard Tony Winter‘s almost incredible story of in—

dustrial slavery at our very doors. At Washington, the

day the hearings opened, came the news from Colo—

rado of the sentence of life—imprisonment passed on

John Lawson of the United Mine Workers; and into

the "gold room" of the Hotel Sherman, and over the

government—official—looking audience was cast that same
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shadow of a gigantic struggle outside, lending even to

the statistical testimony concerning the profits and

wages of the Pullman company a more acute and bel—

ligerent interest.

Rockefelle r

The Colorado situation was thrashed out again, this

time in the light of a correspondence between 26 Broad—

way and the operators of the Colorado Fuel and Iron

Company which seemed to prove that that company

controls the state. There were two witnesses for the

miners—Eugene Gaddis, a former welfare—worker for

the Colorado Fuel and Tron Company, and Daniel Mc—

Corkle, Presbyterian clergyman in the Colorado Fuel

and Iron Company camp at Sunrise, Wyoming. The

testimony of these two men carried the mark of truth.

It was conscientiously careful, long and crowded with

detail. Balzac could have written a novel from the

story they told. They were remarkable men—Gaddis,

discharged in his middle age, dying economically, so

to speak, for a principle; and McCorkle, pouring. out,

with equal lucidity and cheerfulness, testimony of the

most damaging description against the men who — con—

trolled the Sunrise camp, some of whom, with young

Rockefeller at their head, listened to him. In one

breath, McCorkle announced that it was the operators

s
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of the Colorado Fuel and Iron Company who were

the true anarchists in that they took the law into their

own hands and first committed violence, that they

should be tried and executed for treason. In the next

breath, he asserted that he was going back to that sor—

did, squalid, hopeless little camp at Sunriseto resume

his work and that if the Company wanted to get rid

of him, they would have to evict him.

There were four witnesses for the Rockefellers;

first, Ivy Lee, their publicity—man, who was much put

to it to conceal his sense of the humor of all these

proceedings; second, W. L. Mackenzie King, Director

of the Industrial Relations Department of the Rocke—

feller Foundation, who was much put to it to prove

that he could accept employment from the Rockefellers

(who have consistently fought labor) and still pose

as the friend of labor when he returns to Canada to

represent the North ‘York Riding in Parliament; third,

L. M. Bowers, former executive officer of the Colo—

rado Fuel and Iron Company and at present member

of the advisory staff of John D. Rockefeller, Senior,

who was much put to it to prove that he could pre—

serve his independence of thought on the Colorado

situation and yet continue in the employ of 26 Broad—

way ; fourth, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., who was much

put to it to make out any case for himself whatever.

In New York, although Rockefeller was three days
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on the stand, his testimony was of a general character.
Whenever he could, he took refuge in the innocuous
general statement. Although he was not amused by
the proceedings as Morgan was, he scarcely turned a
hair under the grilling to which Chairman Walsh sub—
jected him; and although evasive, he was always po—
lite; he had the air of one who turns the other cheek.
In Washington it was different. The examination was
much more concrete and specific. Statements like "We
have whipped the little cow—boy governor: into line"
were quoted from the letters—and no general state—
ment could explain them away. Again and again he
was confronted with the spectre of Ludlow. He had
even to look at the picture of a little dead boy, the
son of one of the miners, who had been shot while
caressing his little sister. There were so many allu—
sions to Lawson that it was as though he were present.

Rockefeller‘s face grew whiter and whiter until it
was ashy. His features seemed to sink back into the
contours of his face. The perspiration poured down
his cheeks, dropped unchecked on to his coat. He
looked ‘wrung and writhen. At times an unsuspected
fight—impulse manifested itself. At those moments his
lips drew away from his teeth with the expression of
an animal who is about to spring. But he did not
spring in any actual or metaphorical sense. The facts
were there, clean—cut, glaring, monstrous. They re—
duced his general statements to an absurdity and an
impertinence.

News From Porto Rico

The Porto Rican situation had a brief two days‘ air—
ing. The American public could have listened to it
with profit for a month. Two labor—men testified to
labor conditions that were medievally cruel.

—

Rivera
Martinez, a lad speaking broken English, read an ad—
mirably—written paper which was one long ery for the
industrial justice which the Porto Ricans had hoped to
gain with the American flag. Santiago Iglesias, middle—
aged, and also speaking broken English, gave a de—
tailed description of the conditions on the island.

—

The
old story again, only in a tropical setting—of the op—
pression of labor by capital plus that additional sweat—
ing that easy climatic conditions permit, of underpaid
workers, of an oppressive police force, of an arbitrary
abolition by the authorities of the right of assembly,
of free speech and of the right to strike. And in the
midst of it, the extraordinary story of an unprovoked
police—interference with peaceful assemblyon the island
of Ponce which ended in shootings and death of two
strikers.

When the officers of the law precipitated a riot among
the peaceful strikers on the Durst hop—ranch in Wheat—
land, California, on August 3, 1913, by shooting over
the heads of the crowd, it was a Porto Rican negro
who seized a gun and a club from one officer, shot
him dead and then turned and shot District Attorney
Maxwell. All these months I have wondered how. it
happened to be a Porto Rican who foamed into that
moment of blood—red fury before he fell dead torn by
a charge of buckshot. When I listened to the Porto
Rican story, I realized where the burning class—con—
sciousness of the nameless hero of Wheatland was de—
veloped.

There were three periods during the hearing

.

in
Washington when the note—takers found it very hard
to wield their pencils. Most of them indeed gave up
the effort and listened breathlessly.

—

Those periods
came when Mother Jones, W. D. Haywood and Clar—
enceDarrow took the stand. Darrow‘s testimony. was
permeated with a brilliant, mordant cynicism. He dis—
cussed the relation of labor and the law frankly and
freely, with as much the effect of impersonality as
though he had come from Mars. He presented with—
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out palliation that travesty of justice which is the re—

sult always when labor calls "Halt!" to capital. And

he told the story of the McNamaras as it has probably
never been told before—withholding nothing, evading

nothing. As he talked, the white flame of truth seemed

to light up the room. In contrast with this militant

cynicism, Haywood, talking as one who sees into the

future, was like a sage, retired from the heat and noise

of the struggle, hopefully to await the establishment

of his vision. f

Mother Jones
Mother Jones‘ testimony must have lasted four or

five hours. She had attended the hearings regularly.

A little, trim, tight—waisted old lady with neat, correct

features, soft white hair and kind blue eyes, she must

have looked to the superficial observer a gentle, grand—

motherly old person, mild as a new—born kitten. But

after you study that face, you see that there is a qual—

ity of adamant in those close—set lips, an element of

eternal anger in those blue eyes. Indeed, all her char—

acter lies in those lips and eyes. At first all you can

get in her face is its mother—quality. Later you see

nothing but its warrior—spirit.

The Commission asked Mother Jones few questions.

They let her tell her story in her own way. And ap—

parently she started to tell in those few hours the

whole tale of fifty years of wandering and organizing.

of fighting and making peace, of suffering and sick—

ness, of numberless and unimaginable insults, affronts

and brutalities, arrests and imprisonment incommuni—

cado. But, as was inevitable, the tale grew discursive.

She left the main track to run up a squirrel—track

here or down a hill—side there, but always she came

back to the king‘s highway. Nevertheless, because it

was a story magnificently martial, it seemed to gain

rather than to lose by this discursiveness; indeed, it

gave it an extraordinary effect of accumulation. Yet

always it was brisk, quick narrative, full of action

and

—

thumb—nail Always it was

couched in the raciest language, sparkling with mother—

wit and forthright turns of expression. Here and

there was a phrase or a sentence full of real poetry.

One I recall, although of what it was apropos I have

now no remembrance, except that it happened in West
Virginia in ror3. "I said, ‘Freedom is not dead!

And somebody screamed, ‘Where is she? And I said,

‘She‘s gently sleeping. If you call her, she‘ll wake."

characterization.

Pictures

But most impressive of all were the pictures that

she dropped into this narrative, pictures strewed with

a prodigal hand. I append some:

"And one night after they‘d killed the miners, I

came across one of their wives praying at his grave.

Her little child was kneeling beside her, clawing

the earth with her little hands and when she saw me,

she said, ‘O, Mother Jones, help me to get my father

back! Help me to get my father back!‘"

"And so they arrested all those women and put

them in.jail with their babies. And I said to them,
‘You sing all night!‘ And the women sang all night

and the men in the jail told them to shut up and the

women wouldn‘t shut up and the children wouldn‘t
shut up and the babies wouldn‘t shut up and nobody
wouldn‘t shut up, and so the next morning they let
them out."

"I put my hands on the machine gun in the road
there and I said, ‘You shan‘t shoot a bullet out of
this gun‘ And I said to the sharpshooter behind
the tree, ‘You come along out of there.‘ "

"And when I came to the bridge that led into the
camp, the man said, ‘You can‘t come in here!‘ ‘Why
can‘t I? I said. ‘We don‘t want you here; this
bridge belongs to the company.‘ ‘All right, I said,

‘No company bridge is going to keep me out.‘ So I

waded through the creek. The water came up to my

shoulders, but I got through, and I stayed there

talking to the men all day long and I didn‘t get my
clothes changed until I get home that night."

"There‘s an inscription on the State House in

West Virginia which says that State House is free

‘We‘re going to make that true/
+n

to mountaineers.

I told them, ‘or tear the inscription up.

"And when I was in the bull—pen I used to give

those boys who were on guard an apple once in a

while. I pitied those poor kids carrying guns to

kill people. I used to wonder what their mothers

thought of them."

"That night they put me in a cellar. It was pretty

damp and there were two sewer rats in it But

there was a couple of beer bottles there and I fought

the rats with them. I fought the rats inside and

out."

And when she had finished her story—and most

of us feel that we shall never hear another like it—
this gallant woman—warrior of eighty—six said sim—

ply: "Am I through? I‘m tired."

Whenever Mother Jones takes a railroad journey,
the news percolates through the train—hands that the
venerable labor leader is with them. Everybody
who can manage it walks through her car to give
and receive greeting. The news that she is coming
is telegraphed ahead and at all the stations appear
workingmen with their wives and children bringing
gifts of food and money and sometimes warm flan—
nels for the winter. She is "Mother" to all of them
—mother to a working people of an entire country—
mother in the symbolic sense of Gorky‘s heroine.
The first lady of this land in every moral and spir—
itual meaning.

The Greatest Story in the World

On six

—

o‘clock Thursday, May 27th, Chairman
Walsh said: "At this point the Commission stands
adjourned without date." Those words ended the
work of what is probably the most interesting and
significant investigation .that the world has ever
made. For now some of us see plainly what before
we dimly suspected—that those two forces, labor and
capital, are indeed great armies, and that their battle
must be fought to the death. The service that this
Commission has done Labor can never be esti—
mated. For Labor has had the chance, for the first
time, to tell its own story in its own way, at its own
length with a whole country for audience. It is true
that before the Commission Capital had an equal
privilege, but Capital has always had that privilege.
And nobly indeed have the labor leaders performed
their work. As I try to piece together the fragments
of the labor—story, that I have heard from the big
California labor—men, Andrew Gallagher, John O.
MacLaughlin, John O‘Connell, Anton Johannsen,
Paul Scharrenberg, and in New York and Washing—
ton, from Gompers, Mitchell, Perham and Lawson,
and as I try to imagine what the hearings in other
cities have uncovered, it seems to me that the great—
est story in the world has been told. Chairman
Walsh, I believe, makes no protestations of being a
"friend" to labor—partly perhaps because he dis—
trusts those

—

self—appointed "friends" as much as
labor should, partly perhaps because he realizes that
labor‘s only real friend is labor itself. But in bring»
ing labor to the stand, not only the leaders but the
rank and file, and in turning all the light possible
upon it, he has served labor as labor—outside itself
—has never been served before. Chairman Walsh
gave us the chance to see that capitalism is doomed.
And he gave us the chance to see that labor shall
go on and on and on.
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Drawn by Arthur Young.

Neutral Notifications

## EW JERSEY is rather ahead of other states

in pursuing the trusts, and now gives

justice to strikers." The New York Times

is up to its old tricks of inflaming the passions of the

mob.

X... Justice Ingraham‘s remarks before the Judici—

ary Committee of the New York Constitutional

Convention were said to be "of a nature too explosive

and damaging for publication," particularly his state

ment that in New York City "men were compelled to

mortgage the future, and not seldom their immortal

souls, to a political boss to get on the bench."

HE London Daily Mail, which has spent ‘its entire

lifetime advocating the abolition of Germany and

its people, now says, apropos of the fall of Przemysi,

"this war is not a British war primarily, and our gallant

ally across the Channel must always figure as the senior

partner in the enterprise." Business of— passing the

buck.

S‘we go to press the chief needs of Europe seem

to be somebody who can beat Germany and some—

body whom Austria can beat.

66 EITHER Serbia nor Russia," says the Frank—

furter Zeitung, "despite a costly war, is hated."

Somebody has gone and mislaid the Slay peril.

i

AVING concluded its negotiations with Italy, Ger—

many has transferred its diplomatists to Rou—

mania and is sending Dr. Dernburg to Norway. In

prize fighting circles Germany would be known as a

glutton for punishment.

IRAM MAXIM has presented to the senior class

at Harvard 350 copies of his book, "Defenseless

America," which urges that the U. S. treasury be turned

EFFICIENCY

over to the powder manufacturers up to and including

himself. The Crimson questions the disinterestedness

of his argument. Taking it with a grain of saltpeter?

HE struggles of Russia, France and England with

the drink problem give rise to a horrible sus—

picion. Maybe it is the Tipple Entente.

AFT is glad we haven‘t a jingo at the head of the

government in these parlous times. Yep; or the

hero of the Winona speech, the Ballinger affair and

the Chicago steam roller.

‘At we understand the logic of the war criers, Amer—

ica can uphold the rights of neutrals only by

ceasing to be one.

p"} HIBBEN of Princeton is opposed to

peace propaganda in the public schools. The prexy

finds Europe so beautiful this year that he just can‘t

make his eyes behave.

ROCK ISLAND sold down to 374 cents a share

the other day and Wabash to 12%% cents. Motto

of the Gould—Reid school of financial jugglery: "Mak—

ing a molehill out of a mountain."

