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it. A Revolutionary and
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Causes; a Magazine Di-
rected against Rigidity
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CO-OPERATION SUCCEEDS!

LLANO DEL RIO COMMUNITY IN
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

(] Proves power of collective ac-

tion. Several hundred Social-
ists headed by Job Harriman
have demonstrated that they
can earry on extensive ranch-
ing, agricultural, horticultural,
stock raizing and industrial en.
terprises on a co-operative

hasis.

[ These pioneers in a new field
of action have proven the value
of joining their forces. They
are heeding not the cries of
“Great 15 Diana of the Ephe-
gians!” and “It ain't in Das
Kapital!” They are building
for themselves and for you,
firmly and on sound financial
foundation, homes and security
for the future,

(L Llane del Rio Colonists are not

doctrinaire debaters, guibblers
or pifflers. They are men and
women of decision and action.
For two vears they have borne
the brunt of the hardships and
inconveniences incident to mod-
ern pioneering. Now they have
celebrated their second annual
birthday. They have achieved
more than the founders had
dared to predict.

[ Why don't you join your com-

rades in this great enterprise?
They need more men and wom-
en. They need nearly every
class, trade and occupation.

| Subscribe for their snappy,

brightly illustrated monthly
magazine, THE WESTERN
COMRADE, and keep posted
on the progress and achieve-
ment of this great co-operative
enterprise. For full informa-
tion address

LLANO DEL RIO COMPANY
OF NEVADA
RENO, NEVADA

Artists’ Materials

At Halpern’'s

1 Eamt 30k Si., Showing a cemplete
Tel. Mad. 5q. 6528 ,g e of Martimi
NEW YORK CITY Tempers Colora.
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Criticised, Revised, Typed, Send for leafler M.
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UNITED LITERARY PRESS, 123 Sth Ave, N. Y,

FROM DOOMSDAY TO KINGDOM COME

At the

Fellowship Farm Inn
Stelton, N. J.

Iz The Place to Spend Your
Vacations and Week Ends

Fresh vwegoetables and eggs
from our QCooperative Farm.
Beautiful ecountry and the
wholesomea company of oom-
radad.

Very Reasonable Rates

John Lyons

By SEYMOUR DEMING

A masterly presentation—by the author of A MEessAGE To THE
SUBSCRIPTIOF RATES MipoLg Crass and Tue Pitiar oF Figg—of the meaning of the

Write to

FELLOWSHIP FARM INN
STELTON, N. J.

Easily reached from Hudson Terminals vis
Fenna, R.

2F.50 @ Year. Foreign, $3.08. Rateson
bundle orders and fo newsdealers
on application

developments of the past quarter-century in the world's Progress,
with special reference to the United States; a real mterpretation of
the bearing of the European war on the present and the future of
mankind. A book that will go far. Narrow 12mo. Cloth, Nef,

50 cents

Eatered as second-clasa matter, Decem-
ber 37, 1910, at the postoffice of
New York City, under the Act
ef March 3. 1870,

Published Monthly by
The Masses Publishing Coe.

Editerial and Busioess Offies,
33 West 14th 5t.,
New York.

CLEAR AND IMPRESSIVE
“This literature should live. It has impressed me more than all
[ have read on the war. The public owes you a g debt for the
information imparted and for a superb method of expressing it."—
From a letter of one of the most nrominent American socialists.

BUSINESS—A  PROFESSION

By LOUIS D. BRANDEIS
LARGE 8V0. CLOTH. NET %200, EIGHTEEN CHAFTERS,

The Labor Movement from the Inside
FA———

AMERICAN LABOR UNIONS

By HELEN MAROT

Frank Walsh, Chairman of the
Industrial Eelations Commissions,
said of this book: “After I read
it, the whole problem of the
unions stood out naked and clear.”™

Masses Book Shop  Price $1.25

Business—A Profession; The Employer and Trades Unions; Hours
of Labor: Orpanized Labor and Efficiency; The Road to Social
Efficiency ; Our New Peonage; Discretionary Pensions; The Incor-
poration of Trades Unions: How Boston Solved the Gas Problem;
Life Insurance: The Aboses and the Remedies; Savings Bank In-

“"He has set out to clear T i e e s s

]915 Unregulated Monopoly: An Aid to Railroad Efficiency; The Op- B}. LOUIS B. BOUDIN
unwalled camps of laber, e o A o B successful attempt at a Social-

s purpose  that | heve contemporary izsues.”" — The .
Previous numbers sold out. s other country. It includes a
Nationalism and Internation-

portunity in the Law. Author of ““The Theoretical Sysiem of Karl

More copies bound up to
and he has gone ot EHll ke b ar e mn ST O AT ist interpretation of the great
eriticism  futile.” g A g
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FICTION

The Way of All Flesh, by Samuel
Butler. Introductory essay by
William Lyon Phelps. New Amer-
ican edition. Floyd Dell's and
Lowis Untermever's choice. Send
$1.00.

