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tation of Fread's theory of dreams,
A study in comparative mythology
] he stan 11 of dream

Freud's Theories of the Neuroses, by
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tome of the subject. Sold only to
physicians, jurists, clergymen and
educators. $35.50.
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HE UNINTERESTING WAR

HE principal impression [ bring from Eu-
rope is that the war is not interesting, 1
had felt an element of strain in all the cor-
respondence we were served with; uneon-
scionsly 1 knew that as a drama the world war was
not fulfilling journalistic. expectations. But until 1
wot near and zaw the disillusioned millions reading
their monotonous little communigqués every after-
noon, and frying to find food for passion in the fact
that this or that number of vards was gained or lost
on a five hundred mile front, and a daily five thou-
sand or more II1'|l]i'~I:'iI'-J'.;I.I'--'|1".."i%- heraes killed ;I.:I.i:1'-|'|;,.hr
or losing it, I did not realize to what depths of hore-
dom the course of European history had
sunk.

Battle used to be a word to rouse the
blood: with. A cliarge of bayonets, the bom
bardment of a city, the assault with |,,m:]
arenades. the desperate encounter of gigantic
armies—these were things that left a date
and monument. War had black and crimson
moments hung with fate,

Here the battle charge, bombardment,
hand-to=hand encounter. all the crisis and
eatastrophe, evervthing in war that gave an
eminence of meaning to some phase or -
gtant of it iz dissolved and run together in
mntold  unapprehended  guantities, spread
aver = space that cannot be brought into the
imagination, and kept flowing through time
in an absolutely uninterrupted monotony of
fipise and carmage.

They shoot and kill five thousand Frencl
men every day. They shoot more Germans,
and still more Russians.  All these men die
in bombardments, battles, assaults, recon
noitres. charpes, that old-fashioned histo-
rians would leer over and detail with expert
delicht. But when there 13 an absolute con-

- . s T : el
tinuum of such things all over a continent

for a vear, and substantially nothing lost

prained on either side, how ean vou find any

thing to call interesting, and when you do
find it how can you tell it from the rest 7
It 15 startling, and indeed appalling, to
have a ton of metal dropped on you from
twenty-six miles awav after describing a
L:’:aj:-;‘tnr_l.' seven miles high, It has a flavor
of the !_':ije:;jll'l_'i\_' miraculons—it suggests the
Hippodrome., But as a mode of homan con-
flict it lacks the dramatic elements of -an

ordinary hst-fght.

Max Eastman

With Sketches In Europﬂ by K. R. Chamberlain

One newspaper story of this war hazs made a real
¥pres, which has endeared him

heart of the British

old-fashioned
of war correspondence, it wasn't a brilliant feat ot
journalism to go over there two months late and be

the first one find out there had been a battle n-

volving hundreds of thousands of men and
a crisis in the history of fouir natwons. Formerly we
should have thought this

really it took something hetter than

e W TAE 2
ixaa Crsyest’

da it, because it was an act of creative i-'l'l'i-'lHi-'lliﬂ[OI'l-
Will Irwin had to go in and see that battle, as a
entity, in the middle of an absolutely fluid
ass of warfare in which nobody had been able to
see anything but his own gun before. The battle
was there all right, and so are any God's million

battles, but you'll never hear of them,

generally speaking, they're too common to
waorth polishing out.

don't know how they feel at the front. One
i told me the last thing they ever think about,
about, is the war. But I have a distinct
n that the people who are not at the front,

or whose loves are not at the front, are dull

st it

Even in France I find thiz true, though
the French are fighting in full faith that they
are saving their country from the possession
of barbarian hordes, and though there is no
murmur or reluctance. TFhe war iz to the
French simply inevitable—a dull job as well
as a tragic, but a job they will do, and are
doing, to the pods’ taste

Perhaps some-of them were glad to fight
in the ':u.';._'i'.|||'i||:.'_- the old inherited ir!‘ﬂil'n'-'-t
is so strong. The Italians are still in that
mood. In Parns, whenever a batch of them
Were ;|_._'-.:1-='-‘_|,-1| for l_'llEi'\“!'l('P.t '::_-.' their con-
sul, they would hire a taxicab and 2 girl,
and decorate them with flags, and sail along
the Boulevards yelling and arm-waving in
that rather hollow extreme of glee. The in-
stinct of belligerence is strong in all the
'I-'::1'|_|'I1|;-;|_1'| |||_'|1-::-'|1_':-'~, I'|‘|Il.'_'.' love to !.!.L':1'If. Bt
France has had time to learn that this is not

it, this killing industry, and her will to

it is disillusionesd

[ never saw a sadder thing than those
troops of young new soldiers leaving the
off

with some small plaudits and some tears
I

cagerne  opposite my  window, sta

from those that love them. each a fAower in

he muzzle of his pun—but O, so seriouz! [

them three miles out, too, the flowers

fading then, or fallen, and SOLEMNLY UN-

LeoME BUSINESS writtenn in the eves of

every soldier. That is what the war is, as
[ saw it to all France.

vnd this disillusionment, this want of in-
terest, is much more evident in England, al-

though England has but one foot in the war,

London is completely papered with uncon-
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vincing posters telling England’s song of the glories of
military service. The dullest fool would answer: “You
protest too much.” T wish I could remember them all.
"It is better to face bullets at the front than be blown
up by a Zeppelin at home" seemed to me the most
doubtful,

“Who dies if England lives?"

“Young men of Britain, the Germans sajd you
were not in earnest—give them the lie!”

“Play the greater game—join the football bat-
talion!"

“Women of Britain, say ‘Gol'”

And then that little patriotic strip which reads:

“It 15 YOUR duty to enlist!”

It iz pasted on the wind-shield of every taxicab
in London, and behind it usually to be found the
huskiest, heartiest big piece of
ever escaped from an army.

“It 15 yowr duty to enlist]”

England is having a hard time. She
see conscription if the war lasts. That is what
iree people think of the war.

soldier-meat that

will

I suppose that the German state is fghting
in a relatively exalté condition, which infects
the great number of her people. But [ be-
lieve the fervid interest of men in the for-
tunes of war, as it once existed, iz no maore
active there than elsewhere,

When we used to kill a bull on the farm, it
was a great thing. John would
the head on the sledge-hammer and et his

coat off, and the bull would be led inta th

g0 and put

and
{ This
When

you go into the beef factories in Chicago, and

barn by the nose and tied two ways,
everybody was both sad and breathless,

is not a pleasant simile, but it%s true.)

see them drive steers up mto a narrow chute
by the five thousand, and a man on a plat-
form above them drops his hammer "WEry S0
many seconds, and the steers roll out to be
switched away, and shoved along, like mere
material—why, the business of killing a bull

loses every bit of drastic quality it had

I had written that much of this article, when the
postman came in with a card from John Reed in St
Petersburgh, and this is what Reed (He
doesn't know that T have been in Europe.):

'\ijl__\,'-C =

Dear Max:

I have some stories for yvou later—God! In
the meantime if you are coming over on the as
sumption that this bazarre is interesting, don’t
come, that's all.

Don't come! REen,

When 1 was in Paris, I was more interested in the
relics of the Napoleonic Wars and the revolution.
than I was in the daily reports of the final military
climax of all European history, which was in sus-
pension not a hundred miles away.
archeologist,

I gathered

And I am no

that either the French or Germians

could break through the line anywhere for a zain

of a mile or so, by massing enough men for the =ac-

rifice, but that Germany could not afford it while
iz

she was attacking Russia, and the Alljes thought it
wasn't worth while. They could gain more by just
letting the armies steadily slaughter each other in
equal quantities all along the line, because in the
long run there are more Allies than there are Ger-
mans. Certainly nothing sportsmanlike about that.
But what can you do? This war has no more sport
in it than it has dramatic action. Tt js merely a
regular businesslike killing and salting down of the
Younger men of each involved-

country twenty

thousand a day, perhaps, all told,

THE MASSES

I am not doing justice to the submarines. 1 sup-
pose that potting ocean liners from a submerged
and highly delicate war canoe several hundred miles
from home in hostile waters, is a way to spend one's
leisure that might be called princely sport. And as
for the fishing expedition—I learn that 3z.000 kinds
of hook and bait have been suggested to the British
Government, and I found the island literally breath-
less with rumors about what is happening to those
shores of England. If the

“tin fish" around the

people who are on these expeditions love them as
much as the people who stay at home and tell you
all about it, there could be no sadder victory than
to deprive them of their sport, It is the only thing
in all the war that England has a bit of her old gal-
lant bellicose taste for,

But, again, I do injustice to the acroplane. A
man told me about standing in a German field where

4 gtn on an antomobile was trying to bring down

“—he will come back and sil around and be there

a French acroplane five miles away., The gun was
firing shells, and you could see the little puff o
crack in the

Sometimes the shell

white smoke where the shell would

vicinity of that soaring bird.

would miss it by two miles. The man who told me
this wazs a neutral—one of those neutrals who fav
the Allies. But he told me that his instunctive zea|
to see that bird-of-prey winged in mid-air at thae
distance was so great that after the shooting was
over he could hardly hold himself up. So there is
another grand sport the world has found. Let ys
be fair to that.

When the Zeppeling appear over Paris the entire
fire department turns loose and careers through the
black streets, tooting horns and yelling to the people
to dive for their cellars. And with one aecord the
people rush to the streets, and out into the open
squares, where they can pet a good view ot the fun.
It 15 always a black night, and startling searchlights
forth on tl
clouds, and heaven is bombarded

play back and
with shrapnel from all the hich

domes of the city, Tt is theis
one great taste of :lli.'.'e"ll',i,:,r-.- 15
war, and the Parisians love it
They eall it *Taube Day" No
wonder, for it fl shes a little of
the old color of risky and ro-
mantic life across a dull, long,
weary labor of death,

little

French soldier.

There 15 risk for the
He goes to the
front expecting to be shot, and
his 1'.'ll111'|l1.' mourns him more o
less. as soon as he iz g

There’s always the hope,
course, that only a part of
and he
come back, and sit around, and

little

will be shot off,

e there for a lifetime
afterwards
I went through the American
Red Cross Hospital in Paris—a
strict, clean, sunny, up-to-date but not very enjoyable
place—a place conducted (if a swift impression did not
mislead me) by the transient or expatriated snobs of
American soclety in Paris. I was informed by my
gracious guide that all the young men who run auto-
mobiles for the hospital are gentlemen! And when I
took that rather quietly,

“You understand they are real MHER, YOUNE wen—
gentlemen!”
“And there is always a lady present in ecach room

all day!™

The efforts of a true American aristocrat to sig-
nify the 17, 5. peerage, although the language has
no word that does not hold a wvulgar reference to
the real cause, is always appealing. But here espe-
cially, because the peerage js actually doing work.
wd one must have a subtle grasp of history, or
ctiquette, to know that werk which has to do with
war, is honorific; and aoes not soil the hands of
noblemen like useful labor,

You can see there in that hospital, with its after-
noon teas for the elite, and its young and elderly
daughters of the first families of New York, patting
the pallid cheeks of the French proletariat in hum-
ble solicitude—you can see a picture’ of what Veblen
outlines in the preface of his Theory of The Leisure
Class. The old, old title to aristocrat¥Sprowess in
the pursuits of war, mingles here—somewnat piti-
fully, to be

sure, and az a

a |

poor relation—with the
proper title of our time, hereditary wealth. And let

me add that many a stern old French revolutionary




lies there, moving only with his eves perhaps, but
adequately saving all that you would have him say
to that new-found solicitude,

Such things are interesting, if you chance upon
them. And the wounded, when they are picked out
and separated from the daily pile, as here, and just
the miracles of surviving life are shown to you,
they too are all that war should beée—a ghastly
bludgeon shock of agony and human heroes laugn-
ing through their teeth, so that with horror at the
gore and wonder at the soul of man, you want to
fight or sing. I never saw that famous soul of man
before, and when I came away from there I wrote a
poem. Here it is:

AT THE RED CROS5S HOGLFITAL
Today I saw a face—it was a beak,
That peered with pale round yellow vapid eyes
Above the bloody muck that had been lips
And teeth and chin. A pledding doctor potured
Some water through a rubber down a hole
He made in that black bag of horny blood.
The beak revived: it smiled—as chickens smile,
The doctor hopes he'll find the man a tongue

To brag with, and I hope he'll find at, too.

dut that is not the war—that is an isolated instant,
which had horror in it for my eyes, who came
there, When vou kill some fifteen thousand wouths
a day, and rip the limbs or faces off how many
thousands more nobody counts, the individual man-

ic. The color

gled hero is no longer characterist
runs. There are no longer heroes—there is just
the common fighting stuff of human natuare, one
continuous scrambled homogeneous j'i:”}' of that
brave stuff. And that itself, when once its appre-
hended and you've made yourself believe that you
too are a part of it, is not profoundly stimulating.
There are deeper reasons why thiz war is dull
Oine is that, although it may have mighty corse-
quences for the world, they have no connection with
its causes or the conscious purpeses of those who
fight. A greater or a less degree of freedom and

rope, will be the result of victory

democracy for
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for the Allies or for Germany. There is no doubt

of that. But that is in a manner accidental, a by-
product. It is not what the war 15 about.