ERE storing up wrath in Germany, but Bethlehem

Steel goes marching on.

J:"> fight and bleed for dear old Charley Schwab.

Howarp Brusaxer

 

British Half and Half

IR EDWARD GREY you‘ve had your way—

We thought by Jove you‘ld blunderit;

For half our girls are on the turf,

While half our boys are under it.

W. G. Boynton

 

   M__|
IN THE OUTER SANCTUM

J"ae they sat, poor devils in the long rose—lighted

room.

They gazed upon the pictures and green draperies

And the gold draped picture of the mother and child

That gave the room such air of sanctity.

They waited for the Magazine Editor.

The young girl pensive in a tiger—coat fondling the pic—

ture of a kitten drawn for a spring cover,

Thinking she might get the price of a summer frock

for it——

And the old woman with the pale face and deep lines:

She was so sedate in her fur trimmed cape with her

hands folded.

Under her livery she is a nun mumbling her litany of

sentiment

And bringing her offering to the Editor.

She has written a cold respectable kiss after each tenth

sentiment. .

The nice young man in a green cravat is hopeful.

(He belongs to the Editor‘s College Frat.)

He will see his name on the front page in three months.

Outside, the patient aching world goes shuffling by.

Epxoxp McKexxa.

Prize Press Pearl

64 ND, thanks to the generosity of two women in

the parish, a second workroom was established

in which children‘s clothing was made to be distributed

to the needy. The average earnings of the

women in both rooms were about three dollars a week,

each,—a small sum, but enough to maintain self—respect

and independence in the workers."—Trinity Church

News, Buffalo, N. Y.
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Real Work—A Story by Adriana

E lived across the lightwell from me, in three

small rooms, smaller and darker even than

mine. On the days when I was quite con

vinced that all the stories in the world had already

been written in every possible way and that I was the

only fool left alive in the world, I used to rest and draw

peace just sitting behind my curtain at the window

and watching.

I believe he was the ‘cleanest old man I have ever

seen. He was very tall and straight, with a face of

chiseled beauty under his thin white hair. His hands

were long and slim and cool looking as if he always

washed them in very cold water with some hygienic

soap and rubbed them on a crash towel.

From a little after eight till four in the afternoon

he sat at a small desk by the window. He never

once glanced out into the lightwell or paid any

attention to any noise that might rise from the king—

dom of the janitress below. The rest of us were al—

ways hanging out the window watching one or the

other of the janitress‘s children fall down the area

steps. But nothing disturbed him. All day he sat

there and wrote, or cut clippings from mountains of

newspapers, or read. Sometimes he would stop read—

ing and look up, beckoning with his long thin fore—

finger, and a little, thin, bowed old woman would come

trotting to the desk. In all the months that I watched,

before I came to know them, never once did I see

him call her in any way but this, so that I pictured

her always sitting there, beyond the light from the

window, watching and waiting for her summons. *

Then he would flick the mass of paper from

nis desk with one of the fine motions of his long hands,

and spreading some particular sheet upon the desk,

he would read to her, pointing here and there in em—

phasis or explanation. She listened attentively, nod—

ding her head and glancing at him from time to time.

When he laughed she laughed also, always a little be—

hind, like an echo that never catches up.

At four o‘clock he left the window. At five the

blinds in the second window came down, the window

was opened a little from the top. A few moments later

the little old woman came and sat down at the desk.

She always sat for a little while doing nothing at all.

Never have I seen anyone who could sit so restfully,

so utterly at peace. Then after an interval she would

fold back the curtain and quietly open the window.

It always seemed to me that she did this cautiously,

listening with her little gray head cocked like a fright—

ened bird‘s. And once it was noiselessly opened she

leaned upon the sill in perfect contentment, looking

up and down the brick walls. She never spoke. After

a while she came to smile and nod to me, but once

when I called to her, she drew in hastily, her finger

on her lips.

Yet there was not the smallest change at any of the

windows that she did not note. In her short half hour

there she was like a spectator at a play.

When the light faded in the well she closed the win—

dow. Then for perhaps an hour she would sit and read,

but never at the desk. A little before eight she began

picking up the papers and magazines the old man had

left scattered about, piled them in neat piles upon the

bench beside the desk—the desk itself she never touched

—turned out the light and went to bed. Very early in

the morning I would hear her sweeping and putting

the "library" to rights.

Twice I met her on the stairs bringing home her

marketing in a little basket. She smiled and nodded
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but fluttered away before I could hold her in talk.

It was late in the winter, however, before I came to

know her.

It was a stormy night and all the flapping shutters

of the rickety old house were possessed of haunting

devils. They creaked and cried and begged to be set

free, and the wind whistled through the window cracks,

and I was very, very sure that all the ideas in the

world had been used up ages before, when I became

conscious that a light tapping sound had been going

on for some time. I hurried to the window and there

was my neighbor, leaning from hers and tapping with

a feather duster fastened to the broom.

"Have you a bit of mustard?" she called softly.

"He‘s quite bad."

But before I could reassure her, she drew in and

closed the window, making the motion for silence, her

finger on her lip.

In a few moments she let me quietly in, took the

mustard, and drew my head down to hers.

"Thank you, dearie. I don‘t know how I came to

let the mustard all run out. I ALWAYS keep a bit

on hand. "Shussh," she added, "I wouldn‘t want

him to hear, my dear.

letting anyone know. Mr. B

He would never forgive it

is terrible proud."

With that she pushed me gently into a chair and van—

 

ished. In a moment I heard her in the room beyond,

crooning over the old man. His panting breaths grew

easier. In a little while she came out, drawing the

door partly to behind her.

"I don‘t know what I should have done without you.

Fancy my letting the mustard run out like that. But

it‘s a long time since he had a spell." And then, just

as if I had known her always, she began to talk, in

a kind of soft, gentle flow, like the motion of a shallow

river through a flat meadow.

"He‘s so proud. It would kill him if anybody knew

about his spells. Now if it was me, my dear, I‘m

afraid I wouldn‘t have the courage to ‘keep it all to

myself like that. I would want a bit of sympathy. I

always was a powerful one for sympathy. Mr. B 

says it‘s weakness to need other people, but I always

did like ‘people." I guess it‘s because he‘s so educated

he don‘t need them. He‘s very finely educated, my

dear. He was ready for the bar, they‘ve all been bar—

risters in his family, when, when—— He‘s had a lot

of trouble, indeed he has. If it weren‘t for his WORK

I don‘t know what he would have done. It has been

a wonderful thing. Without it he would have been

very lonely, I‘m afraid."

I took one of the worn hands in mine. "He has you.

He doesn‘t need anybody else."

"No, dearie, it isn‘t that." She blushedfaintly under

her withered skin. "I‘m really not a worthy com—

panion for Mr. B——. He should have married an edu—

cated woman like himself. She could have helped him

in his work."

"Is—is he writing a book?" I ventured.

"Oh, no, dear," she whispered back. "With his

clippings, I mean. He has been clipping for ten years

now. See." She trotted to a curtained corner and

drew aside the curtain. Almost to the ceiling they
reached, bundles and bundles of paper clippings. Each

was carefully tied with string and a card hung loosely.

She dropped the curtain and came back. "He has mil—

lions," she whispered, "millions, all tied and ‘labeled.

He can put his hand on any subject in a moment.

That," she pointed to an old chest of drawers behind

the desk, "is full of pictures. He can get a picture

to illustrate any article in a twinkling."

"Does he expect—is he going—to USE them in any

it

Spadoni
way?" I gasped, weak with the thought of all those

millions of words that had not been allowed to die.
"Oh, no, dearie; it‘s his WORK. He‘s been doing

it now for ten years. It‘s quite wonderful, only I can‘t

explain very well, but if he will consent to see you,

I‘m sure you would be interested. But we see so few

people, my dear, practically none at all. Mr. B———

says so few people have a ‘sense of values these days.‘

It‘s just ‘hurry and babble.‘ That‘s the reason we

don‘t live in a front apartment. He says all the bustle

and silly hurry about nothing distracts him from his

work, I did miss the cars back here terrible at first,

but then I have no WORK. If I had Mr. B ‘s edu—

cation perhaps I‘d feel the same. Would you like to

 

come over sometime and talk to Mr. B——?"

"I don‘t know," I answered helplessly while Mr.

B——‘s "education" loomed fearfully before me. "Do

—you think—he——‘

There was a sound from the next room. She rose

quickly. "I think I can manage it. You just keep a

lookout, dearie, and I‘ll beckon you some day. About

three. He grows a little weary then and really needs

some relaxation." Then she trotted softly into the

next room and I let myself out quietly.

It was four‘ days before I saw her smiling and

beckoning from the bedroom window and I went

over. The old man at the window turned his swivel

chair and his clear, gray eyes smiled a welcome.

"I would rise," he said courteously, "but my limb in—

capacitates me," and I saw that his foot was sadly

twisted and that he walked with a cane. "I must thank

you," he continued. "Mrs. B has told of your

great kindness the other night." His long, slim hand

disclaimed my protest that it was nothing. "You are

mistaken. Real kindness is very rare in these days of

‘babble and hurry.‘ " s

"But among fellow workers, Mr. B——

"Ah," he said softly, "that is rarer still. There are

few real workers. It‘s all bustle and hurry. There‘s no

method, no routine." He rolled the words like tidbits

between his clean, chiselled lips. "And there‘s nothing

possible without routine. Routine and method." The

little old woman nodded and crossed her hands in her

lap as one settling to hear and enjoy. "Where would

my work be if I had no system? I can‘t imagine any

work that would so soon become confused without

routine as clippings. Each subject has its allotted mo—

ments just as the finished bundle has its allotted place.

In the morning I read science and travel and art and

politics and mark the passages worthy of saving. Then

in the afternoon from one till three I clip. From

three to four I devote myself to illustrative pictures.

By that time I am a little tired and the mental strain

is not so great. Then each day I practise caligraphy,

quite a lost art now, and attend to my mail."

 

\ When I went away, an hour later, just outside the

door the little old woman took both my hands in hers.

"You‘ve done him lots of good, dear. And you will

come again, won‘t you? You see," she added wist—

fully, "I‘m not brilliant like you and Mr. B—— and

I can‘t talk to him the way you do, but I‘ll enjoy listen—

ing. It‘ll be quite a treat."

1. 1 +]

| WASHINGTON, May 17.—The Fed—
|eral Supreme Court to—day recessed
E Tuesday, June 1, when opinionswo
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will be announced. Notice was given
that the court will recess from Juue 1
to June 14, and then to June 21, on
which date it will adjourn until next
October.
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  Privacy in Love Affairs
HE other night in the company I was dining
with the talk turned upon the right to privacy
in love—making. A woman, a "respectable

married woman," had given the rather inchoate dis—
cussion the particular "punch" by remarking that were
she to begin life over again she would claim the right
to keep any intimacy an entirely private concern, a con—
cern of the man she loved and herself.. The intrusion
of others she greatly resented, a gross impertinence
she held it, a very amazing condition to which we sub—
jected ourselves. I glanced at her wedding ring and
smiled, and in what followed whenever she was ad—
dressed by her husband‘s name it seemed as if a flash—
light were turned on the advertisement she so resented

But the interest of the moment did not center for
me upon that resentful lady as much as upon the re—
ception by the others of her plea. Some did not under—
stand it, those whose minds ran to the non—conjugal
relationship to which they had at once assumed she
was referring. She was at some pains to point out the
distinction between the secret relationship, adultery
self—confessed, and the private relationship which does
not have to be furtive because whatever it is it is no—
body‘s business. The mating we call marriage is no
more the affair of the public, she asserted, than the
mating we call adultery. "And by the public I mean
not only the state," she added, "not only the community
at large, but my acquaintances, my friends, my rela—
tives."

"But would it be fair to them, would it be fair, for
example, to the men you know?" And the man who
asked this question in behalf of the proprietary theory
went on: "A man does not make love to a woman he
associates with another man. The conjugal advertise—
ment saves him the trouble. Nor does he want to be

a pirate." "Piracy is quite attractive to some

‘men," someone had the sense to laugh.

A woman, a professional feminist, spoke: "To a

woman, too, it is of advantage to have limited auto—

matically the sexual advances made her. The sexual

approach eliminated she has a chance for relations of
another kind with men, for intellectual, human rela—

tions. That is one of the best things come out of fem—

inism."

"Between a relationship all sex as in the ante—feminist

past and the entirely sexless relationship you say ap—
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peals to you I don‘t see much to choose from," re—

joined the Respectable Married Woman. "Why keep
sex so tagged and docketed? So shunted off from

human relations? Sex is a part of every personality,

and into any personal relations between a man and a

woman it naturally enters—more or less. Whether

more or less is to be decided for itself in each case,

otherwise a relationship isn‘t personal at all, it‘s im—

personal, a status relationship, a relationship of the old
order,"

To the question of privacy a man brought us back

by asking the Respectable Married Woman why she so

objected at any rate to the sex intimacy being known.

"You wouldn‘t mind publishing your friendship with

a woman, would you?" he asked. "Yes, I would," an—

swered she. "I don‘t like to be tagged as a friend

either. ‘The tagging in either case is a handicap to

other personal relations; it‘s an assertion of monopoly.

Not exactly proprietorship, but monopoly. I would

want privacy as an anti—monopoly guaranty if for no
other reason."

"What of the spirit of glorification which prompts

to publishing the intimacy?" asked another man. "The

, more a man cares for a woman the more he wants

everyone to know about it, he glories in it." We as—

sented to the truth of this observation of human na—

ture, and waited with curiosity for the answer. "That

spirit is extremely common, I know," rejoined the Re—

spectable Married Woman, "but it is a spirit essen—

tially of monopoly, and I maintain that it takes the

spiritual edge off an intimacy. At any rate it is no

argument for denying privacy to those who feel that

the fine flower of their relation is bruised by self—ex—

ploitation." That last word we left to her, I for one

wishing she might indeed begin life over again—just

to show us. Ersre Crews Parsons.

Did He Get Off?

¢¢ JEFFERY MARTIN, who said he lived at No. 219
West 22d street and was foreman of the jury

which convicted Frank Tanenbaum, the I. W. W. agi—
tator and church disturber, was arrested on a charge
of misuse of the mails. It is alleged that he sent in
fictitious orders and collected commissions on them.
"Martin admitted getting the money, according to

Assistant United States Attorney Stanton, but said the
Government ought to let him go because he was in—
strumental in convicting Tanenbaum."—News Fem.

