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THRILLING BOOKS BY POWYS

WOLFBANE, Rhymes by John Cowper Powys (Ready March
E ) A AR e i3 52
This book expresses the gall and venom of a sensitive nature
fooled to the top of its bent by continual contact with up-
lifters, panhandlers, wolves in sheep's clothing and wordy
moralistic hypocrites.

THE SOLILOQUY OF A HERMIT, by Theadore Francis Powys
et omE). o s
A profoundly original interpretation of life by the great lec-
turer's hermit brother. John Cowper Powys says that com-
L:l:tl'l_'l.l. ‘|'.'i1h 1't'||.' -!|l.'l.'|.l u!’i!.:’i|'|;|_]i:|__\' ul' ||_i:- hrut]u*r_ ':1i_: OWIL '.-.'Ur'a-c
is a mere matter of receptivity and repetition.

WOOD AND STONE, a Romance by John Cowper Powys (See-
ond Ty T O s e S S e e M E
The irrezistible drag of sexual attraction, the subterranean
vindictiveness ' of opposite human types, the perverse and
implacable hatred engendered by too close propinguity, the
heart breaking struggles of pure and noble spirits caught in
the world trap, the strange occult influences exercised by the
planets upon human destiny—such are some of the prinecipal

notes in this extraordinary book.

VISIONS AND REVISIONS, Literary Eszsavs by John Cowper

Bowyr e e e e B i ey o,

William Marion Reedy says, “Powys keeps you wide awake

in the reading because he's thinking and writing from the
standpoint of life, not of theory or system.”

Mr. Shaw announces that he will publish a second novel by John Cowper
FPowys in the fall and a second volume of essays in the spring of 1017 also.
If sufficient interest is shown in the work of Theodore Francis Powys he
will publish an extraordinary realistic novel by him entitled “Mr. Tasker's
Crods"—who, by the way, happen to be his pigs.

(Obtainable through any bookstore or The Masses Book Store,

G.ArNoLD SHAW %Puausm. NewYork

Own a Library of 100

S oo
B

will dio, bae mend it sow,

FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY
Dept. 588, New Tork

TWO BOOKS THAT EVERY READER
OF “THE MASSES’’ SHOULD OWN

The Cry For Justice

By UPTON SINCLAIR

Introduction by Jack London

An Anthology of the Litera-
ture of Social Protest

“The work is world-literature, as well as the Gospel of a universal Human
ism,” Contains the writings of philosophiers, poets, novelists, social peform-
ers, and others who have voiced the struggle against social injustice, selected
from twenty-five languages, covering a period of five thousand years. In-
spiring to cvery thinking man and woman: a handbook of reference to all
students of social conditions; a friend and counselor to all interested in
human justice. 653 pages, including 3z illustrations. $2 met,

Allt]'l][‘a(:ite An Instance of Natural-Resonrce Monopoly
By SCOTT NEARING, Ph. D.

Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, Toledo University

Dr. Nearing uses the private ownership of the anthracite coal fields to
show the way in which consumers and workers may expect (o fare at the
hands of other monopolies of natural resources. He shows that the price
of coal is not bazed on the cost of production, but an the monapolistic prin-
aple of charging “all the traffic will bear”: he shows that the nnners receIve
hf‘ai'l.‘f_'_lj.' living wages, many of them less than that, while on the other hind
the mine-owners pocket enormous profits; and draws the conclusion that no
one can have an interest in the continuance ofi the private ownership of
natural resources except the private owners themselves—iwith the consumers
footing the bill. The book iz an incisive. stimulating analyvsis of a problem
that is vital to every man, woman and child in the coumtry. 251 pages.
Cloth. $1.00 net. ' p

Publishers The JOHN C. WINSTON C0. Priladelphia

Just Issued
My Marjonary

Robert Carlton Brown
Cloth net 51.00

A volume of phantasy and
verse presenting i represen-
tative collection of the au-
thor's distinctive work to
which have been added some
hitherto unpublished poems of
marked significance.

John W. Luce Co.
BOSTON

You Gan Make $5 per Day

We want wvou to introduce GLYCO
eye-glass polisher and cleaner in your
town—you can ecasily make $5.00 per
day working for us and have steady
employment. GLYCO gives your eye-
glasses that sparkle necessary of
proper  vision and keeps them clean
and bright and free from mist, cloudi-
ness ang stcam, Mo matter what changes
of temperature they go through. Posi-
tively not affected by heat or cold—
youu may safely leave a steam room
snd go into an ice-box withouk your
glasges  losing their clearness if ¥
ase GLYCO onece daily. Somethi
new that a demonstration to any eye-
q_llu.l-.wtar:r will immediately sell.

see—pgend 25¢ for three

L]
ng

¥ it and
sticks (mot a liquid) of GLYCO and
see how quickly you ean sell them at
a quarter each. Money back if not
fully zatisfied. Information as to how
to make $5.00 daily and agents' terms
only given with above offer.

THE GLYCO COMPANY
Detroit P. 0. Box 1057 Michigan

SOCIALISM
Complied by E. 0. Robbins
A Handbook containing nearly 200 care-
fully selected references to some of the
best tic  writings; divided into
Utepians, Christian, Marxian, Propressive,
cic.  Indispensable to well informed people.
$1. Fublished by The H. W. Wilson Co,
Bold by The Masses Book Btore.

M. Alfred A. Knopf's
New Books

GREEN MANBIONS
By W. H. Hudson. With a
striking introduction by  John
Galsworthy., A charming ro-
mance of the tropical torest by
one of the very greatést living
writers. S1.40.

GREAT RUBBIA

By Charles Sarolea, author of
“The Anglo-German Problem,”
etc. A brilliant and sympathetic
survey of the country and its
people. With maps. $i1.25,
THE MEMOIRS OF A FPHYSICIAN
From the Russian of Vikenty
Verezzsayev, A work (non-fiction)
known the world over, ‘which has
placed its author in the fArst rank
of Russian writers. $1.5o.

THE LITTLE DEMON
A novel from the Russian of
Feodor Sclogub. The author-
izedd English version, with a spe-
cial preface, of this writer's finest
and most famous book. $r1.50.
SELF-GOVERNMENT IN RUSSIA
By Paul Vinogradoff. A con-
tribution by one of the greatest
modern authorities. %r1.00,
OTHERS: AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE
At % NEW VTERSE
Edited by  Alired E{r-:v:.'m!.lurg.
The work of almost fifty poets,
51.50.

FOUR DIMENSIONAL VISTAS
By Claude Brapdon. For all
who are  interested in . the
Fourth Dimension and in The:
osophy. 3128

20 West Forly-Second Street, NEW YORK

Copyright, 1016, by the Masses Publishing Company, 33 West 14th Street. Mew York




Twenty Books, Recom-
mended by Floyd De]l

See page 27 for descr |“' I,
The Hcd and :11-3 Black, by Sten-
dhal, $1.73
The Revolt of the Angels, by Ana-
tole |-1__||;_-.__ $1.55.

The Pastor’s Wife, bv M. A, Ar-
nim, $1.33.

The E!mm"} af Mr.

G, Wells, 21,35,

The [diot, by F M.

51.50.

“—and Other Poets,” by Louis
Untermever, 21 25,

Sonnets of a Portrait Painter, :._-.-

Arthur Davison Ficke, 31«
Spoon River Anl!mlng}'_ 1

isters, SI.25.

Polly, by H.

Dostoievski,

G. . Chesterton

The Ps:.rchol-:us::.r o: tm Uncon-
seious, by C. G. Jung 1.00,
Sex in Relation to Sm:ict:.f. by

Havelock Ellis, $3.00.

The Sexual Life of Our Time, by
Ivan Bloch, 35.00.

The Sexual Question, by
Forel, $1.60.

The Sexual Life, by
chow, $3.00.

First and Last Things, by H. G.
Wells, $1.50.

Eoon, the Mind of the Race, by
H. G. Wells, $1.35 :

Shakespeare, by John
50 Ccents.

The Greek Commonwealth, by A,
E. Zimmern, $3.00.

The Trojan Women of Euripides,
Translated by Gilbert Murray,
85 cents

Hippolytus and Bacchae of Euripides,

and Aristophanes’ Frogs Translated

by Gilbert Murray, 2175

August

C. W. Mal-

Masefield,

FICTION

T]-u: r'-']|s~_~.|cm of Victoria Wt]"m]rmm

York,
simple story that carries :
which ought to take jte
propaganda for instruction on
important matter.” Send S1.08.

—=

The Little Demon, from the Russian
of Feodor Sologub. Price $1.50.

The Bet and Other Tales, by Tchek-
hov, A wvolume of new stories by
the most popular of Russian short
story writers. Net, $1.23

With a Diploma and the Whirlwind,
by Dantchenko. Two short novels
of contrasting social environment,
the scene of one laid in 8 remote
country estate of Little Russia, the
land of the Cossacks, made famous
by Gogol; the other in the fashion-
able circle of St. Petershurg sociaty,
Net, $1.25.

Moyle Church-Town, by John Tre-
vena, A wirile, delightful romance.

$1.40.

The Millionaire, by Michael Artzi-
bashef. This striking volume con-
tains three unforgetable novelettes
as well as an antobiographical pref-
ace by the author. The New York
Times referred to the wvolume as
“"one ol the most notable books of
the present season.” $1.25 net.

The Little Angel, by L. N. Andreyev.
You are Acqus |||"::l.| with Andreyvev's
plays. But his stories represent his
best work, Ask anyone who knows.
Here are fifteen of them, $r.2s,

—

Chelkash, by Maxim Gorky. A selec
tion of the best work of this famous
Russian writer. The publication of
his autobiography this season  is
going to make Gorky more talked
about than ever. $r1.25.

Goucharov.
classic

Ivan
Russian

The - Precipice, by
One of the fine
novels, $1.35.

Banine, by Artzibashef, The sensa-
sational Fussian novel now obtain-
able in English. $1.35 net. B, W,
Huebsch.

Mazxime Gorky, Twenty-six and One
and other stories from the Vaga-
bond Series. Published at $1.25; onr
price Boc., postage paid,

The Spy, by Maxim Gorky. A novel
of the revolutionary movement in
Fussia. Sold at $1.50, our price 9o
cents,

Dead Souls—Nikolai
humorous elaszie
the Russian.

Gogol’'s  great
translated from
Stokes, Send £1.35.

Taras Bulba:
Translated from the Ru
olal V. Gogol by Isabel F.
Send $1.35.

A Tale of the Cossacks.

sgian of Nie-
Hapgood.

The Treasure, by David Pinski. A
drama, translated by Dr. Ludwig
Lewisohn, A token of the renais-
sance of Jewish culture. $1.10, post-
paid.

The Signal and Other Stories, by W.
M. Garshin. %$1.45 postpaid. Sev-
enteen short stories translated from
the Russian.

The Story of Jacob Stahl, by
J. D. Beresford. In three vol-
umes: The Early History of
Jacob Stahl: A Candidate for
Truth; The Invisible Ewvent.
Floyd Dell places this trilogy
among the =ix best novels.
Perhaps the finest work of con-
temporary ' Enghsh fiction.
Each $1.35. The set, $2.75

The Genius, by Theedore ['.l"'-:_:‘-E..
A ne el of monumental proportions
and HIL' ificance. $1.00 pos .*-nr

-—

sets of Poe, Scott, Hugo, Dumas, Lin-
coln, Kipling, Dickens, Stevenson,
Shdkexupcare 6 vols each set. $160
the set, delivered.

An Anarchist Woman, by H. Hap-
good. This extraordinary mnovel
points out the nature, the value and
alza the trapic hmitations of the
social rebel. Published at $1.25 net;
our price, Hoc., postage paid.

The Harbor, by Ernest Poole. A
novel of remarkable power and wvis-
ion in which are depicted the great
changes taking place in American
life, business and ideals. Under the
tremendous influence of the great
New York harbor and its workers,
a4 young writer passes, in the devel-
opment of his life and work, from a
blind worship of enterprise and effi-
ciency to a deeper knowledge and
understanding of humanity. Send
$1.50.

The Eesearch Magnificent, by H. G.
Wells. New York: The Macmillan
Co. Send $r1.50.

“Wood and Stone," by
Pow vE, Aonew di
fiction. It
rather than M r.

_TnE'l:] f‘u'.l.']‘:-uz
ure i English
Dostoievsky
"-"-11 and Balzae
rather than Mr. |.l|*-..llr.||_'~' In its
"I-:"n' to answer some of the more
dangerous dogmas enunciated by
Mietzsche, 1t does not scruple to
make drastic use of that great
psychologist's devastating insight.
More than 650 pages. $1.50 net.

Four new tales |

Price $I1.35.

Within the Tides.
Joseph Conrad.

I:\'

Jim, by Reginald Wricht Kauffman.
A book about radicals written in a
radical way. Send $1.35.

The
Magazine.

tastes, prompt and

or not.
without charge.
exchanged.

Masses Book Store helps us to get out the Masses
It helps you by personal attention to your
efficient service,
knowledge of the book-publishing trade.
yvou anything you want, whether it is advertised here
Lists of books on special subjects made up
Books ordered through error gladly

and thorough
We can get

POETRY AND DRAMA

“"—and Other POETS,“ bv Louis Unter-
meyer, author of “Challenge,” etc,
$1.25 net. The modern Parnass [fmc
Frost, Masefield, Masters, Yea
Amy Lowell, Noyes, Pound, “F. E‘.
A" ete, are the victims in this ir-
gverent olume of mirth and
thought provoking parodies.

My Marjonary, by Robert
Brown of THe Masses.
s, of distinct original
y [ I"'||
FLIWTERTE

Ehymes .md Unwly*t*cs
1'-rI"1.1 “Readable. radie: i
and all popular.™
_ nian. “He has projected
'.I;..;.II:‘::-'1 the world a new form of fu-
turist verse which he calls vowl-
ymes."—3. F .Call., “The verse it-
self, like the preface, in which these
forms and the plea for freedom
from conventions 15 made, is revo-
lutionary.”—Oregan Journal. Cloth.
Goc.; leather, Soc,

Songs of Love and Rebellion. Cov-
ington Hall's best and finest poems
on Revolution, Love and iscel-
lancous Visions., Send 4qoc.

Translated from the

poet, Morris Rosen-
Pastor Stokes. Suit-
Send 75 cents.

Songs of Laber.
great Jewish
teld, by Rose
able for mift.

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 bean-
tiful form and feeling."—Wm. Marion
Reedy. $1.00 net.

Tl'lt Poet in the Desert, by Charles
Erskine "‘H."'Ht Wood. A szeries of
rebel poems from the Great Ameri-
can Desert, dealing with Nature,
Life and all phases of Revolution-
ary Thought., Octavo gray boards.
Price, $1.00. For sale in New York,
Brentano's; The Masses Book
Store, 142 W, 23rd 5t.; Mother
Earth, 20 East 125th St.; in Chicago,
Walter Hill, Marshall Field Build-
ing; in San Francisco, The White
House, Mewbegin's.

Children of Fancy. Poems by 1. E.
Stoughton Holborn,  Blue  Buck-
ram-Silver Stamping. 256 pp. %200
net. Mr, Helborn szaved the manu-
script of these poems from the Lusi-
1a11m disaster, of which he is A sur-
viver. The beautiful cover design
in Keltic Art, by the author, ma]n;:;.
the book a x[n:mrlv. suitable pnﬂn.nt
to any of the thousands who know
the author as the most successful
lecturer on Art on the platform.

Turns a}nd Movies, by Conrad Aikin.
Raedy's Mirror calls this "the most
remarkable of all recent free verse.

l!h_ best work Conrad Aikin

h:L- done." 75 cents net. Houghto
- el i ]
}.1”']]_“ Co. * g

(Confinued on page 26)
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e CAPR 1 TovialSg

oquare looks m a

OU know how Washingt
wet mist on November nightz—that gray, lumi-
nous pastel atmosphere, softening mcredibly the
hard outlines of bare trees and iron railings,

abliterating the sharp edges of shadows and casting a
silver halo about each high electric globe. All the
straight concrete walks are black onyx, jeweled in
every little unevenness with pools of steely rain-water.
An imperceptible rain fills the air; your checks and
the backs of your hands are damp and cool. And
vet you can walk three times around the Square with
yvour raincoat open, and not get wet at all.

It was on such a night that William Booth Wrenn,

strolling from somewhere to nowhere in particular,

stopped under the two are lights near Washington
Arch to count his wealth. It was almost midnight.
William BHooth Wrenn had just received his compen-
sation for doing—no matter what. [t amounted to
sixty=five cemts in all. This was the third time he
had counted it.

A hasty glance at Mr. Wrenn, if you were not par-
ticularly observant, would have convinced you that he
was an ordinary young man in ordinary circumstances,
perhaps a clerk in some flourishing haberdashery shop.
His tan shoes showed traces of a recent shine, his hat
was of formless English cloth, and his raincoat was of
the right length., There was an air about him as of a
young man who knew how to wear his clothes. The
indulgent mist arded this inpression. One must appear
wy if one iz hunting a job in New York., But 1f vou
had looked closer, you miight have noticed that s
high collar wax frayed and smudgy-looking: if you
could have peered heneath his coat, you would have
seen that the collar was attached to a mere sleeveless
rag that wasz mo shirt at all; if vou could have exam-
ined the soles of his shoes, you would have discovered
two gaping holes there, a pair of drenched socks com-
ing through. How were vou to know that the raincoat
was “slightly damaged by fire” within? Or that the
English hat was fast ungluing in the wet? After
reckoning up his resources, William flipped a eoin in
he air. It came heads: he took the right-hand path

across the Square, jingling the coing cheerfully in his
pocket.

Between two are lights on that path there iz a dreary
streteh of hard wooden benches,  In the dim light, he
matde ont two persons r|q‘:'|,:;1_'.'i|1:_: opposite sides of the
walk. One was a sodden bundle of a drunkard, un-
comfortably draped across the irom arm rests which
the city rivets there to prevent tired. homeless people
from sleeping. Hiz bloated face was turned blindly
skyward, and he snored raspingly. Tiny drops of
water thickly encrusted him, twinkling as his chest rose
and fell. The other occupant was an old weman. A
strong odor of whisky emanated from her. A green

cheesecloth scarf, glistening with dew, traversed her

John Reed

scant gray hair and was knotted under ber chin. She
SANE

“0h, 1 know my love (hic) by his way o' walkin' (hic),
And I (hic) know my love by his way o' Chic) talkin’,
And I know my El‘:ii'il love h} his civt o blu-u-ue,

And if my love left me (hie)——"

Ar that, she seemed to hear the jingling of Williams’
coins, and suddenly broke off, saying, "C'mere!”

William stopped, turned, and lifted his hat with a
courtly gpesture

*] heg wour pardon, madam:”

“Cmere! [ said” He sat beside her on the beneh
and peered curiously into her face. It was extraordin
arily lined and drawn, withered like the faces of very
old scrubwomen that one sometimes sees after hours in
office buildings: the lower lip trembled senilely. She
turned a pair of glazed, faded eves upon him.

“Cawd damn vour soul!" said she. “Awn't (hic),
ain't you got better manners 'n te jingle yer money at
that feller an' me:"

William smiled.

“But, my good woman—" he began in his best
MANNEr.

“Good woman (hic) be cursed to you!"” said the
old lady. “I know we—yaou rich fellers. I bet ye never
worked one minute fer yer money—yer father left it
to ye—now didn't he? T thought so. T know ye—"
she sought the right word—"ve Capifalist!” A pleas-
ant glow of satisfaction pervaded William. He nodded
complacently.

“How'd you guess?"

“Guess!” langhed the woman unpleazantly. “Guess!
{hic). Don't ye think | worked in fine housez? Don't
ve think [ had rich young fellers—when T waz a young
gurrul? Know ye? Wid ver jinglin® money an’ ver
dainty manners? What one o' ye would take off yer
hat (hic) to 'n old souse like me—if ye weren't jokin' "

“Madam, [ assure you—"

“My Gawd! Listen to 'm! Aw, ves; many's the hne
rich young lover (hic) I had when [ was a young
gurrul. They took off their hats then—"'

William wondered if this hideous old ruin had ever
been beautiful. It stimulated hiz imagination.

*When I was a young (hic) gurril—

Oh, T know my love—

“Say=y-¥ . . . I was a-thinkin’' when 1 heard that
money jinglin'— Ain’'t it funny how ve jingle every-
thing ve got? You do—I do— Everybody does. |

say, I was a-thinkin' (hic), wouldn't you like to come
along with me and have some fun?" She leaned over
and leered at him, an awful burlesque of her youth;
the smell of bad whisky fouled his nestrils. “C'mon!
Give you a goo (hic) good time, kid. Wan' go some-
where, have some fun?

“No, thank you. Not to-might,” answered William
gently

“Sure,” sneered the old lady. “F know ye, e
Cap'tal’sts! Give us work w'en we don't want it. But
ve won't give 5 work w'en we (hic) want it. Take
ver hand out 'o ver pocket! [ won't take wer dirty
charity. . . . Had enough o charitv. 1 zwork fer what
[ get. See? (hic). No decent woman °d take yer
charity. . . . C'mon, give ye a good—"

“Why are you sitting out here? You'll catch cold—"

""u‘l.'h_'u' you— Wot t'ell do ve think I'm sittin' out
here for? [ just can't stay ‘'n my boodwar these here
fine summer evenin’s! If I got paid fer wot I done,
think I'd be sittin’ out here? Jesus!® She blazed out
at lhim furiously. “You b'long to the City?"