I am not saying that anybody knows what it 15
about—that would be too interesting. “There is a

thirty years supply of causes of war on hand,” as
Kropotkin said some thirty years ago, and [ sup-
pose o dozen or two of these must nave been ac
work. But whatever started it, and whatever may
result, this war is not a war of people struggling
against a tyrant for their liberty. It is a war ol
national invasion and defense—nationalism, the
most banal of stupid human idol-worships. And the
fact that liberty is more or less at stake 1s adven-
titious, One has to be historical to see it. " One has
to know that Prussia’s despotism was the iron heart
of feudal things in Europe, that the German people,
never having had their Bourgeois revolution, are
peculiarly behind the march in freedom, though
they lead us in so much. Or one has to remind
himself, as we have tricd every month to remind
our readers, that there were, and are, at least four
hundred thousand revolutionary socialists in (zer-
many who opposed and still oppose their rulers’
war: and that they form the nuclens of a future
revolution, that will bring at least political liberty
to the German people. And that revolution will
their rulers are defeated in this for-
That con-

come soon if
eign war, and late if they are victorious.
cideration makes us tense in awaiting the result, Dt

it is not as though the war were being fought for

.I'..ll..

Another consideration stirred me too m France,
when I found myself travelling one day in the same
coach with a rovalist. We take the republican
form of government so entirely for granted over
here, where we never had any other form estab
lished. that we have small realization of the peril
of reckless little France, a republic there in the
of royal Eurepe, with clericals and feudal

working in her own heart, ready fo

midst
reactionaries
pounce the moment her representative political in-
stitutions prove their military weakmess. A little
while ago a caustic royalist wrote a book on *The
French Republic Before Europe,” in which he ridi-
culed the figure France has cut among the nations
with her changing ministers and fickle foreign poli-
cies. He quoted and made more than much of a
saying by Anatole France, “We have no foreign
policy, and we never can have one.” To this book
the Socialist leader, Marcel Sembat, replied with
another, entitled, “Faites un Roi si non Faites la
Paix! Establish peace or else establish o king—
granting as an argument for internationalism, the
royalist contention that a French republic cannot
conduct war and military diplomacy in Europe. The
titles of those books give some suggestion of a
state of things in France that we, her friends in
another hemisphere, little appreciate. No one would
say that royalty and the church will re-establish
themselves if the republican army is defeated, But
the fact that the army i¢ republican, that Joffre is a
rough-hearted democrat, that no anti-republican
has a hand in this campaign, is the most vital fact
of the war to the internal history of France. A
brilliant record and a ~victory of her arms will set
back the forces of fendal and clerical re-action in
France, as much as a victory of Prussian arms will
get them forward in Crermany.

France holds more of what is dear to us than any
other country of Europe. And so for that, as wiell
as the hope of the long-deferred political revolution
in Germany, we want to see the Kaiser's army
smashed.

But that iz not what the soldiers fight for; the

“There is always hope, of course”

passion of the war has none of that; that 15 an
aside, a foot-note—till its own day comes, LThis is
a war of nationalism,

The only way for an internationalist to become
deeply interested in such a war is to lay aside his
judgment altogether and entertain wild and fearful
prophecies, and see one side or the other as the
center and the soul of all things divine and sure,
and the other as barbarity unveiled. That [ cannot
do, 1 earnestly desire to see the Kaiser fail. I de-
sire this for other reasons than those rather tech-
nical revolutionary ones I have mentioned. [ know,
for instance, that France has not only freedom but
the artes of life more nearly won than any other
country of Europe. Her culture is one of superior
happiness, the  habits of her
poetic, they realize more, live more, and with all
that are more spontaneously intelligent than the
They are at home among ideas. An

people  are more

Germans.
American correspondent expresses surprise at hear-
ing & Frenchman in Paris say:

“T think the Germans are altogether right about
They do not put their case well, but
In the present

the Lusitania.
their main position is unassailable,
state of sea war they must sink on sight a ship
loaded with enemy munitions."

That did not surprise me at all, because it is quite
the character of the French people to abstract from
their personal passions in making intellectual judg-
ments. . They have the rare gift of thinking with
their minds, They feel with their hearts, And this
iz not the way of the Germans, as a glance at their
great literature and philosophy, and their boobish
diplomacy, reveals. If they knew how to use ab-
stract ideas—which are the part of a discussion that
iz common to both partics—then they wownld “put their
case well”

Obviously, then, I walue the culture of France
high above that of Germany. And as for England—
[ know that England, though on the whole a land

of snobs and servants, holds more people who stand




B

up alone and unmolested, thinking and saying what
they wish to think and say, than any other .place on
earth. England that France
Her navalism is just as military as Germany's mili-
tarism, but its = i

has freedoms lacks.
she has

the

‘ice i3 mot Lfllll‘.|11l1::qr1l'.'.
to pay her soldiers silver money. And what
English people have of liberty, they will hold, too.
1!I..i.‘.‘-
many.
And Rus

great many people like the French,

England has more of what we love than Ger-

to have a
I think a Rus-
sian Czar will always have a lot to do at home. At
had

failed, and feudalism iz less s

somehow Russin seems

least Russiag has her revolution, though it
lid there, exactly be-
cause it is not linked fast with industrial and scien-
tific and social reform progress of the highest kind,
than it is in Germany. Russia is a wvast quantity
that, at the VEry worst, must appear in our caleula-
tions as unknown,

In all these points, then, I agree with those whose
war. And

sophomoric

are for German failure in the
think that
stage of national egotism that in an individual, a
kid, we Her

pseudo-religious seli-wor-

wishes
more—I Germany is in a

young should call “intolerable.”

half-grown sentimental
ship is disgusting. It is even worse than England's
suave dnd hypocritical self-righteousness (speaking
now of nations and the average tone their national-
ism. takes, as though they were individual charge-
ters). I agree to that.

Moreover, 1 believe the German soldiers were so
that

them loose: they did not know how to control theri-

trained to mere obedience when victory - let

selves quite so well as well-bred warfare demands,

And, finally, T agree that the German war party

played a larger part among those thirty available

causes of war than any other. T think the immedjate

epposition of four to five hundred thousand German

Socialists proves it.  Anti-militarism was far

stronger in France than <t was in Germany before

the war—but in France there is hardly an anti-mili-

tary mucmir since the war began, whereas Ger-

many has I.':a"lll. her 'il!.'i'.!l!':'l.'u,'l:'i1-11'i:-::- lo suppress :-rr.|:'|'|
the very beginning. That iz more significant to me
than all the
And thus 1

r'|1.'|11_'.'--u|'||_|:'||_'|;-|] Ii.i['li-"li.:lT!-P Papers put

:ﬁ!::':'tl“-'r- am in Hl.'i.'lll'-:l_ o sSome (]l:':_:l.l:{-
at least, with those whe decry “German militarism™
a5 the arch-incendiary.

But does that commit me to a

I turn

Moo
my deliberated opinions and wishes into an
absolute fixation which allows ne sjudgments of do-
That is the
ably demands.

qreel what mood of war-times invari-

this

That is what public opinion in

country, and its leaders, have almost unanimously

done. They have made a choice between two abso

lutes. Tt has never occurred to them that they had

anything else to do. But why should we have any-

thing to do with absolutes—in war any more t
in religion?

Because Franee is more advanced in

realistic life th: sermany do we have that

France is civiliz Germany i3 barbarism,

and German victory would put out the
wlealism forever?
:||- f"T‘"'I"\.'

The civilization would conguer that of

Germany, whether she was defeated at arms or not.

becanse of the greater degree of happiness and

human fun there is in it
!'tI'L':lll'\{' the French hehax ¢ among ideas a5 among
ends, while the Germans agre prone to fall into silly
soulful attitudes about themi—do we have to con-
clude that truth, as well as liberty and life, are
Kaiser's the

doomed if the

Rhine?

my stays

AT Oss
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Because bullheads have a way of

insisting on their ind rights, that iz foreign

; e
to the bullheaded Germans, do we have to think

that the whole world 15 going to submit to the yvoke
this

of metaphysical paternalism if War goes

wWrong?
Because Germany's nationalism has barely reached

the age of puberty, and the older nations have

passed iat a Dhttle—do we have to think that
all the world will go beneath the German voke if
the Allies do not reach Berlin?

Because the Germans, being the invaders, were

atrocious, do we have to hhink the ct that every

invader yr all history has been atrocious, and the
atrocities of certain German soldiers probably were
but a shade or two more numerons than ours would
have been in like case?

A

princes, more than

even if the facts convinee us that the Ger-

Inan ANy other |.i|.|.'rl'll'. perpeti-

ated war, need we ignore all other factors, and need
we lose our memeory that it was their last chance:

that their power was alr i._'\.' doomed 'Iu:.' their own

people; that if the Allies succeed in driving them

to their borders, and preventing the indemnities

they count on, the German princes will probably

Wl nin ?

never
[ think it

perpetrate

must be a desire to become interested,

or rather the inability to stay out of a fight, that
leads so0 many intelligent Americans to renounce all
quantitative estimates, all judgments of degree, apd
make an absolute, on one side or the other, of the
issue in this war. Tt is the one way to réemain en-
thusiastic about so stupid an affair.

And even that way, the task grows more difficult
SEES,

with every meonth that passes. For time, it

is not J.’H'il!:_': to make ;: absgolute of the issue he-

tweeen the Germans and the Allies. [t grows ever

more likely that the war will see no signal victories.
Servia, indeed, has won—she is, so far a vietor, I
take what joy I can from that, and I hope she will
hold all she has got. But my visit to Europe has
made me doubt exceedingly whether the plain folks
of Russia and enough
ight

And, on the other hand, 1

France and England have
enthusiasm for this war to do much more than
a draw with Germany.
|!|' I"i'.l

Germany not least, if she

that England would surprise us all, and
got backed up on

She'd

once

her little island and began to hght fever

And that means that the Kaiser cannot win,
I could, I

European war.

it

So viewing it in the friendliest way

failed of interest in the There's
more for me in Mexico or Bavonne, or any of these
arous places where the people fight in battles.

for something T can want,

THE FIRST GUN

TING down at last to think it over
Weary of the wrangle: It iz his war, it is I
war,

It 15 o war of mine!

ng down to t it aver,
I can determine who
[ b Lo ||:. IIII.. _I”‘I\.-I-ll:
any other will be innccent when one has
the first overt act—

and actor none the less:

m a fash it comes to me:
ou, Glass of Perfectness and Mould of [deality !
from your pedestal giving light to the world!
u, serene Arbitress that would he—
was that broke the peace of the World Powers,
Yonder at Vera Cruz.

IZABETH WappeLr.

The Strawberry Patch

T lies in the upper garden, a dozen long rows of
fruit thick plants. I stopped among them lat
vesterday afterncon as after the day's work I

was coming down from my cabin on the edge of the
wood above, What better place after all for after
The fun of looking under th

nooan  tead leaves for

H H F 3 R ||.1 v
the delicious fruoit, the ||t:.-.- nt greedy

f-.-q:'lilu that

this time at least one could eat until one had enmou
the June green valley, the blue hills, the bluer sky
the -breezy white clouds, what more for that particular
moment could one waiit ?

“Are you marketing the strawberries?” 1 asked the
Farmer in the evemng, as he, Jobn and I
barn together.

|I:=.'|l!'l-;':|!_lf

e
he said, “there’s not much owver what we want hepe”
“Why, Mr. BRatter,”” I
days at any rate, there’s enough for a dozen

to be walking back from the

“for the next few

families

exclaimed,

at least! . . . I tell you what we might do. Let's

st pretty afternoon
We'll meet

up i the garden around a big bowl of sugar and all

have a strawberry festival
and invite all the neighbors on Char Road.

They'd love it, the mothers
the children!™ The
“That

can pick for themselves.

as well as Boss, as John calls
him, looked troubled. wouldn't do.” he said.

“People don't know how to pick strawberries. They'd

Mr.

As for the children,

injure the plants.,” “Surely, Ritter, the older

people would be careful enough.
I'd watch them and show them, just as I've taught our
oW They pick now just as carefully as
thiey

And I smiled at the picture I had of them, picking

little i'-l'\'_'.'\_

yvou, only slower, re so very careful about it"

too slowly ever to achieve a stomach-ache.
“It wouldn't do, Mother,” jomned in John, the elder

hrother. “Some of 1314: I1ui:.:!'|1'||:-:r:; wotild he OO '.'_-in:_;'

over here at other times wninvited. Let them know

where the strawberry patch is and they'd sneak over
And then
the place wasn't theirs they wouldn't mind how they
Then
enough even for us.”’
Baffled b
of defenze
Brace.

to it when you didn’t want them. because

another there wouldn’t be

picked. . . . yvear

Let’s run that risk, John.”

'.1|'l:'n.'|"-lli.1lft'!... _[1'-i'.|| took up another L

“They wouldn't all come anvhow. Take

Mrs, Because she used to teach school

thinks she’s better than Tom the Cowman's wife ani
wouldn't want to be
And

come when he heard those babies in the house next

she picking strawberries al:

with her. Jack Casey, of course he wouldn't

his were invited. He'd tell his gang up street though

and first thing you koew those West Streeters woul

be over here some night just as I told you, and then
strawberries, . Even if Jack Casey did
ing the gang along with him and th
you'dd have your hands so full with them vou couldn't
pay any:-a to the mothers and babies.”