Pierre Noziere, by Anatole France,
author of “The Crime of Sylvestre
Bonnard,” etc. Pierre Noziere con-
tinues his reminizcences of his child-
hood in Parizs, and tells of his travels,
later, in France. Net 8175

The Confession, by Maxim Gorky.
Translated and with introduction by
Rose Strunsky. Gorky's most artis-
tic and philosophical work. A re-
markable piece of fiction with a
vivid Russian background, 31.15
néet.

The Unchastened Woman, by Louis
Anspacher. A remarkable picture
of a worldly modern woman and
her influence. Mr. Anspacher’s
greatest success and New York's
success of the season—a play to
read as well as to see. Net, $1.25.

Works of Ivan Turgenev. Tranzlated
by Constance Garnett. Titles: “Ru-
din,” “A House of Gentlefolk,” “On
the Ewve" “Father and Children™
“Smoke,” “Virgin Seil” (2 wvols.),
“Sportsman’s Sketches” (2 wvals),
“Dream Tales and Prose Poems”
“A Diary of a Superfluous Man”
etc, “A  Desperate Character,”
“The Torrents of Spring,” ete, “A
Lear of The Steppes” “The Jew,”
ete. Each 16° $r10 postpaid. Set,
in 15 vols., $13 postpaid.

The Scarlet Woman, a novel by Jo-
seph Hocking. Price, $1.50.

The Bomb, by Frank Harris. Emma
Goldman says: “It's not the monu-
ment at Waldheim that will keep
alive these great heroes—heroes in
their innocence and simplicity—but
it will be "The Bomb.""™ Published,
$1.50; onr price, 75c.

Green Mansions, by W. H. Hudson:
introduction by John Galsworthy.
A romance of the tropical forest
which combines scientific observa-
tion of nature, poetic imagination,
and polished style. %1.40.

The Genius, by Theadore Dreiser.
A novel of monumental proportions
and significance. $1.60, postpaid.

QOur Miss York, by Edwin B. Morris.
Story of a successful business wo-
man who had to choose between her
career and marriage. $1.25 net.

Stamboul Nights, by H. G. Dwight.
Front. by W. T. Benda. Tales of
Constantinople enacted behind the
jealous walls of ancient Turkish
houses. £1.25 net.

Nan of Music Mountain, by

Frank
Hamilton Spearman. “A veritable
‘Lorna Doone’ served with the
sauce piquant of American gun-
play." 3$1.45 postpaid.

The Best Short Stories of 1915 and

the Year Book of the American
Sshort Story. Edward J. O'Brien,
Editor. The twenty short stories in
this volume are those selected by
Mr. O'Brien as the best that were
written during the vear 1o1s. His
survey of the whole field formed
the basis of hiz authoritative article
published, as an annual estimate of
the output, in the Boston Evening
Tramngcript, an article which has
attracted wide discussion. Net,
$1.50.

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,
a young writer passes, in the devel-
opment of his life and work, from a
blind worship of enterprise and effi-
ciency to a deeper knowledge and
understanding of humanity. Send
$1.50.

Fair Haven and Foul Strand, by
August Strindberg. Theze stories
show Strindberg in a comiortable
mood. Send 3r1.2s.

The Little Angel, by L. N. Andreyev.
You are acquainted with Andreyev's
plays. But his stories reprezent his
best work. Ask anyone who knows.
Here are fifteen of them, %125

Yvette—A Novelette—and Ten Other
Stories, by Guy de Maupassant,
Translated by Mrs. John Galswor-
thy. Introduction by Joseph Con-
rad. Send $r.40.

The Man of Promise, by Willard H.
Wright, author of “Modern Paint-
ing," ete. One of the most penetrat-
ing and unusual novels of this gen-
eration, marking a new epoch in
American hetion. Net, $1.35.

History of Mr. Polly. by H. G. Wells.
"Me. Welle at his best.” Price,
$1.35.

The Conscript Mother, by Rohert
Herrick. "Perhaps the finest bit of
short fiction the war has produced.”
60 cents postpaid.