William shook his head. He drew from his pocket
a cheap cigarette box, and opened it. There were two
cigarettes.

he asked politely. The

“Do vou mind if T smo
old lady stared at him,

“Do T mind if you smoke! What t'ell you want,
voung feller? Why d've ask me w'ether you cn
smoke? Wat business is it o' mine w'ether you—
sure, [1l take one—" He struck a match.

“Yer a Cap'tal’st,”” she went on, the cigarette trem-

|'l=ill".; in i‘:{‘:’ |i|l- Ye wouldn't be 50 |;.'|1'|_¢- to me if

you didn't want sumpin’ . . . [ know ve You don't

id

I don't get paid, an’ I (hic) belong ¢ the City

hlong to the City? If vou di be gettin' paid.

Look at this here.” She fumbled in the bosom of her
dress, and produced a brown ecard, Stooping so as to

he read:

catch the rays of the arc |
1

ind. . . . To wvisit Daughter.”

“Pass Mrs. Sara imball for ene month from date
to Kandall

“That's me,” said Mrs. Trimball, w

a kind of

th
alcohelic pride. “Work up t' Ran'all's Island—sort o
git-along-there-do-thizs-do-that fer the nurses m' doc-

iay. | come all the way

tors (hic). We get paid to
down 1o ‘.1il:c Hall: Get there at ' minutes past
three, 'n’ I don't get m" money. Y'un'erstand? Don't
get any money till next Friday (hic). Ain’t that
hell? The nurses an' doctors they get their money up
t five ‘clock. . .,
know I ain't got no place t' sleep. . .. Wivy—? Sa I

Wiy can't 1 get my money? They

say (hic) "aw-right,’ an® go sleep in the park. Jus'
b'fore you come, a big cop comes an’ says, ‘get out o
here.” City won' pay me wat I work fer. ... T go
City cop comes an’ drives me
‘way. . . . Where'll T po? Go t' the devil. din't that

sleep in City Park. .

a round o pleasure (hic) @™

“Wou have a daughter there?"

‘Sure got a daughter. . . . Sixteen years old. Here's
'nother funny thing (hic). TIf T didn't work up there.
I ¢'d keep ‘er there fer nawthin'. But I work up there,
an’ it costs me two dollars a week to keep her there.”

“Why do you work up there? William protested




6

loftily. “That's eriminal extravagance for a poor per-
son like yvou="
talk, the dirty loafer!” she responded
with heat. “Don't ye think 1 wan' to see ‘er some-
times. O Gawd, what do I do 't fer? She ought to
be out on the streets, earnin’ enough to take care o' me
in my old age." . ..
“0Of course she ought.
“f don'
that. . . .

tell me wy I don” want my kid ‘to be like me?

YHear 'm

It's ridiculous—"
keep her
It ain't (hic) got any sense to it

know like
Will ve
I al-
had a good time—/[ always lived happy. . . .
Wy don't we want our kids to be like uz? She
oubht to be out workin® fer me—hut I go on keepin’
Wrat differ-
Wen I'm gone she'll have

wy 1 shut away

ways

her there, so she won't be like me. . . .
ence does it make (hic) ?
to, anyhow.™ . . . Mrs. Trimball began to cough, slight-
Iy at first and then more violently, until her whole
body was wrenched. The mist came steadily down.
William felt the subtile chifl of it stealing through
hiz body. The sleeper across the way suddenly swal-
lowed a prodigious snore, sneezed, and slowly sat up.

“Why can't yve let a guy sleep?” he mumbled. “All
that damn coughin'—"

“0 Gawd,” said Mrs. Trimball weakly, the paroxysm
past. “I wisht I had a drink."

“How much does a room cost?” asked William
suddenly
I know a good

Naw, wat you

wan' a room?
Fourth Street. . . .
You don” want no room.” . . .

“A guarter. You
place right down
grva’ us?
I'm not
He held out a quarter.

horrow it from me: I'd do the same with

“No, but you do. Wait a minute, please!
goimmg to offer you charity.”
“You can
vou, you know—and veu can pay me back sometime
-when you get paid.” He dropped it into her shaking

hand. She clutched at it amd missed. The coin clinked

HE best cook
And the slickest thief

In the state of Texas.
She would have stolen the golden candle-sticks
From the very throne of God,
To light the way for one she loved
And she loved me.
That was Tilly's code.

Generotis, msané, romantic,

An ape even to copying the jerking limp of her mistress,
A zlave where she loved,

A wviper where she hated—

That was Tilly's character.

An ashy face greased with bacon rind,
A ragged scar on her left cheek—
From lip to ear,

Where

One raging Othello

Had nearly loved her to death.

FFat breasts, uncorseted,

That hammocked my head to sleep.
Long gorilla arms that reached me
No matter where I hid.

A heart so big it made me wonder

. . ﬂ
That one skin could house so much of goodness—

That was Tilly!

A dead shot with a reck—
I have seen her toss a pebble

THE MASSES.

Quick as light a long,
ragged arm shot out from the opposite bench, and the
sleeper was reeling away down the path with his pre-
cious find.

Mrs. Trimball half rose from
drunken bum!" she screamed shrilly.
that, you dirty thief—"

“Wever mind,” said William,
“There's plenty more :M; home like that.
This time she clutched it. .. .

“I'm thankin®” you very much,” said Mrs, Trimball
with dignity. “Between friends right
(hicy. I'll ask ¥& to give me yolr name an’ address,
an' I'll return it to you.”
produced a much-bitten pencil and a letter.
ye might be able to put another dime on that, so s |
can get a drop to warm me stomach.”

William hesitated only for an instant.
he agreed. Then he set his wits to work, conjuring
up all his remembrances of the Society Page in the

upon the pavement and rolled.

her seat. “You
“Come back with

hers.
an-

his arm on
Here's

other."
horrowin's all

She fumbled in her bag and
“Perhaps

“Certainly,”

Sunday papers. He wrote upon the letter:
“Courcy De Peyster Stuyvesant
Hotel Plaza™

“Didn't T tell ye?" cried the old lady as he orated
this "1 know ye {hic) ye.
You gettin® yer money from wver pa, and me workin
the week. Ain't that
wished on ve? Are ve

[l have no truck wid
on my knees seven days out o
a4 name o
ashamed to walk a few steps with an ol’ souse like
me, Mr. Cursey Dee Poyster Stuyvesant?”

“Wot at all. William
rose stiffty to his feet, and took the old lady's arm.
He shivered. It
to the chill other parts of his body that had been
faitly warm while he remained seated. . . .

a hell of have

A pleasure, T assure you.”

s

seemed as if standing up exposed

NIGGER: TTIAY

And end the merry-making of a flv;

[ have seen her hurl a stone
And pick off my neighbor’s fan-tail pigeon.

ON THE DEATH OF THE FAMILY
HORSE

11 ORE old Clebeland—
Dar he lay,
An” fies sperrel ain't to trubble
Tl de jedgement day,
But he carcass guine be meltin'
Widout no hope—
Inte yaller wropped packages

OF soap, seap, soop!

TILLY'S APOLOGY

h’['."u' down-right bad, Miss Rosie,
But the good Gawd know'd I'd be,
HWhen he gome squanderin’ pashion

Like he dome done in mel

She raised us all

Then hung about without any usefulness,

A dark, expected spot on the landscape,

Something with its roots driven deep into the memary
of things—

Ignored

Like a weather-beaten hitching-post

Trimball,
United

“Look at us!” remarked Mrs “Here we
all elect a :
very feller that promises Lo make everything all r

{hic}). I say, here we elect a Presid'nt, an® all we g

President of the States , , . t

is—Palice.”

William bluffed magnificently. “But, dear lady,
mugt safeguard society” . . .

Mrs. Trimball turned at her door.
enough young feller for a Cap’tal'st. You got the st
in you. All you want is a little hard work."

“if you working people weren't so extravagant, you'd

“You're a |

gayve enough to make you comfortable in your old
ARET

Williatn Booth Wrenn walked back into the Square
His fect were without feeling, but the dampness |
thin clothing, and all

He sought the bench he

worked through his his
was damp and chilled.
just quitted, fingering the nickel in his pocket. In o
drv corner tnderneath the seat, hetween the fron and
[|!l.-' wood. he found the stump of his cigarette. After
four trials, a damp match was induced to sputter into
blue He hghted the long

breath of it into his lungs, and warmed his hands ove

flame tobacco, drew a

the match.
Just then a

motioning with his club,

“Youn can't sit here”

well-nourished, cape-muffled policeman
appeared,
“Move on,” he said bricfly.
William took another puff at his snipe, and, with
1

RIOW

out moving, drawled insolently, “My man, do youn
who I am?:"
The policeman tock in the dirty collar, the cheap
hat, the wet shoes. Policemen's eves are sharper than
Then he leaned forward and peerd into
face.
he :-'.;|_'i-:|. “T Enow who yomn arc.

old ladies’.
Williani's
T

guy that T chased out of here twice already last night

You're the

Now git, or I'll fan you.”

After the family 15 driving a six-cylinder.
Cne day there was a new look in her eve—
The white shot with red,
The black stretched and greedy.
She threaded the handle of her dish pan with a ribband
And marching 'round and ‘round the house
Thundered upon the tin with an iron bar
Chanting :—
“Mxy poker am my fife,
Aw omy pan am oy drim;
Gawd damn de niggers—

Aw'a punm! sum!! pusil!

They came—those officers—

And chased Nigger Tilly;

Ten million years back she went,

Clawing her way up inte an acorn tree,

And there on a branch she chittered and jibbered,
"My poker am my fife,
An' my pan am my druw;
Cawd damn de niggers—

An’ o punm! musm!! ol

Down she fell
And lumped
Like the sack of carrots in the cellar.

They shoved her onto a board and hurried away,
All that mangled goodness still Ui g-
"My poker am my fife,

An’ my pan am my drum;
Gawd damn de niggers—

An’ o pus ! !'—bum f—by—'

Jane Bume




Arsenic in the Soup

BELIEVE the navy of the United States
should be unconguerable,” said the Presi-

“l

fair to say that Wilson did not believe, when he

dent. “The greatest in the world” It is
started West, that we should engage in a naval race
with Great Britain. He was evidently convinced by

hiz own air of carnest sincerity.

B ETWEEN the President's sentiments of a vear
ago and those of to-day, the average Democratic
Longressman seems to be :'|'|:’|ir;!:.;|'i."|i||:._: a ]r-l\i!in“_ ali

tomid neutrality.

T AFT says we should have a “reasonably adequate

army” and a navy "as big as the importance of
the country in the family of nations demands.” How
can a man who talks as meaninglessly as that deny

that he 13 a candidate for President?

E|.] HLT ROOT'S kevnote address proves that he is
not too proud to fight but far too old.

A.‘i it looks from the outside all the Republican
part
three people want and a device by which they can

¥ needs i5 a candidate whom more than

round up the German-American votes while strafing

the Germans.

T is said that Justice Hughes will reverse himself
and comsent to see America through this crisis.
Mraving anew that whenever we have a crisis some-

bady will arise to meet it—and vice versa.

I'I' now appears that the reason Garrison’s army
was called “continental” is that Congress didn't

Five one,

TJl]£ army and navy fans have given notice that we

must squander no money this year on roads,
harbors or public buildings. The rule is that money
spent by the government must be utterly wasted; if it
shows traces of human usefulness, it 15 called “paork.”

) be consistent, the yellow jingoes should run
headlines like this: “French Lose Three Hun-
Future Civilization

dred Yards of MNational Honor,
Captures Village in Turkish Armenia.”

UR salutations to those bold sparits who write to

the Tribune ':l'-'E'l‘-"‘Ti"'f-L our national moral cow-
ardice and sign themselves “Constant Reader,” “True
American” and “Not Too Proud to Fight” As long as
we remain at ignomimous peace there 15 no point in

offending one's German employer or customers.

HE anthracite operators say that the cost of
wholesome recreation for miners has not risen
much. Not only that, but there is a rumor that golf

balls are going down.

I'l” 15 further explained that if the miners® demands

are granted domestic coal must be boosted 6o
cents a ton in order that they may compete with
bituminous in the steam sizes. A thought to keep
one cheerful while stoking the family furnace—with
every shovelful I am helping those brave fellows to
meet bituminous competition in factory coal.

ARD & GOW have installed fireproof news-
stands in the subway. Perhaps on account of
the incendiary literature they handle.
Howarp BRUBAKER.

Drawn by Arihur Foung.

One of the Contrasts of Our Cl'v:[“z-atiun

The Copper Strike

HE strike of the copper miners in Arizona, of
It i5 a
Anton

which we told last month, was won.
significant victory in more than one way.
Johannsen writes: “Half of the five thousand men in-
White labor in this state
never had any confidence in the staying ability of the
Mexican workman, but here is such a notable excep-
tion that it will have a great influence on the labor

volved were Mexicans.

movement in Arizona and Texas, and will, in my
judgment, bring labor closer together than ever pe-
fore in this neck of the woods.”

The Ward & Gow Censorship

I\-‘ ANY of our friends have written to us asking
what they can do about the Ward & Gow

censorship of our magazine. You can help us, right

now, in the big effort we are making to overcome
this handicap by getting five thousand more wvearly
subseribers., Pretty soon we may ask your help in a

more exciting plan, but just now—thank you!

FROM A HUMORIST

AM loth to be yoked |.||a.w|.!h. Ward & Gow, but Ture Masszs
taites bad to me. My sentiments about it were expressed
in Life for December 16, 1915, in this paragraph:

"GOING FAST TO POT

"It 13 wteredting to notice what the law allows; as, for
example, this in Tue Masses:

“'A number of middies have been dismissed from Annapolis
for participation in hazing. And quite properly, too. We must
have no brutality in the training of our future assasins”

“The Fatherland would hardly go so far.

*“The curipus progress of Tur Masses to the old Boy is most
noticeable just now in its attention te wme concerns of sex.
In that it follows, no doubt, the usual course and exhibits
phenomena that familiarly attend a loss of balance,

“Neot unlikely, however, it is satisfied that it cannot make
a living and hopes and practices to be suppressed. An undiluted
gospel of bate is not even good buosiness. Lubricity can't save
it. It tastes too bad."

I don't stand for a minute for a paper that rates midship-
men a8 our “future assassins.”

Yours sincerely,
Ecwarp 5. Martin.

"Life," New York City.

Baby Bunting‘ﬁs Electric
Chair

To Tae Masses:

AM a little girl six years old, and I believe in

capital punishment. I do not believe enough
people are being executed in New York state, so [ am
enclosing a dime to start a fund to buy a new elee-
tric chair for Sing Sing. 1 want the state of New
York to execute more criminals than any other state
m the Union. 1 believe all the other little girlz in
the state will join in, too.
Marjorie Bunrting

P. 5—Call the electric chair “The Maiden's

Prayer.”

TO THE WOMEN OF ENGLAND

HILE You weep
For your men, blind, legless, hroken
Or only dead perhaps—

While you despair—

We dance and shop

And feel annoyance when upon the street
They hold a box for pennies in our faces
And beg for food for little children

And bandages and socks

For soldiers somewhere.

And you raise your heads
Eyes dull with tears and peer across the sea

In wonder at our callousness.

We women have a right to dance and shop

And to refuse you pennies.

We have never—

Yet—

Pinned a feather on a boy and killed him.
Mary CaroLyn Davies.




TO A WEEPING WILLOW
Yi.'ﬂ' hypocrite!

You sly deceiver!
I have watched you fold your hands and sit
With your head bowed the slightest bit,
And your body bending and swayving,
As though vou were praving
Like a devout and rapt believer.
You knew that folks were looking and vou were
Chute pleased with the effect of it.
Your over-mournful mien:

Your meek and languid stir;

Your widow's weeds of tr: :'|'i|l_:_1 oreen;
Your grief in resignation clad. . . .

You scemed so ‘:"]1:|-Il:"|_'\.'., 1|.-:;'|i-c.'|1|.'|:.' sad,

You beld young hypocrite—
I know you now!

It was oul,

Last might when every li
I saw you wave one heckoning bough

And, with a swift and passionate shout,

The storm sprang up—and you, you exquisite,
You laughed a welcome to that savage lout,

I heard the thunder of his heavy boots,

“md in that dark and ru
You clung together:
Safe, with your

1y weather,

You and vour lover.

| saw his windy fingers in your hair;
| saw you tremble and try to tear
Free from your roots

In a headlong ruzh to him,

His face was dim,

But I could hear his kisses in the rain;

And I could see your arms clasp and unclasp,

His rough, impetuous grasp

Shook you, and vou let fall

Your torn and futile weeds, or lung them all
Toviully in the air:

Like buovant Aags to sing above

The stark and shameless vietory of love.

Louis UsterMey

HEEVEI}]}T DiSCOH rsc

OD and Jesus are standing on the extreme edge of
Space, looking beyond.
Gon: What was that hit me in the ear?
Jesus: A praver.

Gon: Who threw it?

Jesus: It came from the earth

Gop: The carth? Oh, ves, T remember. See who
threw it.

Jesuvs: The Christians of the United States of

America.
Gon: Who are they
Jesus: T don’t know.
:

I never heard of them.

They are strangers to me.

: What does it say?

Jesvs: “Almighty God, all wise and all merciful. We
thank thee that thou hast kept far from us the slaughter,
I."!iﬂl.'r_'.' anl l1|.".'."|ﬂ:’:['.:l]l of war and hast ]_.r_'r|:1i|:i|_-.;| s 1o
pursue our peaceful amd Chrstan avocations. We
thank thee that our homes are not made desalate, nor
the air heavy with thank thee that.

.I.I[

blessings at thy hands of an wnexampled prosperity

weeping. We
secure in thy holy protection we receive the bountif

and that thou hast turned our factories into hives of
indusiry. Continue thy blessings in the name of thy
beloved son, Jesus Christ,”

Gop: Oh, stap,
Jesus: Wha?

That fellow makes me sick.

secret n the night’s great cover.

THE MASSES

Gon: Satan.  That's his prayer. [ know his style

Do vou think it 1z his?

Jesus:
Goo: Is it any of yvour people?

Jesvs: Oh, Father!

Gop: You and I know what that “prosperity” is. Gun-
powder and shells to scatter limbz, heads and bowels to
the air. Murdering at a safe distance for profit. “Love
What

do you think of it mow, my son, after two thousand

your enemies,” “Blessed are the peacemakers.”
YeRrs?

Jesvs: Father, why is it all such a failure?

Gon: Shall T tell vou why?

.rl.:ﬂ:':-C: I beseech you.

Gon: Have 1 ever staved the rush of the avalanche,
the flooding of the tides, or the planets in their courses
to save lives or to please you, myself or any one?

Jesvs: No. Father: yvour laws are immutahle,

Gon: And my law for these earth vermin is self-inter
est. Give power to one of them and seli-interest will
twist it into tyranny and rnlsln_-r'-.', The powerful few
will hold all others slaves and fight amongst themselves
in competition,

“Blessed are the peacemakers,”

“Love your enemies” are sterile cries, my son, till

the power of the overlords to gain anything through

war 15 destroved,

Peace must appeal to seli-interest,

Then we will have peace. It is my law,

Jesus; Oh, Father, think of the poor fellows bravely
dying, :

Gon: Yes, poor fools, for their masters.

Jesvz: But they are so honest, so self-sacrificing.
Gop: Taoilers in peace, soldiers in war: fools always.
Such self-zsacrifice is death,

Jesus: But, Father, they endure so patiently,

Gon: Patience is stupidity.

Jesus: Poor fellows, they never had a chance,

Gon : And never will.

It is their own fault. Let them

die. Stupidity should always die. 1f they had the sense

to join on all sides in common cause against their mas-
ters, or rather against the system which breeds masters,
I might think them worth s

ring; but then thev would
not need me; they would save themselves. As it is,
their battles interest me no more than the combats in
ancient cheese. Let my laws take their course. Wars
there will be while for each nation the competing seli-
mierest of a few FONVETN,

Jesus: Be they never so stupid, the Poor are Ty
brethren.

Gon: They need you. The rich are able to take care
of themselves. What did you do with that prayer ?

Jesus: Here it is,
Gon: Throw it down to Hell,
That prayer will make goad fuel for the Devil
_[I-'_-.. 5: S0me one is |,'|:|||'i|1:'_-;_
Can't I ever he left
alone* Well speak of the Devil and here he s,

Je=

Gon: The earth, of course,

Caon: Who would come so far?

[ wonder where he iz from?

I wonder what he wants?®

JTestrs: Yes, of course,

Lirawn by Jokn

Gon: Looking for his praver, [ guess,
Satan: How do you do? I hope you are hoth well
I am very glad 1o see you.

Gop: 1 wish the pleasure was reciprocal.
you ?

Saran: I am very well these days. In fact, 1 feel
better than [ ever did in my life. But I want to see you
about-

Jesus: Here it is.

Gon: Did you throw that at me a little while ago

Sarax: I don't remember. 1 do. of course, try to
et your ear sometimes,  Let me see it
Gon: Give it to him.