Mr.

¢ mothers and the

Here Rittér came to the support of his ally.

le children might not like to

climb the hill. It's a fine view, I know, but there's

for views"" “That's

"You

people who don't care much

Mother,” John spoke up. needn’t  th

Iy's like you. Most people would rather have
{ picking
looked a little

MhMother we

strawberries picked for them

themsels I suppose by this time I

discouraged for John went on: *“I

Ay,

dont want to disappoint you in this thing do we,

Boss ? send boxes of
They'd like

that, and Boss wouldn’t mind that, would vou. Boss:

Let's get up another pl

strawherries arcund to the neighbors.

And so this morning as I look out of my cabin door
I see Mr. Ritter picking the basketfyl John 15 to
carry across the field to Mrs. Brace, ex-school mistress.
How much easier it iz to give 1 to share.

Ersie Crews Parsons.
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\THE IMPUDENGE !

Diraen by Arthur Youmg

REVERSING THE SITUATION

“How much did you pay for your nomination?

“Do you think your services are worth seventeen thousand dollars a year while the average
man'’s are only worth enough to enable him to exist?

“Don't you look upon a poor man as an inferior being, and on a wealthy man with cour-
teous consideration?

“Do you think you could ever decide a case upon its meritsif the defendant had great influ-
ence in your political party, and you were on good social terms with him?

“In short, are you not just a smooth, fairly intelligent man (let's admit that) with a shrewd
knowledge of technicalities, bluffing and blundering your way in your black nightshirt,
and getting so well paid for it you begin to think you are a superior being?

“What's the answer?

“Come, now, speak up!”

—Those are the questions I would like to walk up and ask a judge. ARTHUR YOUNG.

IH The ZDD ‘tll:i.:i power of appointment. Probably William zneaked EVERAL professors recognized Muénter at Cornell,
off to some guiet place and appointed himself, but thought they would let well enough alone. If
Scott Nearing had merely poisoned his wife he might

EGAL NOTE. After thoughtful consideration, . pe holding his job.
Mayor Wilson of Bridgeport has repealed the

HE New York Ewvening Post says that so many
titled Englizh have laid down their lives that the
HE British see great possibilities in the immense

Southwest African territory, rich in mineral and

prestige of the aristocracy has been re-established.

T v o first amendment to the United States Constitution pro-
Mayvbe a peer is like an Indian, good when dead. o . : :

viding for the right of peaceable assembly. :
agricultural resources, which they have wrested from
TARKEN i T e e icted a legals LN : ; : o i :
ITARKVILLE, Mississippi, recently conducted a legal HERE is a rumor that the Sultan is dead. This is Germany. The least they can do is to give three rous-

126 vinching of two negroes in the presence of 1 e - . 1 T
ized lynching of two negroes in the presence « probably another emanation from that profes- ing cheers for Belgium.

the beginning of the war Bernard Shaw feared

thousands of men, women and children. A pleasant .. optimist who is forever killing off Franz Jozeph T
o that the Teutons would be defeated, not by the

time was had by almost all, but the accounts do not
explain why the '|||,'l'-].l1|" shoved this work off upon the UDGE SWINHUFVUID, the first president of the ;
authorities. J Finnish Diet, who has spent several wvears as the (WESIETIEDS but by the Russians, and that Slavic con-
puest of the Russian government at Narym, Siberia, ceptions of government would conquer France and Eng-
HE Kaiser has accepted an appointment as Field has been removed to a little hamlet among the ice fields land, This danger, apparently, has been averted.
Marshal from the King of Bavaria, although it at the northernmost populated point of Central Siberia. BEF:ITLD,'S never, never, never shall be Slavs.

has always been supposed that only the Emperor had Maybe they were afraid the Germans would get him. Howarn BrRUBAKER




DOrawn by Maurice Becker.

‘TON'T You

"NEVER MIND—YOU

Suicicle

LL night long you lay by my side, then you rose

and sought and found death.

".l! I'.i!.::.':|1 |l.l!'|'.: ;\'I'.l'!ll.' |'.:'|t'!:| |.;-|||-i as 'iLL' ].'l._l.' i|'. ."|'|i|||.'_

your breathing labored, irregular, your tears wetting

my cheek—and [ whom VOl loved could not reach your

sorrow. Once you thought nothing could come be

tween us, and now vou have put death between us.
You

up your strength to go, and yet you stayved, your head

hurried and yet vou lingered—you gathered
on my shoulder, your side pressed to mine.

At dawn I slept. It was then you left me, to find
death by your own hand,

Through the fog vou could see the harbor with its

You

forgot what it was that they felt who would sail in

many little boats which swayed from side to side.
them a few hourz hence past the sun-lit banks. You
forgot all that people lived for. The dawn was empty
of promise,

You forgot happiness, struggle, love.

Your mother-heart forgot your baby, vour comrade-
soul the causze it espoused.

Death !
only as something utterly different from this in which

You did not know it as death. You knew it

as peace. It
love—abandoned,

you did not seem to fit. You knew it

was  an irresistible effort towards
proud, asking nothing, giving all, throwing infinity and
eternity into your gift.

You found it easy to die—as easy and as beautiful

to die as it had been to live.

You forgot? You remembered! Not apathy, not de-
spair, but affirmation was in your deed. Life must
It must be a triumph,

When that waz not possihle

never become a habit, you said.
it must be a consecration.
then you were inspired to die, and in your death Life
spoke with all her voices,

KENOW IT5 AGAINST THE LAW TO SLEEP ON

WwoN'T SLEEP "
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THE FIRE-ESCAPE "

remembered—you remembered your child,

You

ont of the immensity of your love for him was wrought

and
your thought of death; vou could not live and be less

than mother. Out of your devotion was born your

strength to die. You remembered—and wvour hopes,

vour dreams, your love left you no choice but to die!

What high demand was it you made that only death
could fulfill ic?

The rest of us are content with less, are not so con-
cerned with happiness, with truth, with beauty, that
we die when we do not believe we can attain them.

Few there are who ask so much from love as wou,
few have seen the face of love as you have seen it.

Your hopes were not dead but alive when they could
50 torture and drive you—how alive when you must
die because the dream that life had been grew pale!

On a battle-field upon which few have ventured you
fell, in the war between the real and the ideal.

Step by step I follow you to the jetty by the sea. I
lay you in the grave, T stoop to plant the geranium at
vour head, I walk away for the wild-flowers with which
to cover the fresh mound, I write your name, vour
date . .
that it was inevitable, If the

Yet I can feel

fog had not lain so thick on

not
the harbor, if on that
I:i'_:l'll. words or kisses had come to miz with which to
pierce your isolation, if a friend had breken in upon
us, if someone else’s child had nestled against your
heart, you might have changed wyour resolution. You
might have then lived long enough to learn that the
heart's dreams come true and that life itsclf richts
what is wrong.

I walk the streets and think this. T can not go from
here, though I know you are no more here than any-
where else,

ANNA Strunsky Walrrvc,

THE STAR-BEES
HE stars are golden bees,
Booming through the sky-meadows;
As they fly, they utter a sweet humming noise,
That rings with melody through the wide Heavens.
Sometimes, when my ears are closed,
I can almest catch that far humming.

We see them such a tiny time!

All that we call hours, years, centuries,

They, flashing in their golden speed,

Seem to have hardly moved ;

One swift glimpse, and our ¢yes are closed forever.
Oh, the vast meadows they fly through,

Sky staked out next to sky;

And oh, the strange sweet flowers they wisit,
Burrowing deep into the cloven blossom-hearts for the

honey.

At night the bees go back to the hive;

But it is dawn to them now,

And they scatter in the skv-meadows.

To us the wild splendor of their Aaming dawn—is dark-
ness,

At evening 1'.'11':-. will fly home to the hive.

Can we guess that black final night?

IIIIII-.I MR,

CLEMENT

Ch airman WEI.]S]’]

T is a fact which should give hope to dizcouraged
observers of our politics, that out of that politics
could emerge a figure like that of Frank P, Walsh,

Az chairman of the Industrial Relations Commission,

he exhibited a r|‘:1.'l|§1_'.' of sound democratic statesman-

ship which has made the year 1015 significant in our
political history,

the

It is matural that his method, which
truth,

fear

was uncovering of should have
those truth-

and even those timid friends of truth who believe that

siimply

shocked and offended whio the

it must be revealed by slow and diplomatie stages.
That iz the curious thing about the situation, Mr.
Walsh was being denounced and vilified by reaction
aries, officiously rebuked by progressives who wish to
appear calm and sane, and all too inadequately sup
ported by revolutionists.

MNevertheless he has made a contribution of first-rate
importance to the revolutionary movement. He has
made of the Industrial Relations Commission an instru-
ment for discovering and making clear to the public
capital and labor in con-
We have to

the existing war hetween

America thank him, more-

over, for showing that there lies no hope of truce or

1'-'||::1f.|rill'_'.'

mediation m philanthropic enterprise :

“With the record of the Coloradn investigation be-
fore them, the American people will be blind indeed if
they fail to see the folly of trusting to the gond inten
tions and the philanthropic impulses of men like the
Messrs. Rockefeller, and if they do not realize that
the men who lead a strike, such az that of the miners
in Colorado, are fighting the same old fght for libert:
and democr against an’ ememy as powerful and
menacing as any ever faced by our Revolutionary fore-
fathers.”

Chairman Walsh has earned our gratitude by these
labors. He will deserve further of us if he will go on
to recommend, in the report,
ehanges in the control of property which will re
alter the proportionate disiribution of wealth.

As we go to press, we learn that the report
of the commission has been prepared, and that
It i1s a document of extreme social significance.
We learn moreover that an effort will be made
to keep this report out of the newspapers. We

advise our readers to see that they get a copy
of this report.

COmmIssion's SOME
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To Billy Sunday

OU come along tearing your shirt . . .
yelling about Jesus.
I want to know . . . what the hell

you know about Jesus.

Jesus had a way of talking soft and everybody except
a few bankers and higher-ups among the con men
of Jerusalem liked to have this Jesus around be-
cause he never made any fake passes and every-
thing he said went and he helped the sick and
gave the people hope.

¥You come along squirting words at us, shaking your
fist and calling us damn fools so fierce the froth
of your own spit slobbers over your lips—always
blabbing we're all going to hell straight off and
you know all about it.

I've read Jesus' words. I know what he said. You
don't throw any scare into me. I've got your
number. I know how much you know about

Jesus.

He never came near clean people or dirty people but
they felt cleaner because he came along. It was
your crowd of bankers and business men and law-
yers that hired the sluggers and murderers who

put Jesus out of the running.

I say it was the same bunch that’s backing you that
nailed the nails into the hands of this Jesus of
Mazareth. He had lined up against him the same

crocks and strong-arm men now lined up with you

paying your way.

This Jesus guy was good to look at, smelled good,
listened good. He threw out something fresh and
beautiful frem the skin of his body and the touch
of his hands wherever he passed along.

You, Billy Sunday, put a smut on every human blos-
som that comes in reach of your rotten breath
belching about hell-fire and hiccuping about this
man who lived a clean life in Galilee.

When are you going to quit making the carpenters
build emergency hospitals for women and girls
driven crazy with wrecked nerves from your god-
dam gibberish about Jesus—1I put it to you again:
What the hell do you know about Jesus?

Go ahead and bust all the chairs you want to. Smash
a whole wagon load of furniture at every perform-
ance. Turn sixty somersaults and stand on your
nutty head. If it wasn't for the way you scare

women and kids, I'd feel sorry for you and pass

the hat.

I like to watch a good four-flusher work but not when
he starts people to puking and calling for the
doctors.

I like a man that’s got guts and can pull off a great,
original performance, but you—hell, you're only a
bughouse peddler of second-hand gospel—you're
only shoving out a phoney imitation of the goods
this Jesus guy told us ought to be free as air and

sunlight.

Sometimes I wonder what sort of pups born from
mongrel bitches there are in the world less heroic

than you.

You tell people living in shanties Jesus is going to fix
it up all right with them by giving them mansions
in the skies after they're dead and the worms have

eaten ‘em.

You tell $6 a week department store girls all they
need is Jesus; you take a steel trust wop, dead
without having lived, gray and shrunken at forty
years of age, and you tell him to look at Jesus on
the cross and he'll be all right.

You tell poor people they don’t need any more money
on pay day and even if it's fierce to be out of a job,
Jesus'll fix that all right, all right—all they gotta

do is take Jesus the way you say.

I'm telling you this Jesus guy wouldn't stand for the
stuff you're handing out. Jesus played it different.
The bankers and corporation lawyers of Jerusalem
got their sluggers and murderers to go after Jesus
just because Jesus wouldn't play their game. He
didn't sit in with the big thieves.

I don't want a lot of gab from the bunkshooter in my

religion.

I won't take my religion from a man who never works
except with his mouth and never cherishes a
memory except the face of the woman on the

American silver dollar.

I ask you to come through and show me where you're
pouring out the blood of your life.

I've been in this suburb of Jerusalem they call Gol-
gotha, where they nailed Him, and I know if the
story is straight it was real blood ran from his
hand and the nail-holes, and it was real blood
spurted out where the spear of the Roman soldier
rammed in between the ribs of this Jesus of
MNazareth.