 

 
 

  

Conversation

With the Resident Doctor (who is also Professor of

Physiology) of a Leading Woman‘s College.

HE student has written a brief item for the college

weekly on birth—control and the Sanger case.

Dr.: If outside papers get hold of it, the good name

will be lost. I shudder to think of it!

Srupent: It would do them good to know that cel—

lege women are discussing things like that.

Dr.: My dear, when you are ten years older you

will know that one of the most important things in life

is—well, you won‘t like the word delicacy, so Ill say,
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decency.

Stupznt (indignantly) :

It was sane and straightforward and—

Dr. (suddenly) : You don‘t believe in birth—control?

My article wasn‘t indecent.

Srupext: I do.

Dr. (angrily): Do you know what it would lead

to?

Stupent: They‘ve tried it in France, and——

Dr.: Yes, and look how their birth—rate is falling!

StupeNt: It‘s a good thing. France is one of the

thriftiest and most prosperous countries in the world.

Dr. (triumphantly): France didn‘t like a falling

birth—rate when the war broke out and she didn‘t have

enough men !

Stupznt (struck by the force of this argument re—

lapses into silence). C: B0.

The Emotionalist

E annoys me; for why does he float

On such false golden cloud,

Or splash through such cisterns of tears?

He‘s so fond of a "lump in his throat."

"It‘s got me, my boy!" is the language he uses;

Eternally gapes with the crowd,

And vibrates to their joys and their fears.

One minute he hates you; the next,

With tears in his eyes,

He wrings off your hand. He‘s as frank

As a child that is jolly or vexed.

Most times there‘s the whiff of a drink or so round

him.

He doesn‘t "pretend to be wise." (
He‘s a "business man—known at the bank." A

k
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He is slapped on the back by the "boys."

"Well, what‘s the good word !"

Life‘s a snorting bad broncho he rides,

Yet a riotous romp he enjoys.

Good actors and orators stir him to thunderous,
Feeling applause. He is stirred
By "raw life" in tumultuous tides.

Histrionics he shows—and yet all

Of his nature, not part,

And his slow, elephantine finesse
And his rapid mood—changes enthrall ;
So I miss him when gone, for I can‘t tell just how
But the fellow creeps into one‘s heart
As the symbol of generousness.

It‘s true.

—

After all, life to him
Is brand—new every day.
To feel things, not stopping to think;
On the high seas of drama to swim;
Experience sensations—well, that‘s all of life,
As an artist might say 4
So he gulps life down quick, like his drink!

Wirrtam Rose Bengt.
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Obituary
HO does not know Elbert Hubbard? His

expansive figure and expansive smile under

his broad—brimmed hat, his flowing tie and

his flowing words, were among our American in—

stitutions, like Niagara Falls and Barnum‘s circus.

America has lost a picturesque figure, and business

an efficient ally. It is hard to imagine what Ameri—

can business was like before Elbert Hubbard went

into partnership with it. Nevertheless, there was a

time when he and it stood apart, unwitting each of

the other.

It is of this earlier Elbert Hubbard that we would

briefly speak.

First there was Brann and his Iconoclast: a crude,

rude, boisterous, blasphemous, intelligent, stupid,

obscene and interesting little paper published in

Texas. Then young Elbert Hubbard started the

Philistine, refining a little on that model. After

Hubbard came a host of others, but the Philistine

led them all in popular interest. Elbert Hubbard

had something to say; and he knew so much more

about psychology than the professors who taught it

in the schools, that he got a lot of people interested

right away. There must have been considerable

satisfaction in this, and for a while that satisfaction

was all he had—the pleasure of saying what he

thought about religion and morality and manners

and institutions. He was no man‘s servant, and he

could say what he pleased in the way he pleased.

Well, he pleased to make fun of the preachers‘

hell, and laugh at hypocrisy, and uncover shams,

and do things that were generally shocking to timid

A section of the public that was just begin—

They liked his

common sense and his irony, and they were tickled

They felt as one

always feels in the presence of a frankly self—ex—

pressive personality. They felt good. This was the

beginning of the clientele of "Fra Elbertus."

minds.

ning to think, warmed up to him.

by his mildly indecent anecdotes.

A healthy instinct of workmanship, a natural love

of outdoors and simple living, were part of his

make—up. And upon these he founded the Roycroft

shop and farm at East Aurora. He set people to

working at furniture and bookbinding, and he made

a place that was one of the best health resorts

in the country. He invited his friends there, and

taught them to like buttermilk better than Three

Star Haig & Haig.

There always was a streak of plain American bluff

in him, though. He took the printing of William

Morris, and produced the loathly _parody

upon which God ever laid offended eyes, and this

he palmed off on an unsuspecting public as "art

He took sentences from Oscar Wilde or Epictetus,

or Emerson, or the Bhagavad—Ghita, and palmed

them off too as his own. But one couldn‘t bring

oneself to hate him for that, when he was being so

much hated for bigger reasons.

most

»

For ne was hated: he had that much virtue in him.

He was hated by the cowardly, the hypocritical, the

respectable. God! how he was hated! It shows

how much trouble one man can stir up by telling a

few truths.

And then came his—well, his transformation.

You remember the "Message to Garcia"? That did

it. Some shrewd railroad president read that bril—

liant little essay, and communed with himself some—

what as follows:

"Here is a man who could be useful to me. He

could be made useful to the whole of the employing
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class. For he has a way of

making —obedience attrac—

tive. He imbues ordinary

shipping — clerk efficiency

with a military .splendor.

Well, I don‘t suppose we

can do anything with him—

these writing fellows are so

obstinate—but  I‘ll buy a

hundred thousand copies of

this issue, and put one in

the hands of every em—

ployee on my road."

He did. And that issue

of the Philistine boomed.

For three days Elbert Hub—

bard‘s fame obscured that

of the heroes of the war.

Everybody read the "Mes—

sage to Garcia." School

children were assembled by

their teachers to hear it

read.

The Message of Capital—

ism! Do as you are told,

instantly, unquestioningly,

efficiently, and you are a

little hero.

How the heart of the na—

tion thrilled to it! And

Elbert Hubbard did not fail

to sense this. He had

written it sincerely enough,

and, as you might say, accidentally. But when he saw

what a success it was, what a chance it offered him—

well, he never wrote many things that were altogether

sincere and accidental after that.

As an ordinary "genius," with ordinary character,

Elbert Hubbard would have come through life with

his quackery subordinated to his honest idealism

sufficiently at least to merit a widespread sorrow and

a warm word of praise at his death. But the chance

to be a paid prophet of capitalistic morality, the

chance opened by the "Message to Garcia," was too

big for him. He was too much excited by it, in the

regions of his self—love and love of money, to let

NEEDLE
SIT at home and sew,

I ply my needle and thread,

But the trip around the garment‘s hem

Is not the path I tread;

My stitches neat,

With their rhythmic beat,

Keep time to very different feet,

On a different journey sped.

Now, glad heart

Tip—toe, tip—toe,

They must not hear you,

They must not know,

They must not follow where you go.

Bare, brown feet on the dusty road,

Unbound body free of its load,

Limbs that need no stinging goad

Step, step out on the dusty road.

Friends to greet on the jolly road,

Lopeing rabbit, and squatting toad,

Beetle, trundling along with your load;

Hey, little friends,

Good—day, good—morrow,

You see me to—day,

You forget me to—morrow.

13
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it go. He made it the basis of a new career.

So the boisterous free thinker, the frank, outspoken

ironist, the laugher at hypocrisy, disappeared, and

in his boots stood a new person, eminently respect—

able though picturesque, an upholder of our insti—

tutions, a preacher of capitalistic morality, a faithful

servant of American Business. Only a certain per—

sonal lovableness, and a thinned—out wit remained

to show you it was the same man.

And now he is gone; and though the brave and

hearty streak he had in him very likely flashed out

at the last in some act of heroism, not many of us

have enough enthusiasm left to say. so.

T RAV EL
Time to chase you across the road,

Lopeing rabbit, and poke you, toad,

Upset you, beetle with your load;

Hey, little friends,

Good—day.

Bare, brown feet in the shelving pool,

Unbound body, relaxed and cool,

‘Limbs lying bare and beautiful;

Hey, green pool,

Good—day, good—morrow,

You hold me to—day,

You forget me to—morrow.

Time to float in you, rapt and cool,

Swim the rapids above you, pool,

Dive in your waters bountiful;

Hey, sweet friend,

Good—day.

I sit at home and sew,

I ply my needle and thread,
But the trip around the garment‘s hem

Is not the path I tread.

Marcarer Frence Parton.
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HILE I was on Blackwell‘s Island a strike

took place amongst the prisoners. The

conditions are very bad, but bad as they

are some deliberate incentive is necessary

to force the men into an open protest, for, peculiar

as it may seem, the prisoner, once behind the bars,

is generally very submissive and will bow his head

to almost any amount of abuse without resistance.

At least without general resistance among the men.

But this time abuse was so deliberate and unjustified

that almost every prisoner on the Island joined in

open rebellion against the authorities.

As I know the story, the riot seems to have been

precipitated by the Warden in an effort to discredit

Miss Davis, the present Commissioner. It seems that

the Warden and Miss Davis did not pull well together,

and probably for political reasons the Warden wanted

a riot because that would have been the best way to

discredit her and prove to the world that a woman

was not fit for that position.

"Independence" Day

The Warden began by mistreating the Randall

Island gang. It was on the night of the Fourth of

July and the boys in the old prison could see

through the windows the passing boats and hear the

music and laughter and songs of young people as

they sailed by. Now you must understand that most

of the boys inside the prison are young and filled

with the will to live, and the sight of women and the

sound of music would naturally rouse in them a

feeling of anger and hatred against the bars which

closed from them the joys of life. So some of them

did what you or I would have done. One or two

whistled and a few others made some sort of racket.

This was the only means they had of expressing

themselves and ridding themselves of the intensity

of feeling in their breasts. Of course, this was

against the rules. The usual method of procedure

on the part of the authorities would have been to

find and punish the men who had created the dis—

turbance, but instead of that, the Warden deprived

all of the men in that section of their privileges. It

must be understood that privileges inside a jail are

the most valuable things a prisoner has, for having

your privileges means that you can hear from your

friends and family; that you can see someone you

love at least once in two weeks, and that you can get

an occasional package of tobacco or other little gift,

which, though small in themselves, mean so much

to a prisoner.

Over a hundred men were deprived of these things

because a few had given vent to their feelings con—

trary to the rules of the prison. This had no prece—

dent in the institution. It was usually understood

that those to be punished were the guilty men. But

here the Warden punished over a hundred men, most

of whom were innocent of any violation of the rules

whatever. It was a deliberate attempt to force the

men into some sort of demonstration. This is not

all. When the men stepped out on the Warden‘s

day and asked when their privileges would be re—

stored to them, he told them, "In two weeks." And

later, when they asked again, he said, "Go back to

your cells or I will put you in‘ the cooler."

I cannot tell you of just the kind of feeling that

this roused in the men. One of the boys told me

Frank Tanenbaum

later, "Frank, we went back to our cells with murder

in our hearts." |

A few days later the riot broke out. Even then it

might never have taken place but for the stupidity or

the desire for trouble on the part of one of the

keepers.

While in the mess—hall, but one—half of which was

full, two of the boys belonging to the Randall Island

gang quarrelled. One of the keepers, "Flat—footed"

Hayes, raised his club to strike one of the boys on

the head. This was a very foolish thing to do under

the circumstances, for the mass instinct of self—pres—

ervation in a mass so individually helpless as are

men in prison, is very strong. The keeper no sooner

raised his club to hit the boy, than someone threw

a two—and—a—half—pound bowl and hit him on the

head. It is not known who threw the first bowl, as

a general uprising of the men in the mess hall took

place immmediately.

With cries and shouts of anger they began throwing

dishes at their.keepers. It was an instantaneous out—

break, a sudden gush of hatred and anger against

the system in general and their immediate grievance

in particular. I was just coming into the mess hall as

the thing began. My gang was one of the first coming

in—from the shops and I was among the first of that

gang.

How It Looked

I shall never forget the sight that greeted me as I

entered that mess hall. One—half of the men were

on top of the tables shouting excitedly and throwing

their bowls at the flying keepers, who with their

hands over their heads and faces were making for

the nearest doors which would take them out of the

men‘s reach. The other half of the men were under

the tables, their heads covered with their coats,

trembling with fear, trying to protect themselves

against the bowls which were flying all over the

room, striking both keepers and prisoners.

The hysteria, the shouting and the anger of the

men as they threw those bowls, howling for once at

the top of their voices without being told to keep

quiet, was a thing never to be forgotten. I remember

seeing one old gray—haired man sitting under one of

the tables, holding on to an iron foot with both

hands, trembling like a wind—shaken leaf, opening and

closing his mouth in his fright.

A few minutes later one of the keepers found his

lost courage and stuck a pistol through one of the

doors and fired two shots into the air. A terrible ery

of fright and desperation went up from the men, and

as if with the purpose of finding the nearest place of

safety, they rushed against the sides of the walls and

lined up one next to the other, their faces white with

fear.

A deadly silence broke over the room, but it lasted

only a minute, for the men soon recovered and the

shouting recommenced. Two more shots were fired

and then the men gradually quieted down. The

doors had been locked leading from the mess hall.

The keepers were lined up against the windows with

drawn guns. The Deputy Warden came into the hall.

I was in the dining room and saw everything that

happenedthat time. I was standing in a door leading

from one dining hall to the other. In my own part

of the dining room there were some men sitting

A STRIKE IN P RISO N

watched over by two keepers with drawn guns trem—

bling in their hands. One of the keepers gald, od

will level the first man that stands up." But no one

paid any attention to him, for they all stood up to

watch the excitement.

In the report given out by Miss Davis about that

riot she said that the Warden came into the room

and raised his hand and everybody sat down. I

sometimes wish he had come into the room at that

moment. He would have been the mark for a hun—

dred bowls and some of those boys can throw very

straight. There would have been a kind of poetic

justice in his receiving some of those bowls as they

came flying at his head, for all the cruelty he has

imposed on the men under his charge during the

thirty years of his wardenship would have been

partly repaid. But he never came near the dining

room. He knewonly too well what it would mean.