The Old House and Other Stories.
Translated from the Russian of
Feodor Sologub by Johm Cournos.
Price, $1.50.

The Pastor's Wife, by the author of
“Elizabeth and Her German Gar-
den,” etc. Extracts from a recent
review in. TRE Massgs:i— . . .
better than H. G. Wells: . . .
the story of almost every woman
who marries almost any man i
a distributing book.—Doubleday,
Page & Co. Net, $1.35.

Bebold the Woman! by T. Everett
Harré. In the character of Mary,
the powerful Alexandrian courtesan
whose beauty was “the glory of
Egypt,” the author preszents the
struggle of womanhood in its integ-
rity and nobility with man's age-
long expleitation. $1.45 postpaid.

The Dark Forest, by Hugh Walpole.
A story of Russia in the war. It is
rich with art and wonderful with a
tremendous experience. It will live
heyond the war novels as such, It
15 literature. MNet, $1.35.

—

The Revolt of the Angels, by Anatole
France. Contains a "chapter which
all revolutionists ought to read for
the good of their souls and minds.'
F1.75.

*“Wood and Stone,” by John Cowper
Powys., A new departure in English
fiction. It suggests Dostoievsky
rather than Mir. Wells, and Balzac
rather than Mr. Galsworthy. In its
attempt to answer some of the more
dangerous dogmas enunciated by
Nistzsche, it does not scruple to
make drastic use of that great
psychologist's devastating insight.
More than 650 pages. $1.50 net.

The Return of Dr. Fu-Manchu, by Sax
Rohmer. A new collection of the
charmingly weird mystery stories.
$1.35 net.

Beggars on Horseback, by F. Tenny-
son Jesse. Short stories that range
from fantasy to realism. $1.25 post-
paid.

Korolenko's “Makar’s Dream and
Other Stories,” translated by Ma-
rian Fell. This living Russian's
writings have been likened to “a

fresh breeze blowing through the

heavy air of a hospital.” $1.60 post-
paid,

The Strange Cases of Mason Brant,
by Newil Monroe Hopkins. Illus-
trated in color by Gayle Hoskins.
$1.25 net, postage extra. The author
i3 a scientist of international repu-
tation. A more fascinating charac-
ter than Mason, yvou'll never find—
more weird problems, as suggested,
have been portrayed.

Love in Youth, by Frank Harris. “Ac-
quaintance with this courageous and
original English author’s peculiarly
distinctive work will soon be as nec-
essary a mark of the really modern
reader here as it is in England.”
Net, $r.25.

IF

and

and

THE MASSES BOOK SHOP,

you are addicted to the solitary vice of reading
books in the dead o’ night,

if you buy those books paying good money for them,
and if you don't buy them from us,
you are cheating Tue Masses of a just profit,

depriving the editors of a square meal.

33 West 14th St., New York City

Prompt Efficient Service

POETRY AND DRAMA

Three new plays just received from

England:
Youtg, by Miles Mallison. 40 cents.
The Dear Departing, from the Rus-

sian of Andreyef, 25 cents.
Theatre of the Soul, from the Russian
of Evreinof. 25 cents.
The three books sent for $1.00 post-
paid.

The Social Significance of the Modem
Drama, by Emma Goldman. “The
material covers the prominent
works of Scandinavian, German,
French, Irish, English, and Russian
drama. It is revolutionary only as
truth is revolutionary; its teachings
are consistent with Miss Goldman's
long battle for her own ideas of
growth and of freedom."—The Re-
view of Reviews. 5100 net.

Sonnets of a Portrait Painter, by Ar-
thur Davison Ficke. “One of the
three best sonnet cycles in the Eng-
Esh language."—Floyd Dell. Price,

1.00.

“—and Other Poets,” by Louis Unter-
meyer, author of “Challenge,” ete.
$1.25 net. The modern Parnassians,
Frost, Masefield, Masters, Yeats,
Amy Lowell, Noyes, Pound, “F, P.
A" ete., are the victims in this &r-
reverent volume of mirth and
thought provoking parodies.

The Poet in the Desert, by Charles
Erskine Scott Wood. A series of
rebel poems from the Great Ameri-
can Desert, dealing with MNature,
Life and all phases of Revolution-
arv Thought. Octove, gray boards,
Price, $1.00.