CARL SANDBURG.
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Editoria

r HIS letter comes in response to the edi-
torial of last month:

NEwWARE, July 26.
Editor, Masses:

Why zeill vou—like so many far less loyal
Americans (German)—insist upon clouding the
issue ?

Uncle Sam dees nef “ingist upon the right of
American citizens to ride into England upon a
British Ammunition train.” He insists upon the
fundamental rights of all mankind—rights that
have been duly acknowledged by all the civilized
nations—and Germany.

A non-combatant American riding (sailing) on
ANY UUNARMED merchant ship shall not be
murdered in cold blood—shall not be killed with-
otit due process of law—which in this case means
due warning of attack and a fair chance for leav-
ing the ship. Nobody claims that the submarine
may not lawfully sink a ship carrying contraband

THE MASSES

D il

-but, by the Lord God, if Germany continues
to sink such ships without due regard to the laws
of the nations and of the laws of humanity—if
she continues to drown Americans in such man-
ner, you can bet your pockets empty that sur-
viving Americans are going to fight!

She and her defenders i this country can
quibble and lie and misquote till the cows come
home, it won't alter the now crystallized-cold
resolve of America. They will discover that a
considerable number of Americans can and will
shed something redder than milk and water.

Get it straight!

| B ot

'[ C. P, puts the fighting attitude as well as it

“*  ean be put.

Of course he does not mean that America
would go to war to defend the rights of all man-
kind, or to uphold international law as such. She
wouldn’t. She didn’t. He means that she will
go to war to defend her rights as a portion of
mankind. and to uphold international law when
its violation involves the death of her citizens.
I.. C. P. will accept that emendation, I am sure.

"‘m; e e
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ONLOOKER
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GETTING EXCITED

Y150 she will go to war to defend only so much
of the rights of her citizens as the German sub-
marine policy invades—that is, their right to ride
on the merchant vessels of belligerents in a war-
zone expressly, if arbitrarily, defined by the Ger-
man government., There is no use pretending
that our right to ride on any merchant vessel 13
|u'i1'|_:_'; 551\.'.'1(5{“[; i1, iﬁ. our t'ig_'rh‘. (0] rixl,n.' on every
merchant vessel that we purpose to defend.

.. C. P. thinks the purpose is worth the cost—
war, death, militarism, diplomatic entanglement,
t-|1!.'|1]4.‘f.':] c]i_'pl'l:.\::tiq:u, ;|':_'.'.]c_'1,§,i_|t]J Lli;‘-;l.rlu‘r o every
i:ll’.‘.t‘1ﬁ|.i.’lr advant age and |'||'rpu:: of our COUnLry.

If 1 thought, and kept thinking, about that
little portion of our legal rights as members of
mankind long enough, and to the exclusion of al-
most evervthing else, the way most of the Amer-
ican editors are doing, I should doubtless arrive
at the same opinion,

But two things save me from that loss of
halance :

First, T know that law is nothing but a current
formulation of continually changing customs, a
standard of action which is always being altered
to fit new conditions, and seemsz “immutable”

i o L
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only because it drags perpetually behind the
change of conditions. This is so obviously true
of international law, that Wilson’s own philos-
ophy would recognize it, and I do not believe that
he personally wrote the last note to Germany.
Two mistakes in grammar, and a statement that
“the principles of international law are immut-
able,” are enough to identify an unscholarly
hand,

The truth is that every nation in every war has
violated international law, and by violating, to
some extent always changed it. Therefore, we
are not fighting for a changeless principle, much
less for the principle of changelessness in law, as
that note would suggest to the innocent, but we
are fighting for just the specific portion of our
rights, as international custom is now formu-
lated, that T have circumseribed above. And that
portion is to my thinking exceedingly small.

I don’t care whether I am allowed to ride on a
British vessel through a zone where Germany
wants to do her submarine work or not. 1 per-
sonaly will not go to war to preserve that right.
[ really care more about my right to lie down
on a bench in Washington Square when I'm tired

-if I were looking for a right to fight for.

And that is the way T would like to see editors
think about this. I would like to see them think
personally. 1 would like to see their wives, and
that faithful uncelebrated woman who does their
editorial work for them, think in the same way.
Would you send your husband, or your best
iriend, to the trenches to vindicate your right to
rie through Germany’s little war-zone on a Brit-
ish vessel? That's the question. And because
know enough about the nature of “law” and
“rights,” to undersiand that that is the guestion,
[ answer the question, “No.”

And then in the second place, something seems
to have occurred to me that nobody else around
here thinks of. And that is that, even if it were
worth while going to war to vindicate our right
to ride on foreign vessels in a foreien war-zone,
we can't vindicate that right by going to war
about it, even if we win the war.

If submarines can be made swift enough and
manageable enough to stop ocean liners and do
the “visit and search,” then they will soon con-
form to international law. [f they can't, interna-
tional lazo il conform to thew. We would
use them in a war on Germany, and if we were
driven into a hole navally, we would work up a
retaliation psychosis, and use them exactly the
way Germany is. That is what would become
of the “immutable principle” we went to war
defend.

Don't forget the French areo-attack on the
undefended populace of Karlsruhe,

Don’t forget that poison-gas and flaming oil
are now sanctioned and used by five great na-
tions.

Don't imagine for a moment that Germany
could swim under water and erab England’s toes
without England’s coming back at Germanvy. if
Germany's toes were only in the water!

Such is war.

And such is international law.,

And only because I know this so well. and am
determined to keep on knowing it, no matter
how excited I become—do I take 2 position which
seems out of tune to my vigorous q‘flr'rr:;a!:-r::1:il!:1l
—to whom all thanks for the stimulus.

Max Eastaan,

]

[L8)
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REMINGTON STRIKE RESULTS IN FIASCO

Company Culs Hours and Raises Pay and Machinisis
Refuse to Walk Out.

—Nee York Times.

THE MASSES

Flowcrs of Revolt

HE perennial root-springs of revolution are the
cmotions of the human heart. Pity, anger,
love, ambition, and the desire of beauty, all
these exceed the boundaries of the personal
life of man, and shape his wider social thoughts and
actions. It was the great discovery of the founders of
the Socialist movement that the study of history and
economics prescribed one definite method of revaolu-
tionary endeavor—the organization of the workers as
a class. But before and after that discovery, and with-
out as well as within the movement founded on that
discovery, the emotions and the idealism of reveolution
flourish.
Thiz iz an answer to those who may be inclined to
think that Mr. Upton Sinclair has been too generous
i hiz interpretation of rev

olutionary utterance i his

anthology, “The Cry for Social Justice,”*® just pub-

lished. He has gone back to Plato, back te Furipides,

back to the Hebrew prophets; and he includes passages

trom modern writers like Carlyle and Tolstoi, whose

face was set against the definite program of Socialism.
He 1z right, howewver, to claim all these laree utter-
ances as part of the  great and everlasting Gospel of
HI"-":II'.”,iI:l.'l,

It is true that the reality to which Plato’s ideal Re-

public chiefly conformed was the archaic social organi-
zation which preceded the complex and sophisticated
society of his own period; it is true that Tsaiah and
Carlyle and Tolstoi were all in that same sense re-
actionaries, seeing the future in terms of an idealized
past. Yet these rveactionary wviews are almost the
groundwork of Revolution: hoping to restore the past,
man overthrows the present amd creates the future.
“When Adam delve, and Eve span, who was then the
gentleman ' asked Wat Tyler's peasants, and procecded
to behead the archbishop and the lord treasurer. Filled
with the ideas of Rousseau, whose ideal was the “noble
savage,” the IFrench Revolutionists swept the remmnants
of feudalism from Europe and made a clear field for
modern capitalism. Tt is as dangerous to law and order
that men should look back to the past as that |_|I|,'_'.'
should look forward to the future.

This is an especially appropriate moment for the ap-
pearance of such an anthology of revolt as Mr. Sin-
clair has labored to furnish us, In a time when most
of the doctrines and all of the tactics of the revolu-
tionary movement are in the crucible of discussion
when the International has been destroyed for the sec-
ond time—this .'l!':l||u]e||.:_\' may 2erve to remind us that
Eevolution is as old as the human heart, that it wells
up cternilly from the deep bases of human nature
g0 that we may at this moment keep an open mind
toward the ideas and plans which are, after all, the

changing channels only through which this ancient im-

pulse flows into revolutionary action
These passages of prose and verse, sifted from the
literature of some twenty-four centuries, zhow how

germane to the soul of man iz the idealism of revolt

It is inescapable. Ewvery great writer has, even against
his will, taught mankind to hope for what we call in
the cold modern phrase, social justice. Tt is impossible
to be a poet, almost impossible to be a good story teller,
witheut augmenting the passion of social recomstric-
tion. “Pity,” as Gilbert Murray says in his preface to
The Trojan Women"—" The love
of beauty was a rebel passion in William Meorris, So

i a rebel pﬂ:—‘:.‘[nn_"

are they all, all rebel passions. It is passion that re-
news, overturns, rebuilds the world. T

&

1 The Cry for Social Justice, by Upton Sinclair. Intreduction

by Jack London. %2 net. For sale by Maszes Book Store.

HERE'S HOPING!

An Appeal For Recruits
To All Patriots Who Would Defend

Their Countr};s Honor:

OU are called upon to defend the sacred principle

of the freedom of the sea to all shipments of

ammunition and other contraband of war. Germany

has insulted our noble ideals by guarantesing protec-

tion to human life only. Our profits are jeopardized
and humanity demands that we go to war

Are you prepared to sacrifice the minor, and pethaps

irksome, duties of devotion to vour far in order to
defend our commerce which is the very life blood of
capital ?

We offer you free transportation, free food and

clothing, with pin money for tobacco and L‘ukﬂ' brie

tween skirmishes. There will be houses and shops to
plunder and burn. You will be free to take what VOu
want. Any woman you fancy is vours: it is one of

werquisites of a soldier’s life.

It tired of your wife,
your job, or vour station in life, we offer you releasze
from all such cares. There will be no burden of re-
sponsibility placed upon vour shoulders. You need not
tire your brain with wearying thought. Al planning
will be done for you. If your family is left withaut
support the state will make pretence of ecaring for

them, and if they die from neglect vou will be hon-

ored, not reproached, for placing your country first.

ctions?  All

retolore strug-

Where else can you find so many att

[ . B :
the primal passions which you have he
gled to repress, you may now ind with the full
assent and approval of society. The opport

nity tor a

riot of plunder, arson, murder, rape, torture, iz of-

fered to you by society. Your ntry calls; why
drudge at home?
This vacation of vours will be very expensive, [t 15

one such as you could never afford to pay for VOUE-

self. But what matters that to von?
1

Your 1":'.'i|_-:||:1_-|::|

a others” children will sweat when vou are dead to

pay interest on the immortal cost. The Covernment

will put itself in pawn to the capitalist in order to pay
tor your little orgy. But vou will have your fling, and
you should worry!

F. A. GIFFIxN.

ANNOUNCEMENT |

HE October issue of THE
. MASSES will be a Wo-
| man Suffrage Number. You
will know it when you see it.
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Poems—By Helen Hoyt

WEATHER MENﬂI& ) thou art also beautiful, belove

Only I still do find thee unfamiliar:

Different from me: so strong, so strange—

i

|.:||_:-u.-. Ii'||}.

| !ri|||||,|-: il llac |-; zl

The clouds began to freeze: By unseen hands, " -
%k k1Y " RN Tt ; 1 S strange, my eves will gsearcely dare behold thee:
e E - e pates are openad, : ha e 3
bR AR S A O =) - ‘ | .
The air was angry with me, My hands draw back when they would reach to touch

i : The bands are loosed
I caught among the trees. thee:
¥y But for thy kisses I were half afraid.
1 .'1:'|||'.-:|4:|:'|_
The air was iall of T1a ; core
- ek AR Never failing,
And whirled them in my eyes In soft mexhorable recurrence TIME
4
1 I erew blind and last Alwavs returning,
The shrill winds drowned my cries. LComes mystery
And possesses me The clock,
iz ahekiata And uses me Hush!
The shrill winds snatched my thoug : o e
. : As the moon uses the waters, e, 1 Wi, ].|'.I'l:'|.'.
A1 hinned them abont - T >
And -.'\...I|a|.|.-:| them about: |Irr-.-1--r|_11.'trl:{‘1=~.
The air was angry with me, Ebbing and fowing It is only a moment ago—
My thoughts went ont. Ohedient Hardly a moment—

The tides of my body move : Since the hali-hour struck:
Swayed by chronology Not time enough for doing anything,—

The pathwayvs all were sullen,

As strict as the waters; Except to lie here happy in the dark,
None would lead on T 7 : .
ity 2 And wvet, how many minutes have gone by:

I

Unfailing

L1 1 = e s o L ¥ x - :
The snow tangled my breath; Az the seasons of the moon and the waters ieces from the existence of our lives,

The pathways were gone

O, clock, clock,
Do you go eating away the hours like this
RETURN All the might long?
LIVING And all the day-time,

When we are too busy to Know,
Are they trickling, trickling, trickling away, so fasts

Sometimes,

O do not fear thy lif When we are guict together,

Do not fear: Full of love, Al
Contented, Clock,
Do not draw back ot ! ot ; x e
- s With hearts far off from speech,— You are taking our lives. 3
gAML near. You are eating them away.