"Jelly"

After the men quieted down they began filing out

of the dining—room, and we in the other dining—room

and the rest of the gang who had just been coming

in when the riot began, were allowed to have our

supper. Everything was excitement and some of the

boys took advantage of it to have their fill of jelly,

as it was "Jelly night," grabbing as many plates as

they could, the keepers being too frightened and too

busy to take any notice. I had two plates myself.

After that we went back to our cells and were

locked up for the night. But there was no order that

night. The men howled and shouted at the top of

their voices, gave vent to their feelings, humiliated

and repressed for so long a time, without regaid for

or fear of consequences. The Warden was seen pass—

ing from the prison to his home. As he passed every

window, the men inside raised such a terrible din

that nothing can be compared to it.

Next morning all the men who were in the mess

hall when the riot broke out were locked in their

cells. They were not permitted to come out to wash

or to have breakfast. The shop gangs, to which I

belonged, on the other hand and who had not been in

the mess hall, were let out, under double guard, and

given something to eat. I remember the scene in the

‘dining room that morning. ‘There were half as many

prisoners and twice as many keepers as usual in the

dining—room, all standing as if on pins and needles.

A bowl—fell off the table and crashed upon the stone

floor with a bang. One of the keepers next to me

jumped about five inches into the air as if he had

been shot, grabbed his club and looked wildly at

the men laughing in his face, eating their food and

enjoying his discomfiture.

In the mess—hall word was passed around among

the boys that unless the other men were let out we

wouldn‘t work. It was going to be one for all and

all for one, and the Warden was responsible for the

riot, anyway. He had punished the men without

cause. He threatened them, after punishing them,

with more punishment, and even then it was a keeper

who had precipitated the riot by trying to hurt one

of the men in the mess—hall. If we allowed him to

get away with it, he would turn around and do the

same thing to us to—morrow or any other time he

willed it. The men locked up must be taken out,

given a chance to wash and have breakfast or we
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"THEY AIN‘T To BB NO SWIMMING AT CONEY THIS SUMMER."

"way nor?"

"pHEY SAY THE GERMANS HAVE POISONED THE OCEAN."

would refuse to work. We returned to our cells.

The time came for us to go to work, and we all filed

out as usual into the shops. Inside the shop we sat

down at our benches and refused to work.

The Warden came into the brush shop where I was

working and wanted to know what was the matter. I

had been chosen spokesman by the men. "Why,

what‘s the matter with you boys," he said. "Why

don‘t you work? I didn‘t do you anything. You

have no grievance," etc. I explained the meaning of

solidarity to him and told him that the men had no

intention of working until the other men were taken

out of their cells. In anger he turned to one of the

boys and said, "Why don‘t you work? What did I

do to you?" The poor boy, frightened and upset by

the warden‘s question, didn‘t know what to say.

After recovering himself, he faltered that he had a

brother who was locked up. "So," said the Warden.

"Now I understand, you have got a good reason.

How many more men here have brothers locked up

in the other part of the prison? All those who have

can refuse to work and rightly so."

"Brothers"
It looked as if there were very few men who had

brothers locked up and that our strike would be

broken up. As spokesman for the men I said, "War—

den, Jack has got the most wonderful reason in the

world. He has got one brother locked up and I

have got a hundred brothers locked up. And every

one of them must be given a chance to wash and

something to eat before we will do a stroke of work."

At this I walked out of the shop, the rest following.

The boys in the other shops were watching through

the windows for our shop to go on strike, as it was

understood that the brush shop was to strike first

and the rest would follow suit.

We had no sooner stepped out into the air than

the boys in the other shop started in. The brush

shop was quiet, nothing happened there, but fire was

set to the tailoring shop and a great many of the

machines were destroyed and belts cut. The same

thing happened in the other shops, in the shoe shop,

paint shop, bed shop, etc. The boys simply avenged

themselves on the system.

When the men inside heard that we had gone on

strike in sympathy with them, they welcomed us with

the greatest cheering and shouting and there was

wonderful glee and enthusiasm. When the men got

back into the prison they broke every window in

sight.

In Control

Everything they could lay their hands on was de—

stroyed. They were in complete control of their

part of the prison for about a half an hour. Every—

thing they could they threw through the windows.

It was the spirit of hatred let loose satiating itself

on what it could. After that we were all locked up.

That night the boys asked for a speech. I com—

plied. After that I was taken to the Warden‘s office.

It was a very hot night and I was undressed and

lying on the floor. Some six keepers came over to

my cell, one of them saying, "That‘s him. Hurry up

and get your clothes on." The prisoners shouted,

"Let him alone! Bring him back! Be brave!" and

other words of cheer. The Warden said to me,

"Tanenbaum, what did you do?"

of having done anything," said I. "Why do you make

speeches to the men?" "Why, because the men are

right and you are wrong." "Lock him up!" he yelled.

I was on my way to my first visit to the cooler.

I was told to undress, stripped naked, given an old

and dirty pair of trousers and shirt and one old dirty

"I am not aware

 

  
blanket. As I didn‘t seem to be very much upset,

one of the keepers said, "You don‘t seem to give a

damn whether we put you in the cooler or not."

"Why, no, I rather think I am glad to go to the

cooler. My jail experiences would not be complete

if I didn‘t go there." "Well, you‘ll get yours, any—

way," said another. "Oh, well, I‘m not kicking." One

lanky, sickly—looking man among them who was

hated by all the prisoners said, "You aren‘t, hey?

Well, we will finish your education." "I don‘t know

about that, but you had better hurry, I only have

six months more." "Well, I suppose you will write

another book?" He seemed to think I was guilty of

writing a book. I said, "Oh, yes, and have you for

the chief character in it." He looked angrily at me,

tightening his grip on his club. But the other keep—

ers laughed. The joke was on him.

Then I was taken to the cooler. The cooler at

that time was nearly full as a result of the riot. I no

sooner entered than the men began to yell and shout

at the keepers to drive them out of the cooler. I was

locked up and then they left. I found myself in a

little bare room, just four yellow walls, a hard stone

floor and ceiling. There were only two things in the

room with me, an old wooden bucket without a cover

on it and an old dirty blanket.

Getting Acquainted

After the keepers left the room there was a little

silence. Then a prisoner called "Hello, new man,

who are you?" "Frank." "What Frank?" I told

them. Then they shouted, "Is that you, Frank?"

"Yes." "Why are you here? What are the boys

doing? Hows the strike? Are they sticking to—

gether? Do you think they will win?" Then we

talked and discussed our chances of winning. In all

the time I was in that jail I had never spent such a  
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pleasant few hours, talking freely, saying what I

wanted. Really becoming acquainted with the men.

The cooler is a very interesting place, because it

reveals the finest qualities in the human being in

prison. The men are not allowed to have anything

to smoke, but occasionally they smuggle in a little

bit of chewing tobacco or a "butt and striker." And

instead of using it up for themselves, they tear their

blankets and shirts up into strings, calling them

"trolleys," and spend hours trying to pass a little

bit of chewing tobacco over to the boy in the next

cell or in the tier below them. They will stick their

hand out through the bars as far as their wrists, for

they will go no further, and then struggle for hours

trying to sling this string to the man in the next cell,

and so on from cell to cell and from tier to tier

until every man has had a tiny piece.

I had never chewed in my life before, but I cer—

tainly enjoyed it in that cooler. Anything in your

mouth is better than nothing when you have neither

water or food, more than just a bit of each once in

every twenty—four hours.

Miss Davis

The second day we were in the cooler Miss Davis

and some reporters came in to visit us. The report—

ers were told that the men in the cooler were the

most desperate and hardest to handle and that they

were the leaders of the strike. That we who were

in the cooler were incorrigible. The facts were

just the opposite. The boys in the cooler were the

kindest of heart and the most sensitive to wrong

done. A man who will fight for what he considers

his rights, even in jail, is a far more valuable man

and worthy of admiration than the man who will sub—

mit to abuse.

Miss Davis walked from cell to cell, asking the boys

what they had done. Most of them said "Nothing."

They really had done nothing. The worst any of them

had done was to holler. But then everyone had hol—

lered when the riot and strike was on. Seemingly

afraid that the reporters would not receive the right

impression, Miss Davis changed her tactics, and as

she approached ‘every cell, said: "You are in here for

nothing, aren‘t you? You didn‘t do anything? This

man is in here for nothing," she would say to the re—

porters and laugh.

She asked one of the boys, "What did you do? You

are in here for nothing, aren‘t you?" "No, ma‘m, I

hollered." Miss Davis turned to the reporters and

called them over to the cell, saying, "Here I have

found a man who did something. He hollered."

A Conversation

She stopped at my cell andsaid, "Who are you?" I

told her. "What did you do?" "I took the side of the

men." ‘"Why don‘t you, for once," she said in anger,

"take the side of law and order?" "I will just as soon

as law and order happens to be on the side of justice.

In this case it happens to be on the side of injustice. It

seems to me that those of you who are always shout—

ing about law and order ought to complete your sen—

tence and say, ‘Law, order and injustice."

Miss Davis‘ "Sympathy"

A few days later Miss Davis paid us another visit.

The men in the cooler were suffering from hunger and

uncleanliness. There was only one thing that Miss

Davis had to say to the boys then. I have never for—

gotten it and I never will. It has always seemed: to

me a thing most out of place for a woman to say

under those conditions. She said to one of the boys—
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"Don‘t expect any sympathy from me. I have no pity

for you." We didn‘t ask her for anything, we didn‘t

want her sympathy and didn‘t need her pity. We were

all taking our medicine without crawling or belly—

aching about it.

That phrase of Miss Davis‘ went all over the prison.

I believe by this time it has made the rounds of every

institution, and whatever esteem the boys still had for

her suffered a great fall.

The Strike Broken

In the meantime, the strike was going on. For four

days there was nothing done on that island. With the

exception of the dock gang and the bakery shop, every

prisoner was on strike. They were only forced to go

back to work from hunger. As they were locked up

for the first two days they got nothing to eat but one

slice of bread and a cup of water on the night of the

second day, and then one slice of bread and a cup of

water every morning and night after that. For nearly

thirty—six hours they were not even taken out to empty

their buckets, which were overflowing.

One old man died of heart failure. We all felt it

was as the result of the hunger which he was forced

to undergo.

At one time some of the men were taken out with

their buckets, there was a little disturbance. The keep—

ers drew their clubs and split their heads.

One man received sixteen stitches as a result of a

blow.

The spirit of the men was gradually broken and

they were put back at work one by one. The Warden

used to come to the cooler and talk to the men there,

every day. One day he said to me, "Tanenbaum, I am

Warden thirty years and this has— never happened to

me before."

Another time he complained to me about what I had

done—taking the side of the men. I told him of the

glorious achievements of revolution in the world. He

said, "Oh, yes, revolution may be a good thing outside,

but it‘s hell in here."

What the Strike Meant

The men didn‘t gain anything through that strike,

probably because they had no definite grievance and

made no definite demands. It was simply a sympa—

thetic strike with the men who had been punished—

and it is this that makes the thing so significant to me.

Bound and shackled as the men in prison are, the cord

of human sympathy is still there. And that it is there

‘is proven by the fact that these men underwent such

voluntary suffering when they had nothing to gain and

all to lose bytaking sides with the other men.

The Real Instigator

That the strike was the result of a deliberate attempt

on the part of the Warden is proven to me by another

incident which happened about three months before I

left the institution. An order was given that all men

should have their hair cropped, including all men serv—

ing out fines and all those having less than forty days.

Until then most of them had been allowed to keep

their hair, and when the order was enforced it was

always limited to men having more than seventy days.

Men doing their fines were left alone.

It must be understood that close—cropped hair is an

attribute of the convict and it takes more than forty

days for it to grow out to its normal length. Many of

the prisoners determined never to submit to having

their hair cut. Fortunately the order was changed in

time by the Administration of the Department of Cor—

rection. If that change of order had come one day

later than it did, and if an effort had been made to

cut the hair of the men in the outside gangs, who

would have been the first, there would have been a far

more serious riot than the one which took place in

July. Here the men had a real grievance and every

prisoner in the institution was affected. I know that

there was a large number of us whose hair would have

been cut only after we had been knocked unconscious.

The Scapegoats

One more thing about the strike I want to tell is

this: I know that the Administration was informed by

at least two people known to me personally, about ten

days before the riot broke out, that unless something

was done to change the methods of the Warden that

there would probably be an outbreak on the Island.

In the face of this warning the Administration stood

by and sawsome of the boys, chosen as scapegoats,

sent away for long terms as instigators of the riot.

One of these boys, Joseph Williams ("Buttons"),

who belonged to the Randall‘s Island gang, among

whom the riot first started, had no friends and no one

to go to his defense, and was thought well suited for

this purpose. He was taken to court, tried for starting

the riot, and sentenced to five years in Auburn. He

had no more to do with the outbreak than I had. I

suppose the fact that he was a mulatto helped to ease

the conscience of those who framed him up. The thing

was easily accomplished by having two keepers swear

that they heard him say or do a certain thing.

Another boy, George Moran ("Dingle"), is doing a

year. They placed various charges against him, rang—

ing from simple assault to felonious assault with at—

tempt to kill. All of the charges except one fell

through for lack of evidence. I believe the judge who

sentenced him on this charge remarked that he was

skeptical as to his guilt.

Eight of the men who were on the jury which con:

victed "Buttons" served also on the jury which found

"Dingle" guilty.

There were a number of other men sent away for

various short terms, amongst them the following:

Thomas Carley, almost dying from a dope—habit,

pleaded guilty. He was told that if he didn‘t he would

be found guilty and given the limit.

James Larkin, intimidated in the same way, pleaded

guilty.

An Italian boy "took a plea" and got 60 days.

Slattery took a plea and got 60 days.

An attempt had been made to intimidate "Buttons"

and "Dingle" into pleading guilty. But they refused.

So they got it hard.

All this in spite of the fact that the Administration

was informed that there would probably be an outbreak

precipitated by the Warden, and in spite of the fact

that anyone who knows anything about the conditions

in the Institution at that time is convinced that the

real instigator of the strike was the Warden himself.