Satax: Well, 1 should say not. Whatever YOu may
say of me you can't say I'm a rotten, sanctimonious
hypocrite.

Gon: That sounds a great deal like you,

Sarax : Oh, you do me an ill]-'ll.‘-1i1'|,'. It's from a lot
of Christians i the war mmution business. They copy

my style. [ admit I'm in with them. That’s what I
came to sée you about.

Gon: What is your business*  Wait.  Here comes
Peter in a hurry,

Sr. Perer: Oh, Lord. Ha! Hm!

a minute (il I get my breath.

Excuse me. W

There now. T was afraid

thiz Devil, thiz enemy of mankind, this unscrupulous

Satax: Oh, get down to business, Titles are out of
fgshion.

5T, PETER: Would deceive you

Gop: Deceive who! Mer?

St. Perer: Not exactly deceive you, but T thought yon
ought to know that a short time ago he came to the
heavenly gate—

Gan: Who is at the gate now?

St. Perer: It iz locked.

Gop: Go on.

St. I'erer: And said he had a business deal to pro-
ose.

SATAN: actly.

St. Perer: He said he was in with all the kings, em-
perors, cabmets and feudal overlords on both sides
I think that's what he called them—And if you would
perniit him and his friends to keep this war going just
one more year he would make your son independently
rich. :

It is the chance of a life-time,

Satan: Exactly.
3 [ told him to go to Hell.

1. PETER
Gon: Well, Peter, you are always orthodox,
Satan: But listen, You'll admit every real Christian
iz frightfully poor. They're a miserable lot,
Jesurs

Alas, they are

Satax: Well, I'm a partner in all these munition

plants and shipyards, and if vou'll let me keep the
slaughter goang for olily one more vear we'll have all
the money in the world and Tl give vour son here a

Ihundred hospita

a hundred orphan homes and a hun-

Wh ¥,

dred churches. T'll put them wherever he Jikes.

our plant at Bethlebem iz turning out——

Tesvs: Where?
Satan: Bethlehem.
Jesvs: Turing out what?

Sarax: Guns, shell and shot.

Jesus: Are vou making murder-toolz at a place called
Bethlehem ?

Satax: Sure. Why, our profits at Bethlehem alonae—
Jesvsa: Father, T give up.
Gon: New, vou get ta Hell, or earth—it’s immaterial—
as quick as you can fly, or Il give you a toss will make
your tumble at the hands of John
playiul somerzault,

Milton seem like a

Show him down, Peter,

Come, son! don't be discouraged.
come when men get rid of the system that builds priv-
ileged overlords. That ig my law,

Brotherhood will

Crarces Ersmive Scorr Woon.

How afe
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Drawn by Mawrice Bucker.

Patriotism




As Performed Daily by Our Leading Mewspapers.
Place: Dark Row.

Time: Interminable.

(The rising of the curtain reveals a group of New York news-
papers asleep in cach other's arms: The 5w MNew York T £,
fthe Globe, New York Tribume, The World, New York Her .
New York Ewvenming Post, and the Hall Street Jourmal. At the
back are the wvarious offices, Towering over the buildings are
the banmks, The Frightful Guarantee & Bust Co,, the Bankers’
Lust, ctc., cte.

(From the stage can bBe heard the notes of a chant, as of a
band of pilgrims approaching. As it grows louder the news
papers awaken., Ome by one they arise until all are standimg
together facing the limelight.)

ALL,
ERE are
Dignified Dailies of substance and pride;

cpitomized things journalistical;
Pardon the hint of a mien egotistical,

Time we have conquered, transition defied:

Progress may pester our minds reportorial,
Reason assil us, or logic distress;

Steadfast to-day as from time immemorial,

is. the

Changeless, impregnable,

Press.
singing off stage grows louder The words of the
ished. A band of pilgrims, pitifully small

t is made up of such papers as are still
respective communities. Having

(The
chant can be distin
in number, enters,
called "FProgress
e longer a “Cause’

ve'' in their .
they procesed hesitatingly.)

PiiGRIMS. ;
Hand in hand with cautious tread,

We the path of Progress thread;
T is no reckless course unsought,
Ere we journeved we took thought:
Where this fearsome path may lead
Never wonder, never heed;

Yonder region, at this rate,

We shall never penetrate:
Hand in hand and cautiously,

Down the path of Progress we

Tue Assesmeres Newseapers,  ( Wonderingly, to the

Pilgrims. )
We have seen what none could prove,
[aily journals on the move:
Viewing your progression thus
[z a wracking thing to us;
Join our static company,
Cur collected coterie;
Put the staff and scrip away,
List to what we have to say;
We our virtues now will state,
You in time may emulate,

others prepare their

(The themselves. The

parts.)

pilgrims seat

Tue Sux (stepping to the front first, with a matter-
of=course air).

Twice a penny
Purchase “me,

Tournalism's A. B. C.
Roughest, toughest stuff is

Subtly, subtly
In the Sun.

done

Twice a penny
Purchase me,
Journalism's apogee;
Just a gruesome grind or so
To maintain the sialus guo.
{Failing of an encore, the Sun beckons the Tribune, The

latter is an elderly gentlemgn, deessed like a vouth. He iz
mumbling to himself, a habit common to old age.)

Journalism: An Unbelievable Fantasy

SE}" mour Bcrnard

TrE Trisuxge (to himself).
Order your arms to your furthest possessions;

Guard with your navy your seas and your shore;
Marshal your males into countless processions,—

Women and children, if need be for more;
Summon the aged, and arm the infirm of you,
Hunt up your geniuses, rally your poor,

germ of vou:

Nourish the braggart, belligerent

Peace that is righteous will follow [or sure,
{After some time he becomes conscious of the erowd. I'a
the crowd.)
When popular opinion
Of a sudden turns about,
A
We had better be without.

we're left with r|1'-.'51 convictions

When the populace outstirips us,
And the
O political opinions

reading public souks

Most peculiarly ours.

Then the ethics we rely on,
Apd the conscience we obey,
Will have to stretch and straddle
same old

In the way,

Arr.  (Dance.)
FRound about the bush we go,
Let us strain a point or so.
What was “Yes"

REound the bush we heel and toe,

we twist o “No,

Tue Guose, (He is laden with market baskets.)
Bread and sausage,

Cheese and eggs,

Mostly things material

Mouldy meat

And mutton legs;

That, for

things ethereall

Let the butcher
Taint his meat,
Poisoning the nation—
Hit the wretch,
(And spare his chief)!
Boost the circulation!
ALL
You may hit the cost of living with a heavy editorial,
Expose the grinning grocer with a well-indited
thrust,
And with a labored leader for the democratic reader,
bore
A puncture mn the all-absorbing, o'er inflated trust,

But hold your ammunition till you're sure what you
are shooting at;
To vent your animosity most carefully select;
A vt

learn
And in a thousand fragments smash the innocent

the laws concerning cause, at fundamentals

Lo pause,

effect.

(A raid from the wings. The proceedings are rudely interf
rupted. A number of grotesques tumble to the footlights. They
have extracrdinarily large heads and no bodies to speak of
Under their chins are large red scarfs. They are the Hearst
Mewspapers.}

{Shouts of horror and ignaticn from the orthodox news-
papers, who make frantic cfforts to reassure the pilgrims.y

Tur Hearst Newseapers. ( They tumble about and
Sing. )
Running with red!

Running with red!

What is a column except for its head?
Larger the letters

And longer the line!

Printing a2 journal is painting a sign.

REunning with red!
Running with red!
Mews is a nuisance that's not in a head!
Pride of the pecople!
By plutocrats cursed!
(A living delectable levied for Hearst.)
{Enter the Calf, He makes for the Hearst Newspapers, who
scamper off at sight of him. Confusion amongst the orthodox.

They endeavor to shield the pilgrims from the distressang
sceme, )

The Cant (bellowing wrathiully).
O, I'm the keeper of a cult,
A L'l.l|||!q:-'i:-:-1.'11l' of -'\1.'111I3"~'|'||-:
A plague to that which is not ult-

[mately Socialism,

The consummations I invoke, -
I instantly perceive them,

As but the crafty masters’ yoke
When they, not I, achieve them.

the newspapers surround the Call and edge him from

(Here

the stage into the wings)
Arr. (To the Call)
(). his crudenezz and his crassness
Shock our genmtle muddle-classness,
And his mobness and his massness
Do our polished selves appall.
Read of shockingest conditions
In our Sunday best editions,
But you'll never find a mention
Of the New York Call.
Exit Call
(The Mew York Times, oblivious to anything that is going
on, looks up from her spinning.)

Times. (Reflectively.)
When trusts and those who made them
:\.-le. the _1:_'-:::1.1'I'I1It1l.'l'.t':- il.'51.'-'|'l|.'i1:-||.'—
{And it’s our polite opinion
'T' 15 a most unlikely state)
Your legislatures,—trade them,
Or retire them on a pension,
For the magnates they are qualified
Themselves to regulate.
When banking, say, necds measures
(M a governmental nature,—
{And again it's our opinion
That is very seldom true)
Why reduce the hours for pleasures
0Of a burdened legislature,
When the bankers best are qualified

To tell ws what to do?

When Labor’s cause has need of laws
To thwart some wicked toiler,—
{Then leave it to the workingmen,
You think I'm going to say)
We recognize the mental Aaws
That mar the muddled moiler,
And we summon his employver
To direct him on his way.
DIVERTISSEMENT.
(A discordant blare from the orchestra, The

take the back of the stage. The Ballet of Colored Supplements

enters. )
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{ They dance and sing )
Jox's ebullition
Blue!

pet poodle m somebody's stew.)

| 1¥ \".:I!I'II'.i'Ell_' a

(1 ?‘.'l"i- tl

Shriek scintillations

In yellow and red!

( Tip the teakettle on grandfather’s head.)
urple and green

Their jocosity rain!

{Tie Uncle Bob to the back of a train)
Cihne-two-three, one-twa-three,
Pit-a-pat-pit,

Certify humor and label your wit.

the

{They dance clumsily.)

Bulky as battle-ships, heavy as lead;
Thud-thud-thud-thud,
Taz

Thud-thud-thud-thud.

¢ your nerves withouttroubling vour head:

Of things unimportant we tell with dismay,

Of the woes of the world in a2 nonchalant way:

1, here, for the hardy, is reading to-day:

1l =thund=thud

Thud-

Exeumnt
he action is resumed.

{The Wall Street
coat and a silk hat, an
(The assembled campas
Rising, they sing:)

advances. He wears a
L= king stick.)
touch their forcheads to the ground.

“Heel to the chief
Who in triumph adva

I'ne WaLL Steeer Jourxan {examining ticker-tape,

absently, as though from force of habit)

Denude vour daily papers of
Their various di

izes,

The Common Cause each vapors of

The politics it prizes.
Reduce an editorial

Until you reach the kernel.
And, by things reportorial,

You've got a Wall Street Jours

er takes op the “"Hymin 1o Property” M jaodn

With majestic measure we

Hymn the tidy treasury;

Let the riches that acerue

Mark the merits of the few.

And each dollar-making penny
Reprimand the needy many

For the chance they failed to seize

I'a mmcrease their treasuries.

Chnce the wish for wealth conceded,
Honest toil is all that's needed:

Note the working w althy classes;

Note the leisure of the masses.
{Re-enter the Call. This time he is followed by

and other radical foreign-language AEWAATHCTS,
the Wall Street Jowrnal.)

All

THE Carr axp Coumrantons, (Rushing about, knock-

ing over all who are in the way.)
Scramble and scrimmage,
Jolt and joy:
Roistering, menacing
Hoi polloi!
Whao shall stay us,
And who shall stop
Yank and Yiddish
And Mick and Wop?

Frenzy and fracas;

saw ve?l Say,
Something trembled

Avd broke '|_|'|_|:l;'|,_1,' !

THE

MASSES,

A mughty being
Haz run amuck;

The Giant Tailer's
FFist has struck.

T Wom

the Pilgrims, so that it may be
:ll:l'.i|>||.; to the Call):
A critic of society

Whom we're af ~d to notice,

Or such a sad anomaly
As woman with the vote is,

A socialistic diatribe

Compelling punlication,
An agitator's jarring gibe

At those above his station,

ALL (in the same vein).
What ‘:|I<'_'. exhort about
Best to be short about,
Give them a line as it strikes vou;—
Each as he chooses,
And that's what the news is,

The public may learn if it likes to.

t Call and Followers.)

Tue Herarp

{ Shocked at what has heen g

[ one whose affair iz

An office in Paris,

A yacht off the Battery wall.
0, life 15 a matter

Of gentle folks, chatter,

The heach, the barouche and the ball.
A concert enthralling,

A lecture appalling,
Of opera regal and rare,
A drama of merit,
Demolish or spare it,

But judge by the people wha're there.

ALL (Hands ‘round the FMerald: faster and faster
until exhausted.)

of you, a page of me
Iz sacred to Society:
0, letters, learning, life and art.

Must play in us a smaller part,

A page of vou, a page of me
[z sacred to Society:
€}, letters; learni life and art,

Must play in us a smaller part.

TRE FPremomiAlL SUPPLEMENTS l elhow

others aside and monopolize the front of the stag
Throw wour presses on the junk;

Printed things are mostly bunk;

Let the relic hunter -‘-.-.--:|;..--

The historic hinotype.

Here are topics of the day
In o limitless array,
Pictured perfectly, and, O,

The exalied things we show.

v at his play:
Ordin

v, did vou's

Let the caption here attest

He has milhions by bequest.

Here are catz of priceless worth:

Here are dames of wealth and birth:
Pets like these are hard to find

(Either dumb or human kind}.

Here 15 carnage after strife:
Here's a H!"'"ll:""-' of leisure life:
Here's a giggling chorus-ite:
Not a useful thing in sight.

{(They display themselves to the pilgrims,)

Tue Posr. (A gentle voice, scarcely heard.)

late, select,

e cultured's boast:
1"'--:.-5|E'|:-1il:':i!|.'4|.
FPost:

lained to preach

Where others prate,

o dignified

To circulate:

[ trace a rumor

To its source,
Aehast at scandals
And divorce;

Apnd murders which
Mav shock the land,
I' mention briefly,
Out of hand,—
Perhaps as topics

Of the day,

A line or two

To hide away.

IFor, all the vellows
Have narrated,
You'll ind in me
Ahhreviated ;

And, what to me
Should mean omission,
The yellows give

A\ whole edition.

). wvirtue was,
Amd virtue iz
A matter m ere

i emphasis.

Arr. (Respectiully.)
0, wvirtue was
And virtue is
A matter mere
Of emphasis.
The ripest, rankest
Thing will go,
IT mentioned in
A line or so.

have su
toward their

¥ TESCH £ I|||"i| |'|:'|':_
promized land.)

Picorims,  (Indicating the Post)
Thanks, a thousand thanks that we

Are not half so good az he.

h we're less to contemplate,
We'd |.l|'|'I-|':' to circulate.
Where the moral tone iz thus

5 no hiding place for us.

They walk backwards, taking up their chant.)

Hand in hand we trudge to-day:

Face the future~—back away.
Where this fearsome path may go,

We'll pretend we do not know.

Yonder region, walking thus,
Ne'er shall feel the feet of us.
Exeunt.
Tue Asseumprep NEWSPAPERS I:I:igk:iﬂg a long breath
af relief):
With majestic measure we
Hymn the mighty powers that be
L.

We, together, laugh at change.

the discontented range,

Tell of pleasure, tell of ease,
We've an unctuous class to please.
"Bid the bad quiescent be,

Giv

e the good publicity.
(One by one they sink to sleep.)

CunTtais,

They fall




Jones
EEKNESS 15 a scripturally commended quality.
Yet it neither inspires the respect of the less
pereeptive of one’s fellow men—and one's fellow
women should be particularly mentioned—nor does it

always bring to its possessor the rich inheritance so

unconditionally promized. Rather is meekness an extra-

human quality, toward which aspiration only is com-

mendable, and then on condition the aspiration
leads never to its goal.

He was employed in
The

demandz on the ;.|1|)Es were 50 heavy that Jones and two

But Jones was a meek man.
cutting threads on bolts in a raillroad repair shop.

or three others did nothing from the morning whistle to
the evening signal of the same steam-lunged monotone
but cut inmumerable threads innumerable bolts

h When the

of hiz boarding house. Thereafter did he drink of beer,

L rcam

day was done Jones listened to the gossip

a meek drink, standing at the bar in a hesitating atti-
] tude. Not for him was the confidential slouching posi
tion with one foot on the rail and one's friends in an
1 hilarions company around. Jones drank his beer alone,
standing back lest some other imbiber desire more elbow
room. Then, mayhap, he =zat on a camp chair, feet
pigesn-toed, to watch other shopmen play egregious,
aunless games of pool. A moving picture show at-,
tracted him occasionally. And after these simple diver-
sions he would slip furtively away to his tiny room with
{ its rickety wash stand and ‘corrugated mirror and enjoy
his sleep humbly and without ostentation
Women were quite out of Jones' scheme. His un-
aggressive soul had never dared aspire to the favor of
these unattainables. On hiz own powers of initiative
he was surely doomed to single meekness for his life.
Thas, however, fails to take account of Marie Mercier
Marie was by vocation a waitress, but for some time
past her

splendor of raiment increased.

devotion to work had decreased while her
She had become a fine,
dashing, bold beauty, wearing black and red and black
and white, those combinations of color with which cer-
tain tvpes of femninity delight to blare noiselessly down

the street.

Following the law of contraries, no hetter law appear-
ing invokable, Marie, hot blooded, barbaric, taking what
she pleased without a by-vour-leave, decided to marry
Jones,

|'l_'.' _Tn-lrl:!::, bur the truth was that despite her aggression,

It was not that she was particularly attracted

her flinging of favors and capricious recalls, her amazo
H' nian fervor and blatant hats and dresses, Marie, in her
minor moods and at rare intervals, was a woman. At
soie such period she conjured for herself a picture of

real home in which there was furniture, a cook stove,

]

husband. While the installment houses

[-L]

canary and a

=

| could furnish most of the necessaries, the matter of

1]

| 2 husband was not go eatly arranged in Marie's circle.
So Marite m her man hunt found Jones. A month later

Jones was meekly married.

S50 pleased was he at his sudden absorption by this
| queen among women, as she appeared to his newly

opened eyes, that he was almost betraved into exulta-
tion. But exultation goeth not with true meeknesz, and
Jones was not able to transend the limits of this sotto

voce quality. As for Marie, the novelty of a home and

the sudden acquisition of a respectability which zhe had
previously flouted when she thought of it at all, gave her
panse in her turbulent career for twe full months,

But some two months after her assumption of the diz-

mibties and rewards of wedlock, Marie met Hermanson

on the street. htly at the
His

alwayvs open shirt showed a neck that wore a fat man's

Hermanson's shirt drew i

arin pits and his sleeves were flled with muse

collar, but scorned an ounce of fat Hermanson it was

who had lifted the pony truck from the body of old man
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DADDY

Andrews, and Hermanson it was who had picked up a
rail to relase a jammed hammer head that had struck

askew an engine frame in the welding. It was alsa this

same man of the tight sleeves and the flat back who gave
handicaps in all the shop wrestling matches.
His wooing of Mrs. Jones was tumultuous and mus-

cular. rlllil.'i'. second !|Zl;{'!:i|'|'.: saw this {lu,:.:1|i:1.‘j.[|-r:||_.a

creature of the weaker sex borne upward in Herman-
son's arms three full flights of stairs to come down when
the moon had played for an hour on quiet streets and
find her way home, a backslider to the oldest profession
i the world,

When Marie entered the room in which her hushand

wias sleeping she lighted the lamp and looked at him in-




I4

tently. His meck face, the unresistance of his sleeping
form, the almost babyish naturalness with which his arm
escaped the covers and hung limply over the side

the bed, irritated her. The brute strength,
splendor, the kingly amiability of Hermanson swept
from
duty,

the muscular
her all sense of proportion, all sense of wifely
and she lunged into bed
figure beside her.

mn fierce disgust of the
meek

Within a week Jones found his furniture, cook stove
and canary superfluous property. Hiz wife had
and coincident was the absence of Hermanson's name
from the payroll. But Jones the home,
spent his evenings there in sad seli-interrogation as to
wherein he had disappointed his absent

gone,

kept useless

spotse, and
slept there even more meckly than when his wife had
so  contemptuously shared his He
vaguely understood that Hermanson and were
in a larger city nearby, but active inguiry was quite

bed and board.

Marie

foreign to him, even in this critical affair,

Hermanson and his stolen mate lived riotously and
exultantly. He earned an adequate living as a steel
worker on a new cloud-piercing struct
eighteen,
rose Hermanson's
and a good Every
awaited her lover in the strect bhelow.