Moment by moment,

Quaiekly,

Then sometimes,

Eager, umntaltermg, Strange soft noises begin to come through our lips:
As a bride to her lover: Breathing from us You will drink them up,
= ; : : Lintil all our moments are gone:
With jov, with desire Out of our throats: S LI' : e S
i ¥ . o S e Eor ntil our lives are done,
Give tHussls Hver Murmurings that make no words, y
- And our love iz done.

And vet they have a meaning more than words,

Faithfully, proudly, t e B One. Two. Three. Four
Do you think it might be
Az a steadfast wife; T 0
I'hese sounds are ancient sounds ¥

amd, jocundly Out of the ages long ago, TO LOVE ON FEELING ITS

Live with thy life. When a lover's talk was only noises,
Before men spoke in words? APPROACH

And now today,

Do not fear hiz look, Love iz a burden, a chain,

- . We, who own many words
Fling glance for glance - e ST : _ Love 15 a trammel and tie:
: Return to this first crooning for a speech : : . " :
T S P il Ak z Love is disquiet and pain
etting love stir 1ts own sounds in our throats: That slowl i

tat slowly go by.

1schance Content to use a language inarticilate -

Old az the neighing and whimpered eries of the beasts. O why should I bind my heart

Leave all to life, And bind my sight?
KA Love is only a par
I'o lite, thy lord, 0 * is only a part
Of all delight.

And wait on his will: with gladness CDMP;&R[SON

Wait on his word.

Let me have room for the rest—
To find and explore!

How long, and slim, and straight thou liest beside me! : 2 :
b Love 15 greatest and best?

e the shait of a strong pillar,

Give l|l.'{'|ll.':-1.. '|'|:_n. :.-l:-u'.-. is

But love closes the door

m and round and hard,

Stake thy best; Or brawny tree-trunk
row ripe with his frutage, And eloses us off so long from the ways

Often thy fancy has likened me to a flower: And concernments of men;

Grow young wi
4 tree art thou; so tall aloft, so rugged, And owns us, and hinders our days.

L5

With branches proud, and roots that never swerve. O love, come not again !

[ have walked with vou all myv mile
- i 1 my mle,
Iz thy hold on vouth: L b E Ty L.

How I look next thee, and fo 1 fashioned ! Now let me be free, be free!
i = l-'|| - & :II - q T ) iy - & ’
For thy zest of life And I think I hike My own self better: O mow a little while
hold on truth, What has t body lovely as my breasts: Love, come not back to me!

T il e i e S e



HERO: A Story by

T WAS not that he wore camel's hair cloth slippers
over his shoes when he walked on deck that at-
tracted my attention to Jim Marvin, although that
wag strange enough among the passengers on an

Atlantic liner. Nor was the reason he gave for wearing
the slippers over his shoes—that he was afflicted with
a nervous stomach—so amazing in itself.

There was a look of almost helpless simplicity about
the man, a weakly credulows look, an utter lack of the
appearance of sophistication that made a very strong
Perhaps it was the idea that we were all
bound over perilous seas to lands drenched with the

appeal to me.

blood of so many heroic men, that made thiz indeter-
minate, ineffectual looking man appear so incongruous,

Something m his shy, wavering look made me want
to azk him how he regarded an aet of heroism: would
he consider a deed involving sacrifice and possible
death as heroie or merely foolish?

Eight persons, including Marvin, were seated at our
table in the dining saloon and the comradeship of the
sea soon made us acquainted. There was a Milwaukee
Duchess bound to the Fatherland, a professor of
philosophy who was going abroad to study the geog-
raphy of the soul under war pressure, an auto sales-
man who saw in the conflict an opportunity to increase
sales, two vaudeville sisters, a Kansas school teacher
and a little blond woman with two children, who was
50 exguisitely a mother that soon we all called her The
Wonder Mother.

Marvin was big and stooped. He had a heavy, loose
face, watery blue eves and large red hands that were
pitifully useless looking. His business was strange,
too; he was acting az attendant to an inzane alien who
was beimng deported by the U, 5 Immigration Bureau.

It was the Milwaukee Duchess who first called Mar-
vin the Pig-Hog. It happened after dinner the second
day out that he, when he had eaten a full nine courses,
confided to the Duchess the nervous state of his
stomach,

“Food on board wvery bad,” he said to her. “T have
seen the time I could eat a regular meal, but not any
What I say is, what
good 15 a man with a bad stomach; he can’t enjoy

more. Stomach all gone now.,
nothing good any more."

The Duchess tried to staunch this speech with her
aggrieved and haughty eyes. She shook her rosy, pro-
testing chins across the table at him. He continued to
talk unabashed, as if he couwld not comprehend any-
thing less definite than a command to shut up.

“Service here the poorest T ever saw.” he went on.
“I could tell you something that would surprise vou,
lady, if you haven't zeen it yourself already; there isn't

even a toothpick on board. Would vou believe it? 1

asked the chief steward for one yesterday and he only

looked at me, stupid like.
The Duchess requested that she be placed at another
table away from Marvin. In the library, after she had

attended to that detail, she pronounced | a Pie-Hog.

He's a Pig-Hog,” she said disdainfully, toss-

ing her yellow curls
“The proper handle for him,” declared the Professor

of Philosophy. “Fits him as snug as the skin on a

sauzage. That's what 1

The proper handle for
say—Pig-Hog,” and he smiled a philosophic smile in
which the wide horizon of his soul was apparent.

“Isn’t it rather degrading?” asked the auto salesman.
il | AV, isn't it rather {ll.'f.tl'.'L<|E!1:_' ti 131{' |ii'.:|;i::..' of 1man,
I mean tothe MAN in all of us, in mankind, you know,
to designate a fellow being by such appellation?”

Mot
casting a militant glance at the auto szalesman’s abun-

a bit of it," said the Kansas teacher pertly,
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':ITI|51. dark curls, *He deserves to be called 2 |:’i'_:-“l.'q.:.
and that's what he is, a Pig-Hog.”

“And he takes care of someone, too,” said the Won-
der Mother. “To think of him taking care of anvone.'”
The }-h‘ltl'.l._'l'

gave a little shiver.

Wonder shrugged her shoulders and

“He takes care of an insane man,” said the brunette

one of the two vaudeville sisters. “The insane man is

in the ship's hospital now. He told me the poor fellow

never would have been insane if he had had enough
o eat.

just fancy.”

He says a man gets insane in the stomach first;
Marvin pestered us for a week. There was no con-
versation so personal that he would not offer an opin-

ion on one side or the other, There was no di=scussion

he would not submit a conviction upon. The broadest,
bluntest hint was lost on him

To the slim vaudeville sister he said that tight-rope
walking was not a matter of equilibrium at all; it was
merely a question of keeping the stomach right.

In an argument with the auwto salesman he declared

for the horse as against the machine in war or peace.

Autos never will displace horses in war, he argued.
“In the long run a man could eat a horse, if he had
to.” And he added reminiscently, “I have seen the

time I could eat like a horse; but that time is over now
Agide from that,”
sh the argument, “riding on

since my stomach went back on me.

he said, coming back to fini
2 horse is better for a man's stomach than riding in
an auto, Anyone will tell you how good a horseback
ride 15 for a man.”

After listening to a dissertation by the Professor on
the impending mutation in Eurape’s spiritual geography,
he broke out:

“Tt's all in 1‘|(|i.|'.rir!|_L:' to his stomach, “all m

Talk about zoulz and heroes: what 1

here,"

here. say 18 a

There am't no
T.l_1(|]~.'
Well, T puess not;

hero’s a man that’s had enough to eat.
hungry heroes: nor heroes with had stomachs.

Would 1

not with my stomach this nervous.

at me! make a hero?
Let me tell vou,
the fellows who are going to win this war are the fel-

lows with the strong stomachs.

And them's the Ger-
mans. Why, none of the others never had enough to
cat,”

The Duchess gave him an indulgent smile and went

on knitting. The Professor frowned and was silent.
Marvin found the Wonder Mother in a SUNNY corner
on deck nursing her baby.
“Iz ats lhittle tummy all right? he inquired gravely,

peering at the child. “Keep his tu

¥ good and warm,

[ tell you, lady, if his little tummy could be kept warm,

which it couldn’t, you could throy 1 over there into

the sea and 1t would not hurt him."

He made a clumsy
The

onder Mother shuddered and clasped her babv closer

gesture az if throwing a bundle over the side.

W
to her breast.

“You have got to begin with them early,

went on. “A bad stomach 1z an awfal thi

them out with and them so little.”

Marvin visited his insane ge twice a day and in

sisted that he eat enough for two famished persons.

He hunted down the doctor and talked stor

ch ills to

the poor man till he threatened to fit up a ¢ for him

By the eighth day he

5 =y L TR m
hesiile that ot the nsane man.
had hecama ar fc

fdad Decome an outcast,

The

SOWnN

On that day we entered the English Channel

ship proceeded cautiously, for there were mines

there and the seamen zaid a ship of our line had struck

one of them only the wieek hefi

s, Ui the sigmaled ad

vice of a cruiser -"I_'l-'i-"!j.':' the battle ﬂit_:_' of England we

hove to, off Plymouth. Roval navy officers came

" looked as they worked in
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aboard ; grim, quiet and alert men they were, with a
sort of watchful sea-gull eagerness about the head.
Marvin was standing next to me when the first officer

e over the side.

L )
gaid Marvin, giving me

“Looks ag if

'.:_'|1'r1_-,' E{I(Ik‘iﬂ;.: :_'-I;'H-::lu' I!ilil.'l‘..“
a nudge m the ribs with his elbow. he
Now he's the kind of thing they
Sound as

could eat leather.
make heroes out of; no nervousness there.
a eask and nothing wrong with him in here,” pointing
to his stomach. “A man could depend on a fellow like
that if anything was to happen.”

[ agreed with Marvin that time. 1 felt just that way
about it, myself.
They

They

all

.
examined

Four more officers came aboard, Were

voungish fellows, bronzed and hard.

passports and looked over the ship's cargo for poszsible

contraband. Their work of inspection took nearly all

They went away in, the late afternoon, leaving be-

h what they said was a

hind a pilot to steer ws thro

['-;a:tinﬂ;[f!_'\.' dangerous stretch of sea from Dover
arounid the Hook of Holland.
We were to start early the next morning. Mean-

vats over the side

while sailors began to swing our lif
so we could jump into them without loss of time if
we happened on an accident. It was interesting, that
work of preparing for a probable catastrophe, but ex-
cept for & more disciplined verve that characterized the
work of the crew, it seemed commonplace enougn.
After the first few lifchoats were swung out the ma-
jority of the passengers went about their business of
card playing and gossiping pretty much as if nothing
unusual were happening. By eight o'clock twenty life-
boats were swinging from the davits, ten on either side.

[t was a night of quiet blackness, shivered and sliced
into throbbing squares by searchlights from many ships
of war that patrolled the Channel. Beacons burned on
England’s headlands as if the island lay awake and
vigilant through the night waiting for the foe. The sea

was calm. An unwonted silence hung around the great

liner like a pusling fog. Her ponderous engines were

stilled. The tide was running swiftly, the noise of its

lapping and sucking reached the deck at intervals,
Marvin found a new audience that n for sailors

Quiet and confident they

added

were on duty everywhere.

the glare of many

lights. It was past midmight before he went to his

cabin, saving, dolefully, that a fellow should have a few
hours' sleep if only for lis stomach’s sake

Steati

nked on either

ng ships of

sile by dark gray venomous looking
France and England.
th

before any happened and

[t waz migh on noon
then it happened with a suddenness that nearly shook

the flesh off our bones. We were about nine miles to

the north, off the mouth of the Thames, headed for the

Belgan coast, when we struck the mine.  The sea under

our bows stood wp and roared. The ship shuddered

and alive and fell
gaped like
A few

I picked myself

waned like a thing wounded

and g

back quivering mto an ummense trot
a great vicious mouth ready to swallow her.
'|'|1:i:|'|!.'.‘.l.':.' seemed blotted out of time.

off the deck from among half a dozen of stunned p

gsengers, and in gammg the side trampled over a man
I

who was lving face upward app stupefied with

terror, I found myself wondering whether I should
remain to help him o rush for the lifeboats and save
myzelf. The question put itzelf quite plainly; a hero
Details of the deck crew were
the

Few of the passengers were painfully

fonl 7—I wondered.

already bringing crushed and scalded men from

CNEme rooms.
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injured, but all appeared to have been smitten by an
aching, breathless inertia that caught the gasp in their
throats and held it there. Before we had fully realized
what had happened seamen were helping us into wait-
ing lifeboats. It seemed as if only a few seconds had
elapsed from the time we struck the mine till the first
boat load was shoved off

Then came aid from every point of the compass.
Pinnaces and boats from the adjacent war craft
swarmed down on us as if their crews had rehearsed
for the accident for many days. Presently from the
little boat in which I was 1 could see I,]irl,‘n;_'[l!," above me
the immense bulk of the steamer. She was sinking by
the stern. with her shattered and jagged bows high out
of the water. None of her crew had left vet. We
could see her men, stewards and cooks and kitchen help,
in their white linen suits lined on deck, orderly, silent,
expectant.  Soon they, too, began to come over the side,
putting off from the stern which was now nearly awash
and being received with cheers into the boats of their
PEECUETS,

Our boatiul, wi included the Professor,

the aute zalesman, the Milwaukee Duchess and about a
dozen others, was hoisted to the deck of a British
cruiser, The Professor was the calmest of us all, Im-
mediately he began to talk to a petty officer, He bor
rowed the latter’s binoculars to have a good look at the
doomed steamer. He held the glasses for a few min-
utes to his eves and then lowered them with a gasp.