 

One Result

sje: JOHN C. POLLOCK, who came from

Kansas City to preside temporarily in the

criminal branch of the United States District

Court, made the lawyers and spectators in his

court sit up and take notice yesterday by refusing

to send one offender to Blackwell‘s Island be—

cause he understood ‘the local penitentiary is

not run well‘"—News Item. 
 

  

  



  
  

Drawn by Glenn O. Coleman.

  

   

 

 
  

  
 

 
 

    

  

    

mnadinessintasimnce

THE LApY: "t THOUGHT THERE WAS To BE A FUNERAL HERE."

THE CLERGYMAN: "THERE Was A FUNERAL HERE, BUT IT WAS HELD EARLIER IN THE pay."

"caN YOU TELL ME IF THERE IS TO BE ANOTHER FUNERAL ANYWHERE THIS AFTERNOON 9"
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LABOR‘S PRISONERS OF WAR —By Anton Johannsen

[The trial of M. A. Schmidt and David Caplan, on ‘a charge
of murder growing out of the Times dynamiting case, will take
place in Los Angeles this fall. Anton Johannsen, ‘General

Organizer of the United Brotherhood of Carpenters, presents
their case in this article, as he presented it before the Commis—

sion on Industrial Relations, and in speeches in New York City.]

HIS case grows out of the famous McNamara

case. In order to get an intelligent under—

standing of the social forces that lie in the

background, it will be necessary to know that

in gor, in the office of J. P. Morgan in New York

City, the United States Steel Corporation was or—

ganized. It was resolved by the Board of Directors to

eliminate Unionism from this industry. Every effort

has been made both legally and otherwise to carry out

this resolution. This corporation was organized with

one billion and a half capital stock. The real value

was approximately three hundred million. This stock

paid from 4 to 5 per cent. dividends. In order to be

able to pay interest on watered stock at the rate of

$5 to $1, in addition to the enormous accumulation of

property by this corporation there was no way except to

take it from the sweat and blood and lives of labor.

In the industrial war that followed this gigantic at—
tempt to crush Unionism every single labor union in

this industry has been destroyed, with the notable ex—

ception of the Bridge and Structural Iron Workers.

Having crushed their attempts at organization, the

Steel Trust proceeded to exploit them mercilessly. It

was shown by the Stanley Commission in the United

States Congress that in this industry the men work

twelve hours a day every day in the year.

It is my judgment, and was so stated to the Com—
mission, that any institution responsible as the Steel

Trust is for destroying the spirit of protest in the souls

of approximately one million men, women and children
is infinitely more criminal, and more dangerous to
civilization, than the McNamaras and their associates
could have been if all the charges made against them

had been true, which labor denies.

The McNamaras represent the policy of militant re—
sistance to this overwhelming power—a power. which
has an advantage over labor so colossal that one can
hardly find words to describe it—a power that has used
every form of civilized violence and every form of
brute force to increase its profits and protect its
privileges. Where that power has not been met by
militant resistance, the workers have sunk into the
most abject slavery. Rather than that, the Tron Work—

ers‘ Union declared war.

J. J. McNamara was elected secretary of the Iron
Workers in 1905. During his administration the aver—
age wage of the Iron Workers was increased from
$2.30 for nine hours to $4.30 for eight hours. The
membership increased from approximately seven thou—
sand to fourteen thousand. At the present time the
Tron Workers‘ International Union is stronger nu—
merically, financially and socially than it has ever been
in the history of its existence. The facts speak for
themselves.

It should be obvious to any reasonable human being
that the policy pursued by the Iron Workers‘ Union
gave a greater protection to its membership than the
policy adopted by those unions that were annihilated
and their people subjected to a twelve—hour day every
day in the year, and an average wage of $409 a year.
It is idle to talk about rights unless there is a power
to protect such rights.

Preceding the Times disaster, we find the Merchants
and Manufacturers Association in Los Angeles resist—

ing by all means, legal and otherwise, every effort on

the part of the workers and their friends to establish

a shorter work day and a wage commensurate with a

decent living. Until finally a general strike took place

in all the iron trades, which bade to be successful, when

the Government of Los Angeles without any warning

passed an ordinance called an anti—picketing act, which

prohibited union men from speaking to non—union men.

A meeting of the strikers was called, at which the

situation was put up to them. The ordinance if obeyed

would mean the dissolution of our strike. (On a secret

ballot they unanimously decided to resist. And they did.

Over five hundred men went to jail in that fight.. At

the climax of the fight, the Los Angeles Times—the

most violent and relentless enemy of Labor—was de—

stroyed.

In the spring of i911 came the arrest of the Mc—

Namaras. Then came Darrow to defend them. There

has never been in the history of modern industrialism

a situation in which Capital and Labor were so defi—

nitely pitted against each other. Every organization of

privilege, all the professional apologists, were lined up

on the side of the rich. And behind Darrow stood the

army of organized labor and its friends. A special

grand jury was kept in waiting to serve the rich. Before

this tribunal they dragged in every man and woman

who might be suspected of friendship and devotion to

the cause of labor. Threats of imprisonment were

made in case information was not forthcoming which

would serve the designs of the Merchants and Manu—

facturers Association.

Darrow, as chief counsel for labor, was surrounded

by spies, and all his associates and friends were con—

stantly shadowed by hired agents of the employers.

Darrow was not so young, and did not have the

physical strength he had at the Haywood trial, and

while his mind was keen and alert, his emotions tense

and subtle, his faith in the favorable outcome grew

less and less as time passed. The feeling of responsi—

bility weighed heavy on his heart and mind, until he

came to the conclusion that the only thing to do was

to advise the boys to plead guilty.

This came like a thunderbolt out of a clear sky, and

completely shattered labor‘s hopes—though we were

told, and it is undoubtedly true, that the business men

of Los Angeles, jointly with the prosecutors: had

agreed that in the event of the McNamaras pleading

guilty, there should be no further prosecutions, and the

golden rule be given an opportunity to demonstrate its

practicability.

On Thanksgiving Day, one day previous to the plea

of guilty, Darrow, Scott, Davis and McNutt, the four

attorneys for the defense, Lincoln Steffens, and a

Catholic priest, entered the county jail of Los Angeles,

and for seven hours pleaded and argued with the Mc—

Namaras, telling them there was no hope, no chance,

the only thing to be done was to plead guilty.

There is no evidence in the entire case that these

boys showed any yellowstreak. They bore up bravely

until the very last, and only agreed to plead guilty

when they were led to believe that there was no chance,

and that in the event of their pleading guilty they, and

they alone, would suffer.

They were further advised that the employing class,

particularly in Los Angeles, would meet with labor and

make an effort to bring about an adjustment that

would bring about an eight—hour day and a living wage.

In less than thirty days after the plea of guilty, fifty—

eight additional indictments were brought against that

many labor leaders. The bloody hand of the Steel

Trust was stretched out in nearly every important city

in the country to choke and stifle the militant members

of the Iron Workers and other international unions.

Let it be said to the everlasting credit of the mem—

bers of the Iron Workers that they stood by their peo—

ple loyally and bravely to the very last. And after the

imprisonment of their comrades, they so arranged their _

affairs as to provide with bread the women and chil—

dren who were dependent on these prisoners of war.

During this entire fight the women were brave and

faithful, and not one traitor could be found among 3

Mrs. Painter, of Omaha, Neb., lined up the

in the

them.

women in the corridor, after the conviction

trial at Indianapolis, and with clenched fists went to

each one of them, saying, "Don‘t you cry. Put your

And when our men go to

Some day labor will

tears in your muscles.

prison, we will take up the fight."

understand.

At the trial at Indianapolis, the jurors were all farm—

ers, far removed from the industrial whirlpool, and un—

able to understand labor‘s suffering and its consequent

point of view.. The defence had no chance to enlighten

the jury. ‘Every charge against labor was admitted into

the ‘record, and every charge against the Steel Trust

was considered irrelevant, incompetent and immaterial,

on the ground that the Steel Trust was not on trial.

Lincoln Steffens tells a story about J. B. McNamara,

when he approached him in the county jail on Thanks—

giving, and said, "J. B., the judge understands. He

will not speak harshly, and in passing judgment on you,

the Christian spirit will temper his language with love

and mercy."

J. B. just smiled and never uttered a word.

And Steffens says he didn‘t understand that smile.

But on the: following day, after he pleaded guilty, and

threw his life in the balance, for the state to do with it

what it pleased, Judge Bordwell denounced him bitterly,

giving full vent to‘ his feelings of hate. And again

J. B. looked over at Steffens and smiled.

that Steffens ‘understood what J. B. meant:

"You damn fool, Steffens; everybody believes in

dynamite, including Judge Bordwell."

These boys are to—day in their prison cells, asking

nothing from labor, or from anyone else. Their faith

and spirit has not been broken.

And now for the final drama, which is about to be
staged in Los Angeles—the trial of M. A. Schmidt

member of Carpenters‘ Union, No. 138, New York City,

and David Caplan, member of Barbers‘ Union 195,
Seattle, Washington. These men were arrested on a
charge of murder growing out of the Times disaster,
tlie former arrested in New York City, the latter in
Seattle, after a lapse of four and a half years.

—

They
are both intelligent men, with a clear understanding of
the labor struggle. They ask no charity or pity from
their friends, and no quarter from the enemy. The
trial is set for September 1, 1915.

There has never been an opportunity presented where
the men and women who have some conviction, and are
fighting for a better social order, to demonstrate their
earnestness ir. the fight, by helping these two men, and
so prepare the defense as shall guarantee a strong
presentation of the underlying purpose back of the
prosecution and persecution of Labor.
May I request the readers of Tm® Masses who are

interested, to contribute financially their mite to this
fight? All such funds should be sent to Tom Barker,
540 Maple avenue, Los Angeles, Cal.

It was then
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Drawn by K. R. Chamberlain.

THE Jj ONES. FAM ILL Y G 6 OU BP
(Mr. Jones believes that Family—Limitation is criminal)

REVOLUTIONARY BIRTH —CONTROEL
A Reply

HE interesting objectors to birth—control seem

to be of two kinds: those who find it libi—

dinous, or at least a violation of something

sacred, and those who think it is not revo—

lutionary enough, it is a palliative, a method of pro—

moting contentment in poverty.

Of these two positions the latter is more interest—

ing to us, but we wish to meet the former also on its

own ground. For from the standpoint of knowledge

as well as of revolution, we believe in this fight.

Whether society were built on the exploitation of

the workers or not, whether society needed revolu—

tion or not (if we can imagine a society that didn‘t),

it would be the heart of moral wisdom that the

bearing and rearing of children should always be a

deliberate and therefore responsible act. The direc—

tion of instinctive activities by intelligence is

dom, and "wisdom is virtue," and those who hesi—

tate to direct intelligently this most momentous of

wis—

to Some Correspondents by Max Eastman

activities, through a superstitious subjection whether

to "God‘s law" or "Nature‘s,"

than they are wise.

They are, in fact, more like salmon thanlike saints.

For indiscriminate propagation against an enormous

death—rate is the regular method of survival for those

lower forms of life. And only as we ascend the

steps of we find parental care and

social regard lowering the death—rate, and the ten—

dency to propagate indiscriminate multitudes falling

away.

are no more virtuous

evolution do

That is all a matter of physiology and instinct, of

course, until we come to man, whose regard for the

individual life is so great that even his low instinc—

tive rate of reproduction far outruns the need of his

race. It outruns the capacities of his environment.

And therefore in this more even than in

others, his instinct needs to be checked, or hindered

of its results, by intelligent action.

matter,

We do not mean to ignore our "disembodied" cor—

respondent, who writes:

"Let‘s see—you are talking about birth—control—

why not try a little self—control?"

We say to him, "By all means—go ahead." One of

the methods of preventing conception, and one that

is widely although by no means universally known,

is to refrain from physical relations with persons of

the opposite sex. We should like to make that, and

all the benefits and disbenefits that attend it, known

to the public along with the others. And for persons

highly sublimated, or not strongly sexed,

wish to spend a great deal of energy upon a negative

effort, we have no doubt it will prove satisfactory.

Our correspondent assures us that for him it has

proved satisfactory; and we are glad to pass the

But for other temperaments, high

or who

information along.

spirits and a working subordination of the sexual

factor in life cannot be permanently attained in this  
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way. And these temperaments are doubtless the nu—

merous ones, and for them other contraceptive meth—

ods are desirable and wise.

It behooves us here more than anywhere else, to

refrain from dogmatism, for the varieties of sexual

disposition are as the varieties of men. They are the

varieties of men. And no one need think that when

he has "made an experiment of twenty—odd years," as
one correspondent has, and reached a conclusion, that
his conclusion of necessity applies to anyone but
himself.

We are not advocating that the public should
prevent conception, or trying to enforce a particular
solution of sex—problems; we are advocating that the

knowledge which is relevant to these problems be

accessible to all.

"The Sexual Question," by August Forel, trans—

lated into English, and published by Rebman and

Company, New York City, is the classic in this de—

partment of medical and moral science. Forel is

recognized as a leading authority by men of science
all over the world, and has been for years. His

book is expensive, but it contains the information

that the laws prohibit, and I suspect that anyone

who can afford the price could secure it. "Necessity

knows no law," as the great Puritan declared.

So much for the promotion of Knowledge.
But in a society which stands in such need of

social revolution as ours, it is difficult to promote
with much passion knowledge which has no bearing
on that need. And we sympathize with those read—
ers who object to our propaganda of Birth—Control
as "true but irrelevant," and not appropriate to a

revolutionary magazine. We sympathize with their

statement that "the important thing is to make it
possible for the working people to have all the chil—
dren they want." But we think they misapprehend
the relation of Birth—Control to the working—class
struggle, and our prime motive in taking up the issue.

Perhaps, in its more general form, the question
does not belong to Tie Masses—or at least it does
not belong there any longer. For since our March
number was published, the New Republic, Harper‘s
Weekly, the New York Tribune, the New York
American—to mention only the most respectable—
have been giving the question publicity, and are
probably making a great many more converts to it
than we did. The propaganda is fairly launched in
the American press, and we are satisfied.

now lay the general question aside. But we have
still the task of advancing its revolutionary signifi—
cance, of answering from this time on, our second
class of objectors.