¢. Up it went,

nineteen, twenty stories, and with each story
fame as a strong man, a hard fighter
sport, afternoon at five Marie
With upturned
face she watched him az he swung the last steel beam
af the day into place, and held her breath az he de-
scended from his perilous position.
forth to eat, to drink, to see, to hear,
to the

= ’
their PaSSI0NE,

Then they went

to caronse and to
utmost

enjay all that tempted their fancy or

THE MASSES

The structure had risen another
closed Hermanson,
hundred feet in the

floor and as the day
balanced on a six-inch gpirder two
reached for a smaller girder
swinging lightly from the crane. As he
his left hand, his body poised on his knees, the

air,

reached with
fingers

of his right hand closed over a greasy spot on the

girder whereon he kneeled, There was a hoarse, sud-

ked from the

denly chec cty crowd he Marie,

startled, turned from a jeweler's wind

She did not need to look up.  Almost as she turned

= y- 40 i .
around there came from t street a sound like that ot

a pasty ]|=:1I|l of 1||‘:l'|1_|.:h thrown on the kneadine board

of a

baker. Hermanzon

no, 1t was not Hermanson.
Instead of that bull neck. the -.l.l..,-I_'i|;:4 chest and the

wed sleeves; there was a mass of
mixed with

which ran blood

stretel something curi-

':li.'.:-]_';' cloth ]if-.-:; that of <n'|,-|';|_||:-1. through

and from which, like the white sprouts

of potatoes kept overlong in dank cellars, protruded

splintered bones,
ded The

the pavement.

some strangely festooned with shred-

flesh. face of him was blotted ot

A prefound dizziness and nausea seized Marie. She
cried out in her misery, but not from grief. She felt no
grief. The identity of Hermanson had vanished with
the impact of his 1.|--.|:-. on the stones of the street. Her-

Her only sensation

i'.IIl] Ill;_l'_

MANSGN Was gonmeé. That was all.

:',l.i'!_'."\-ll'ill ||'.~.;'_;:'--|:_ Tear

was one of
]III'-I'II_I_'._'

side

mng orf ths
g

mass before her. She turned and fled into a

SITeet.

A month later Jones's meelk meditation: were dis-

Marie.
imperial

turbed of an evening by the reappearance of

There was a masterful calmness about her, an

amw
AR X
[

WE
i

Draervi by Ilonks Karass,

IIIIITI[[”‘ i

e

S]umming

explanation of her absence. But Jones was

reference to events thg

nat

disdain of

tly happy and omitted

qui
might have interested a husband less pliant and dacile,
He took up his married life where he had left it. The

furniture and the cook stove came back into use,

But Marie soon begain again to chafe under the m

notony of so placid a domesticity. She ate well

Her appetite was undisturbed by n

slept soundl

ries of Hermanson and her slumbers were not broken
by any nightmare of shapeless flesh and cloth which
bled at her feet. But the old disgust of Jones, his quiet
WaAYs, Ii*— Vi L't'liL1I|L"|:|~l' t"‘\iiﬂt'lh't'. grew upon her 1

she taunted

him with his spineless acquiescence in her

1
dE Only

shame, and voiced, such a woman can, her uttes

contempt and hate.

About this time Jones took to reading of nigh

read romances in which lace sleeves, rapiers and the

stagey honor of

And it

made

stagey gentlemen played a large part

was all very new and VEry real to him. He

personal application of the dialogues touchin:
I P ng

the conduct of outraged gentlemen under circumstances
simiilar to his,

and became profoundly sad w

viction that he was z spiritless worm f];u'ir::_{ neither

the courage to defend his own hearth nor the

capacity

to understand his wife's crude, heartless and animal

infidelity. While he was

erfain as to the propér
action, he was convinced that somethi ng had to be'done.
Then did Jones buy him a revolver, the first one he

had ever owned. On his way home he fired

AN eXperi-
at a tomate can n the ditch, and ae-
that the

mental cartridg

certained new weapon would really shoot. At

dawn the next morning he arose dressed and went aut
He cautionsly drew the revolver
from his pocket and placed the muzzle against his right
temple, .

mnto ||I|_' hack _".an]_
There was a sharp report and Jones, with the
self-satisfied smile of one who has at last done his
gentlemanly duty, meekly departed.

G G M.

Enemaies

TJ[L Committee on Industrial Relations has been

in existence three months.
it has developed a character: good, according to the
labor unions which are supporting it financially: b
according to the Trade Review, which pro-
claims that “it is high time for the administration at
Washington to suppress thi

In that short time

ad,
Iron

= mischief making coteric
which has no legal existence and ought to be driven
from the national capital.”
ful to Miss Frances Kellor for showing up her N
tional Americanization Socie ety; it “hateful,”
thought, for Frank Walsh to tell the members to
their faces at their m ceting at the Bellevue Stratford
in Philadelphia that an organization was a sham that

pretended to lift up the immigrant working
enjoyment of a beautiful life.

The Committee is “hate-

k=

Wils she

rman to
when its membership
of such notorious exploiters of the
Edward T. Stotesbury,
Jacob H. Schiff, {'['Lr(-l'r* H. Mackay, Howard Elliot,
Frank Trumbull, C. H. Markham and Elbert H, Gary,

The Committee is also in bad
trious group.

was made up

immigrant as

Samuel Rea,

with another illus-

It drew forth the wrath of John Cor-

bin, seeretary and director of the Drama Society of
New York, for giving out for public notice
the fact that his organization had refused to
endorse Emanue] Reicher's production of
Hauptmann's great play, “The Weavers,” which
was having a run at the Garden Theatre in
New York. The Conu mittee

on Industrial Rela-
tions through its backing has saved this play from
the extinction which it merited, according to the
because the poverty and revolt of
the workers of Silesia in 1840
conditions in this country.”

Drama Society,

“bas ne bearing on




SKETCHES FROM 1 BE-WEAVERS -
By K. R. Chamberlain

The sketch to the left shows the
mob of starving WEeaAvVEers brea]cing‘
into the house of the rich manufae-
turer, Mr. Dreisaig‘er. The beard-
ed man is Old ﬂnsurge. thruug’h
whose slow and halting mind the
idea of Revolution, of brotherhood,
and of the Gn:at T:}motraw, has

just paundcd 1ts WayY.
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Two Judges

OMETHING almost like a miracle has happened in

Portland, Oregon. It happened to two judges.

When it happened, one of them ceased to be a judge.
And the other—but here is the story.

John S. Stevenson was a poor, lonely and ambitious
youth. He always had to work hard for everything he
ever got. When he was a reporter he studied law at
night. By unceasing perseverance, at the age of forty,
he became Municipal Judge. That was two years ago
It was a real achievement for him. He felt some satis
faction with life. When he took the bench he had no
sympathy for the man who failed.

Judge Stevenzen is an absolutely honest man. The
fimit sentences he imposed and his harsh attitude to-
wards the shivering unfortunates who steod before him
in those first days, were an honest expression of his
own feeling about life. His own struggle had left him
hard. He had worked, he had achieved. Why couldn’t
they?

About a year ago something happened to Judge Ste-
venson's soul.

It was during the winter and there was: the usual
problem of the unemployved. It happened to be
warse that winter than ever before. Men slept, by
the hundreds, most of them without blankets, in the
breezy tabernacle that was built for Gypsy Smith's
revival meetings. Those who could not get in
roamed the strects. Every morning the police court
overflowed with “vags." They didn't have room
in the jails for them.

One morning Judge Stevenson said, “I am not
going to send any more men to the rock pile be-
cause they can't get jobs when there are no jobs.”

A few days ago he resigned.

When the papers interviewed him on his unusual
action, he said that the police court is a failure, that
men were never reformed by being sent to jail. He
said: “Crime is a relative proposition. Environment,
opportunity and temptation converge together in
making a man a criminal; not alone is it human
weakness. Under the same conditions and circum-
stances I would probably have done the same things
as the men I sentence”™ He said that he was sick
of |:||-:- whole 1}:i||; and had had his share of the
||_1';-|,'|'_1.- of it. And so he retired into private life.

William M. Gatens, the other jlln.]:_;l.'_ was also a
poor boy and an orphan. He earned his own living
from the time he was twelve. Physically he 15 very
frail. His viporous activities cost him a mighty
effort.

When he was head of the Juvenile Court he said
publicly that it was a failure; but nevertheless it may
be remarked that little boys and girls never came
before him trembling with fear, and  they always
shook hands as equals when they left. He never said
very much to the children, but he said a good deal to
the people who brought them there. Things they
never wanted to repeat. He was removed from the
Juvenile Court because of the honest statements he
made concerming it.

During his last two yvears as judge of the District
Court he has handed down some of the most re-
markable decisions that were ever made. He is not
afraid of anything and is unshakable in his knowl-
edge of the law.

It was he who, when Emma Goldman was on trial
for distributing birth control literature and a smart
young assistant city attorney was flourishing the
“abscene” sheet, said: “Ignorance and prudery are
the milestones about the neck of progress. Every-
one knows that we are all shocked by things pub-
licly stated that we know privately ourselves and

he dismissed the case.

THE MASSES

It is Judge Gatens who has worked untiringly for

years to pass a law to legitimatize illegitimate chil-

dren. He has worked for equal suffrage and every
other liberal cause that has come up in the state. He
will give you a divorce in his court if you don’t love
the person you are legally tied to.

He has made people in Oregon think. He looks
pretty tired sometimes, but he stays on the job.

Now 1 wonder what the readers of The Masses
think about the different way these two men acted
when they discovered the truth about their jobs. You
honor the action of the judge who resigned, as you
must honor every sincere and noble action. But the
man who stayed—didn’t he do something better still?
What do you think?

THE NAME

M‘:.' heart hath heard thy step afar

For all its lightness,

Louise BRYANT

Though the wet grass ‘neath thy foot
Hath not lost its whitencss;

And I know, the while thy lips
Have not confessed i,

All the sweetness of thy name—
My heart hath guessed it.

By the light about thy face,
Thou art called Morming.
By the white Hower in thy hand,
Thou art called April,
Anxne W. Yourc

Horizontal Ta]king

HE other day, as a piece of literary penance, I
forced myself to read a chapter of that very dull

old novel, Fanity Fair; and in it 1 found this passage:

“It seems like wvesterday, dont it, John?" said Mrs.
Sedley to her husband; and that night in a conversa-
tion which took place in a front room on the second-
floor, in a sort of tent, hung round with chintz of a
rich and fantastic India pattern, and doublé with calico
of a tender rose-color; n the interior of which spe-
cies of marquee was a feather-bed, on which were two
pillows, on which were two round red faces, one in
a laced nightcap, and one in a sunple cotton one, end-
ing in a tassel:—in a curtain lecture, 1 say, Mrs. Sed-
ley took her husband to task. . . .*

Note the extreme caution with which Mr. Thack-
eray approached the subject. Mrs. Sedley and her
husband were in “a front room on the second floor,”
by which you are to understand a bedroom; they
were in “a sort of tent,” by which you are to under-
stand the old-fashioned curtained bed. A delicate
Mr. Thackeray did not regain his com-
Once

subject!
posure until he had come to the night caps.
there, he is fairly safe, for a nighteap is comie, and
no well-regulated reader ecould possibly be stirred to
improper feclings by thinking of a nighteap. And
when he came to the phraze curtain lecture, the day
was saved for Mr. Thackeray. Under cover of that
current and respectable phrase, he could go on and
tell the conversation which Mr. and Mrs. Sedley,
aped fifty-odd, had that night in bed.

The phrase curfain lectire has vanished with the
ciirtained bed, And with the nighteap, that saving
touch of comedy, has vanished all reference in fiction
to the fact that people do talk in bed.

The bed itself remains in fiction, but as a purely
[t iz rather a pity. The bed iz in

reality a much more versatile piece of furniture than

erotic adjunet.
fiction gives it eredit for. It is used for all sorts of
pleazant purposes—for reading, for eating breakfast
in, even for sleeping. But one of the most delightful
uses of the bed 1s for talking n.

TJudging from the few references to talking in bed

which have crept in fiction, one would gather that a
mian and his wife refrained from talking in bed until
they beeame forty and funny, and that then their
|:<'-1|-1'|._-:':-:I.I.'i|l|'. consisted in her scolding him—the
vagrtain lecture,” Perhaps that was true in Mr.
Thaeckeray's time, but it is not true in our oW, For
any well-married young couple the bed is the scene
of the pleasantest conversations in the world.

For one thing, the day is so full of a number of
things that it is not until bedtime that they really
have time to talk their hearts out. Wark, play,
dressing, dinner and sociability take up the hours.
And during that time a hundred ideas, observations,
comments, stories, are stored away by each one for
A glance exchanged at dinner
Yes—we'll talk about it

the other’s benefit.
means "Did you see that?
later.” In the evening, their friends come in; but
do they say everything that is in their minds to their
friends. or do their friends say everything to them?
By no means—that iz put off till later. The heart
and soul of every gathering is in the aftermath—a
couple in this bed and a couple in that bed, and not
wearing nightcaps, either, remembering, comment-
ing, criticising, judging, laughing, talking, talking,
talking.

If any novelist had it in his heart to give a real
picture of a happy marriage, he would tell about
some of these conversations in bed. They would be
well worth the telling, for the subject 18 a charming
one. It is unnecessary to emphasize the presence of
the Fif] -it 18 obvious that if it is .'If.!'Tl}f‘.'l.]ﬂu_' to talk
to any girl under any circumstances, it is one of the
chief boons of this dusty life to talk to the nicest girl
in the world in bed. Perhaps her voice comes mys-
teriously out of the dark at your side; perhaps the
moonlight comes in and teases the scene into magie.
The room has a quality of its own=—in the winter,
with a fire dying in the grate and throwing flickering
lights on the ceiling, while the cold wind sweeps in
through the open windows; then the bed with its
warm coverlets seems a citadel against the cold, In
the summer perhaps there will be twin beds, two
little cases of coolness in the sultry night, two little
friendly islands, with two wvoices floating pleasantly
back and forth.

The scene is capable of infinite and delightful mod-
ifications. The novelist has only to put down the
truth. There 15 the voung man I know who works
for 2 morrning newspaper, and gets home about one
o'clock i the mormng. Does he slump dully to
sleep, and hiz wife resume her slumbers with a pout
at being awakened by his coming? Not they! They
are not to be cheated out of their bed-time talk by
the inconvenience of the hour. Sleepy but forced
awake with the excitement of all that she has to tell
him, and all that he may have to tell her, about the
mere happenings of the day and their respective
thoughts, she sits up, smiles, rubs her eyes, and says,
“Give me a cigarette.” He lights the lamp, turns it
low, and side by side they smoke and talk to their
heart's content. An hour later the light 15 out and

they are asleep. Frovp DELL.

Railroad Issues

l'l.‘ 15 the custom of railroad managements to over-

load their trains, so much so that mileage cannot
The practice pays
jrotherhoods are de-

be made within schedule time.
good profits. The Railroad
manding overtime pay. . . . That is different.
While the Brotherhoods are raising the i1ssue of
overtime pav for overtime work, the directors are
trving to evade it by putting this question up: Shall
there be a national regulation of railroad wages,
admimistered by a special national board?

e
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THE WASH

MHS. DRIGGS came in and dried her hands,

The doorway, before the door swung shut,

Showed twe long lines of wash hung in the yard
They hid the view where the fields beyond

Ran far to find the woods,

Gray with young winter.

The room was now in shadew,

And the woman,

Crumpling her apron, hand about hand.

Sighed.

“They're coming, mother!
Called from somewhere front in the house a girl's voice
Shrill and excited ;

“Mrs. Watson’s got new furs,

And old Mrs. McGrey's fit to go to church,

And so's the minister's wife.

I've zet the parlor chairs”

“Bring them in here, Alice,” said Mrs Driges,

“And you po find and watch Maudie and Ben."

And presently Alice showed them into the kitchen

And they sat down in a row on the kitchen settle,

Mrs. Watson, Mrs. MeGrey and the minister’s wife

The church Relief Committes—

And Mrs. Drigge stood wet hefore them,

Waiting

Alice slipped out.

A thread of steam trickled up from the boiler on the
stove,

The water bubbled against the rusty tin,

Mrs

And threw back the fine fox-skin from her neck,

Watzon fidgeted

And spoke.
*Where are little Maudie and Ben this nice day?
Playing?"

"I guess,” said Mrs. Driggs. “They're always playir

I don't have time =0's ta |-;r_'{'|t after them as [ should.”

Mrs. MeGrey leaned forward, loosening her dry, wrin
kled throat,

And smiled,

And tried to make her voice understanding and merci-
ful.

“Of course, Mrs. Driggs," she said, “we know,

We have your letter to the Committee.”

“Then I do hope you'll do the way T asked in it!”

The washer-woman crumpled and uncrumpled her apron

And then pushed back a straggle of hair from her eves.

“It would help me lots more than just the wash.

You're good to give that to me, so much of it,

But a little ready money instead

To lessen the need of my having to do all of it

To ease the work,

Would give me more time—and it's that T want:

More time to be able to look after the children.

Now they're running wild, and T'm afraid—

I'm afraid there's wickedness in their blood, though I
should say it

Young as they are, Ben five and Maudie seven.

But I keep thinking of their father and my boy Herbert

Taking the drink like him.

Maybe if 1"d had more time

To watch and keep after him and teach him,

He wouldn't be the same;

But T had the work then like T have the work now.”

THE MASSES,

HOMEWARD BOUND

“Haven't you heard from yvour husband or Herbert
lately,”
Asked the minister's wife.

“No, Mrs. Elliot.

George has been in the city, I guess—God knows—

A month now. Herb was n last mght a space,

He'd been drinking.
he wanted.

And he left.

1 wouldn’t give him the money
He hasn't come back.”

“You see,” said Mrs. Watson, "that would be the
trouble

If we were to let you have the allowance

Instead of sending you our wash and the congrega-
tion s—

As much of it as you can do.

Your boy or your husband would be after it.

[ think the plan as it stands now is better.”

“But I didn't give 1t to him

I've got my need of it

And what [ asked you for

Was only two dollars, not so much wash the week,
“Look,” she pointed suddenly out the window,
“Since I came to this town six years ago,

With George taken to the drink and Herb already going,
Thase two hines have been hanging there like that,
Heavy and flapping, outside that window,

Making dark this room.”

“You shonld have been glad, Mrs. Driggs,
To have the work.”

Said Mrs, McGrey.

-

“And so0 I was, and am.

But I want the time more than the work,
With a little to keep me going easy—
Time to watch Maudie and Ben,

And a little on hand to feed them,

If I'd had the time, who knows,

I might have tramed Herby up to be nght,

I might have made a good fellow of him.

But while I was washing the clothes

He was dirtyving his young soul and body,

Just az Bennie and Maud may be dirtying theirs,
For all I know.

Then there's Alice.”

Mrzs. Elliot stole a furtive glance at the other women.
“Nes"

Alice is getting pretty and—mature

she said, “there’s Alice.

[t might be well, of course, to watch her.”

Mrs. Elliot twisted on the settle.

“You're meaning the trouble she got mm with the
Roberts boy."”

Mrs. Driggs ceased plving with dumb hands of habit

That vice, her apron,

Rugped and blue
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In the vague light, she stood

And faced the tribunal on the settle.

And she said in a veice that boiled

And choked like the old tin boiler,

| SUPPOSE YO are |r'|:i:11i;'|!.; her for it.

Well, it's not her fault—it's mine

That I've got to work, and it's yours

That you make me work.

E :l‘-l{ ;\":I"L] |.1l| LW \.]I'II”T:"\- a 'l'l.l.'i.'k

Instead of so0 many clothes for the line,

So's I won't have to scrape and scrape

And wash and wash, and dry and iron and carry,

Letting my children go wuntanght, uncared, almost un-
praved for,

Just to keep them in food and cover,

Nourishing them that sin and time will make rotten,

When they had better die right off

And lie safe in the ground,

Who never should have gome into the world,

With their chance !

It won't end with Alice—that's what irightens me.

Maudie and Ben will follow;

It's in them, poor little wild scraggy things.

What have they to do but pick up evil,

MNever knowing. |

Children get to be curious, little :

Littler than the Roberts boy, Mrs. Watson,

Who was curions about Alice without jier knowing,

And I dare say she curious about him.

It's terrible and awiul to say,

But, while I'm in here with the tubs and boiler

Or out vonder hanging up and taking down,

Those two, Maud and Ben, may be getting curious about
cach other,

Learning things they shouldn’t that'll dirty their little

lives like poison.”

Mrs. Watson, Mrs, McGrey and Mrs. Elliot
Suddenly shuddered and stirred along the settle.
Mrs, McGrey said,

“What an awfiul thought, Mrs, Dngps.”

“Then will you give me the money "

She asked.

“That's the only way out I know.

I can give them some of my time then,

Learn them what 15 safe and likely to keep them clean,

And give their minds what children’s should have, a
proper weeding.”

“But you haven't tricd sending them to Sunday school,”

Said Mrs. Elliot, “have you?"

“Nou don't know that our giving you the money

Without your earning it,

Wouldn't hurt your pride and respect

U make you feel dependent and grow careless—

I don't mean to be rude, Mrs. Driggs,

But you haven't thought of its doing that,

Have you" spoke Mrs. McGrey.

“And have vou thought, Mrs. Driggs,

“That two dollars wouldn't mean so much—

By way of lightening your work, I mean—after all,”

Said Mrs. Watson.

"The three sat stern on the settle

“They were hike the Fates,

“Ciutside the air went 'l.'.'i1'|l.1.n.' il i'.l hen uty '.|II'4'-1I5;i:1 I,|I;_'
sunlight.