Towards Democracy, by Edward Car-
penter. With portraits. 530 pages.
This is Mr. Carpenter's greatest
work. In ways it resembles Walt
Whitman's “Leaves of Grass,” but
it is more modern, more an interpre-
tation of our own age. $2.00 net,
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Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar Lee
Masters. “The richest mine of the
new poetry that has yet been opened
up.” Price, $1.25.

Trojan Women of Euripides, trans-
lated by Gilbert Murray. "Profes-
sor Murray's verse translations
make Euripides a contemporary.”
85 cents.

MASSES BOOK SHOP
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The Health of the Child, by .
desheim, M.D., B.Ch. 35c

Health for the Middle Aged, by

Seymour Taylor, M.D. 55c.

Hil-

The Prevention of Common Cold, by
0. K. Williamson, M.A., M.D.

Throat and. Ear Trouble, by Mac-
leod Yearsley, FER.CS.

S5,

236

Chicago Poems, by Carl Sandberg.
$1.30 mnet. Distinguished by its
trenchant note of social criticism
and by its vision of a better social
order. Carl Sandberg wrote the
famous “Billy Sunday" poem in The
Masses.

Others: An Anthology of the New
Verse, edited by Alfred Kreymborg.
Contains selections from the work
of about fifty American poets who
are exponents of the new wverse
forms. $1.50.

Songs and Satires, by Edgar Lee Mas-
ters. The author of “Speon River
Anthelogy” has here a new collec-
tion of poems showing the same
qualities that won attention to his
first volume. $I.25.

Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1915
and Year Book of American Poetry.
Ed. by Wm. 5. Braithwaite. $1.50
net.

The Lord of Misrule, by Alired
MNoves. All Mr. Noyes® lyric poctry
since “Collected Poems™ in 1953
With all the rich imagery and
splendid rhythm of his earlier work
his later poems show more strongly
Moves® philosophy a protest
against the soulless science and joy-
less materialism of the present. Net,

£1.60.

Humorous Poems, by Ignatius Bren-
nan. Don't read this book if life
to you I5 one dull, dark, dismal
frown. If, however, vou sec laugh-
ter lurking even amidst the crash-
ing storm, then get busy. And, after
you read it, den't lend it, for your
friend will pass it along and you'll
never get it back. $1.10 postpaid,

Today and Tomorrow, by Charles
Hanson Towne. Author of “Man-
hattan,” "The Quict Singer,” and
several other volumes. Me Towne
is recognized as one of the foremost
of the yvounger American pocts. Net,
$1.00.

Community Drama and Pageantry, by
Mary Porter Beegle and Jack Kan-
dall Crawford. A practical manual
with beautiful photographs. 3250
net.

Why Be Fat? by Amelia Summer
ville. The enly practical book on
weight reduction. The author, a
beautiful actress, reduced 100
pounds in & year with vast improve-
ment of health, Net, 8oc.

Science of Muscular Develapment, by
Albert. Treloar, assisted by Miss
Edna Tempest. The author is the
winner of the 51000 prize for the
most perfectly developed man in

the world. %$1.00,

Meatless Cookery, by Maria McIlvaine
Gilmore, Intro. by Dr. Louis F.
Bishop. “Eat less meat,” the doe-
tors say, and here are meatless
menus that are delicious. $2.00 net.

HISTORY

Trojan Women of Euripides, by Pro-
fessor Gilbert Murray. One of the
Greek series recommended by TrHE
Masses editor. Price, 8zc. postpaid.

The New History, by Prof. James
Harvey Robinson, Reviewed in the
June issue. Price, $1.50.

SCIENCE AND ART
Thinking as a Science, by Henry Haz-
litt. Telling us how to think, ]
how to search for the rules 1
methods of procedure which will
help us in thinking creatively, origi-
nally and, not least of all, surely,
correctly. Net $1.00.

The Psychology of Relazation, by
George Thomas White Patrick. A
notable and unusually interesting
volume explaining the importance
of sports, laughter, profanity, the
use of alcohol, and even war as fur-
nishing needed relaxation to the
higher nerve centérs, $I1.25 net

Psychology of the Unconscious, by
Dir, C. 5. Jung. Authorized transla-
tion by Beatrice M. Hinkle, M.D,
The work iz an outgrowth of
Freud's method of psyche-analysis.
The translator is a member of the
Neurological Department of Cornell
University and the New York Post-
Graduate Medical School. $4.

The Psychology of Reasoning, by Al-
fred Binet. Translated by Adam
Gowans Whyte. 35¢.