We can

L A S
HE most delightful book of the year so far—

you might not know it from the title—is "Are

Women People?" by Alice Duer Miller, just
published by the George H. Doran Company (60c.
net). It bears the sub—title, "A Book of Rhymes for
Suffrage Times," and lest you think it an earnest and
humorless piece of propaganda, we hasten to tell you
it is not. It is the cleverest, funniest, sharpest col—
lection of satirical verse that has appeared since Char—
lotte Perkins Gilman‘s "In This Our World." (Per—
haps you haven‘t read that book. Well, you have

missed one of the joys of life.)

The poem which opens the book, though it seems to
have been first published in a newspaper only recently,
has traveled all over the world, and is probably familiar

to you. It is the one which begins:

You‘re twenty—one today, Willie,

And a danger lurks at the door—

THE MASSES.

It will be interesting to them to know that the

first leatiet in the English language describing the

technique of contraception, printed in 1823, and

known to the journals of that time as "The Dia—

bolical Handbill," was attributed to Robert Owen,

the father of British Socialism. It was printed

anonymously but very elegantly, addressed "To the

Married of Both Sexes," and distributed with a let—

ter signed "A sincere well—wisher to the working

classes."

It seems probable to a writer in the Economic

Review, from whom I gather these facts, that the

leaflet was actually written by Francis Place, another

social radical of that time, but with the approval and

support of Robert Owen.

Whoever wrote the handbill, the significant thing

is that it was written and distributed in the interest

of economic liberty. It was a part of the surge ot

revolutionary feeling in England at that time, and I

suspect that a good share of its "diabolicalness"

arose from that.

James Mill had cautiously, and as it were surrep—

titiously, alluded to the subject of Birth—Control in

an article on "Colony" in the Encyclopaedia Britan—

nica in 1818, Speaking of "the best means of check—

ing the progress of population," he wrote:

"And yet if the superstitions of the nursery were

discarded, and the principle of utility kept steadily

in view, a solution might not be very difficult to be

found; and the means of drying up one of the most

copious sources of human might be

seen to be neither doubtful nor difficult to be ap—

plied."

And still better for our respectability (and for Bill

Sanger‘s prospects) James Mill‘s son, John Stuart

Mill, the greatest English mind of the nineteenth

century, was "in company with some others inter—

fered with by the police," in the words of his biog—

rapher, "for distribution of papers in promotion of a

scheme for artificially checking the increase of pop—

ulation." Or, in the version of an enemy, writing in the

London Times, he

"fell under the notice of the police by circulating

copies of ‘What Is Love, and flinging down the

areas of houses, for the edification of the maid—ser—

vants, printed papers or broad—sheets containing [a

description of preventive measures]."

Thus were the radicals of that time sowing truth

reaping persecution. Even Jeremy Bentham

was with them, and agreed, if somewhat tacitly, that

his "principle of utility" should become so specific

an instrument of revolutionary agitation.

In 1822 Francis Place published his essay on pop—

evil

and

 
‘James A. Field in the Economic Review for April, 1911.

TABU E NO T LEAS
and bears upon a well—known anti—suffrage argument:

They smirch, degrade and coarsen,

Terrible things they do

To quiet, elderly women—

What would they do to you!

There are many more things in the book quite as

delightful. It punctures with a graceful or impatient

wit a hundred banalities :

Charm is a woman‘s strongest arm;

My charwoman is full of charm;

I chose her, not for length of arm,

But for her strange elusive charm.

And how tears heighten women‘s powers!

My typist weeps for hours and hours:

I took her for her weeping powers—

They so delight my business hours.

ulation, including a chapter on "Means of Preventing

the Numbers of Mankind from Increasing Faster

Than Food is Provided." And from this time for—

ward, according to Graham Wallas," he

"continually advanced the neo—Maithusian posi—

tion in argument with every workingman whose con—

fidence or gratitude he could earn, in every working—

class newspaper that would admit his letters.

As a consequence his name, for twenty years, was

hardly ever mentioned in print without some refer—

ence, deprecatory or abusive, to his notorious opin—

ions. [ Good men refused to be introduced to

him.. 4

That this invaluable propaganda, so well and so

eminently begun, should have died out almost en—

tirely for fifty years, is one of those mysteries of

time like the dark ages. It reappeared in England in

1876—8, when a great deal of public scandal culminated

in the trials of James Bradlaugh, Mrs. Besant, and

others, for "offending against public morals" by

offering for sale a book describing contraceptive

devices.

It did not reappear in the United States until 1902,

when Dr. William J. Robinson began to publish the

Critic and Guide. But ‘we trust it may rise to some

final crisis, so far at least as the law is concerned,

on June 18, 1915, in the trial of William Sanger

»

‘before the courts of New York for "circulating ob—

scene literature."

It was the opinion of those earlier radicals, as 1

understand it, that birth—prevention would solve the

problem of low wages by decreasing the number of

the workers and so increasing the demand for their

labor over the supply. To their thinking birth—con—

trol was the revolution, so far as they conceived

revolution. And though we conceive a revolution

more complete than the mere elevation of wages,

and though we do not believe that the instincts of

parenthood can be so far abrogated as to produce

it in a mechanical fashion, still we know that the

connection in those men‘s minds, and hearts, of

birth—control with social—revolutionary progress, was

radically right and true.

An unskilled worker is never free, but an un—

skilled worker with a large family of half—starving

children cannot even fight for freedom. That for

us is the connection between birth—control and the

working—class struggle. Workingmen and women

ought to be able to feed and rear the children they

want—that is the end we are seeking. But the way

to that end is a fight; a measure of working—class

independence is essential to that fight; and birth—

control is a means to such independence.
 

"Graham Wallas, "Life of Francis Place."

A woman lives by intuition. 5

Though my accountant shuns addition

She has the rarest intuition.

(And I myself can do addition.)

Mr. Carter, of Oklahoma, made a speech against

woman suffrage. He said: "Women are angels, they

are jewels, they are queens and princesses of our

" What do you suppose Alice Duer Miller did

Well, you‘ll have to read the book to find out.

We can‘t quote everything here, and besides, our book

department wants to sell you the book.

 

heart

to him?

If you are a woman, you will take a malicious (and

quite justified) pleasure in this pretty vivisection of

And if you are a man, and don‘t

believe that women are on to you (on to us, I should

say), read this book and you will jolly well find out!

F. ®.

masculine vanity.
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Now is the time to prepare for

MAX EASTMAN‘S
 

President Wilson said of Eastman‘s

talk on humor, "The most delightful

combination of thought and humor I

have ever listened to."   

COUNTIRY—WID
 

 

"Nothing finer or moreinspiring has

been said than Max Eastman‘s plea for

a universal franchise."—Boston Globe. LECTURE TOUR
  

For the benefit of the Masses

(""Our Foremost Propagandist of Socialism‘‘—Vanity Fair)

 

Albany

Buffalo

Detroit

Toledo

Cleveland

Columbus

Cincinnati

Indianapolis

Springfield

Louisville

St. Louis

Chicago

Milwaukee

Madison

Minneapolis

St. Paul

Sioux City 

Mr. Eastman will
visit the following, or
nearby cities, if satis—
factory booking ar—
rangements can be
made in advance:
Poughkeepsie Des Moines

Omaha

Lincoln

Denver

Salt Lake City

Ogden

Butte

Helena

Spokane

Seattle

Tacoma

Portland

Sacramento

Oakland

San Francisco

Fresno

Los Angeles

San Diego  
 

Max Eastman, the editor—in—chief of this magazine, is now in Europe, an

eye—witness of the World War.

In the fall he will return and prepare for a lecture tour of the United States.

There will be two large meetings in New York city and then Mr. Eastman
will face west. This will be in January. Now is the time to make arrangements
if you want Mr. Eastman to speak in your city. Secretaries of local organiza—

tions, or lecture bureau officials, in any of the cities listed in this advertisement,

or near—by cities, are requested to immediately write for particulars and terms.

 

LECTURE SUBJECTS:
Revolutionary Progress Feminism and Happiness

What is Humor and Why? Poetry Outside of Books

*Psycho—Analysis
*See the currentissue of Everybody‘s Magazine for Eastman on this wonderful new medical science—‘curing souls."  

By the first of September we want to have Mr. Eastman‘s itinerary made
up. In general, the lecture plan calls for a guarantee of a stipulated number
of annual subscriptions to The Masses, on favorable terms, and the covering

of travelling expenses. The first announcement of this important lecture trip

was made last month and many applications have been made.

We want to hear from the officers of Socialist, Radical, Labor Union,

Woman Suffrage, Collegiate and Literary organizations in every one of the

cities mentioned. Do it to—day! "First come, first served."

Address: Business Manager

The Masses, P. O. Box 101, Pennsylvania Terminal, N. Y.
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\ 
(Continued from page 3)

The Challenge of Facts, and other cs—
says. By the late William Graham
Sumner. Edited by Albert Gallo—
way Keller, "Merits consideration
as an antidote to much popular
loose thinking." A. L. A. Booklist.

25 net. Yale University Press 

The Fundamental Basis of Nutrition,
by Graham Lusk. "Clear,  practi—
cal, brief." Educational Foundation
(Third printing). Cloth. 50 cents,
net. Yale University Press.
 

Bankrupting a Great City (the story
of Ngw York)—Most remarkable
story of a municipality ever told—
90,000 words—strikingly illustrated.
This book tells how Three Billion,
Two Hundred Million Dollars of
the people‘s money were spent in
18 years and how the city‘s re—
sources were given away to indi—
viduals and private corporations. It
shows how excessive private for—
tunes were‘ created out of public
franchises while the city became
impoverished. A story that will
awaken ALL the people. Cloth. 75
cents; heavy paper cover, 40 cents,
postpaid. Author and publisher
Henry H. Klein, Tribune Building,
New York City.

The Red Geranium, together with My
Son and The Case of Mathews, by
William Carleton. Real narrative—
more absorbing than fiction—with a
message that lingers. $1.35 net.
Small, Maynard & Company, Bos—
ton.
 

The Story of a Labor Agitator, by
Jos. Buchanan. A stirring account
of thirty years of Western Labor
Movement. Published at $1.25 net;
our price 60c., postage paid.

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

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

 

 

American Labor Unions (by a mem—
ber), Helen Marot. $125 net.
Henry Holt & Co. Comprehensive,
informed and just statement of the
union case.

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

 

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

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

 

tent and the Social Rage, by
Adolph A. Berle. The author points
out that fio enduring social advance
can be made without an underlying
moral and spiritual base. 12m.
$1.50 net. Postage 12 cents.
 

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

SOCIALISM
Socialism as the Sociological Ideal: A

Broader Basis for Socialism, by
Floyd J. Melvin, Ph.D. Strikingly
original. "I have rarely come across
a more satisfactory interpretation
of modern socialism." — John
Spargo. Send $1.35. Sturgis Wal—
ton Company.

Call of the Carpenter, by Bouck
White. A life of Jesus of Nazareth
as a workingman. "A book that will
make history."—Prof. George D.
Herron. Send $1.25.
 

Why I Am a Socialist, by Charles Ed—
ward Russell; new section, "Socialism
and the Great War" is the first gun
fired in the world—wide socialistic
campaign that is bound to follow the
War, You must read it to under—
stand your part. Net, $0.50. George
H. Doran Company.

Why the Capitalist? by Frederick
Haller, LL.B. In this book a law—
yer throws down the gauntlet to the
defenders of capitalism. The book
is a brief in refutation of the doc—
trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.10.

War of the Classes, by Jack London.
A sociological study including a
chapter "How I Became a Social—
ist." 12m, cloth, 33 cents, postpaid.

Labor in Politics, by Robert Hunter.
Just published. This book mar—
shals an array of facts which leaves
Mr. Gompers not a leg to stand on.
Send 25 cents.

The Theoretical System of Karl Marx,
by Louis B. Boudin. Easily the
best American statement of Marx—  

  

 

ian theo Refutes the "Revision—
ists." hird edition just ready.
Cloth. ($1.00. Kerr & Co.

Sabotage, by Emile Pouget, trans—
lated by Arturo Giovanniti. THE
book on this subject. Cloth, 50c.;
paper, 25¢. Kerr & Co.

Must We Arm? Celebrated debate
between Hon. Augustus P. Gardner,
chief advocate of armament, and
Morris Hillquit, Socialist. Fore—
word by Algernon Lee. The best
selling Socialist book of the season.
Hot off the press. Send to cents.
The Masses will take orders for
quantities at reduced rates, from
dealers, societies locals or free
lance lecturers.

 

 

 

 

    

 

   

Books Masses Editors Advise You To Read

FLOYD DELLS GREEK MAX EASTMAN‘S LOUIS UNTERMEYER‘®
s o emenarnly. SHELF OFP BELLES

"The Greel ommon— "How ¢ Think," by
wealth," by Alfred John Dewey, Pro— (Ae —
A. Zimmern. Send...$8.00 Tessor of. Philos— ama s

«c «c ophy and Education, Drift and Mastery,Euripides: "Hippo— n tiFuee Ir Raoune: Columbia, Univer by Walter Lippman.
Ais d s t o p h anes‘ site. Bend 200. $1.10 Send g1.60
"Frogs," Trans— "The fart Nature A oaee Atcotit, 4

lated by Gilbert SOLSHT cas Endesimieni od
Murray. Send.... .. Ame =>. hornd § Peous." lhe. Mar

"The Trojan Women," Mn. & , seks% i 8. atson, B. Eastman. Send.... 1.85

eis"sed s msl*avyicta Fem Cie "Darwinism Today "g, f he New
"Medea— Translated by Vemon L. Re esinamends

ilbert Murray. log f *
y.ole at. iyiy penheim. Send.... 1.30

"Electra." Translated Oppenheimer, D.,
by Gilbert Murray. Tin (mgcatea by "Pan‘s Garden,". by

ohn itterman, p fas
ates 4 paaki anA sorfan U" 1.60# f "Peycho—Analysis," by wood. Send.... —
fas tes":in Ernest Jones, Send. 4.35_ Murray. Send.... a "The Psychology, of "‘The Crock of Gold,"

Stit ru.y‘s By James Stephens:
Murray. Send...... 15 tras «55 Send asan nene}. 1.35

     
  

     
Socialism and Democracy in Europe,
by 8. P. Orth. $130 net:) Henty
Holt & Co. Besides a clear exposi—
tion of the status and organization
abroad it gives latest socialist "pro—
grammes."