Mrs. Driggs stood in her prison

And considered the thread they spun for her

And how they would cut it,

Snd she answered :
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“NYes, 1 have thought of all that—

Nights and days,

Mending their clothes and washing yours,

I've thought of it—

How they would look, Mrs. Elliot,

In your husband’s Sunday school,

Beside your own little girl dressed pretty as yourself,
They sitting there, torn and patched,

Ignorant of the good of the Lord and the words the
Heathens in and out of church,

Because their mother couldn't cherish them

And letter them;

And I've thought, Mrs., McGrey, how hard it would be
To take money I wasn't payving for—with sweat and
heartache and the salvation of my little ones—

How it might make me feel too easy,

And like sitting in the sun, sleeping like an old pauper:

How I might work no more,

But live on that two dollars

And fatten my family,

Till we all sunk with laziness

And got carted to the poorhouse;

And, Mrs. Watson,

I've thought of the difference that money would
make—

Just the time, or more,

(M doing the week's wash of any of yvou ladies—

A precious morning and afternoon,

As washing and wringing and drying and ironing
and doing up

Goes—

The time it takes you to go in your automobile any
sunny day

From this town to the city

Ta shop and back—

Twelve hours of light and air and freedom—

Twelve blessed hours ;:5\'1'[1 e ]I:.' ’.|1.<_- T.('r1'-.| to take
care of my children in,

Which you have taken away;

['ve thought so long and so deep and so hard

That if T didn’t need yoir money for the work of my
hands,

I'd say,

Go!

And never darken my door again,

For the sins of Herb and Alice are on yvour heads,

And the sins that may be of Maudie and Ben,

And my own tears and toil too.”

There was a silence

Like that after elose thunder.

Then the door eame open with the wind,
Secretly,

And the women as one looked out mto the vard,
And Mrs, Driggs cried out.

They saw Maudie and Ben

Under the hmding dank lines of the wash.

The sun shone thinly in,

Lighting the kitchen and the faces

Of Mrs. Watson and Mrs. McGrey and Mrs. Elliot,
And Mrs. Driggs.

Wittoxn AcneEw Barrert.

Prize Press Pearl
J'illl.'\' D. ROCKEFELLER gave up $23.-
o000 (of his time) the other day just to
mect Billy Sunday, champion evangelist, in
Lakewood, . J. “It's a great work you are

doing,” said John D. te Sunday. "He's a
great old man,” sawd Sunday of John D.—

Wisconsin State Jonrnal.

WOOLWORTH CATHEDRAL

OST in a climbing forest of sky-scrapers
Trinity sulks, a deserted shrine;
Her few worshippers walk tremblingly,
Sniffing the musty air from her buried dead,
Senselessly mumbling over and over

The ritual of a dead god.

Towering aloft into the conguered sky

The Woolworth Temple soars above its neighbors—

A triumphant monument of the millions of worshippers
of the true God of today. .

Raised by blood-soaked and vice-stained penmies

Squeezed out of weak and pitiful girls,

Robbed of life and beauty,

That it might first kiss the morning sunshine

Raised by trickling nickels and dimes

Levied on needy families,

That it might be a glory and a dream

In the soft gray shine of dusk,

And a pillar of white splendor at night,

Outsparkling the other lights of the city,

And the poor imitations passing slowly above it

Night after night.

O Shrine of the God of Gold,
O Temple to the true God of Today,
Who will reign until we have made a new god, Man,
To rule in earth and heaven,
I pause for a moment,
To lay a worshipper's tribute before you!
CremexT Woan.

“The Pastor's Wife

OMEBODY, [ feel 15 very much to blame for not
having told me that I ought to read “The Pastor's
Wiie"

Garden”

by the author of “Elizabeth and Her German

To be sure, the publishers did tell me so—
but then, publishers will tell you anything. True, also,
I was assured by a friend that it was better than H.
G. Wells—but that
Nevertheless, it 15 true.

“The Pastor's Wife” is a deceptive book. It pre-
tends to be the story of an English girl who married a

was too preposterous to believe.

German clergyman who was chiefly interested in fer-
tilizers. Under this guise, it tells the story of almost
It is de-

It 15

EVEry woinan who marries almost afly man.

ceptive in another way. It pretends to be funny,

tragic. It is supposed to be a light satire on Teutonic
ways of thinking and living. It iz a serious satire on
mankind.

For some years H. G. Wells has devoted himzelf in
his novels to aralvzing the sitiation which occurs when
a woman and a man undertake for one reason or an-
other to live together the rest of their lives, and which
What Wells haz done

with a heavv-handed scientifico-sociolosical

is commonly called marria
pedantry,
and with an occasional flash of poetic msight, this
writer does with lightness, with precision, with bril-
liance, with humor, and with intimate reality.
done in the pages of “The Pastor's Wife.”

It 15, as all truthiul novels are, a disturbing book.
I had just read a Russian novel in which some dozen
people committed suicide, after discussing with Slavic
i:1h“!1."-i‘.}' the guestion of whether life was worth living.
I rose trom that book cheeriully, with an unaltered
conviction that life is very amusing and quite worth
while. But even while laughing at the adventures of
Elizabeth—and they are deliciously funny—I am com-
pelled to wonder what (to put the question in a theo-
logical form) God was up to when He made this world
Which iz one of the highest achievements of literary
art.

T o g IEm SR S
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IMMIGRATION AND MILITARISM

'[‘I[E-‘. restriction of Immigratic which has long
seemed to many trade unionists one of the solu-

mn,

tions of the American labor problem. has been auto-
r'I'I-‘CIiiCH][_'!-' lJrDll:l.‘:’l‘l{ about |_,.}- the ]'4:11r(||;||_~_-|_|| war. Im-
migration has not only been cut down, as trade
unionists proposed, but it has been cut off com-
pletely; and not merely cut off, but the ranks of
immigrant labor already here have been depleted by
the call to military duty from the Warring govern-
ments,

The trades unionists have not failed to take ad-
vantage of this situation; they have gained here a
len per cent. increase in wages, there a reduction of
hours, and they are planning an eight-hour cam
paign in all organized trades.

But meanwhile, what is capitalism doing? Capi-
talism is also making plans, A glimpse into some of
these plans is afforded by the recent specch of
Elihu Root, which was headlined in the Nnewspapers
as "“NATION MUST ARM!” Arm againgt what?
Mr. Root, with a candor not very characteristic of
his class, did not mention German militarism, or the
British navy, or the ungodly ambitions of the Jap-
anese; no, he told his brothers of the bar azzocia-
tion that we must arm to defend our individual lik-
ertics against “a monarch or a majority.” There is
no monarch in sight, and Mr. Root did not dwell on
this vague peril; instead, he turned to the peril
presented by those “more insidious foes from with-
in," the “millions of immigrants,” that is to say, the
workers who have been in this country long enough
to want higher wages and shorter hours, and who,
by the present accidental restriction of further im-
migration, are trying to get them. To Mr. Root's
mind, it is the common laborer that offers the
gravest peril to the elass which he represents. and he
proposes an internal militarism to keep them in
their place. Mr. Root is well persuaded that the
American “institution” of low wages and long hours
15 not safe in the keeping of these millions of immi-
grants if they get a chance at it. Under cover of
the general panic about “preparedness” he under-
takes to see that their unpatriotic aspirations are
nipped with the bayonet,

Jut Mr. Root’s friend, Mr. Frank A, Vanderlip,
has a plan in hand, far more reaching; a plan to
keep up the cheap labor supply. He savs in his
lettar to stockholders, issued from the National
City Bank, “Generally thronghout the industries in
which male labor is required, the limit of capacity
with the present labor market has been

Faci

reached.”

that fact, Mr. Vanderlip and hiz iriends,
representatives of all the great trusts of the country,

the American Industrial Corporation to
extend the labor market to South America and South
Africa and other “cheap labor” countries.

To this scheme militarism is still more necessary.
Az Rear Chadwick said “Nav

arnnes are an insurance for the wealth of the leisure

Admiral

ies  and

class of a’ nation, invested abroad” ©Or as Mr.
Depew very frankly said in a speéch to the R epubli-
can Club in New York, “There will never be a for-
eign commerce until the Government protects Amer-
ican business and American rights in foreign coun-
tries,” He mentioned Mexico as an illastration,

Even the temporary gains wrenched by trade
unionism from a capitalism unprepared to meet the
erisizs ercated by the war are to be nullified by an
internal militarism which will keep down 1-.-:11:4.-; at
the point of the bayonet, and an external militarism
which will protect the American capitalist in his
desertion of the American labor market for more
profitable fields in other countries.

THE

MASSES.

Meanwhile the program  of the industrial mili-
tarists is to be put through with the conzent and
approval of the working class! In the childlike
words of President Wilson, “I for one do not doubt
the patriotic devotion of our young men or those
who give them employment—those for whose bene-
fit and protection they would in fact enlist”

If American labor can see straight into the future,
it will not rest on the illusery gains of restricted
immigration. And it will begin its work of self-pro-
tection by killing all appropriations for military pur-
poses now before Congress,

HeLex Marot

Spaon River Crih'ns

IKE most critics, they contradict cach other. And,
like most people, they find in “Spoon River An-
thology” exactly what they look for and always find
in Life. The pre-determined democrat finds in it “the
democracy of the arts”; the student of the sciences
finds in it “a mechanistic interpretation of the forces
that pull the world™; the recent disciple of Turgenen
& Dostoieffsky puts on his new and poorly adjusted
pessimistic  spectacles and discovers “a  transplanted
Russian fatalism.”" Only the mere reader iz undis-
turbed. To him it s a. much larger and much simpler
thing. To him it is a glowing cross-section of a tvpi-
cal mid-western community—a revelation of its petti-
ness amd greatness, of its purposes and '|1:¢Lh~iu1|5. its
hates and sacrifices and jealousies and callousness and
frustrated dreams. To him it is a canvas crowded with
hife, and not one character in the crowd that iz not
arresting and brimming with life. Some one has said
that Masters" Spoon River cemetery has more action
than Forty-second Street and Broadway; there is no
doubt that hiz dead people are more alive than maost
of the living characters of most of our contemporary
authors:
From a wholly personal and altogether prejudiced
angle I must confess that the volume leaves me with

he book stimulates

the proverbial “mixed emotions.”
and startles, and irritates me. It rouses me constantly

to combat with Mr. Masters and with myself, There

are times when | do not know whether it is greater

as a novel than a noveliv. And there are times when
[ am positive that it is America in microcosm.  There
are moments when I feel that the anthor has seenn his
environment through a haze of dizsillusion, that he has
not reached far beneath the surface dramas of his
people, that he mistakes the grocery-store gossip lor
the foundation and superstructure of the village. And
in another mood I am convinced that no contemporary
writer has been more faithful to his characters and
ta the age and the '!l:‘ll."!{-'_:|'|:|lli'.-:|- that has |:.:'r|:'||||_'|,'4|
them.

And this mnterplay of emotion and analysis iz possibly
iy hHnal tribute to the ":".-ill:llllfl River _"l.]1t}'.(|||\u.l.'_" Ta
be rowsed to quarrel with the anthor is a sign of a
hook's witality and gennineness. And, first and last,
this 15 what thiz volume will accomplizsh. Tt will rouse
every reader to a fresh sense of values, to a more de-
cided choice of differences. It is thizs which zets
Masters” book apart from nine-tenths of our novels.

We regard most of the others with a bland in

rence
It takes life to rouse life.

Lovts UNTERMEYER.

ND te

HE MASSES' cover this month is a sketch by
Frank® Waltzs of Mary Fuller, in the
“The Heart of a Mermaid.”

film-play,

Birt}l control

| HE National Birth Control League has prepared
two bills, in the form of amendments to the

and New York State

fede abscenity  statutes,

l:'.'llil.'h 'n'.'l'll.:.ll.l Femove |-I'l'|'||] I_E'll,' -|l,'|||||:' ||:. '!I!l,'il' F_lrl -

ions the whale subject of birth control

The time has imperatively come for such a change
in the law, in accordance with the change of public
opinion.  The dismissal of the case of Margaret
Sanger and the arrest of Emma Goldman point the
same moral with a different emphaszis.

The case against Mrs. Sanger, which has been

ral courts,

pending for a year and a half in the [
was dismissed, and the indictment guashed, at the
instance of the assistant district attorney, The re-
luctance of the federal authorities to press the case,
and the fAnal decision to drop it. indicates that the
government is somewhat amenable to the force of
civilized opinmion. Meanwhile the law remains in
torce, attording a convement pretext for the arrest of
anybody whom the anthorities desire, for any other
reason, to have in their power. The recent arrest
of Emma Goldman on the charge of breaking this
law, is a case in point. Miss Goldman delivered a
speech on the subject of birth-control in New York
a year ago. No notiee was taken of it until the
police hecame agitated over the “Anarchist soup-
poisoning plot” in- Chicago. It iz a rule of the
police, whenever any Anarchist does anvthing any-
where, to arrest Emma Goldman., So the “obscen-
ity"” statute was made use of.

Thiz state of affairs is intolerable in a decent so-
'.'il."._'r'. Most |."I:||i:'.;f:|[n."1'|g'|,l people—including, as we
have pointed out, the judges and district attornevs
who administer the law—possess and make use of

this prohibited knowledge. Tt is impossible to keep

it from bemg imparted. And imparted it shall he,
I

until every woman has the power over her own des-

tinies which such knowledge gives. It iz only a
question of whether this teaching shall be denomi-
nated a “erime,” or whether it shall receive the sanc-
tion of the law as well as that of sane public opinion,

All who do not desire to have our laws seem, and
he, ridiculons and disreputable, will support the hille
proposed by the Birth Control League. The time has
come to push them to enactment.

THE POEM

I'l‘ is only a little twig

With a green bud at the end;
tut if you plant it,
And water if,
And set it where the sun will be above it,
It will grow into a tall bush
With many flowers,
And leaves that thrust lather and thither
Sparkling.
From its roots will come freshness,
And beneath it the grass-blades
Will bend and recover themselves,
And clash one upon another

In the blowing wind.

Biit i1 you take my twig

And throw it into a closet

With mousetraps and blunted tools,
It will shrivel and waste.

And, some day,

When you open the door,

You will think it an old twisted nail,
And sweep 1t nto the dust bin

With other rubbish,

Auy LowgLr.
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“*What Does It Mean?"

VERY month we get a lot of letters about the
Tue

respondents tell us that we publish “the hest draw-

pictures in Masses. Some of our cor-

ings seen in this country.” Others assure us they

are the worst in the world. But most of the letters

ask what the pictures mean. ¥

“When you have the inclination and time” writes
one correspondent, “do explain some of the glim-
merings of art found in your most interesting maga-
zine. They have ‘got’ me, so I presume they are
above my head—or eye—and I desire to become en-
lightened.”

I would begin thiz way: Each of us lives in a
world of his own: a world that, in proportion as one
iz really an individual, is different from any other

The

power to show the rest of us what his world is like.

person’s world, artist is one who has the

John Reed, for instance, lives in a world in which
more interesting things happen to the square minute
—curious, odd, fresh, surprising, fumny, terrible
things—than in almost anybody else’s world [ know
about. In order for these things to happen, there
must first be John Reed—that is to say, a man with
curiozity, a fair for the unusual, a virginal imagi
nation, a sensitiveness to shock, a robust humor, an
underlying sense of awe.” For his world consists not
merely of the circumstances aniong which he exists
by preference or accident; but more essentially “of
the way he régards those circumstances. John Sloan

lives in a

quite different world—a world w

05e

values are to he ,'l,]l],ln*':|1_-|_;|4||_-;| in a more content=

plative and reflective way. A strange and inevitable
|:-£":’|'III:1'_;', half 1.'!'!-]1l|:--::-'l1:'|l'i.1.'1| of 'llg.:]illt"-i:-, A l:!i_-q_.rrl_{\-'r SUT=
prised and yet studied calmly, until it reveals zome
deep-lying trait of human nature, an accidental in-
|.:.Il1:ii.'._‘.' pur:-'uul with ;.:ri|:|1 ard vet wistiul |h|.|_|g'n'.
that

would not know anything of either world if these

fulness—these are aspects of world, DBut we
color and the

Anhd it

nothing to us then if we ourselves did

men were not able, one in line and

other in words, to express it. wonld me

not recognize

it after all as anuther revelation of the world in

which we ourselves live.
To make others see the world az he sees it is the

t of the artist. To =es the world as the artist

sees if, is the privilege of all of us. But we must
either want to see the world his w ay, or we must
go about our business and let him alone,

Sometimes the world of the artist is suffused, col-
ored, lighted up, by some strong social emotion such
as mirth or anger, which he desires intensely to
share, Then he goes out of his way to make us
share it, putting his world in A B C so that he who

along with
ask

their time:

runs may read, and laugh or 3
him. That 15, the cartoon. Art Young doesn™
anything of anybady but a minute of
he'll do the rest, and if I:||{'_'.' don’t '|:’|'_1-_l.|::| Or gErow
with him it is because they look the other

ask Art

If they did, he would take

ATIET Y

way. Nobody ever writes in to what

Young's pictures mean.
have

to farming, or commit hari-kari. He wouldn’t

any fun if he couldn’t share his world with eve

body else all the time. Art is a social being.
But not all Tug MassEs" artists are so social, or at
His

maddest

least not all the time. "There's Stuart Davis.

world is a fascinating world—the oddest,
that

There is a glimpse of it in the picture opposite. Do

world ever was, but as real as brass tacks.

It ‘means that
Stuart Davis 1z the kind of person who can see that

you want to know what it means?

THE MASSES

in a Hoboken dockyard. If you were at once as
sophisticated and as child-souled, as sensitive and
as ‘harsh, as cynical and as romantic, you would see
it, too. Andin the that

qualities in your heart, you will enjoy this picture

degree you have these

straightaway without puzzling for hidden signifi-

cances that are not there,
In a word—enjoy Tae Masses' pictures, if you
If you can’t, forgive the people who made them,

F. B

Carn.

For artists will be artists!

THE BARBER SHOP

1 SPEND my life in a warren of worried men.
In and out and to and fro

And up and down in electric elevators

They rush about and speak each other,

Hurrying on to finish the deal,

home to wash and eat and sleep,

Hurrving
Hurrying to love a little maybe
Between the dark and dawn
Or cuddle a tired child

Whea blinks to see his father,

I hurry too but with a sense
That Life is hutryving faster

And will eateh up with me

t 1 the middie of our fu

Two soft-voiced barbers in a lit rO0I,

White-tiled and fresh and smelling s
Flourish their shimmering tools
And amile and barb

And talk about

luly earthiquake

SLOCKS @1l

the war and
With equabgmepartiality.

I like to go there.
-]'i:'ln_' seemsa =low ::.|H| |:-:|.|_:|'|||
While they tuck me up in wiite

And hover over me.

The room gives north and west sk
Lights the gray river to a ribbon ot glor

Where silhouetted tugs

Like tooting beetles fuss about itheir smol b si

NEsses,

Besides, in that high place
No curious passer-by

my ignominions bald spot tre with a

Can see
1|l||il".

Nor can a lady stop and bow to me, my chin in lather

Az happened once.

S50 I go there often

And even take a book.

There's another person, all in white,

Who comes and goes and manicures vour nails
On application.

One can read with one hand while she does the other,
Because I felt that Life was hurryving me along

With horrid haste

Soon to desert me utterly,

[ used to take my Inferno in my pocket

And reflect on what might happen

Were I among the usurers.

OoRe 111,

One day a low-patched voice |
I hstened vaguely,

What was the woman saying’

“Please listen for a moment, Mizter Brown,

I've done your nails for almost half a »

You've never looked at me."

I looked at that,

And sure enough the girl was v
sweet,

She colored as T turned to her,

g and roind and

And looked away.

I watted, silent, enjoving her confusion.

The words had been shot out at me
he wished them back.

And now apparently
“"What do vou want?" I said.

Again a silence while she rubbed away.

I picked up my Inferno with an ironic thought

de Paradiso waiting on the shelf,

“Well, rub away, my girl,

You opened up, go on.”

['he book provoked her—

“['m straight,” she said,

I never talked like this betore,
The fellows that come round—
Well, I can’t stand "em,
The things they say!

The shows they take me to!
Yot
What's in that book wou read

different, 1 want to know

I want to hear you talk—

(h, Mister, I'm so lonesome

But ['m straight, I tell yvou,

| read too every evening in my rogm

can't ever find

he books you have,
| expect vou think ['m horrid

To talk like thiz—but

t soine |_|“.i1|:.:- |:-_1' i ]'..I'.‘_L"l'i'-EH]I:lH

the FPublic Library,

Sav, they were queer!

He thinks a woman has a right

To say out 1f she loves a man,

He thinks they do the looking
Because they want

Mister, I'm so terribly ashamed
I'll die when I get home,

ad to speak—

I'd be awful, awful good to you, if only—
Please, please, don't think 'm like—
Don't think I'm one o' them!

Whatever vou say, don't, don't think that!

She stopped, and turned to hide her crying.