Three Introductory Lectures on the
Science of Thought, by F. Max Mul-
ler. 3sc.

Science of
35¢.

Three Lectures on the
Language, by F. Max Miiller.

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

The Russian Empire of To-day and
Yesterday, by Nevin 0. Winter.
The country and its peoples and a
review of its history and a survey
of its social, political and economic
conditions. Send $3.2s.

EDUCATION

Honesty; a Study of the Causes and
Treatment of Dishonesty Among
Children, by William Healy, Direc-
tor of the Juvenile Psychopathic In-
stitute. $1.00 net.

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

—

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

Diseases of the Will, by Th. Ribot.
Authorized translation by Merwin-
Marie Snell. 35¢

Art, by Clive Bell. The author, well
known as a critic, warmly cham-
pions the cause of the post-impres-
sionists and puts forward a new
theory of art. Net, $1.25

Salf-Relianee, by Dorothy Canfield
Fisher. This book helps children
to help themselves which every sane
mother knows te be true, but which
they may fail to practice in the
hurry and press of domestic life.
$1.00 net.

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.

HEALTH

The A.-B-Z. of Our Own MNutrition,
by Horace Fletcher. Complete ac-
count of Mr. Fletcher's experience,
his doctrines, and how he has
proved them. With articles from
Chittenden, Pavlov, Foster, Cannon,
and others. $1.30 postpaid.

The Montessorl Manual, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher. Shows how the
mother or teacher may apply Dr.
Montessori's principles in a praecti-
cal way. Send $I.35.

Education Unmasked, by Eev. Ealer.
A protest against the mental slaugh-
ter of teachers. 25c.

Eat and Be Well, by Eugene Chris-
tian, F.5.D., America's foremost
food expert. This book tells you
what and how to eat to keep and
get well. 140 pages of sound ad-
vice for $1.00.

Child and Country. By Will Leving-
ton Comfort. Will Comfort's home-
making on the shores of Lake Erie.
Out-of-doors, and freedom, rose cul-
ture and child culture. A book to
love. Send $1.35

Diet for Children, by Louis E. Hogan.
What {oml to give children and at
what times. 75 cents postpaid.

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

Contributions to Psychoanalysis, by
Dr. 5. Ferenczi { Budapest). Auth-
orized translation by Ernest Jones,
M.D. An extremcly important work
by one of the world's leading expo-
nents of psychoanalysis. $3.25 post-
paid.

A Critical History of Philosophical
Theories, by Aaron Schuyler. A
scholarly, discriminating examina-
tion of the theories of the philoso-
phers of the various schools. “An
admirable digest of the teachings of
all known schools of philesphy
down to that of the present day."—
Galvestor News, $2.25 postpaid.

The Evolution of Man, Boelsche.
Darwinism up to date, in simple

language, with complete proof. II-

lustrated, cloth, s0c.

The Vocation of Man, by Johann
Gottlieh Fichte, translated by Dr.
William Smith. Price, goe.

Enguiry Concerning the Human Un-
derstanding and Selections from a
Treatise of Human Nature, by
David Hume, with Hume's Auto-
biography and a letter from Adam
Smith. Edited by T. J. MeCormack
and Mary Whiton Calkins, 45c.

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

The Metaphysical System of Hobbes,
Selected by Mary Whiton Calkins.

Locke's Essay Concerning Human
Understanding, Selected bv Mary
Whiton Calkins. 0¥c.

The Principles of Descartes’s Philos-
ophy, by Benedictus D¢ Spinoza,
Translated from the Latin with an
Introduction by Halbert Hains Brit-
an. g5Cc.

SOCIOLOGY

The Socialism of Today, edited by
William English Walling, Jessie
Wallace Hughan, J. G. Phelps
Stokes, Harry W. Laidler, and other
members of the Intercollegiate So-
cialist Society. About 3500 pages.
21.00 net.

Socialism and the War, by Louis B,
Boudin, author of “The Thearetical
System of Karl Marx.” It is the
first book of itz kind published in
t$l1is or any other country. Price,
I.

Inviting War to America. A timely
back by Allan L. Benson, the 5o-
cializt candidate for president. $1.00
net. ¢

Above the Battle, by Romain Relland
(France), author of “Jean Chris-
toph.” These essays were sup-
pressed in France because they de-
nounced war and ecalled upon secial-
ists in France and Germany to de-
clare a strike. $1.00 net.

The Principles of Suffrage, by Na-
thaniel C. Fowler, Jr. “Presents rea-
sons in favor of votes for women
which cannot be punctured or de-
stroyed” Price, joc. postpaid.