“Marvin is still on board 1" he shouted.

He raised the glasses again.

“The fool!” h

shouted. “He's hammering at the
Good Heavens! he's los-

ing his life for the insane man. No, he's got him. He's

hospital doors with a =ledge.

bringing him out.”

Many glasses were leveled on Marvin, I snatched
hose from the Professor’s hand. The steamer was
swaying and trembling like a helpless drunken man.
Nearly all of the crew was off now., Only a few of-
ficers remained and these seemed not to be aware that
Marvin was still on board. We watched him take his
patient out of the hospital. Calmly he wrapped a
blanket around the man, for he was naked. Then he
took off his overcoat and bundled the bewildered pa-
tient into ik

care and buttoned the coat

He turned up the collar with motherly
The distance between the
Sea and the deck edge was growing shorter and shorter
There were not many minutes to loze.

When the Professor shouted that Marvin was still
on board, the lifeboat that had rescued us put off again
for the steamer. The crew had seen Marvin and like
the gallant seamen they were had put off to the rescue
They were pulling straight for the ship, which was now
standing in the water at a perilous angle. In imminent
danger the boat got alongside, grappling just under the
rail where Marvin stood with his patient by the hand
A rope ladder was made fast, up which two men climbed
with breathless haste. Marvin took his patient in his
great hands and lifted him over the side. Leaning out
while he steadied him with one arm, he placed the
patient’s bare feet on the rope rungs. A seaman clam-
bered up to meet him and guided him until hands from
the lifeboat reached for him.

The. men on deck looked around for Marvin

He was gone.

We saw him skipping over pieces of wreckage with
strange, uncouth agility and dive into the after saloon
companionway. He came back in a few seconds—
holding his camel’s hair cloth slippers, one in either
He de-
scended the ladder with the apparent carelessness of

hand, and shaking the water out of them!

one born to the sea. The lifeboat shoved off from the

sinking vessel. Cheers rose from every warship and

t:

boat within seeing distance.
Fhe shouts had not died away when the shattered

liner dived suddenly below the surface. The lifeboat
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was just far enough away to escape being drawn into
the maelstrom that boiled and swirled where the ship
had been.

The boat raced toward ouwr eruiser and we saw Mar-
vin gaze in stupid wonder at the seething vortex. We
gaw him shiver. Then he leaned over to his patient
and adjusted the overcoat more closely about his body.

When the British bluejackets hauled Marvin and his
charge aboard the crmser, we fell away before him in
Marvin walked over to the Profes-
sor awkwardly, swinging his slippers.

hushed reverence.

“They got all wet,” he said, and then, “Awful place
out there without a fellow’s overcoat. It's no good
place for a man with a bad stomach.”

Before he could speak again the sailors hustled him
into the commander’s cabin and plied him with hot
drinks.

The auto salesman put hiz hands in his dark, abun-
dant curls and stared at the sky.

“Great God!" he cried, “what an heroic soul is
moored in that ponderous, awkward body.”

The Professor of Philosophy looked inquiringly at
the sea where the ship had sunk.

“He knew his job,” said he, very quictly, “an’ he
stuck to it, that's what

A young officer snapped his binoculars into their case
“Dhid 1

hear zomeone say the man is insane?” he asked.

and bent his deep grey, fearless eyes on me.

A Jump in my throat prevented me from speaking.

“Well, 'pon my honor, sir, if T hadn't seen him go

back for those bally shippers I should have believed him

to be a hero”

HE ave I'll}'f' DiSCDHI‘S c

OD and Jesus are strolling throogh the Uni-
] VEerse, 51Q|I|1ir:jz from =tar to star.

Father, I wish wou had placed the

Jesus
stars more regularly.
like walking on ties,

Cron: On what?
Ties.
Gon: What's that?
() Father, you certainly know what ties are.

Thiz -makes my legs tired. It's

Jesus :

Jesus:
Gop: Heavenly ties ?
Jesus: No, railroad ties.
Gop: Never heard of them. Where are they?
On earth,
Gop: 0, that speck.

Earth into the conversation.

Jesus:
You are always lugging the
Why are you so fond
of it?

I don't know. Becavse they crucified me,

Hm! Well, yes, if you like that sort of ap-

preciation.
Jesvs: We never forget where we have suffered.

Gop: No, [ suppose not. I never suffered,

Jesus: Didn't you suffer when Aaron set up the

golden calf?

I made him

Gop: No, I didn't suffer. I was mad.

suffer, It's part of my business to make people suffer.
But about those ties—what do you call them—railroad
ties 7

Jesvs: Yes.

Gon: What's a railroad?

Jesvs: Well, it iz iron rails over which a steam
enpine hauls
Never

Gon: What's steam? What's an engine?

mind. I don't take any interest in it. It's all after my

time, I guess. Let's go home. My own legs are a
little tired with some of these long stretches.

Jesus: Father, there iz one thing I wanted to ask
you about. Am I the only son you ever had?
Gon: Nonsense. What put that into your head?

The Christians.

Jesus:

Gop: I have had many sons, but you are the only
son I ever had by a Jewess.

Tesus: I guess that's what they mean. Well, now
¢|n-|:'t be angry, Father, but were you and Mother ever
married

Gop: Ewver what?

IE

wedlack

Holy bonds of matrimony. Holy

vs: Married.

Gon: What are you talking about?

Jesws: Why, don't you know? When two are joined
together by a priest that's holy wedlock and the chil-
dren are legitimate.

Gon: My Son, I don't understand one thing you are
talking about. Sometimes I think your earth-visits
affect your mind.

Jesus: Well, it's this way: You know there is a
big war going on on the carth

Gop: Is that still going on?

Jesus: Yes,

Gon: You can't get away from that ridiculous earth,
can vou, my Sonf

Jesus: Well, in order to make a lot more soldiers
for another war, the Church——

That's you,
Yes, and the State—
Gop: What's that?
Well, that's just a few people who govern

(o :

JEsUs :
the others

Gop: O, gods?

Jzsus: Well, the Church and the

State urged a lot of voung men and women to take ouf

Yes, in a2 way.

certificates of leave to have babies.

Gop: That's marriage?

Jesus: Yes.

(300 ]|4:-i_-; Wedlock?

Jesus: Yes.

Gon: What makes it holy?

Jesus: 1 dom't know, but as I was saying the
Church and the State urged the young people to get
habies, certificates, [ mean, so that they could get more
babies for more wars for the State and the Church,

Gop: Couldn’t they get any babies without this cer-

Holy Matrimony ?

tificate?
That's just the point. It doesn't seem to
A whole lot of young people

Jesus:
make any difference.
quictly got a lot of babies by themselves without any-
body's leave.

Gop: Well, aren’t they just as good babies? What's
the row then? Did the babies care about the certifi-
cate?

Jesvs: Na:

Gon: Well, won't thevy make just as good soldiers
and mothers of soldiers?

Tesus: O yes,
Gop: Then what's the trouble?
JEsus: Why, can't you see, Father, that if the

parents are not legally married the babies are illegiti-
mate ¢
Gzop: What's that?
Jesus: Not lawful.
Gon: My! Myl
My 5Son, T cannot follow you.
Jesus :

idea is this: the parents didn't have leave from the

How awful. Do they kill them?

Well, Father, I'm puzzled myself, but the
Church and State to met these babies.

Gop: Well, Tl be—
Won't they let these habies grow up to be soldiers and

No, of course, T couldn't be.

laborers?
Jesuvs: O yes.

forever disgraced.
Gon: Who? The Church and the State?

No, no, the babies—the little War-Bastards.

But they'll be bastards. They'll be

JEaUs

My Son, all this makes me more tired even

these star stretches. Let's go home.

Coartes Ersxine Scort Woob.
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Robert Minor,

Drreanrn by

“Your Honor, this

Is William Sanger to Go
to Jali?

Y the time thiz issue of Tue Masses is in the
hands of itz readers, William Sanger may have
been sent to prison. His trial is slated to come

up on September 3rd in the Court of Special Sessions

in New York City.

It looks as if the authorities, backed by Comstock, were

He has been denied a jury trial

determined to incarcerate Sanger.

Readers of TrHE Masses are familiar with the de-
tails of what William
Sanger was trapped in a peculiarly underhand fash-

is already a historic case.
fon. The man who walked into his studio last Decem
ber and asked for a copy of Mrs. Sanger’s pamphlet,
represented himself as a Socialist and as an honest

inquirer. He said that he wanted to translate the pam-

woman gave birth to a

phlet into foreign languages and to distribute it among
working people. He turned out to be a Comstock spy.

What iz really on trial is the
law that makes it a erime to impart information on the

absurd American

subject of family limitation. In Spain and Italy such
information is not legally “obscene” nor is its dizsemi-
In Holland the propaganda in favor
Eng-
whole matter was thrashed
trial of Charles Bradlaugh

r‘::|_1_iu|'l I-ut'||i|-!-:||,':'|.

of birth control has government sanction. In
land, forty wearz ago, the
out in the long-protracted
the bravest spirits of their

and Annie Besant, two of

time. Anybody, nowadays, can get for nothing all the
information he wants from the Malthusian League m
America the legal athtude is represented
Swann,
William

The Judge fingered a copy of Mar-

London. In

by the extraordinary comments of Judge

of the Court of General Sessions, in denying
Sanger a jury trial.
Sanger's pamphlet, Limitation."” He

garet “Family

leaned forward on the bench with the little pamphlet
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naked child!”

sn his hand. “This is simply awfull” he said. The
medical diagrams in the pamphlet were the special ob-
jeets of his hostility. He thought them “obscene, and
he went on to say: “If any one should inject this
pamphlet into your family, he would be ejected before
questions could be asked.” DBMr. Gilbert E. Rog, Sang-
er's attormey, pointed out that the pamphlet was a seri-

ous discussion of the guestion with which it deals and

no more obscene than any medical treatise,

The Sanger case, in its largest aspect, is simply the
struggle for
and inhuman
William Sanger i% in dan-

latest development in the century-old

human rights and liberties, A medieval
censorship still shadows us.
ger of being fined or imprisoned for helping along the
Those who believe in knowledge

and freedom must stand solidly behind him, and make

cause of knowledge.
of his trial on September 3rd the occasion of a great

demonstration of our sympathy with his cause.
Leoxarp D). AppoTT.

A T T e S




Drawn by K. K. Chamberizin,

Katharine B. Davisq
Little Hell

=ERIES of articles by Frank Tanenbaum, pub-
lished in the May, June and July issues of THE
Massgs, made grave charges aganst the ad-
ministration of the penitentiary at Blackwell's Island
and against the fitness of Warden Hayes, and placed
the responsibility of conditions there on the Commis-
sioner of Corrections, Katharme B. Dawis.

Commissioner Davis promptly denied the chz . and

defended the Warden. Neverthelegss Warden Hayes

was shortly afterward given a “vacation.”

Commission of Prisons then made an investig
which 15 now completed.

The report of the prison commission s

ales

cvery charge made in THeE Mas finds that Com-

missioner Davis, or the department of which she is in
at Bl

stitution neg

charge, 15 directly responsible for cond

wells Tsland and “has shown at this i

of sanitary precautions and indifference to the physical,

mental and moral welfare of the prisoners’ It rec-
ommends the retirement of Warden Hayes.

The report them goes on to make recommendations
I i

on behalf of the health and well-being of the prisoners.

Davis' only comment on this report so far is as
_'-.|||_||'.l.-\.'
“T am not bound at all by the recommendations of

the commission.”

NEUTRAL GAYETY

Shortly after Miss Davis® appointment we remarked
that the elevation of this ||.'|.I'1i:".'.'|:.|' woman to thiz office
should not rashly be accounted an occasion of con
gratulation to those interested in the woman move-

Miss Davis, it was pointed out, was meérely mmi-

a certain kmnd of un chtened masculine effi

ciency. If Miss Davis defends Warden Haves, it is
because her ideas and ideals are not essentially differ
ent from his

The state prison commizsion has found Warden

Hayes unfit for his g

By how

do we anticipate the

X arn i mizsion when we Ay tnat Co

ThE! SI_H"C 15r}\'”l"ll"lEl": An‘xerica

i{1|' the war conti

will he |"--|'|:I--:::I,:-,|||_\ rich,'

remarked a member
of the Federal Reserve Board who répresents the view
hoth of Wall Street and of Washington, Several mil

lion more of corpges and cripples, the expenditure of a

SN AI0L milliongs of

to 2 year's wage of m:

and America will considerably increase

the number of her “comfortably rich.” to say nothmg

g the fortunes of m omfortably

ai doul

rich millionaires.