[ looked at her again,

Looked at her young wet eyes,

At her abashed bent head,

Looked at her sweet, deft hands
Biss with mine. . . .
Bui—

Not for nothing

Were my grandfather and four of my uncles

Elders in the Sixth Presbyterian Church

Sitnated on the Avenue—
Oh, not for nothing
Was [ led )
To squirm on those green rep seats
One day in seven—
And now
The white-tiled, sweetly-smelling barber shop
s lost to me,
What a pity!
Mary Arpis
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BLACKWELL'S REVISITED—By Frank Tanenbaum

Enrromiar Norte.—Some of the friends of Tae Massgs
complain that we don't print cheerful news very often,
and don't go out our way to give credit where it is
due. We invite their attention to this -article. For
the most part we prefer to let our readers get thei
news of “how much better the world is getting day by
day" from the newspapers, which specialize in guch in-
formation. But we feel it to he |IL'L"I'I|.i-ilF|;'.' .'l||||ru||:":"<|1|:'
that Tae Masses should report the improvements in
the management of Blackwell's Island, simce it was in
?[LHJ: Massgs that Franl: Tanenbaum's series of blast-
g exposures of that institution originally appeared.
T]'!l‘ic articles drew attention to the state of affajrs
existing there, provoked several investigations in which
all of Tanenbaum’s charges were confirmed, and re-
sulted in the retirement of the old warden and the
commencement of a better regime. In thiz article
Frank Tanenbaum compares what he sees ag a vis
to the prison under the new regime with what he ex-
perienced as a prisoner for eleven months, when he
was sent to the [sland for leading the army of the
unemployed to the churches of New York City to de-
mand food and shelter in the tragic winter of 19I3=T4.
It is an amusing bit of irony that certain arbiters of
the elegancies of revolution have lately decided (as
appears from an editorial in our contemporary, Kevolf),
to réegard Frank Tanenbaum as a lost soul inasmuch
as he insists on telling the truth about Blackwell's
Island even when the truth has ceased to he scandalous
and horrible,

HAD heard rumors about the wonderful \_-:I'|;11'|:.,;|,--:
that had been made in Blackwell’s Island Pen-
itentiary since my release, but 1 did not be-
lieve them. 1 offered to bet that if T went

over I would find things just about as bad az they

were when [ wrote about them in Tue Mas Jast
year.

Scon after that, | had a chance to go. 1 talked
with Bardette Lewis, the present Commissioner of
Caorrection, City of New York, and he told me about
the changes. I told him 1 wanted to find out for
myselfl. So on New Year's day 1 found myselfi on
my way to the penitentiary on Blackwell's Tzland.

Going down Fifty-first street towards the dock, 1
taw across the river the gray, dark, massive stone
buildings, with the little windowsz and irom  bars,
behind which I had been a priconer for ¥ ear.
There arose in me a peculiar fecling of hatred and
pain, which was unlike anything T had ever felt hefore.

It was with a fast heating heart that I stepped
from the boat and walked towards the prison. 1
had gone there before on a dreary, gray Friday
morning, handeuffed to a tall negro, who was doing
his hest to lighten the dejection that had settled on

the two score of us on our way to the prison th

at

Morning.
A little way from the prison in a 4
guard Lkeeping watch, Secing me he

stepped out into the road and said, “Where are vou
going, what are you doing here?" for he recognized
an ex-convict. “I am going to see the commissioner
by appomntment.” “Are you a department man
now i he asked. “No, 1 just have an appointment
* Al |'£_L:|||.“ He walked

And as the big, iron door swung

with the COMMIISSI0ner
me up the gate,

n, Carney, a guard, whose reputation under the

s¥ystem was not of the best, stuck his hands
through the bar and said, “Happy New Year, Frank,
glad to see vou come in the fromt wav.”  And then
after letting me in went to get the Warden, who
was up in the Chapel

The large room in which 1 found myszelf was
the one where our pedigrees were taken on our first
visit to the prizson. "I remember the little window,
behind which sat an old, little, gray-haired clerk
with a big cigar in his mouth and asked me what

Church do I belonged to. “To none.” “What Church

Il I put you |:1:.'|l.'|= 1”5_._, “Anvone you :-I;';l-"{"'. I
1 ] k ] 1

care.” "l will put you down to the Jewish
Church.” “All nght, let it be the Jewizsh Church.”
Taking the cigar out of his mouth, he leered at me
and squinted up his eve, saying, “If vou are caught

other Church you will be punished.”

going to @

our haiwr chpped and

I recalled too that after we ha

given a bath, our possessions were taken away from
s, amongst which were some books which [ had.

I asked to be permitted to retain at least one of the

books; Carney picked out a soft covered one, looked

at the title and handed it to me, saving, “We per-
mit prisoners to bring in anything that is religious.”
am Morris' “News from Nowhere™ !

: room has since been pamted and deco

was wall

rated : the keepers [ met there held ne clubs—cer-

I:15I!|_L' ail i'.'|r1l-v:_|1_:-:;'| ta Blackwell's Is 1l since t|1-:'

l‘.:l_'.:-i I knew it A few seconds later, the Warden,
John J.

a twinkle mm his eye and a smile on his face, “Glad

Murtha, came down and preested me with

0 see you, come I.:|||-1::|,i|'_~: where the '|_||:1_',', are FIving
a Minstrel show.” ;

As I walked into the Chapel, I found it crowded
with boys, whe were chatting and laughing, and as
they saw me enter they grected me from all over

1 with “Hello Frank! |[;|,|1'|s_'\.' New Year,

Frank!”™ This too was a change.

I remember the chapel as we used to go to it on

a Saturday or Sunday to escape from the misery of
our small dark cells, and in the hope that we would
see some of our friends, and alsa in the hope that
we would be able to exchange a few words, for
talking was prohibited. Many a man went to the
“cooler’ for talking in the Chapel. [ remember
one day on Yom Kippur, when two of the boys

Wwore

king and omne of the keepers grabbed them:

the other men in the room jumped to their feet and

shouted, “Let them alone!™ One of the boys

grabbed a chair. The keeper drew his gun, backed
up against the wall, and after evervthing quieted
down the boys went to the cooler, of course.

The show being given was by the bovs them-
selves: they had been gmiven time to lemin their
parts. It iz a new thing in the history of Blackwell's
[sland.

I walked down through the prison and
met one of my friends in the corner, smiling, very

glad to see me:. “Hello Red! “Hello Frank, gee,

but 1t is good to see you come in like this” |

“Ked, tell me how things are now. [ want you

to tell me the truth,” “Well, yvou see Frank” he

said, “it is all different, everything is changed: the
men are treated like men now: we have a League of
our own, and we can read newspapers and write all

the letiers that we want t0.” Here he stopped and
putting his hand on my shoulder, said, “You know
the kite T got out for you the first day you came
here.” I did indeed. I had not been in the prison
two hours when Red supplied me with paper, stamps,
and envelopes for two letters, and got them out for
me, running the risk of going to the cooler and
He said, “You know I have
just been thinking of it

losing his privileges.
How things do change,
den’t they? 1 asked: “What about dope, do you
still peddle that? *“No, why Frank, the boys
wouldn't stand for it now. Why, even T wouldn't

d for it. The boys don't need it any more. We

play baseball, basketball, have regular drills

every day, and we get concerts, and the men are

Yes, I think if a

man goes to the cooler now it is his own fault.”

not put i the cooler so often,

A little further on | saw Jimmy. He zaid, “Yon
remember I could not decorate my cell and got into
trouble. Look at it now, it 15 number eleven™ |
did. Jim 15 quite an artist. He used to be an in-

corrigible man when [ was there. He used to

get into- trouble almost oftener than [ did, and |
spent seven and a hali months out of eleven in one
or another form of punishment.

I walked all over the prison; I saw everything 1
wanted to, spoke to everybody that I wanted o
:‘-i“:'i'l!{ ta, visited the cooler, the I ._'.|'|i|1'_\.'. the kitchen,
the diming room and the different cell blocks, and
|

institution from what it ‘was the day 1 left there,

I found that t 1er different

e prison was an alto

both in its spirit and in it physical environment,

I am not defending the present prison system,
but I can't help but say this place is ditterent and
better than 1t was.

I found that all the démands [ had made for the

men, had been given them; and they numbered some

twenty-five. In faet, they had been given more
than that. A good number of the keepers, who were
most hated by the men, have been transferred from
the island. Renegy, on account of whom [ spent
two months in solitary, 15 not there any more.

The tollowing defnite changes have been made:
The men are taken ouf of their cell Saturdays and
Sundays and permitted to play baseball and basket-
ball; the men have a glee club; they can read news
papers, write .all the letters they want, the sick
are segregated, the |:l1|1|i]r}' has a steam machine,
and a sterilizer is nsed; the eells of the new prison
have been painted, and those in the old prison are

washed rt':..{l:l!.'lrl} (£ L'l.'l.'|:- the |1|_|;_-:-; dawn, I asked

men in regard to it and they all agreed

about

there were very few bugs. The blankets are fami=

gated and cleaned before given to new men: heds
have been put in the cooler, and the men are given
something to read while there and are given three
meals a day.

While I was there T had to sleep on the hard
stone floor with a little piece of bread and water
every twenty-four hours, next to an open bucket of
flth, with a torn blanket and ten-inch rats for com-
pany I broke the handle off the bucket and

seratched geomeiric figures on the wall to keep

me from going crazy.

The men now decorate their cells, and their League
serves as a stay-off against any persecution that
might be permitted by the keepers.

For the warden, I want to say that he is a clean,

sable man, doing the best he can with the situa-

tion, anxious to do better whenever I;lll'h;'ihl,-:,', It

15 true that he does not believe in self-government

for prisoners as does Thomas Mott Oshorne, but
then there are not many in the prizon world who see
as far as Osborne does.

I want to -.'-:rlll.'lL:lll_' this ;:rt[u,'h- I;:,,- a letter | re-
ceived recently from one of the boys, and which
made me wvery happy:

“Friend Frank—I was really surprise when I saw
you marching in the main hall with the warden.
My hearts delight was when you came here as a
guest and it also done me good to speak to you in
the Chapel:
besides the boys here think the world of vou for
the great work you have done in this prison.”

[t reminded me of the old times and

e ———— e gl

i
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hade, drama, color, ves, and mud to00,

Humor, tragedy,
Bt

a part of life! In some respects
The great need of the sensitive

b tact with the wvital life-giving things and
come from the earth. The life of such a mind is
must go down heneath the

of a plan
will die

Tun Aassgs to my mind is the spirit of

read it understandingly

the soul down inte the earth where they
lthy
of course, but that is another matter.—

wth is l|!’:—i!’r|1. 'I':l:||: |’"|_||.|||1 get Lo

that conts

Lrawis,

Drawn by Johmn Barber.

Nor Loxery Axy Morp

HE Masses is o regular gold mine of originality and it
makes & fellow feel that he isn't the only onc “who sces
things that way.'

I like the “Art Picturcs™ vou publish even if there are a lot
of old mosshacks who think you cught to put ashesios covers
Gn ¥our magazine,

E. D Ravsmox

sSchagticoke, N. Y.

DisAaDvANTAGES oF TRAVEL

1 HAVE heard very mueh abaut YOUr MAEAZine in FEurope, but |

a copy of it while there,

r the first time last Saturday, whe
42nd street n
Herewith enclosed please

1 bought a

very miuch
il twelve cents in stamps, for which
ease send me the Janvary issue eontaining the now EOES
Ballar." Jozs Bovecros.
Garwood, N, J.

vastand. It intérests n

copy fro

BEVOLUTION 15 CIRCLES

the Janwary number of that immensely
ical, Twg Masses, one discovered that its

CORING th
L vivid pe

avowed puarpose in life is “Revolution, Mot Reform.” Now
reform and revolution are commonly regarded as the COMmpara:
tive and superlative of “rotten,” but actually they differ in

kind as well as degree.
advance in a ceria

For while reform implics a definite
direction, revelution connotes the idea
that the revolver ceases to be in motlon at the i
where it hegan,

entical po
But is is equally plain that Twe Masses is
not so much bent upon “moving rapidly upon the circumference
of an imaginary circle™ a3 upon causing others (o 80 move.
In any event the term “Revolution™ is unsatisfactory. KA.
THARSIS AXND NOT TO EALON"™ would have been a better
slogan than Revolution, Not Reform. It bas the added wvalue
of :lr»r_bciu:.e intelligible to the Upper Classes, thereby exciting
a prurient interest. ‘This is quite the latest device in adver
tisimg, and never fails.

Cymir H. BreErnertox.
Washington, D. .

BEAUTY

T HERE are two kinds of beauty in art—the beauty which
1 it in line and phrase, and the beauty which s

aful or angry castigation of unloveliness.
kinds o ha

to love heauty. Exin Bovee,
New York City

14 =X
implicit in the se
Tue Masses haz h

yte Kgliness is the same as

TrutH

CERTAINLY delight in wvour passionate love of Truth—the
whole truth, and nothing buot the truth!
CoNOVER SLACE.

Central ¥, M. C. A, Trepton, N. J.

Drawwn by Mell Daniel,
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Six French Poets. Studies in con-
temporary literature. By Amy
Lowell, 3z50 net.

The Collected Poems of Rupert
Brooke. Introd. by . E. Wood-
berry. Biographical note by Marg.

&)
Lav mgton, .}I,.ri net,

Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1015
and Year Book of American Poetry.
Ed. by Wm. 5. Braithwaite. $1.50
net.

Plays of the Natural and the Super-
natural, by Theadore Dreiser. Just
out. Send 31.35.

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar

Lee Masters. Price 31,25,

FPlays for Small Stages, by Mary Al-
dis. A book of practicable modern
plays for amateur dramatic groups.
2132 postpaid.

Plays by August Strindberg., Fourth
Series,  Containing “The Bridal
Crown,” a Folk Play in Six Scenes;
“The Spook Sonata;” “The First
Warning,” a Comedy in One Act:
“Gustavus Vasa," a Historic Drama
in Five Acts. Translated by Edwin
Bjorkman. $1.50 net.

Plays by Anton Tchekoff. Second
Series. Containing “On the High
Road,"” “The Proposal" “The Wed-
ding,"” “The Bear” “The Tragedian
in Spite of Himself” “The Anni-
versary, ' IThe Three Sisters,” “The
Cherry Orchard.” Translated by
Julius West. £r.co net.

Others: An Anthology of the New
Verse, Edited by Alired Kreyvm-
borg. The work of almost fifty
poets, Price $1.50.

X 4 5000 =WHAT WE WANT!

The Masses iz after five thou-
sand new subscribers and you can
help to get them. Our premiom
offers are fine accelerators. Try
them !

SCIENCE AND ART

A-B-C of Electricity—William H.
Meadowcroft. A book for any
age. Cloth, 5o cents net. Har-
per & Brothers,

Ancient Society, Morgan. The classic
vk on re-Historie Man. Cloth,
$1.50,

The Theory of Psychoanalysis, by Dr.

Jung. Price, $1.650. A concise
atatement of the present aspects of
the psychoanalytic hypotheses.

On Dreams, by Prof. Sigmund Freud.
Authorized English translation by
Dr. M. D. Eder. Introduction by
Prnf.l W. Leslie Mackenzie. This
¢lassic now obtainable for $1.10.

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

Savage Survivals, a new illustrated
work by J. Howard Moore, author
of “The Law of Bicgenesis." $1.00.

Literary Matters

HE business manager has given
us some of his Book Store
space this month, on condition that
we fill it with literary news. As let-
ters have always been considered a
part of literature; we are going to
start off with a letter from Anton
Johannsen on the Clifton-Morenci
copper strike iIn Arizona. Part of the
letter 1s printed on page seven of this
issue. The rest follows:

“The strike was called September
11, 1915 At that time a campaign
of organization was in vogue in the
Camps, and when the employers
began to discharge men for union
affiliation the men walked out. And
those that failed to walk out were
of course taken out by the wrath of
the mob.

“When the employers demanded
protection from the state, why they
found a Governor that gave them
more than they were looking for.
He enforced the law which forbids
carrying arms against every man in
the camp, so the scabs were afraid
to work. The Shenff:refused to
place a star on any one that was a
nen-resident, and so the strikers in
the mamn acted as police.

“At a conference of the Governor
and his staff with the mine owners,
they insisted on him declaring mar-
tial law. He told them promptly
that if he did, every rich mine own-
er would look to him no better than
the poorest Mexican.

“Well, the mine owners got cold
feet. They never waited another
day; but at once pulled their freight
into El Paso, Tex., so they could
escape being placed in jail.

“That 15 some Governor. I had
a long talk with him: he is no crank
but a straightforward man with
strong human sympathy for the
under dog. And he comes out
much better than I thought he
would, and Labor in this State is
very proud of hom.

“On one occasion they had a big
parade of business boosters in
Phoenix and the reviewing stand
was binlt by seab labor, s0 he re-
fused to sit in the seat reserved for
him. The night before the parade
the Carpenters Union built a stand
and put the union label on it, =o the
Governor sat in that, much to the
displeasure ot the business men.

“To get back to the miners. The
Strike was not endorsed by the Ex-
ecitive Board of the Western Fed-
eration, so these poor devils got lit=
tle or no support in money from
the International. Governor Hunt
put in 3roo himself and signed an
appeal for funds to the general pub-
lic. That sure is going some.

“For four months these 5,000 men
stayed out, on a total of 860,000, 50

you may understand that they were
the real stuff. When they voted to
return to work there was about 2140
in the treasury. Two men were
here from Secretary Wilson's office
and they helped bring about a set-
tlement which gave the men better
wages, and many other important
advantages, and the organization
remains intact, and the employer
has to pay Mexicans the same
wages for the same work.”

We also want to print here an ex-
tract from a letter written by Gov-

(Continued on page 27)

SOCIOLOGY

The Story of Canada Blackie, by Anna
P. L. Field. Introduction by
Thomas Mottt Osborne. A trily
wonderul as well as a wonder-
fully true story is this. Net, $1L.00.

Anthracite: An Instance of Natural-
Resource Monopoly, by Scott Near-
ing, PhI). Dr. Nearing uses the
private ownership of the anthracite
coal fields to show the way in whiclk
COnNsumers ﬂ.]'ll:! WI’)TI‘{\L‘!’S may ﬂ.":[.'ltct
to fare at the hands of other mo-
nopolies of natural resources, The
boock is an incisive, stimulating
analvsis of a problem that is wvital
to every man, woman and child in
the country. 242 pages. Cloth.
$1.00 net. The Jobhs L. YWinston Co.,
Philadelphis.

The Cry for Justice, an anthology of
the lLterature of social protest, ed-
ited by Upton Sinclair. Introduc-
tion by Jack Lodon. Con-
tains the writings of philosophers,
poets, novelists, social reformers,
and others who have wvoiced the
struggle against social injustice, se-
lected from twenty-five languages,
covering a period of five theusand
vears, 32 illustrations, 32 net,

Bocialism in Theory and Practice, by
Mprris  Hillquit. Former price
$1.50, now 5he.

Why the Cfitlli:t?' by Frederick
Haller, LL.B. In this book a law-
yer throws down the gauntlet to the
defenders of capitalism. The book
is & brief in refutation of the doc-
trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.00.

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

Socialism and the War, by Louis B.
Boudin, author of “The Theoretical
System of Karl Marx® It iz the
first book of its kind published in
this or any other countryv. FPrice,

£1.

Social Freedom, by Elsie Clews Par-
sons, author of “The Family,” “The
Old-Fashioned Woman," “Fear and
Conventionality,” ete. $1.00 net.

An Introduction to the Study of So-
ciclogy, Dby Professor Edward
Cary Hayes, University of 1llinois.
The latest, most up-to-date volume
i1 its l. 7io pages. Send $2.65.

Within Prison Walls, by Thomas Mott
Cishorne, \ human document
of humor and pathos and of un-
usual revelations. A volume every
person should read. $1.6z by mail.

Satellite Cities: A Study of Industrial
Suburbs, by Graham RKomeyn Tay-
lor, A study of towns that have
grown up around great industries,
especially the living conditions of
the workers. Send 31.65.

~earn How to Start the Right Econ-
omic System Mow. Leaflet, 6c. H.
E. Sawdon, 5t. Elmo, Tennessee,

The Future of Democracy, by H. M,
Hyndman. %I net. Essays: Social-
democracy and the war; National-
ism and peace; Clas ate social-
ism; The reorganization of English
trade; The armed nation; Marxism
and the future,

Marxian Soccialism and Religion, by
John Spargo. $I net

Socialism.. Debaters’
rics. Compiled by E. C
Price $1 net.

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

Handbook Se-
i Robbins.

Are Women People? A collection of
clever woman suffrage wverses. The
best since Mrs. Gilman. Geo H. Doran
Co. 65 cents net.

In spite of censors, self-appoint-
ed and otherwise, The Masses cir-
culation is booming. We are ou
for five thousand more subscrib-
erg.  Are yvou domg vour share?

EDUCATION

Physical Culture for Babies, by Mar-
garet and Bernarr Macfaaden. De-
tailed information for the care and
physical development of babies from
birth to childhood. Price, $1.00.

Schools of Tomorrow, by John Dewey
and Evelyn Dewey. Illustrated.
Send $1.60.

The Montessori Manual, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher. Show how the
mother or teacher may apply Dr.
Montessori's principles in a practi-
cal way. The W. E. Richardson
Ce., Chicago. Send $1.15.

How to Enow Your Child, by Miriam
Finn Scott. Price, $1.25 net. A
clear, concise and lucid book for
parents.