Social Environment and Moral Prog—
ress, by Dr. Alfred Russell Wallace.
"Our whole system of society is
rotten and. the social environment
the worst the world has seen." Send
$1.25.

Socialism Summed Up, by Morris
Hillquit. This authoritative work
first appeared in Metropolitan Mag—
azine. Fine cloth edition, 25 cents.

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

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

First and Last Things, by H. G. Wells.
A confession of Faith and a Rule of
Life. Wells sets forth the convic—
tions and ideas which constitute his
social faith, and have provided him
with a rule of life. Send $1.60.

The Socialists and the War, by
William English Walling. See
advertisement on page 2. $1.50
net.

Are you interested in the problem
of Unemployment? Are you
seeking for a comprehensive plan
for the abolition of Poverty? If
so, you must read "The Social

Commonwedlth," by Bernard A.
Rosenblatt. Cloth, $1.00 net.
Lincoln Publishing Corporation,
37. East. g9tl St.. New York.
Judge Ben B. Lindsey says of it:
"It is a book that ought to be in
the hands of all progressives, no
matter what party they may be—
long to."
 

SEX
The Sexual Instinct, its use and dan—

gers as affecting heredity and morals,

 

by Scott. "Plain Spoken." Treat &

Co. Cloth. Send $2.00.

Man and Woman, by Dr. Havelock
Ellis, the foremost
sexual characteristics.
edition. Send $1.60.

authority on
A new (5th)

mnm

 

Robinson: The
Limitation of Offspring by the Pre—

A new book by Dr.

vention of Pregnancy. ‘The enor—
mous benefits of the practice to in—
dividuals, society and the race
pointed out and all objections an—
swered. Send $1.00. The Critic &
Guide Co.

Sexual Problems of To—day, by Dr.
 

 

Wm. J. Robinson. A book every
radical should read. Send $2.15.
Critic Guide Co.

Eros, by Emil Lucka. The Devel—
opment of Sex Relation Through the
Ages. Translated by Ellie Schleuss—
ner. The author‘s main thesis is that
genuine love, the synthesis of the sen—
sual and the ideal, is something en—
tirely modern. Send $1.83.

Forel‘s The Sexual Question. A trans—
lation of the Zurich professor‘s
book on the studies of sex. Reb—
man Co., New York. Send $5.50.
A special thin paper edition, $1.60.

Sexual Life of Woman, by Dr. E.
Heinrich Kisch (Prague). An epi—
tome of the subject. Sold only to
physicians, jurists, clergymen and

 

educators. $5.50.

Krafft—Ebing‘s Psychopathia Sexu—
alis. Only authorized English
translation of rath German Edition
by F. J. Rebman. Price, $4.35. Spe—
cial thin paper edition, $1.60. Sold
only to physicians, jurists, clergy—
men and educators.
 

The Small Family System: Is it Im—
moral or Injurious?‘ by Dr. C. V.
Drysdale. The question of birth
control cannot be intelligently dis—
cussed without knowledge of the
facts and figures herein contained.
$1.00. B. W. Huebsch, New York.

Our Prudish Censorship Unveiled, by
Theodore Schroeder. "Give every—
body a chance to know all that is
to be known, evem upon the subject
of sex." Send 15 cents.
 

‘Freedom of the Press and "Obscene
Literature," Three essays by Theo—
dore Schroeder. "There is tonic in
the things that men do not wish to
hear."—Henry Ward Beecher. Send
go cents.

Never Told Tales. Presents in the
form of fiction, in language which is
simplicity itself, the disastrous re—
sults of sexual ignorance. The
book is epoch—making; it has
reached the ninth edition. It should
be read by everyone, physician and
layman, especially those contemplat—
ing marriage. Cloth. Send $1.10.

Stories of Love and Life. A compan—
ion volume to "Never Told Tales."
Cloth, Send $1.10.

SCIENCE
A—B—C of Electricity—William H.

Meadowcroft. A book for any
age. Cloth, 50 cents net. Har—
per & Brothers.

 

 

 

On Dreams, by Prof. Sigmund Freud.
Authorized English translation by
Dr. M. D. Eder. Introduction by

 

Prof. W. Leslie Mackenzie. This
classic now obtainable for ‘$1.10.
Rebman Co.; New York,.

What Shall We Eat? by Dr. F. X.
Gouraud, chief of Laboratory of the
Faculty of Paris. Preface by Prof.
Armand __Gautier, —authority on
Foods, Feeding, etc. Send $1.60.
Rebman Co., New York.

 

(Continued on page 25)
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(Continued from page 24)
 

*
THE WAR

War What For, by George R. Kirk—
patrick. A striking explanation of
war. More than 150,000 copies have
been sold. Cloth, $1.00; Paper, 55
cents.

Germany and England, by J. A.
Cramb. $1 net. E. P. Dutton &
Co. This book was published at the
urgent suggestion of the late Lord
Roberts, who wished England to
understand the necessity of arming
against German aggression.

Builder and Blunderer, by George
Saunders. $1 net. E. P. Dut—
ton & Co. A study of the char—
acter and foreign policy of Em—
peror William by the Berlin
correspondent of the London
Times.

The War Week by Week, by Ed— >
ward S. Martin. $1 net. E. P.
Dutton & Co. How the war
impressed America. Interest—
ing and humorous.

Paths of Glory, by Irvin Cobb. The
most vivid of all first—hand pictures
of the War‘s horror and futility, with
a frank, clear message for America.
Net, $1.50. George H. Doran Com—
pany.
 

Christianity and International
Peace, by Charles E. Jefferson.
$1.25 ust.

The Spell of Flanders, by Edward
Neville Vose. A sympathetic and
timely account of "gallant little Bel—
gium." Illustrated. Net $2.50. The
Page Company.

PHILOSOPHY
What Nietzsche Taught, by W. H.
Wright. An epitome of the 18 vol—
umes, each explained, with copious
excerpts. The busy man‘s Nietz—
sche. $2.00 net. B. W. Huebsch.
 

HUMOR

By and Large, by Franklin P.
Adams. Send $1.10. Doubleday,
Page & Co. Just a reminder
that these delightful verses can
be had in permanent form.

DRAMA
The Dawn (Les Aubes), a symbolic
war play, by Emile Verhacren, the
poet of the Belgians, "The author
approaches life through the feelings
and passions. His dramas express
the vitality and strenuousness of
his people." $1.00 net. Small, May—
nard & Company, Boston.

 

The Modern Drama, by Ludwig Lewi—
sohn. An essay in interpretation.
The author presents an account of
the whole subject—not of aspects
and phases. Gives literary portraits
of Ibsen, Bjornson, Strindberg, the
Goncourts, Zola, Daudet, Porto—
Riche, Brieux, Hauptmann, Suder—
mann, Rostand, Yeats, Shaw, Wilde,
Macterlinck, Synge, etc. Send $1.60.

RELIGION
Christian Science Under the Scalpel.

Contents: The technique of its cures.
The cause of its popularity. The
deeper meaning of disease. Suffer—
ing in the light of Christian ethics.
Order from Dr. Alex. Emil Gibson.
Send to cents. 519 Chamber of
Commerce Bldg., Los Angeles, Cal.
 

Dominion Within, by Rev. G. A. Krat—
zer, dealing with the practical ap—
plication of Christian Science to
meet human needs. Six thousand
copies sold. 224 pages, cloth, $1.25.
The Central Christian Science In—
stitute, Hyde Park, Chicago.

POETRY
Some Imagist Poets: An Anthology.
The best recent work of Richard
Aldington, "H. D.," John Gould,
Fletcher, F. S. Flint, D. H. Law—
rence and Amy Lowell. 75 cents
net, postpaid. —Houghton Mifflin
Co.

 

 

The Dawn (Les Aubes), a symbolic
war play, by Emile Verhacren, the
poet of the Belgians. "The author
approaches life through the feelings
and passions. His dramas express
the vitality and" strenuousness_ of
his people." $1.00 net. Small, May—
nard & Company, Boston.

 

Chants Communal, by Horace Trau—
bel. Inspired and

—

revolutionary

prose—pieces. _Cloth. $1.10 post—
paid. Paper, $.30 postpaid. A. and
C. Boni.
 

Arrows in the Gale, by Arturo Gio—
vannitti, introduction by Helen Kel—
ler. This book contains the thrill—
ing poem "The Cage," and hundreds
of copies of it have been ordered by
Masses readers. Sent anywhere on
receipt of $1.00.
 

Fables for the Frivolous. These
brilliant sketches first appeared in the
New York Evening Telegram. Sam—
ple titles: "Jacques, the Lady Killer,"
"Engaged," "Motherhood." Send 8o
cents.
 

Ruggles of Red Gap, by Harry Leon
Wilson. Western life as seen by an
English valet Net $1.25. Postage,
to cents. Doubleday, Page & Co.

e

ALL.

leclasAninaccelcaccccs

Are Women People? A collection of

clever woman‘s suffrage verses. Re—

viewed in this issue. Geo. H. Doran

Co. 60 cents net.

Ree,CABGteheee

ate

eeethe,aemaeinentocceciaiece

Dead Souls—Nikolai Gogol‘s great

humorous classic translated from

the Russian. $1.25 net.

Enjoyment of Poetry, by Max
Eastman. "His book is a mas—
terpiece," says J. B. Kerfoot in
Lite.. By mail ‘$155. Chas.
Scribner‘s Sons.
 

Child of the Amazons, and other
Poems by Max Eastman. "Mr. East—
man has the gift of the singing line."
—Vida D. Scudder. "A poet of beau—
tiful form and feeling."—Wm. Marion

 

Reedy. —Mitchell Kennerley. $1.00
net.

Songs of Love and Rebellion. Cov—
ington Hall‘s best and finest poems
on Revolution, Love and Miscel—
lancous Visions. Now on press.
Paper. 5oc. John J. Weihing Ptg.
Company. ®

Challenge, by Louis Untermeyer.
"No other contemporary poet has
more independently and imperiously
voiced the dominant thought of the
times."—Philadelphia North Ameri—
can. $1.00 net.

The Likes o‘ Me—Those who have
been struck by the freshness and
beauty and strength of Edmund Mc—
Kenna‘s poems in The Masses will
want to possess a copy. Send 80
cents.

 

 

The Poet in the Desert, by Charles
Erskine Scott Wood. A series of
rebel poems from the Great Ameri—
can Desert, dealing with Nature,
Life and all phases of Revolution—

thought. Octavo gray boards.

   $1.00. For sale in New York,
Brentano‘s; _The —Masses Book
Store, 148 (W» card ‘8 Mother  

  
  

 

Earth, 20 East 1 f in Chicago,
Walter Hill, Marshall Field Build—
ing: in San Francisco, The White
House, Newbegin‘s.
 

Songs for the New Age, by James Op—
penheim. "A rousing volume, full
of vehement protest and splendor."
Beautifully bound. Send $1.35.

EDUCATIONAL
Mothers and Children, by Dorothy

Canfield Fisher. $1.25 net. Henry
Holt & Co. Clear and informed ad—
vice and discussion for modern
minded mothers.

 

 

Your Child Today and Tomorrow, by
Sidonie Matzner Gruenberg. "An
exceptionally sane, practical treat—
ment of the problems which con—
front fathers and mothers." J. B.
Lippincott & Company. $1.25. By
mail $1.35.

BIOGRAPHICAL
The Life—story of a Russian Exile.

Marie Sukloff‘s story of her childhood
in Russia, her imprisonment, her es—
cape from Siberia and her coming to
America. $1.50 net: postage, to cents.

POLITICS
Drift and Mastery: An attempt to di—
agnose the current unrest. By Wal—
ter Lippmann. Cloth, $1.50. Mitch—
ell Kennerley.

Our Judicial Oligarchy, by Gilbert E.
Roe. An x—ray examination of our
courts; why the people distrust
them; suggestive remedies. "I wish
a copy could be placed in the hands
of every citizen," says Senator La
Follette in his introduction. $1.00.
B. W. Huebsch, New York,

The Orthocratic State—Timely, orig—
inal, brilliant. The Unchanging
Principles of Civics and Govern—
ment, by ‘John Sherwin ‘Crosby.
t2mo. Cloth. Send $1.10. What
is the real business of government?
What should it accomplish? What
should be the limit of its endeavor?

GENERAL
Real Man or Slave Man—the latest
booklét by Sidney A. Weltmer, full
of help, inspiration and freedom—a
practical application of Thinking to
personal problems. It shows why
men are slaves to their thoughts
and how limiting thoughts may be
displaced. Postpaid 25c. Address
Dept. P. A., Weltmer Institute, Ne—
vada, Mo. _‘

Live Wires, a hopeful, helpful, hand—
ful of new aphorisms for the loafers
and loafmakers. Send 50 cents.

Supreme Personality, by Dr. Delmer
E. Croft. The book that is killing
the Devil. Makes you laugh at fail—
ure. A Doubt, Fear and Worry
cure. Sold by all news and book
stands, 25 cents, or by mail. Box
541, New Haven, Conn.

The Russian Empire of Today and
Yesterday, by Nevin O. Winter. A
valuable addition to any library and
an authority on Russia for many
years to come. Illustrated, $3.00.
The Page Company.

Salvation Army Exposure. A fast
selling book by a former officer.
Dealers, Agents, Street Speakers,
send 25¢. for a sample copy. George
W. Perry, 1237 West Madison St.,
Chicago, III.

A Guide to Good English—Rob—
ert Palfrey Utter. Offers in ac—
cessible forms the information
every writer needs. Cloth, $1.20
net. Harper & Brothers.

 

 

English Synonymes— George
Crabb. The help of our fathers,
ourselves, —and our children.
Cloth, $1.25. Full leather, $2.50
net. Harper & Brothers.

FREETHOUGHT BOOKS
The Rise of Religious Liberty in
America, by Sanford‘ H. Cobb. 541
pp., 8vo. Published at $4.00 by Mac—
millan; our price, $1.50, postage
paid.

 

 

 

Eros
The Development of

Sex Relation
Through the Ages

By

Emil Lucka
Translated with Introduction by

Ellie Schleussner

 

12° 400 Pages, $1.75 net.