If the str

zle continues gix months or a year, Amer

ica will win the war.

No doubt the richer and more

populous of the two groups of her commercial rivals

that are doing the actual fi ing will have the advan-
tage over the other group—but at what a cost! Viewed
commercially, the ledger will show almost as great a
|'|-

loss for the Allies as for the Teutonic Powers., Adter

he war America '-'.'i” be the only Great Power that

Ias not learned the cost of ignoring the interests of
other peoples.

Must America go through the same bloody experi

: we can learn to do justice to oth

r 'II{'I:-E.I:{'N' '

1 Asiatics in our midst

Our actions towards Negroes an

1Al alk |.i5l' present wriling we are amodg the

the lot. Tf we tolerate these things on our

worst

doorstep,. what wounld we not tolerate in the way of

al America or China—

murider and plunder i Centr

inflammahle material for another woarld con-

fon fesr

& . S
lv showing their

1ess 1nterests are alres

determined to keep the fruits of their

d-earned victory, to mamtan permanently

vantage gain

d over crushed and bleeding Europe dur-

ing the war. The aggressive spirit which declares for

“myv country right or wrong,” after having burned

e the guiding

iself out i Ewurope, 13 about to becon
principle of all partiezs in the United States.

“Gott mit uns" iz the charming and philanthrope

s cansed itself

motio on the coins of the nation that
to he hated by all Europe. Why not “my country right
or wrong' for the nation that seems determined to
hated by all mankind? WwW. E. W.

make itself

—
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BOOK STORE 0y
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(Continued from page 3)

Krafit-Ebing’s Psychopathia Sexu-
alis. Only authorized English
translation of 12th German Edition
by F. J. Bebman. Price, $4.35. Spe-
cial thin paper edition, $1.00. 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 imtelligently dis-

cussed without knowledge of the
facts and figures herein contained.
$1.00. B. W. Huebsch, New York.

il Never Told Tales. FPresents in the
form of fiction, in language which is
simplicity itself, the disastrous re-
sults of sexual ignorance. The
book 5 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.

“The Scarlet Woman, and Her

Accusers” By William A.
Prosser. A scientific exposi-

I’ tion of and the cure for commer-
cialized vice. Send 28 cents.

Unmentionable, by Rev., Ealer (pseu-
donym). A plamn statement about
the most hidden of all subjects.
Send 10 cents.

Love's Coming-of-Age, Carpenter.
The truth about Sex, told frankly,
baldly, wizsely, charmingly. Cloth,
5. Kerr & Co,

What Every Girl Should Know, by
Margaret Sanger. Send 55 cents.

What Every Mother Should Know,
by Margaret Sanger. Send 30 cents.

The World's Social Ewil, by Wm
Burgess. (Saul Brothers, Chicago.)
#r.50 net, add 1ce. for mailing.)
Historical review and study of
world's greatest problem, including
The White Slave Traffic. 410 pages
of solid facts by an aonthority.

Here is the great sex book of the day:
Forel's The Sexual Question. A
scientific, psychological, hyvgienic,
legal and sociological work for the
cultured classes. By Europe's fore-
most nerve specialist. Chapter on

= “love and other irridations of the
| sexual appetite” a profound revela-
tion of human emotions. Degener-
acy exposed. Birth control dis-
cussed. Should be in the hands of

all dealing with domestic relations.
Medical edition $5.50. Same book,
cheaper binding, now $1.60. Apents
wanted.

Painful childbirth in this age of scien-
tific progress is unnecessary. The
Truth About Twilight Sleep, by
Hanma Rion (Mrs. Ver Beck), 15 a
message to mothers by an American
maother, presenting with authority and
deep human interest the impartial
and conclusive evidence of a per-
sonal imvestigation of the Freiburg
method of pamless childbarth.

. Send $1.62.

Functional Periodicity: An Experi-

mental Study of the Mental and
Motor Abilities of Women During
Menstruation, by Leta Stetter Hol-
hngworth, Cloth, $1. Paper, 73c.
Contributions to Education, No. 60.
’Jtl'ili.'.h'-'l'* College, Columbia Umver-
sity.

Debit and Credit, by G. Freytag. Not Maxime Gorky, Twenty-six and One

new, but so good a novel that it has and other stories from the Vaga-

held its own through many editions. bond Series. Published at $1.25; our

A translation from the German. price 60¢., postage paid.

Scene partly in Poland, theatre of

present war. Out of print now; . The Ragged-Trousered Philanthro-

have a few copies. Price, $225. Pist, by Robert Tressall. A master-

Wm. Abbatt, Tarrytown, N. Y. piece of realism by a Socialist for So-
. cialists—and others. Stokes. $1.25 net.

| The Science of a New Life, by John
Cowan, M., and W. R. C. Latson,
M.D. If you are a young man or
young woman, a father, mother or
sweetheart, then you cannot afford
to pass by this book, for it brings
lasting good and untold benefit both
to yvou and to your children. Frank,
sound counsel, full of earnest help
toward the proper fulfilment of the
marriage hond by experienced phy-
sicians. Postpaid price, $1.

Spiritual Sex Life. An expository re-
view by A, L. Leubscher. Send 55c.

Plain Facts About a Great Ewil, hv
Christobel Pankhurst. One of the
strongest and frankest books ever
written, depicting the dangers of
promiscuity in men. Send (paper),
55¢., (eloth), Ei.l'.l__-'\. This book was
once suppressed by Anthony Com-
stack.

Composts of Tradition. A book
of short stories, each enforcing
some attack’ upon the tradi-
tional attitude toward sex and
domestic relationship, by Oscar
Morrill Heath. A very aggres-
sive contribution to the present
sex agitation. Send $1.10. The
Cultural Publishing Co., 37 S.
Wabash ave., Chicago, 1lls.

The Dilemma, by Gen. Sir George
Chesney. A remarkably interesting
novel of the Mutiny in India, 1857,
of extraordinary power and literary
skall. 3160, Wm. Abbatt, Tarry-
town, M. Y.

The Invisible Might, by Robert Bow-
man. A powerful and many-sided
picture of Russian life drawn with
direct simplicity and insight that
suggest the perfect artistry of Tour-
genieff. The action passes rapidly
irom Petrograd to a typical Eussian
country cstate and ends in a Sibe-
rian convict settlement. McBride,
Nast & Co. Send $1.20.

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,

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. This de-
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

The Primrose Ring—Ruth Saw-

ver. “A story that warms the
heart without drugging the
mind.”"—Boston Herald. Cloth,
$1.00 net. Harper & Brothers.

Pals First—Francis Perry Elliott.

“It 15 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 (5t. Paul). $1.30
net. Harper & Brothers.

The Turmoil, by Booth Tarking-

ton. A beautiful story of young
love and modern business,
Send $1.45.

FICTION

The Crock of Gold, by James Steph-
ens. Send $I1.35.

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar Les
Masters. Send $1.35 net.

The Unpardonable Sin, a startling
novel of Socety and the Slums—the
rich wife has a “crook” brother for
whom she is sacrificed. Send 51.60.

The Breaking Point. Nowvel dealing
with “double personality.” by Annie
Austin Flint, daughter of the famous
Thaw: case alienist, Dr. Austin Flint.
Send S1.60.

Victor Hugo's Complete Romances.
5ix cloth bound volumes. A bar-
gain. send only $i1.60.

Boon—The Mind of the Race—was
it written by H. G. Wells? He now
admitz it may have been. Lt con-
taing an “ambiguous introductidn™
by him. Anvhow it's a rollicking
et of storics, written to delight you.
Send 31.45.

Jack London’s works: Adventure, Be-
fore Adam, Burning Daylight, Chil-
dren of the Frost, Faith of Men,
The House of Prnide, Call of the
Wild, Cruise of the Snark, Martin
Eden, Tales of the Fish Patrol, Lost
Face, Love of Life, Moon Face,
South Sea Tales, When God
Laughs, War of the Classes, The
Sea-Wolf, White Fang, The Iron
Heel, The Game. Send 35 cents for
any one of these books. Well
bound. Good paper. All sent, pre-
paid, for $5.10. A wonderful gift,

Ghetto Comedies, by Zangwill. Send
$1.55.

Ghetto Tragedies, by Zangwill. Send
$1.55.

Banine, by Artzibashef. The sensza-
gational Russian novel now obtain-
able in English. %r1.35 net. B. W,
Huebsch.

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 _Jli:;.'il.'![}l'l. Conrad. Short
stories. Seribmer. Send $1.50.

An Anarchist Woman, by H. Hap-
wood. 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, 6oc., postage paid.

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

A Far Country, Winston Churchill's
new novel, 15 another realistic amd
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
MNew York harbor and its workers,
a young writer passes, in the dewvel-
opment of his life and work, from a
blind worship of enterprise and effi-
ciency to a deeper knowledge and
understanding of humanity. Send
F1.50.

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.

Guimé, by Walter Elwood. Prajse

from the reviewers: “Only Kipling
has made the Orient live more wviv-
idly." “Guimé is one of the most
haunting characters of recent fie-
tion.” “For infinite wvariety 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.
Reillv & Britton.

GENERAL

Works of James McNeill Whistler, by

Elizabeth Luther Carey. Elabor-
ately illustrated with Whistler's
works. Sold for £4; our price, $2.50.

Oscar Wilde's Works, Ravenna edi-

tion. Red limp leather. Sold sepa-
rately, each %1.35. The books are.
The Picture of Dorian Gray, Lord
Arthur Saville’s Crime, and the Por-
trait of Mr. W, H., The Duchess of
Padua, Poems (including “The
Sphinx,” “The Ballad of Reading
Gaol,” and Uncollected Pieces),
Lady Windermere's Fan, A Woman
of No Importance, An Ideal Hus-
band, The Importance of Being
Earnest, A House of Pomegranates,
Intentions, De Profundis and Prison
Letters, Essays (“Historical Criti-
cism,” “English Renaissance,” “Lon-
don Models,” “Poems in Prose™,
Salome, La Saimte Courtisane.

To solve the riddles of life—read

Charlotte Perkins Gilman's books:
Human Work, The Man-Made
World, What Diantha Did, Moving
the Mountain, The Home, The
Crux. Each $1.10 postpaid. Con-
cerning  Children and In This Our
Warld (verse), each $1.25.

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, Strect Speakers,®
send 25c. for a sample copy. George
W. Perry, 1237 West Madison 5t.,
Chicago, Il

The Appreciation of Literature, by

Geo. E. Woodberry., 8vo, illus-
trated., Send %1.60. -

(Confinwed on page 22)
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Eat and Grow Thin, by Vance Thomp-
son. The fat rich man has gladly
paid hundreds of dollars for the
golden secret given in this book.
How to lose fat without losing
health. Send £i.10.

Georg  Brandes,
Nietzsche, Our

Nietzsche, by Dr.
the discoverer of
price, $1.25.

The Evolution of Man, Boclsche,
Darwinism up to date, in simple
language, with complete proof. Il-

lustrated, cloth, soe. Kerr & Co.

Shakespeare complete for £1.  Yes,
actually, for only $1. 1,450 pages.
Linen cloth, gold top. Send 2o
cents for postage. Some big bar-

gain, isn't it?

A Guide to Good English—TRob-
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.

A Voice from the Crowd, by George
Wharton Pepper. “Practical sug-
gestions to the man in the pulpit.”
Price $1.50 net. Yale University
Press.

Secrets of Personal Culture and Busi-
ness Power, by Bernard Meador.
A marvellous stimulant for a tired
business man. Beauotifully bound
in soft leather. A gift book. Send
$2.00.

The Rise of Religious Liberty in
America, by Sanford H. Cobb. 541
PP, Bve. Publizshed at $4.00 by Mac-
millan; our price, $I.50, postage
paid.

Earth Hunger dand Other Essays, by
b

“Thought-provo-
L. A. Booklist, 377 pages.
Yale University

. x Sumner.
king."”
Price,
Press,

AL
$z.25 net.

DRAMA

The Dawn (Les Aubes), a symbaelic
war play, by Emile Yerhaeren, the
poet of the Belgians. “The author
approaches life thiough the feelings
and passions. His dramas express
the wvitality and strenuousness of
his people.” $1.00 net. Small, May-
nard & Company. Boston.

HUMOR

Are Women People? A collection of
clever woman suffrage wverses. The
best since Mrs. Gilman. Geo H. Doran
Co. 05 cents net.

Dead Souls—Nikolai Gogol's great
humorous classic translated from
the Russian. Stokes. $1.25 net.

Malice in B!undqr]and, -Il:l' Horace
Wyatt. An extremely clever par-
ady on “Alice in Wonderland.”
Subject: The European war. TIllus-
trations almost as good as Tenniel’s.
Most of the “Alice” characters fig-
ure under different names, e g,
The Kaiser iz "“"The Carpenter,”
von Bethmann-Hollweg iz the
“Walrus,"” etc.  Priee, 72e. Wm.

Abbatt, Tarrytown, N. Y.

PHILOSOPHY

What Mietzache Taught, by W. H.
Wright. An epitome of the 18 wol-
umes,; each explained, with copious
excerpts. The busy man's Nietz-
sche. $z.00 net. B, W. Huebsch.