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

SEX
Sexual Knowledge, by Winfield Scott
Hall, Ph.D. (Leipzig), M.D. (Leip-
zig). Sexual knowledge in plain
and simple language: for the in-
struction of young men and young
women, young wives and young

husbands. %1 net.

The Sexual Life, by C. W. Malchow,
M.D. Third edition. Price, $3.
Sold only to physicians, dentists,
lawyers, clergymen, alse students of
sociology.

Natural Laws of Sexual Life, by An-
ton Nystrom, M.D., Stockholm,
Sweden. Translated by Carl Sand-
zen, M.D. Price, %z

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

"He;self," by Dr. E. B. Lowry. Con-
tains full, precise and straightfor-
ward information on sexual hygiene
and every question of importance to
women concerning their physical
nature. Send $1.10.

e 1. T ——
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Sex Problems in Worry and Work, by
William Lee Howard, M.D. 4th edi-
tion. Diseoveries of tremendons im-
portance to the welfare of race and
individual are here set forth for the
first time—the most important book
in a decade. $1.00 net.

Man and Woman, by Dr. Havelock
Ellis, the foremost authority on
sexual characteristics. A new (5th)
edition. Send $r1.60.

The Limitation of Ofispring by the
Prevention of Pregnancy, by Dr.
Robinson. Send $1.00.

Sexual Problems of To-day, by Dr.
Wm. J. Robinson. A book every
radical should read. Send $215

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

educators, $5.00.
Krafit-Ebing's Psychopathia Sexu-
alis. Cinly  authorized English

translation of 12th German Edition
by F. J. Rebman. Price, $4.35. Spe-
cial thin paper edition, $1.60. Sold
only to physicians, jurists, clergy-
men and educators.

Sexual Impotence, by Dr. Wm, J. Rob-
1115001 S_l.

Never Told Tales, by Dr. Robinson.
It should be read by everyone, phy-
sician and layman, (".‘-j.l(‘_'l.".?L”I\' those
contemplating marriage. Cloth.
Send $1.10.

Unmenticnable, by Rev. Ealer (pseu-
donym). A plain statement about
the most hidden of all subjects.
Send Iz cents

Coming-of-Age, by Edward

Love's
The truth abont Sex, told

Larpenter.

frankly, boldly, wisely, mingly.
Price, $1.00.
Functional Periodicity: An Experi-
mental Study of the Mental and

Motor Abilities of Women During
Menstruation, by Leta Stetter Hol-
lingworth. Cloth, $1. Paper, 75¢.
Contributions to Education, No. 69.
Teachers College, Columbia Univer-
sity.

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

Eugenics, by Dr. Wm. J.

S0 CEnts.

Practical
|{-|'|:"|| S01h.

Plain Facts About a Great Evil, by
Christobel Pankhurst. One of the
strongest and frankest books ever
written, depicting the dangers of

promiscuity in men. Send 5L, This

book 5 opnee suppressed by An-
thony Comstock.

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 5.
Wabash ave., Chicago, Ills.

(Continued from page 26)
ernor Hunt of Arizona to George P.
West of the Committee on Industrial
Relations, Gov. Hunt says:

“The daily press of Arizona iz so
controlled by the corporations as to
make it difficult for the people of the
State to keep accurately informed re-
garding such developments az affect
corporate interests,”

Gov. Hunt gives credit to the week-
ly papers of Arizona, for their work
in making public the facts of the
Chiton-Morenci strike, and to the
New Republic, which published an ar-
ticle by Mr. West entitled “A Strike
Without Disorder.” The news-service
of the Industrial Relations Commit-
tee 15 being furnished to the news-
papers of the country. If you want
to know whether your newspaper is
making use of this material and want
to check up, we suggest that von
write to the Committee at Washing-
ton, I C. and ask to be supplied
with bulletins as they are issued. We
are not prepared to say how many
bulleting the Committee can issue to
individuals, but if vou have some use
for them wou cam douhtless obtain
them A letter to vour newspaper
asking why it does not print the news
furnished by the Committee will in
many cases prodoce results.

Another letter to which we want
to call attention is one from Gifford
Pinchot in the New York Call. Mr.
Pinchot directs attention to the
Shields all, at this writing before the
Senate, which “gives to the power in-
terests without compensation the use
of water power on navigable streams."
Similar bills were vetoed during the
past two administrations, but the
power thieves hope to take advantage
of the public preoccupation with “pa-
triotism™ to put something big across
now. The Ferriz hill as amended by
the House, Mr. Pinchot points out, is
similarly favorahle to water-power
monopoly, Sweet to the gratters are
the usez of national adversity!

To turn to the other helds of lit-
erature, we wish to speak of a book
which 15 of interest in connection
with the propaganda of birth control.
“The State Forbids," a play by Sada
Cowan, 15 a forceful dramatic pres-
entation of the situation which ex-
ists under our presemt laws., and it
will appeal to many readers who are

immiune to direct argument.  ( Mit-
chell Kennerley., 6o cents net.)
We receive manv reauests from

readers for plavs which can be per-
formed hy amateur dramatic groups.
“Plays for Small Stages.” by Mary
Aldis, contains five zood. brief plays
written for a “plavhonse™ near Chi-
cazo, They are very actable,

?-.l::-]‘u,'-'lrl,'l'_ the"; ‘-!'rnl.' lllﬂ[ 1|'|:'|.'.'*-'~
can he written for amateur dramatic
groups, free from the tiresome and
superfluons and wholly banal excel-
lences of commercial drama. renlac-
ing these by fresh and agreeable and
stimulating qualities. ( Dufheld. 5123
net. )

TWENTY BOOKS

Recnmm:ndn& b}' Flﬂ}'il. DEI.]

On another page of the Book Store
is the list of books., Here is the ex-

{(Continued on page 28)

The Sexual Question, by Prof. August
Forel (Zurich). A scientific, psy-
chologieal, hygienie, legal and socio-
logical work for the cultured classes,
By Europe's foremost nerve spec-
1alhist, Medical edition $s5.50. Posi-
tively the same book, cheaper bind-
ing, now $1.60.

HISTORY

Social Forces in American History, by
A. M. Simons. An economic inter-
pretation of American history, de-
scribing the various classes which
have ruled and functioned from time
to time. $1.50.

Sexual Life of Our Time,
Ivan Bloch. Price, $5 net.

by FProf.

Love, by Dr. Bernard 5. Talmey, A
Treatise on the Science of Sex At-
traction. For the use of physicians,
lawyers, sociologists and writers on
the subject. Price $4.

Stories of Love and Life, by Dr. Wm.
J. Robinson. %1.

An Economic Interpretation of the
Constitution, by Prof. Charles A,
Beard. %$z.25 postpaid.

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

Sex Morality, by Dr. Wm. J. Rohin-
son, 31,

The Crime of Silence, by Dr. Orison
Swett Marden. Written for those
who do not know. “An ounce of
prevention is worth a pound of
cure.” Price, 3i.00.

Diseases of Men, by Bernarr Macfad-
den. Self-diagnosis and self-treat-
ment for the diseases of men wih
gsimple home remedies. Price, %1,

Some say The Masses is caviar
to the mental palate ; others, that i1
15 a necessity—Dboth are right—and
ought to help in the campaign for
five thousand more subscribers.

HEALTH

Health—Beauty—S8exuality, by Ber-
narr ."'-Ta-:'f_addrn and Marion Mal-
colm. Flain advice to girls that will

be found invaluable as they grow
from girlhood intoc womanhood.
Price, $1.

Old Age: Its Cause and Prevention,
by Sanford Bennett, “the man who
grew young at seventy.,” A remark-
able book by a remarkable man,
£1.50, postpaid.

Vitality Supreme, by Bernarrd Mac-

fadden. Efficiency in health., Price,
$I.
The Family Health, by Dr. Myer

Solis-Cohen of the College of Phy-
sicians of Philadelphia. %I1.

The Care of the Child, by Mrs. Bur-
ton Chance. 3$I.

Painless Childbirth (Eutocia and Ni-
trous Oxid-Oxygen Analgesia), hy
Dr. Carl Henrv Davis. Associate in
Obstetrics and Gynecology, Rush Med-
ical College. The first book by a phy
sician that discusses the various meth-
ods used to secure painlezs childbirth.
Here is published for the first time the
results of varied experience with ni-
trous oxid-oxveen analgesia in obstet
rics, and strong, convincing proof is
and strong, convincing proof is
given that this is the safest and hest
method. A timely book of great im-
portance. Send $1.10.

THE SCIENCE LIBRARY

A collection of unusually well-made
books in durable paper bindings.
The entire set will be sent postpaid
for &7.00.

Three Introductory Lectures on the
Science of Thought, by F. Max Mil-
ler. 35c.

Three Lectures on the Science of
Language, by I\, Max Miller. 35c

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

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

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

Fundamental Problems. The Method
of Philosophy as a Systematic Ar-
rangement of Knowledge. by Paul
Carus. 68c.

Diseazes of the Will, hy Th. Ribot.
Authonzed translation by Merwin-
Marie Snell. 33c

Primer of Philosophy, by Paul Carus.
J5¢.

The Prophets of Israel. Popalar
Sketches from Old Testament His-
tory. by C. H. Cornill. Translated
by S. F. Corkran. j3s5ec.

Philosophy of Ancient India, by Rich-
ard Garbe. 3s5c.

Chinese Philosophy. An Exposition
of the Main Characteristic Features
of Chinese Thought., By Paul Ca-
rus. 3sc.

Discourse on the Methed of Rightly
Conducting the Reason and Seeking

Truth in the Bciences, by René
Descartes, I'ranslated by John
Veitch., Authornzed reprint. 2as5c.

Enquiry Concerning the Human Un-
derstanding and Selections from a
Treatise of Human MNature, hy
David Huome, with Hume's Auto-
biography and a letter from Adam
Smith. Edited by T. J. McCormack
and Mary Whiton Calkins, 4s5c.

The Psychology of Reasoning, by Al-
fred Binet.  Translated by Adam
Gowansg 'l."lfh_x'if. 350,

A Treatise Concerning the Principles
of Human Knowledge, by George
Berkeley. Reprint edition. 35¢.

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

The Metaphysical System of Hobbes,

Selected by Mary Whiton Calkins.
55cC.

Locke's Essay Concerning Human
Understanding, Selected bv Mary

Whiton Calkins., 68c.

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

The Vocation of Man, by Johann Gott-
hieh Fichte, Translated by William
Smith,  with biographical introduc
tion by E. Ritchie.

J5¢.
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Get a good library without cost.
Tell the business manager of The
Masses what books you want, and
he will tell you how to get them
absolutely free,

GENERAL

The Colonizer. The cotton oligarchy
15 subjecting millions of negroes to
an outlaw labor system, which can
only be maintained by lynch law.
The Colonizer is exposing this—the
greatest menace of the age. Five
cents a copy. The Colonizer, Sums-
merville, Georgia.
The Soliloquy of a Hermit, by Theo-
dore Francis Powys. Price, 51.

e -

The Healing of Nations and the Hid-
den Sources of Their Sstrife, by
Edward Carpenter. 21 net

The Memoirs of a Physician, by
Vikenty Verresayev. I'ranslated
from the Russian. Price $1.50.

Ventures in Worlds, by Marian Cox.
=1 extraordinary essays  dealing
with themes of universal interest.
Musical Culture, Incestuous Mar-
riage, Nervous Humanity, The Man-
Made Woman of Japan, A Cup of
Tea in Japan, Mr. Grundy and Eve's
Dress. Price $1.25 net.

Brilliant Exotics of Realism, Fiction
and Verse. Sample paragraphs and
stanzas for stamp. Starr Lo., 28g,
Live Oak, Fla.

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

The Diplomacy of the Great War, by
Arthur Bullard. Contents: I. The
Struggle of a Generation. 11, The
New Elements of 'I}i|:l[-'r1'|:.'|,1_'_'.'_ I11.
The Liguidation of This War, IV.
The United States and Europe.
Price $1.50.

War—What For? by George R. Kirk-
patrick. %1.

A Burvey of the Woman Problem, by
Rosa Mayreder. A profound study
of the whole field, to which the au-
thor devoted fifteen years. $1.60,
postpaid.

The New Womanhood, hy Winifred
Harper Cooley. Indispenzable popu-
lar studies; a sane exposition on
Feminism by a noted writer. Price.
£1.00.

Woman and Labor, by Olive Schrein-
er. “A heart-stirring book, con-
ceived and brought forth with pro-
phetic ardor."—Currrent Literature,
$1.35, postpaid.

¥What

Women Want, by Beatrice
Forbes-REobertson Hale. A treat-
ment of Feminism bound to interest
everyone; to sum up and illumine
the movement for those who already
believe in it, and to persuade the
conservative to a more modern point
of view. Send £1.35.

Affirmations, by Havelack Ellis. A
discussion of some of the fundamen-
tal questions of life and morality as
expressed in the literature of Nietz-
sche, Fola, Huysmans, Casanova
and St. Francis of Assisi Send
$1.8¢

(Continued from page 27)
planation. It needs an explanation
because it is rather an odd list,

Stendhal’'s “The Red and  the
Black” heads the list because 1 think
it is the best novel ever written. 1
wish there were a cheaper edition of
it, but it is worth the $1.75 the pub-
lishers charge. Then I put in “The
Revolt of the Angels,” not because it
15 the best of Anatole France's
books, but particularly because of the
chapter which tells of the Dream of
Satan: a chapter which all revolu-
tionists ought to read for the good
of their souls and minds. “The
Pastor's Wife," a delightful book, is
described on another page of this
issue. “The |!i.~i[u:|:|.' of Mr. ]"uI]_-\. " is
the hnest thing H. G. Wells ever
did. And “The Idiot” iz there be-
cause Dostoievsky, in spite of the
total wrongness of his attitude to-
ward life, 15 next to Stendhal the
greatest novelist that ever lived. In
a word, these books represent some
enthusiasms of mine which T want
to share with others.

Being a conservative in matlers
of art, I am not able 1o enjoy very
heartily the books of Imagist poetry
which are coming out so thick and
fast, and Edgar Lee Masters
“Spoon  River Anthology” iz the
nearest thing to “modernity” in my
list. But 1 do ("I'Ij-:'l;n‘ Louis Unter-
meyer's parodies of the new poets,
and T think vou will too. His book
is  called  “—and Other Poets"
Chesterton’s “Poems' is in the list on
account of the magmbhcent "Battle
of Lepante”™ poem, and the dedica-
tion poem reprinted from “The Man
Who Was Thursday.” My most
whole-souled enthusiasm goes to Ar-
thur Davizon Ficke's book, “Son-
nets of a Portrait Painter.! These
sonnets are a union of beauty, irony
and keen intellectuality which move
me tremendonsly, and T want others
to know about them and enjoy them
too.

“The “Paychology of the Uncon
scious’ 15 a book I have not et
read—it 15 just going to press as 1
write, But | have read everything
of Jung's so far translated, and of
:’1!| ﬂ'u,' W I'i[|,'1'- [w} ] ;1_\.}'L"|'||:-:1II:|]:.'.-Ci_= '-.'11'
strikes me ag the clearest, sanest and
wisest. [ expect to hind in “The Pzy
chology of the Unconscious™ a pro-
found and illuminating treatment of
a great theme.

The four books on sex, by Ellis,
Bloch, Forel and Malchow, are I he-
lieve the four best books on the
suhject Malchow 15 an American
physician who spent some wvears in
prison for publishing his book. It
15 the most conservative, and not, 1
think, the wisest, of the four. Forel
iz rather conservative, too, in an
honest German way. Bloch appears
irom his book, which is profoundly
critical of camtalist mstitutions and
morality, to be a revolutionary
thinker—he 15 far more radical in his
views of the sexual problem than
most  Socialists, Havelock Ellis’
volume is indispensable to anyone
who professes to he enhghtened on
the subject. A reading of these
books, especially

those |:-|' Elli=.
Bloch and Forel, will throw a wvast
amount of light on troubled aspects
of moddern |ifq'_

Most of 1'!11:" other ooks  in t:'l{"
list have been written about in T
Maszes before:  Aaseheld's hook on
“Shakespeare,” n the Home Uni-
versity Library, has a double inter-
est at this time, on account of the
Shakespeare celebrations now going
on and the visit of the English poet

and critic to this country. [t is an
admirable little book that has the
power of making one freshly realize
the quality of Shakespeare’s mind,
Perhaps 1 may make, here in the
privacy .of these retired columns, a
contession. [ never liked Shakes-
peare until Bernard Shaw persuaded
me to, Some people think Shaw dis-
likes Shakespeare. He is, on the
L‘-;_'|I11,r$|1'}'. one |:-f ?wl!tilkt‘rl|mk'ﬁ I'{":" IT6sl
judicious admierrs. Of course you
have read Shaw's remarks on
Shakespeare? [f you haven't, you
can find them m “Dramatic Opin-
jons.” Shaw, after all, has the last
word on |_'-.'r'1".'.3'|ir:_‘.;! IF, D,

Nietzsche, by Dr. George Brandes., A
study by “"The Discoverer of Mietz-
sche,” imported. Send $1.40.

My Childhood, by Maxim Gorky.
Send $2.15 Tells the story of the
life of the famous Russian novelist
from his earliest recollection to the
age of aeventeen,

How It Feels to be the Husband of a
Suffragette, by “"Him.” Illustrated
by Mary Wilson Preston. Price,
g50c.; postage, 5¢. Sec adv. on page
22,

The Upholstered Cage, by Josephine
P. Knowles. With an introduction
to American women by Belle Lind-
ner Israels. It takes up the prob-
lem of the unmarried daughter as no
other book has done. ‘rice, 31.50.

John

Of e55aYs

“Visions and Revisions,” bv
Lowper Powys, A book of
on great literature. The New York
Times said “It is too brilliant, that
15 the trouble.” 300 pp., t

w00 Net.

The Plays of Oscar Wilde contained
e one beawliful  volume of 672
pages. Contains  Lady Winder-
mere's Fan, A Woman of No Im-
portance, The Importance of Being
Earnest, An Ideal Husband, Vera,
or The Nihilist,” Duchess of Padua,
Salome. This new series will con-
tain complete works in single vol-
umes in clear, readable type. Priee
for the Wilde volume, $1.38, post-

paid.

i

Forty Thousand Quotations, * by
Charles Noel Douglas. $2.65 post-
paid. These 40,000 prose and poeti-
cal quotations are selected from
standard authors of ancient and
modern times, are classified accord-
ing to subject, fill 2,000 pages.

The MNearing Case, by Lightner Wit-
mer, Ph.D., Head of the Department
of Psychology, University of Penn-
sylvania. Mo recent event in the
struggle for free speech has 50 desp-
ly stirred the country as the ousting
of Scott Nearing from the Univer-
sity of Pennsylvania. 5sbe., post-
paid.

One new subscriber and a Iittl
cash will get you any book here
Sometimes one subscription  will
earn you the book without extra
cost. Write to the business man
ager of The Masses,

A SOCIALIST LIERARY

hing overy Live Soclallst wanis. We pub-

works of Marx and the other great Ho-

EiFR. o have & ne ehaln plan
i Local or E

ot for few hours” work §

B aternational Sockalist Review, the Fi

g Magazine of the Working las. A sample

of anid  oor  Wlustrated  book  catalog  fres

CHARLES H. KERR CO0.. 349 E. Ohle St

CHICAGOD.

Any book advertised in this is-
sie may be earned for new sub-
Write to the businese
MANAZET—N0W.

scriptions.

The M. ¥.

“The Uncle Tom of & prison servi
The Story of Canada Blackie

By
A¥NNE F. L. FIELD
Introduction by
THOMAB MOTT OSBORNE
£1.00 npet

|'t'<'_.'|||1.: Post calls this:
H

Gan you grow yeung at 107
Read how Sanford Bemnatt did 1.

OLD AGE, - ITS CAUSE
AND PREVENTION

By Sanford Bennett
Frice §1.50 FPostpaid
(ine new subseriplion fa
The Masies and the book

tagether for 31.75

A most remarkable book

of practical benefit by a

mageEt '.'l:l‘:l::IL.l.hEL' HEFI
Sold by

The Masses Book Stors

THE SEXUAL QUESTION

by Prof. Aupgust Forel of Zurich,
Switzerland, the world-famous scientist.

Written 1n  Eerms u:f the average
reader and comprehending the whole
fex subject. i:h.:n.'l:pl:lrzlml.rlml by Max
Eastman, the cditor of TaE Masses,
It 15 hcil:.g_ '.1.':.-:|_e:]1.' read in America and
used by physicians, lawyers, clergym
ﬂiu_r.'t:-::r.‘-, writers, advanced scient
social workers.

Price now $1.60

Also  “Psychopathia
Krafft-Ebing, now 3%1.60.

The Masses Book Stere, 33 W. 14th 5L, N. ¥

Sexualis,” by

To Local Secretaries

If you want free
literature for distribution
Write ta the

BUSINESS MANAGER OF THE MASSES

“SONGS of LOVE
and REBELLION”

By Covingten Hall,
Buing a collection of his finest poemm
on Hevolution, Leve and Misceilans-
ous Bubjects. Finely bound in paper.
Bingle copies BOe; thres volumes for
§1.00; ton for §2.50. Fostage prepald.

MASSES BOOK STORE
B3 West 14th Street, Now York.