 

Here is the first attempt ever
made to present a historical and
philosophical account of the de—
velopment of the passion of love
in all times, and the best critics
declare that Dr. Lucka has suc—
ceeded. His book is pronounced
to be the most searching and af
the same time most poetical work
on the subject. Like all remark—
able books, it has aroused cort—
troversy, for some Latin and Slay
thinkers resent bitterly Dr. Lucka‘s
conclusion that only the Germanic
race, including the British and
North American peoples, is capa—
ble of the highest love.

Lucka‘s main thesis is that gen—
wine love, the synthesis of the
sensual and the ideal, is some—
thing entirely modern.

"A book of the first impor—

tance and one that will rank

high.""—Cincinnati Enquirer.        

|
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PRISONS
YAWN

For This Courageous Woman

Mrs. Margaret H. Sanger
Because

Sho dares break stupid conventions
and write the Plain Sex Truths That
Every Woman Should Know.

During the past FOUR months we
have sold hundreds of copies of Mrs.
Sanger‘s two books.

"What Every Mother
Should Know"

(Paper—Send 30 cents.)

and

"What Every Girl
Should Know"

(Cloth—Send 55 cents.)

Order your copies today.

What Every Girl Should Know—Con—
trins a section once suppressed by
the postal authorities; Girlhood, Pu—
berty, Sexual Impulse; Reproduction;
Consequences of Ignorance and Si—
lence; Menopause.

Send 55 cents.

What Every Mother Should Know—
Stories mothers may tell their chil
dren.

Send 30 cents.

The Masses Book Store
P. O. Box 101, Pennsylvania Terminal.

NEW YORK,

 

"THE LIMITATION
OF OFFSPRING"

This is the title of a new book by William J. Rob—
inson, M. D., Chief of the Department of Genito—

Urinary Diseases and Dermatology, Bronx Hospital.

He says: "For over 20 years, namely since the be—
ginning of my medical practice, I have been convinced
of the very great importance, I might say the life and
death importance, of the knowledge of preventing
conception, of avoiding undesired pregnancy."

Dr. Robinson declares that the unwelcome child is
a family calamity, causing deepest anguish, the most
acute suffering ; he saw physical, mental and economic
ruin and, "I saw death—death by infection and death
by suicide."

The result is this notable book. It is written so all
may understand its truth. Published by The Critic
and Guide Co.

Send $1.10 to

The Masses Book Store
Box 101 Pennsylvania Terminal, NEW YORK

 

   
UNION LABEL

WORKING SHIRTS
BY MAIL TO YOU!

"Cones‘ Boss", the biggest working shirt
on earth. Equal to any non—Union shirt at
same price. FULLY GUARANTEED.

14 to 17

neck

measures

44 to 54

chest.

 

Heavy weight black with white stripe;
Black sateen; or medium weight dark or
light blue chambray. Double stitched. Re—
markable value. Made by Union operatives
under right conditions. Sleeve extra full
cut.

SPECIAL OFFER

Shirts to points east of Mississippi River,
sent $2.25
Prepaid _to points west of Mississippi River,

$
BIG VALUE FOR THE MONEY.

Send P. O. Order TO—DAY !

Endorsed by A. F. of L. Leaders.
Catalog union label goods FREE!

UNION LABEL PRODUCTS TRADING ASSOCIATION

Dept 90 P. O. Box 184, New York City.

 

 

Painful Childbirth in this Age of Scientific Progress is Unnecessary

THE TRUTH ABOUT
TWILIGHT SLEEP

By Hanna Rion (Mrs. Ver Beck)
In this message to mothers by an American mother, Mrs. Ver Bock presents with
authority and deep human interest the impartial and conclusive evidence of a per—
sonal investigation of the Freiburg method of painless childbirth,

12mo. Illustrated. $1.50 net; postage 12c.

McBRIDE, NAST & CO., 31 East 17th Street, NEW YORK
 

 

 

   TheBluebird Cottage
Columbia Avenue

On the Edge of the Woods BERKELEY HEIGHTS, N. J,

MARTHA VAN AUSDALL, Propr.

Do you want absolute rest, quiet, peace, with green trees, singing

birds, long, beautiful roads, mountainair, good food, fresh eggs and

milk; eight to ten dollars per week. This is the place for MassEs

readers.
Ten per cent. of my receipts go to subscriptions to Tix Masses.

Write immediately for particulars. You may commute daily to

New York.

  

Martha Van Ausdall, Berkeley Heights, N. J.     

One of our advertising
patrons, a well — known
publishing house, offers
to the readers of the
Masses the following

Book Bargains
At Less

than Jobbers‘ Prices

Books will be sent
promptly on receipt
ofchecks, P.O. money
order, express order,
or stamps.

French Pastellists of the Eighteenth
Century. Haldane Macfall. Their
lives, their times, their art and their
significance... 52 illustrations. 8vo.
211 pp. (Macmillan.) Net, $10.00
Our price, postpaid. .......>> $6.40

A B C of Animals. George A. and
Clara A. Williams. In this "A B C"
book the letters are associated. with
the names of animals. Colored pic—
tures, verses, ""eatchy." Ato.
Boards. (Stokes.) Nets $1.00.
Our price, postpaid. .......»« 65e

Standard Illustrated Book of Facts:
Ed. _by —Harry —Thurston —Peck,
Leather. (Synd. Pub. Co.) 1150
ages... $1.00.

o Our price, postpaid... ..++>+> $1.40
 

The Famous Lectures of Ingersoll
15¢ each. —$1.55 for the set of 13

1. "Crimes Against Criminals"
2. ‘"What Is Reiigiont"
3. ‘What Must We Do to Bo

Saved t"
4. ‘Liberty of Man, Woman and

Child"
&. "Rell"
6. ‘The Bible"
T. ‘Which Way!"
8. ‘‘Shakespeare" "At the Tomb of

Napoleon" "At a Childs
Grave" "Oration at His
Brother‘s Funeral"

9. ‘Intellectual Development"
10, ‘(Ghosts"
11. "Gods"
12. "Orthodoxy"
18. Skulls"

 

Schopenhauer‘s Essays. With Preface
by T. Bailey Saunders, M.A. Our
special price 69¢ postpaid. 455 pages.

Roget‘s Thesaurus of English Words
and Phrases... Newly Revised Edi—
tion, printed from the plates used in
che quarto edition sold at $7.50.
Our special price, postpaid..... $1.07

Byndicalism and the . Co—Operative
Commonwealth, by Emile Pataud and
Emile Pouget. Foreword, by Tom
Mann, Preface by Peter Kropatkin.
Drawings by Will Dyson. Trans.
from French by Charles. Imported
edition.
Our price, postpaid....... .. 690

Seen in Germany, By Ray Stannard
Baker. IIl. with photos. Drawings
by George Varian. "Germany from
the Inside by an American Journal—
ist." Cloth, 817 pages.
Our Special Price, postpaid. . ..65e

Greek View of Life, By Prof. G.
Lowes Dickinson. A general intro:
duction to Greek literature and
thought for those, primarily who do
not know Greek, With translations
from 12 of the Greek writers, dram—
atists and philosophers.
Our Special Price, postpaid. ...T7o

Tliad and Odyssey. The Homeric
Stories, done into English prose by
Andrew Lang, M.A., S. H. Butcher,
M.A., Walter Leaf, Litt, D., and
Ernest Myers, M.A. ‘Ill. 622 pages.
Our Special Price, postpaid....770

Studies in European Literaturé. Crit—
ical estimates of Ibsen, Molicre,
Rostand, .Lessing, |Schiller, Hugo,
Goethe, Macterlinck, Heine, Haupt—
mann, Sudermann, etc., by Profs.
Warren, Harrison, —Peirce, —Trent,
Lovett, ‘Deering.

 

  

 

Oa . Specisl Peice ss 0 C00, te Tbo
Man and the Earth. By Nathaniel

Southgate Shaler, late Professor. of
Geology in Haryard University. On
of, the last philosophical statics a
this great scientist. «
Our Special Price, postpaid. ...700

Studios in the Poetry of Italy, By
Prof. Frank Justus Miller and Prof.Oscar Kuhns. Complete, with Ques.
tions, Bibliography, and Index.

—

348pages.
Our Special Price, postpaid....75¢

THE MASSES
Box 101 Penn, Ter. Station

New York
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ON DREAMS:
By Professor Dr. Sigm. Freud

This wonderful new book, (authorized English edition) by
M. D. Eder, B.Sc., treats of the marvelous medical science through
the interpretation of dreams.

Your dreams have a meaning. They are a realization of un—
fulfilled desires. They play an important part in the new science 

called" Psycho—Analysis, of. whith Max. Eastman As writing so
interestingly.

What Shall I Eat

By Dr. F. X. Gouraup (Paris).

He says we cat too much and gives

a simple analysis of common food—

stuffs. Send $1.60.

The Sexual Life of Woman

By E. Hemaick Kiser, M.D.

(Prague).

The Sexual Epoch of the Menarche

—The Sexual Epoch of Menacme—

The Sexual Epoch of the Meno—

pause. Cloth, $5.50. £

Sold to Physicians, Jurists;
Clergymen and. Educators.

 

Cloth, $1.10

The Sexual Question
By Avcust Forer, M.D. (Zurich).

Reproduction and Evolution of Liv—
ing Beings—Love—Sexual Pathology
—Religion and Sextal Life—Medi—
cine and Sexual Life—Sexual Mo—
rality—The Sexual Question in Poli—
tics, in Pedagogy, in Art. Cloth,
$5.50.
Special Edition printed on thin paper, $1.60

‘Psychopathia Sexualis
By Dr. R. v. Kearer—Esmc

(Vienna).
Only authorized English Adaptation
of the Twelfth German Edition by
F. J. Rebman. —Cloth, $4.35.
Special Edition printed on thin paper, $1.60

1 Sold only to Physicians, Lawyers,
Clergymen and ‘Educators.

REBMAN
NEW

COMPANY
YORK

for 6.9!
~You may have in

Office or Home

the —wonderful

new

E | |The Everyman Encyclopaedia, Price of Revolvin nCYC opagdia
Oak Rack, $2.50 f

 

If it has been a matter of dollars, you need no longer grope through life
without the indispensable information an up—to—the—minute encyclo—
paedia affords.

Here‘s What You Get:
12 VOLUMES. Occupy—t foot of shelf, 7 inches high. Open flat. 640
pages in each book. 6,000,000 words. More reference articles than in
the largest encyclopaedia, 1,200 illustrations. Well printed—nothing
cheap about them.. You‘ll say they are worth $25.

Take Your Pick
There are—4 styles of binding: In cloth, $6; reinforced: cloth, $8; full
leather, $10; quarter pigskin, $12. All bindings fine, but reinforced cloth
is advised for durability.

Sent boxed, on receipt of price, with 50 cents to cover the cost of ex—
pressage, west of Miss., 75¢.

The New. York Sun says: "It is no abridgment but a cyclopedia as complete as if
it were printed in large octavo volumes. The information is a little more» up—to—date
than in the larger works." %

Send to ;

THE MASSES‘ BOOK STORE
P. 0. BOX 101, PENNSYLVANIA TERMINAL, NEW YORK.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Price, $2.00

A Child‘s Dressing
Stand

The invention of LSuise
Brigham, famous for her

original home furniture.

You will‘ certainly / want
this most useful and unique

nursery invention.  Children‘s clothes either go on a chair,. foot of the bed or floor.

Children areeasily taught to hang their clothes on this neat rack.
It holds everything—even the contents of your boy‘s: pockets.

Women are delighted with this new invention. Send only $2. It
will come in parts, quickly put together and finished. Everything,

including instructions, furnished. A boy or girl can set it up.. If,

for any reason, a piece is damaged, we will replace it.. Miss Brig:
ham is a furniture genius, with hundreds of unique pieces. Send

for her catalog, FREE.. It reads like a fairy story to mothers and

to those who want unique and serviceable furniture at amazingly

low prices—less than half what you would pay for the shoddy,

poor stuff in the stores.. Send for catalog today and have your eyes

opened to a newfurniture world.

Send Orders to

HOME ART MASTERS, Inc.
140IFIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK     

This is what

"THE NEW STATESMAN"
Bernard Shaw‘s London Paper, says of

"THE MASSES" ..
5% T least one American paper has produced throughout the war car—
A toons superbly drawn as well as striking in comment.. That is

the Masses. It is a large, freely illustrated Socialist monthly with
a colored cover; and it is equal, I should imagine, to any propagandist comic
journal in the world. Its reading—matter is not uniformly good,. though
much of it is exceedingly amusing and some of it inspiring; but the pictures
are always firstrate. The cruelties and squalors of our civilization are not
their only subject; social satire generally has a place. For instance, in the
current number we have a drawing by Cornelia Barns of two appalling nuts
talking at a bar to a tooth—displaying female nut: ‘Was This The Face That
Launched a Thousand Ships ?

"The war has not entirely diverted the Masses artists from their nor—
mal preoccupation with what Mr. Dyson comprehensively calls ‘Fat But
they have done unusually good things on it. Their attitude with respect to
the contending parties is detached and impartial, They leave to other people
the business of deciding who. was the immediate cause of the war.
Their tone was set by a cartoon at the beginning of the war. On vari—
ous patches of Europe stood small uniformed figures, all stretching their
arms upwards in supplication to the sky. High in the cloudy heavens a
gigantic nebulous figure reposed,— smiling abstractedly and stroking his beard.
Without denouncing one country more than another, and preaching .con—
tinually on Carlyle‘s text of the dozen British and the dozen French peasants
who had no quarrel, the Masses cartoonists have escaped monotony. It is
a feat."

If you have a discriminating friend who is not
a reader of The Masses, please send his name to
the business manager and we will send a sample
copy. _The Masses is not capitalized to make
"circulation campaigns,‘ but rather relies up—
on its appreciative friends to help find its field.
Please send a name to—day.

The Masses

P.GO.—Box IO. Pedueylvania Terminal, NewYork
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TO— LIBERTY
Not that I love thy children whose

dull eyes

See nothing save their own unlovely
woe,

Whose minds know nothing, nothing

care to know—

But that the roar of thy Democracies,

Thy reigns of Terror, thy great An—

archies,

Mirror my wildest passions like the

gee con t+ —OSCAR WILDE. 