Ancient Society, Morgan, The classic
work on Pre-Historic Man., Cloth,
$1.50. Kerr & Co.

POLITICS

Drift and Mastery: An attempt to di-
agnose the current unrest. By Wal-
ter Lippmann. Cloth, $1.50. Miteh-
ell Kennerley.

QOur 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 Church and the Labor Conflict.
Send $1.50.

The Socialists and the War, by Wil-
liam English Walling. No Socialist
can adequately discuss the war with-
out the knowledge that this remark-
able mew book holds. 512 pages.
Complete documentary statement
of the position of the Socialists of
all countries. Send $1.50

The Sorrows of Cupid, by Kate Eich-
ards O'Hare. 33 chapters, being a
survey of social and imdustrial con-
ditions in America, especially effect-
ing home, marriage, children and
the zocial evil. The third part of
this work suggests the remedial ef-
fect of the application of the So-
cialist proposals. Clath, postpaid,
B1.00.

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. $I1.50 net: postage, 1o cents,

The Book Store.

Read the Whole List!

Many new and important books are advertised in this issue of
Masses subscribers are requested to consult this list
with the full assurance that the books are as represented and will be
promptly served. Tell your friends to buy books through The Masses,

SOCIALISM

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. MNet, $o.50.

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
13 A brief in refutation of the doe-
trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.10.

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

First and Last Things, by H. G. Wells.
A eonfession 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.

Laber in Pelitics, by Robert Hunter.
Just published. Thiz book mar-
shals an array of facts which leaves
Mr. Gompers not a leg to stand on.
Send 25 cents.

Practical Economic Possibilities of
Socialism. Comtesse de Kermen.
An casy sxposition of Socialism

eX]
realized. Send 10 cents.

Socialism in Theory and Practice, by
Morris  Hillquit. Former price
$1.50, now s6e.

Robt. Hunter, I

now 50C.

Paverty, by
price $I.50,

*Ormer

Socialism, hy Tahn ‘_:\.|:..'||'-_\-_|._ Former

price £1.50, now 56c.

Well's New Worlds for Old, Send

she.

HISTORY

Get the Foundation of an Intel-
lectual Education. Buckle's
Csreat Work now obtainable at
$1.35. History of Civilization
of England. 4 boxed.
Hitherto sold at five times the
price.

'.-il].‘w,.

Workers in American History, by
James Oneal, A mine of informa-
tion drawn from authentic
nr ce to the condition of
labor from the founding of the col-

to the Civil War., Mo his-

r economic library 1s com-
plete without this work, which is
fully annotated, Cloth, postpaid,
o [, 000,

SOUTCEs

THE WAR

The Spell of Flanders, by Edward
Neville Vose. A sympathetic and
timely account of “gallant little Bel-
rium.’” Illustrated. Net $2.50, The

e Company.

World Peace, by Frank P. and Kate
Richards C'Hare, A spectacle
| with the coOnomic
up to the
d war i suggestive
world peace. Cloth,
50 cents.

POETRY

Some Imagist Poets: An Anthology.
The best recent work of Richard
Aldington, “H. D." John Gould,
Fletcher, F. 5. Flint, D. H. Law-
rénce and Amy Lowell. 75 cents
net, postpaid

Enjoyment of Poetry, by Max
Eastman. “His book is a mas-
terpiece,” says J. B. Kerfoot in
Life. By mail $1.35.

Socialist Enemies of Socialism, by
Rev. Ealer (pseudonym’y A state-
ment of Socialist obstacles to the
achievement of Equality of Oppor-
tunity and No Tribute. Send 20
cents.

Songs of Love and Rebellionn Cow-
ington Hall's best and finest poems
on Revdlution, Love apd Miscel-
laneous Visions. Now on press,
Paper. s50c. John J. Weihing Ptg.
Company.

The Dawn (Les Aubes), a symbolic
war play, by Emile Verhaeren, the
poet of the Belgians. “The author
approaches life through the feelings
and passions. His dramas express
the wvitality and strenucusness of
*his people.” $1.00 net. Small, May-
nard & Company, Boston,

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.

Child of the Amazons, and other
Poems by Max Eastman., “Mr. East-
man has the gift of the singing line.”
—Vida D. Scudder. “A poei of beau-
tiful form and feeling.”—Wm. Marion
Reedy. Mitchell Kennerley. 31.oo
net.

Challenge, by Louis Untermeyer.
“No other contemporary poet has
more independently and imperiously
voiced the dominant thought of the
times."—FPhiladelphia North Ameri-
can. $I1.00 net.

The Peoet 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-
ary Thought, Oectave gray boards.
Price, $1.00. For sale in New York,
EBrentano's; The Masses Book
Store, 142 W. 23rd St.: Muother
Earth, 20 East 125th St.; in Chicago,
Walter Hill, Marshall Field Build-
ing; in San Francisco, The White
Houze, Newbegin's.

Songs of Labor. Translated from the
great Jewish poet, Morris Rosen-
feld, |:-_';' Rose Pastor 5;1111'«!(‘:\'-_ f‘fluit-
able for pift. Send 75 cents,

EDUCATIONAL

Your Child Teday and Tomorrow, by
Sidonie Matzner Gruenberg. “An
exceptionally sane, practical treat-
ment of the problems which con-
front fathers and mothers” ], B.
Lippincott & Company. $i.z5 By
mail $1.35.

The Mental Health of the School
Child, by J. E. Wallace Wallin, “An
Incl to divine di ; x
Continent. 403 pages, Price,
net. Yale University Press,

The Modern Dances, by Caroline Wal-
ker. (Saul Brothers, Chicagao, Ills.
54 cents, postpaid.) With this book
it 15 easy to quickly and correctly
learn the new dances. 64 pages.

Fullv illustrated. B

The EC‘}'{" Books. Three books ed-

by Miss Neva L. H"'_'-'l.‘l_ of the

o School of Civies Planned

he playground, kindergarten,

and the home.  Each 79 cents post-
pand.

Folk Games and Gymnastic Play. 48
pages of Danish folk zames, with
ds and music. Gymnastic exer-

i of play, for legs, arms,

back, breathing, ete.

CISES AN I'ofm

Folk Games of Denmark and Sweden.
40 folk games—words and music—
clear detailed deseription: express-
ing human sentiment which has
lived through the centuries in song
and story. Delightful gamez for
the younger children,

Old English and American Games.
The ones vou played when voung-
sters. 36 pages of words and music,
including  Maypole dances, etc.
Price 70 cents each, postpaid. Saul
Brothers, Chicago,




Books You Should Have A Wartime BOOk Bargain IS All Pleasure
A Waste?

Should all the Joys
of Life be Sucked
QOut by Sumptu-
ary Laws?

THE SEXUAL LIFE

Embracing the natural sexual im-
pulse, normal zexual habits, and
propagation, together with --:'ﬂm_!
physiology and hygiene. DBy C. W,
MALCHOW, M.D. Third edition,
6 x o inches, 318 pages. Price, $3.00.

(Sold only to members of the
dental professions,’ to lawyers, clergy
alsa recognized -»1,||-: its of sociology).

NATURAL LAWS OF SEXUAL LIFE
Embracing medico-sociological | Te-
searches. By ANTON NYSTR ¥,
M. Stockholm, Sweden. Trans
fated by Carl Sandzen, o ] B
pages, 6x0 inches ....:Price, $2.00.

CAUSES AND CURES OF CRIME

A popular study of Criminology
from the bin-social viewpoint, By
THOMAS SPEED MOSBY, former
Pardon Attorney State of Missouri,

mber Mers Crim- : ‘
el Lo and Criminology 4 Crackers and cheese and beer

y bor
s G e % Hugo’s Complete Romances i G o

pages, with 100 &r
Price, $2.00. to a Busy Day.
The European War has Think of Ikl Bix «cloth

crented havoe in book-sell- bound volumes—over S000 FHogs can be regul fie
SUGGESTI‘!’E THFRhPEUTlCS, lng across the water, and $1 60 b Tt Hug’:]'s. }mmnrtul ffogs can bDe regu Tlt{"l’l and fed

Daniel O'Connell, the Great Irish
Liberator, said: “I have seen
many a4 meérry company around a
table, but never around a pump.”

Beor is full of emiles, but not of

foolishness or frenzy.

these new editions coma to Homances, well printed, on a cold economic basis of units
APPLIED HYPNOTISM AND ws at just about the cost wall bound, for §1.60, the ; W i
PSYCHIC SCIENCE of ink and paper. You pries which you would msu- ol nounshment. 5o CARn ek
have mnever had—you may Deliv Char ally pay for emly ome of That seems to be what the Pro-
A ‘maniual of practical psychotherapy never  again  have—the BLLOREY, SO eE Hugo's books. The offer is T e Lt : A
1’|n'|H} I:'-wt: fn P i RY S chamce ta buy pood books Prepaid limited—let us BATS vour hibitionists are aiming for.” We
i Y pIotism, i ] ¥ = o : - P 2 i g
:'.Ii'\'t{-{il M D. Omaha, Nebraska at'so low & prics order promptly, will finally be prohibited down to
410 1,]._- fxa anches. frontispiece OWNX YOUR OWN HUGO! Heep these books om your grass and water, sleep and work.
'_h. e Price &4 20 favorite book shelf to be read again and again, Tou will . t
Third Edian. . ... ETIEE  9e-3ts get hours and hours of enjoyable reading from them—and Everything else can be called

one evening’s reading will repay your entlra investment,
Buy them now.

The C. V. Moshy Company, Publishers THE M ASSES BOOK STORE Il']\’ll".lll-'.'kll[}]r?:tw .q-.I I.['J:i:l.;

801-807 Metropolitan Building

B DA T 142 West 23rd Street NEW YORK fancy free, that liven the toil-

burdened moments, that pleasure
the soul, can be prohibited, al-

karmful and eventually forbidden.

ﬁrhsts Wntnrs Sh]dlﬂS Rooms though most of them are well
Between Union Sq. and 5th Ave. worth while.

Central, Light, Clean, Low Rents.

..:qll.llu {0 Llrn.lrl'\'l! Tempnin Ouly.

ory as one of the

jalism.—New York Call.

“WHY THE CAPITALlST?f’ PRISONS VAW

From Job Harriman, prominent For This Courageous Woman

Eogene V. Dobs says lawyer of Los Angeles, Cal. h’[rﬁ Margaret H Sanﬁer
. . B

BECAUSE
Bha dares break stupld conventlons
and write the Plain Béx Truths That
Every Woman Should Hnow.
During the cT.u': FOUR months wa

5 for Socialism. g BT 1|I.1¢.:. , : ;- grr'-'.‘. l_....::m to have sold hundreds of copies of Mra.
Me’ ol Banger's two books.
¢WHAT EVERY MOTHER
SHOULD KNOW"

onen By FREDERICK HALLER LLB. =i

“WHAT EVERY GIRL

1"JI"| T 'i']_"]_rlln'[T‘-‘]_' ||r{l»,'~r |_\. the matare reflections HI "I_]I:I lom SHDULD KNDWH‘
DN M#GAEINE.S. student |-'] Wi |k|_| in the field of soci ..l.:li..:\- "'_ T life in 2 "-'ﬂ""' 3“};-;' (Cloth—S5end 55 cents)

| is. a student of the ]'.1Irnl movement : buziness life and of Order yeur copies today
nature.  The book points out the l1| Ences r.“.::{ affect the working- what Every Girl Should Enow—~0Con-

book will go down

st works on Marxian St Lea

lened, dry, =olemn, bloodless
virtue is no virtue at all

MORRIS E. STERNE, INC.

Buy through the Masses. Ask
us for any Magazine rruhh*hn’_(l

|:',|,; brain worker, the small ¢ small manufacturer, the tains & section once su

i - ; ! 1 . g 1al 2Ll aciu ;10 prossed by

ﬂ“!-‘“!"-‘-” and we will get it ar r merchant, the large manufacturer railroad magnate, the banker, the postal muthorities; Giriheed, Pu-

reduced terms. e R P 3 : ¢ berty, Sexual Impulse; Reproduction;
and the proiessional and the sSemi-pro nal classes {‘nnsequtucq_a of Ignorance and Bi-

lence; Menopause.

SOME PROBLEMS DEALT ‘HETH IN THIS WORK. SEND 55 CENTS

a What Every Mother S-hl_:lllfd Enowe—
Just Oui Why War? Why Industrial unrest or social rebellion? A e
Why the high prices? Why the thousands of vexatious SEND A GRS

. : : The Masses Book Store
pruhlems of existence in a beautiful world of Pieﬂt]’? F. 0. Box II:-I.E%MT}'L-;ME: Torminal.
NEW TORE.

“Cry for Justice

An car
of Soc

wonde

A refutation of the doctrines prevailing in
logy of the Literature conventional Political Economy."—Bufale News.

Protest m all ages
WA bl i et T SEND $1.00 Wanted, A Music Publisher
Sinclair. This is the worst talke Must Be a Trade Unionist, Understand the
of hook jlf radical circles. Send The MasseS Book sture o .tlt ;-..-.'J| Sy oo Und 1

written, Compiled by Upto
$2.00 \ddtea-& A. H.

MASSES BOOK STORE L2 M- 23 st 142 West 23rd Street, NEW YORK Coce Mk

Mew York
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