SOCIALISM AND WAR

By LOUIS B. BOUDIN

Auther of “The Theoretical System of Karl
Marx", “Government by fudiciary™, Ete.
This book is an eminently
svccessful attempt at a Social-
15t interpretation of the great
war, It 15 the first book of 1ts
kind published in thiz or any
other country. It includes a
discussion of the general prob-
Socialism and War,
MNationalhism and Internation
alism.
Price, One Dollar

THE MASSES BOOK STORE

33 Waeat lith Street, New York

lems of
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Good Books Free with Subscriptions to Che INasses

To increase its circulation, The Masses makes these

extraordinary Premium offers.

Most of these books

are described in The Masses Book Store :: :: :: ::
By Request, Thiz Offar iz Extended to End April 30th

Cwo Dollar Offer

For Two Dollars we will send Tae Masses for one year to
two NEW Readers and mail one of the following books free to
any address:

The Spy, by Maxim Gorky, published at $1.50.

Some Imagist Poets, published at 7sc.

Christianity and New Idealism, by Eucken, 75c.

Never Told Tales, by Dr. William J. Robinson, $1.00.

An ?narchist Woman, by Hutchins Hapgood, published at

1.25.

Socialism in Theory and Practice, by Morris Hillquit, $1.50.

Graphics, by Harris Merton Lyons, $1.00.

Three Plays of Shakespeare, by Swinburne, published at 7s5c.

Twenty Six and One, by Maxim Gorky, published at $1.25.

What Every Girl Should Know, by Margaret Sanger, 5sc.

Violette of Pere La Chaise, by Anna Strunsky Walling, $1.00.

Songs of Love and Rebellion, by Covington Hall, 55c.

Songs of Labor, translated from the Jewish (Rosenfeld), by
Rose Pastor Stokes, 75c.

Women as World Builders, by Floyd Dell, 5sc.

How It Feels to Be the Husband of a Suffragette, by “Him,”

55¢-
The King, the Kaiser and Irish Freedom, by McGuire, $1.00.
Love's Coming of Age, by Edward Carpenter, $1.00.
Plain Facts About a Great Evil, by Mrs. Pankhurst, ssc.
The Social Commonwealth, by Rosenblatt, $1.00.
Why I Am A Socialist, by Charles Edward Russell, 6oc.
Why the Capitalist ? by Dr. Fredk. Haller, $1.00
Struggle Between Science and Superstition, by Arthur M.
Lewis, s5¢c.
Schopenhauer’s Essays, published at $1.25.
Art of Speech Making, by N. C. Fowler, Jr/, s5e.
Martin Eden, by Jack London.

Chree Dollar Offer

For Three Dollars we will send Tae Masses for one year to
three NEW readers and mail one of the following books free
to any address:

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar Lee Masters, $1.25.

The Sexual Question, by August Forel, $1.60.

Wood and Stone, by John Cowper Powys, $1.50.

Socialists and the War, by William English Walling, $1.50.

What Women Want, by Beatrice Forbes-Robertson Hale, $1.50.

Taras Bulba, from the Russian of Gogol, $1.35.

Enjoyment of Poetry, by Max Eastman, $1.35.

Walt Whitman's “Leaves of Grass,” $1.35.

The Millionaire, by Artzibashef, $1.25.

Herself, by Dr. E. B. Lowry, $1.10.

Himself, by Dr. Lowry, $1.10,

Social Freedom, by Elsie Clews Parsons, $1.00.

Child of the Amazons, by Max Eastman, $1.00.

Cry for Justice, by Upton Sinelair, $2.00.

The Genius, by Theo. Dreiser, $1.60.

Schools of Tomorrow, by Dewey, $1.60.

Visions and Revisions, by John Cowper Powys, $2.00.

How to Know Your Child, by Miriam Finn Scott, $1.25.

Four Plays from the French of Augier, $1.50.

The Harbor, by Ernest Poole, $1.50.

Income, by Scott Nearing, $1.25.

What Shall I Eat, by Prof. F. X. Gouraud, $1.50.

Six Volume Set of either Poe, Stevenson, Dickens, Shakes-
peare, Dumas,Hugo or Lincoln, published at $3.00.

Jude, the Obscure, by Thomas Hardy, $1.50.

Tess of D'Urbevilles, by Thomas Hardy, $1.50.

Five Dollar Offer

For Five Dollars we will send THe Masses for one year to five
NEW readers and send free any one of the following premiums
to any address:

A. Any one book from the Two Dollar Offer and any one
book from the Three Dollar Offer.

B. Standard Book of Facts, Edited by Harry Thurston Peck,
Published at $4.50.

C. One Set of Everybody's Encyclopedia. Five volumes.
Published at $6.00, F. O. B., New York.

D. Forty Thousand Quotations (Indexed). Edited by
Charles Noel Douglass. Published at $2.50 and $3.00.

E. Any two books from Thomas Mosher's list of books ad-
vertised in this magazine, in the $1.25 editions.

Cwelve Dollar Offer

For Twelve Dollars we will send THE Masses for one year to
twelve NEW readers and send free any of the following pre-
miums to any address:

A. Any five different books selected from the Two and Three
Dollar Offers,

B. Victor Hugo set of 10 volumes. Beautiful library edition,
gilt top. Published at $19.00.

C. Jack London's Works in 20 volumes. Cloth. F. O. B,

New York.
SPECIAL!

THE MOST REMARKABLE OFFER OF ALL—For Fifteen Dollars' worth
of subscriptions we will send the magnificent India-paper edi-
tion of Webster's Modern English Dictionary, bound in beau-
tiful flexible leather; thumb index, wonderful color plates,
2300 pages. Published at $21.00. F. O. B, New York.

Che Masses Publishing Company

Editorial and Business Office and Book Store at 33 WEST 14th STREET, NEW YORK




MASSES.

A New and Unique Achievement in Decorative
Art for the Home.

MEDALLIONS
“THE IMMORTALS”

Made of Corinthian Bronze, solidly riveted to hand-
some walnut and hardwood panels, with special
brass hangers enclosed, ready for fastening on wall.

Guaranfeed by the Kathodian Bronze Works

Bryant. Tennyson. s
VYoltaire.

Walt Whitman i

Whittier.

Beethoven,

Burns.
Byron.
Darwin.

Dickens,

Lowell.

Mark Twain, W
Miltan.

Foe.

Schiller,
Shakespeare

inches in  diameter,
(=}’ praumel Brixld
inches, §3.00

inches  in diameter,
11 pane eSS L0
inches, $1.00

Offered through
The Masses at 25
off or for subserip-

by Check,
Express or
v, Order, or Cash

ONLY TWENTY LEFT

Band Velumes of

THE MASSES For 1915
Price $2.00, F. O. B. New York

All the Previoss Felumes Foee Been Sold Oui

A Shockingly Stimolating Book!

“Radical Views”

Erinted for you conservatives
BEY RALFH BERANDT

“_ you want to get at the impressions
of an iconoclast this book will give
you a better collection than the Con-
gressional Librar

Limp K A sewed  with  red
cord, o1 erling  deckle  edge paper,
with i 8 an red. Limited edition.

§1.00 A COPY POSTPAID

WOMEN
As Fighters—Artists—Lovers.

So0ld hy Read about them in Floyd Dell's book.
“Women as World Builders.” BB6 cents,

TI'IE MASSEE Bﬂn“ STGRE ostpaid. Tax Masszs Boox Stoms, &8

New York. t'-’ts'l. 14th £t., New York City.

[0 THE MOSHER BOOKS

Books in Belles Lettres Issued in Choice and Limited Editions

Printed on & size of Van Celder paper made for thi iti i i
IE ¢ Lr ! s edition only.
f:ﬁﬁr‘;ﬂi;gh'j“'].:‘“f:?-b The regular edition dome up in dcfi:::f:ptﬂfi:?iiliﬂfﬂx
gals pnd allide cammes ¥ Mr. Mosher—with silk markers, parchment wrappers, gold
Each edition {8 lmited to 925 coples and the typs Alatri
Hound in the following styles: e e,
Japan vellum covers, flexible, with turned down fore-edges..... .51.25 net
L}l}d-;ﬂ-:: bloe paper boards, white back and label ......000ohs. o 1 50 net
Flexitile leather, smooth, dark olive color, gilt tops ............ . 1.75 net
Japan wellum edition {numbered) ..., g T e g e i E-.ﬁlil net
el QFH@:;?E GIVEN FOR SUBSCRIPTION TO THE MASSES
R EHAYYAM, rendered into English verse by Edw
ATCABSIN AND NICOLETE, dona ints English bys.&nelmw I.;:rp:.rd“ard sl
MODEEN I.'I}"i"l; AND OTHER POEMS, by George Meredith,
INNOCENCE, from the works of William Blake.
HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES, by Oscar Wilds.
EHROPEHIBE LAD, by A. E Housman.
AND FORTY ADDITIONAL TITLES.

Write for Special Catalogue

THE MASSES BOOK STORE, 33 W. 14th St., New York

Spoon River
Antho]ogy

B}" Edg‘ar Lee Masters

“The mnatural child of Walt Whit
man,"—John Cowper Powys, in the
New York Times

“It at once takes its place among
thase masterpieces which are not of =
time or & locality.""—Beoston Transoripl.

“A work splendid in observation,
marvelous in the artistry of exclusion
yet of democratic inclusiveness, pEr-
cingly analytic of character, of plastie
fictility of handling, sympathetic under-
peath irony, humorous, pathetic, tragic,
comic.  particular yet universal — &
Comedie Humainé—a creation of a
whole commumnity of personalities.,”"—
William Marion Reedy.

Price $1.25 Postpaid

Anthology of Magazine Verse
FOR 1515 and

Year Book of American Poetry
Edited by WILLIAM STANLEY
BRAITHW AITE. Price $1.50
CONTAINS

The one hundred distinctive
poems of the year selected by
William Stanley Braithwaite,

A critical summary of fifty
notable volumes of poetry of the
year,

A summary of the contents of
the notable volumes of the year
dealing with poets, poetry, and
the art of poetry, together with a
List of articles and essayvs on the
same subjects

The Titles and Authors of every
poem in twenty of the most im-

] It Magazines

EVERYMAN’S LIBRARY

It comprises 732 volumes of the World's Greatest Books.

The works of your famous authors are there,

The great Historians, Essayists and Poets are well reps
resented.,

You can also find here a multitude of classic works by
authors not so widely known,

The bocks are printed from new plates on 2 fin
Th ¥ il em I 2 ! fine guality
thin book paper. d 3

Everyman’s Eibrary is the greatest series ever attempted
and the price is 1r|'||:.' possible because of the immense swope
and output of the work.

Bound n limp red . leather with gilt
per volume

Bound in eloth with gilt back, per wolume. ...
Semd for a complele catalogue.

E. P. DUTTON & COMPANY, 681 Fifth Ave., N. Y.

Order from The Masses Book Store

T0c net
be net

IF YOU
READ NEWSPAPERS

then you must read

FAKES IN JOURNALISM

(By Max Sherover)
which talls you about the thing the

NEWSPAPERS SUPPRESS

and how

NEWSPAPERS LIE

and why they
DISTORT AND FALSIFY,

Fakes im Journalism has one
throtigh two editions and is one of the
fastest selling booklets today.

This boock pulls the curtain aside
from the editorial room and shows how
low the press of the country has
stooped, 1t exposcs the tricks of the
game, and points the power that pulls
the editorial strings,

Ninety-six pages of red-hot facts and
]:-hr.l:lmril.ph:i-: reproductions of news
fakes. Not a line of theory. Facts
only. Second edition, revised and en-
larged.

Prica 25 cénts per copy maliled any-

where. 3 copies 50c postpaid. 7

coples §1.00 puatpktg-a

SEND ORDERS TO
FAIR PRESS LEAGUE

1569 PITEIN AVE, BROOELYN,
N T
(Special rates to booksellers and liter-
ature agents)

Russian Comrades!

Subseribe to our

MONTHLY SOCIALIST MAG-
AZINE

Swolodnoye Slowo
(Free Word)

Fublished and edited by the well
known wveteran of the Russian
Revolutionists, Leo G. Deufsch,

You will find a great deal of in-
teresting material, as well as thril-
ling short stories.

Subscription rates:

One Year $1.00  Half Year 55¢
Address: “Free Word”

1398 Clay Ave., Bronx, Mew York City

World's Masterpieces Bound in Leather $5 Uﬂ

SET OF 30 VOLUMES
BOOK RACK FREE

The most unusual book bargain ever offered. Books of this quality never sold
before for less than fifty cents each. The large quantities in which these books are
manufactured enables us to offer these classics, bound in genuine feep shin, with
a ,frgpc book rack as pictured in the above cut, for only $5.25 a set of thirty volumes,

Fifteen titles (your selection) with a book rack sent post free for $3.00.

Dreams—Olive Schreiner
Doll's House—Ibsen

ateries by De Mauwpersent
Dy, Fekyll and My, Hyde
Sonrets from the FPerfuguese
Murders in_the Rus Morgue
Chrizstmas Caral

Rip Fan Hinkle

EME!"_S:?H'J' Essays

Arabian Nights

Kipling's Stories

Barrack Room Bollads

80 Best Poems of America
B0 Best Poems of Englend
Rubaiyat

Hallad of Readimg Gaal
FPelleas by Maetertinck
Beor Hunt—Tolstoy

Alice in Wonderland
Child’s Garden of Ferses
Gomitesse de Geron—Dumay
Skakespeore—Sonmets
Hamlet

King Lear

T

Merchant of Fenic
.‘E:ﬁfr-'-:-_rk Helimes Romeo and Juliet :
Speeches—Lincaln Juliugy Coerar

Single titles sant post=free for twenty five cenis
THE LITTLE LEATHER LIBRARY

includes the works of the world's greatest writers.
Order from

THE MASSES BOOK STORE

33 West 14th Street, New York City.




SEX PROBLEMS in
WORRY and WORK

By Wm. Lee Howard, M. D.

A frank and simple statement of the
causes of worry and distress among men
and women, and the best methods to
pursus to seciire permanent J‘l'-lL'F. A
revelation of the tremendous problems
in sex physiology and paychology, em-
bodying the very latest discoveries and
conclusions of modern medic BCIENEE,
Undeniably a book that you should read
at your carlicst opportunity. to remove
some of your own perplexities and o
help. you save the members of your
family from needless fears

Books You Should Have

THE SEXUAL LIFE

Embracing the natural sexual im-
pulse, normal sexual habits, and
propagation, together with sexual
physiology and hygiene. By C. W.
MALCHOW, M.ID. Third edition,
6xg inches, 318 pages. Price, $3.00.
Eﬂld only to members of the medical and

ntal professions, m lawyers, clergymen,
albso recognired students of sociclogy).

NATURAL LAWS OF SEXUAL LIFE

WL RSN

BEOOKS BY DR. WILLIAM J. ROEINSON

SEXUAL
o PROBLEM:
STORIES - ar X
et oF : 0~ DA
rpa e
TALES AMD - ROBINSOW
ZET LIFE

BOBINSOHN - —
s ROBINS0N |

ROBE0H

AORAL

ROBINSON

Embracing medico-sociological re-
searches. By ANTON NYSTROM,
M.D., Stockholm, Sweden. Trans-
lated by Carl Sandzen, M.D. afo
pages, O0x g inches......Price, $2.00,

CAUSES AND CURES OF CRIME

A popular study of Criminology
from the bio-social viewpoint. By
THOMAS SPEED MOSBY, former
Pardon Attorney State of Missouri,
Member American Institute of Crim-
inal Law and Criminology, etc.

pages, with roo original illustrations.

Price, §2.00.
7. How Emotions—Fear, Anger, Love,

{f#ﬂf"_ca"“ Talurs. o > Beaily SUGGESTIVE THERAPEUTICS,
B Cliaticr 4ud Seruatily. APPLIED HYPNOTISM AND
PSYCHIC SCIENCE

A manual of practical psychotherapy

and hypnotism. By HENRY &S

MUNRO, M.D., Omaha, Nebraska

1o pp. Oxog inches, frontispiece.
ird Edition..........Price, $4.50.

The C. V. Moshy Company, Publishers

801-807 Matropolitan Building

Bt. Louls, . B A

BOLD BY THE MASIES BOOE BTORE,
838 WEST 14TH BT., NEW TORE.

CHAPTERS
‘r":'vn-rn' and
Primitive
Na-

Chastity
Consistent with
Health?

8. The Worry
over the Fear
of becoming
Impotent.

4. The Sexual
Problem of the
Neurasthenie,

5. Why vol1
Worry  ower
Tnknown Fears,
4. Intermal
Bex Forces and
their Effect upon Efficiency.

By the Bames Author.

Facts for the Married
Flain Facts on Bex Hyglene
Oonfidentinl Chats with Boys
Confidential Chats With Girls
Breathe and Be "Wall

Each, Cloth Bound $1.00 net

Send for detoiled cirewlar givieg full
wiferimalion

EDWARD ). GLODE, 156 Fifth Ave., New York

sowuses — SOINIHNE TVOLLOVHL

auiegR €0

£3.00 £2.50 21.00 £1.00 £1.00 2050 £2.00
Offered through The Masses Book Store

“A Prophetof Awakening”
JOHN MACY

Has Written a Daring Invigorating Book on

Socialism
in America

William English Walling, Author of “Socialism As
It Is,”’ writes:

“I am amazed that Mr. Macy has been able to cover all the
most important points, and yet—in spite of the very great conden
sation -this necessitates—has succeeded in making a book every
page of which is '-I1J[<.L'-’.‘-¢i'|1Lf [ am convinced that there is no other
writer in this c'uumn who eould have made such a brilhant success
of this difficult task.”

Harper’s Weekly says:

"Mr. Macy comes as a prophet of awakening, and his words should
have a tonic effect. Ungquestionably he has run an invig-
orating furrow through the packed, dreary flatness of much con-
temporary Socialist thought.”

Just Dﬁt-—At all Bookstores—Net $1.00
Doubleday, Page & Co., Garden City, N. Y.

Do You Want a Fountain Pen?

FREE

The pen The Call offers you is a first-class, genu-
me, 14-K. gold point, chased black barrel, neat ap-
pearing fountain pen, made and puarantecd to sell
for $1.50.

We will send yor one of these pens, postpaid,
packed in a bhox -.-.-Elh filler and printed guarantee
FREE tor every yearly subseription you send in to
The \l.'l.\.' York ':.1|.|| At the rate of 3500, This iz a
|1n|1:|1|11 offer you cannot beat—The Daily Call,
The Call Sunday Magazine for one whole year and
a Sr._;o fountain pen—all for a five dollar bill

Do not confuse this offer with the premitim foun-
tain pens of cheap make and brass points often give
away by cheap magazines. This iz a pen that will
stand up and give you service for wvears. We can
buy them in I!l,l:'lll1i.1:| at a reasonable rate, and h}'
getting vour name on our mailing list for a full year
save enough to pay for the pen we mive vou.  This
way we save you the cost of the pen—send in your
five today. You cannot afford to be without The
Call, and Yoll Can use the pen.

Send your order with check to the

The New York Call, Subscription Department
F. 0. BOX 1624, NEW YORK CITY

FPostal regulations require that one cent a copy be added for postage in Manhattan
and Bronx, New York (53.50 per vear oxira).
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Partial Interior View of One of the Hundreds of Big Storage Warchouses in which the Chojoest Burley Leaf is Aged in Wood
thres to five Years for Tuxedo Tobacco, The Large Central Ioset Shows s Hogshead Opencd.

All Smoking Tobaccos Are Aged

Have to be to make them smokable. To-
bacco in its natural state is raw and harsh.
Ageing makes it mellower, milder.

The leaf for some tobaccos is aged for only
one or two years. That for Tuxedo is aged

in wooden hogsheads for three to five years —
until it 1s as nearly perfect as nature can
make it.

Most manufacturers simply age the leaf and
let it go at that. But—

Tuxedo Is More Than Aged

After nature has done all it can to mellow
the leaf, then the original “ Tuxedo Process’ is
applied.

This famous process—a doctor’s discovery
—takes out all the bite left by nature. Pre-
vents Irritation of mouth and throat. Makes
Tuxedo the mildest, most comfortable smoke

The Perfect Pipe Tobacco

Get a tin of Tuxedo.
sweet and fragrant 1t i1s and how mild |

throat at the end.
permanent smoker of Tuxedo.

YOU CAN BUY TUXEDO EVERYWHERE

Convenient, glassine-wrapped, 5
maoisture-proof pouch C

In Tin Humidors, 40c and 80¢
THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY

lettering, curved to fit pocket

Try it for a week, Note how
You can smoke it
all day and have a sound tongue and a perfectly comfortable
A week’s trial is bound to make you a

Famous green tin, with gold 1 OC

possible to produce. Enables men to enjoy a
pipe who formerly could not do so.

The “Tuxedo Process’’ has many imitators.
Millions of dollars have been spent trying to
invent a “‘just-as-good’’ process. But it still
remains the great origina/ method for making
tobacco absolutely biteless and non-irritating.

Hlustra-
tions are
aboul-ane
half size
ef real
backages.

S“ECIALL\' F?"F!E-"""F!HII
FOR THE PIP

In Glass Humidors, 50¢ and 90c