How to Obtain Citizenship, by Na-
thaniel C. Fowler, Jr. 'i']nin and
simple directions for the alien or
foreigner who would become a citi-
zen of the United States. Price,
$1.00 postpaid.

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.

Why the Capitalist? by Frederick
Haller, L1.B. In this book a law-
yer throws down the gauntlet to the
defenders of capitalism. The book
is a brief in refutation of the doc-
trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.00.

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

Socialized Germany, by Frederic C.
Howe. A book that foreshadows
the future. %1.50 net.

The Mew Womanhood, by Winifred
Harper Cooley. Indispensable popu-
lar studies; a sane exposition on
Feminism by a noted writer. Price,
$1.00.

Bocialism in Theory and Practice, by
Morris  Hillquit. Former price
£1.50, now 5bc.

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

{Continwed on page 42)
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HE MASSES has grown up. And it isn't our
fault. We tried our best to keep it young and
unintellectual. But the child was so attractive
that people started firing wisdom into it from
the very beginning, and of course you can't pre-

vent a thing from growing.

You yourself, much as you may love the little ten
cent’s worth of ebullience we send you whenever the Busi-
ness office thinks of it, could not have resisted the tempta-
tion to publish all the wise and beautiful articles and im-
portant news-stories and editorial arguments and book-
reviews that keep coming into this office.. People seemed
to think The Masses was a universal magazine, and would
hold anything. And so they made it a universal maga-
zine. We didn’t.

What we did do, however, was this. We decided that,
although the misfortune is inevitable that we should all
grow up, it is not inevitable that we should leave our youth
behind us. We decided to bring ours along intact. And
so you will find in the part of this magazine that we call
The Masses all the effervescence of vitality and super-
wisdom that you enjoy. And if we just have to supple-
ment this every month with a little wisdom and hard
thinking in The Masses Review—don't bear it against us.
We have no more respect for cur wisdom than you have.
We simply submit to it as one of the inevitable products
of evolution.

- 4§ T T e s e

THAT FIFTEEN CENTS

P ERHAPS we were slightly accelerated in our disposi-

tion to grow up by the “war prices” which are being
charged for all the materials out of which magazines are
made. Everything but ideas has advanced about fifty per
cent in price since the war began; and so at the same time
that a wealth of contributions was flooding us, the task of
issuing any kind of magazine at all for ten cents was look-
ing more and more arduous.

We have solved more than one problem, therefore, by
enlarging our magazine at just this time to the fifteen cent
size. And we ask you to blame everything that you don’t
like about the change upon the war, and only credit us
with the improvements, as doubtless you would be cour-
teous enough to do. With a scapegoat as convenient as
the European war on hand, there is no reason why any-
body should blame his friends for anything.

We will give you The Masses and The Masses Review
for one dollar a year still, if you will pay your subscription
before September first. After that the subscription price,
as well as the newsstand price, will be increased. We
expect you to pay us fifteen cents a copy and a dollar and
a half a year, with the same alacrity with which you used
to pay us ten cents a copy and a dollar a year and then

MPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT _

give us a dollar more after a while to help us out.

CONCERNING THE NEW REVIEW

T HE readers of The New Review will probably be mad

when they find out that The Masses has combined
itself with their publication.. We never intended to do
that. At first we were going to publish the New Review
separately, and we had elaborate plans for it, and made
our announcement in its last issue. But the providence
that overrules us all, a pecuniary providence, decided to
the contrary. The former managers and editors of The
New Review, however, appreciating our situation, have
very generously agreed to help us as though the magazine
were still under its own covers. We believe we can con-
vince those who subscribed to it that the best elements of
the New Review are still here, and we ask a policy of
watchful waiting on their part.

They will receive The Masses and The Masses Re-
view, until the amount of their unexpired subscription to
the New Review has been balanced. Then they will be
asked to suspend this watchfulwaitingness and come in.

A QUESTION

ELIEVING as we do, that youth and maturity both
have a certain right to exist, we have combined
these two magazines to the extent of binding them to-
gether. It would be possible, however, by calling The
Masses Review, “The Masses, Section IL,” to bind it sepa-
rately and mail it with The Masses at the same price. This
would enable you to divide the two, and give the benefit of
our serious reflections to your children and the younger
members of your family, without at the same time giving
them the unnecessary pleasure they would receive from
The Masses. The educational advantages of this plan are
obvious.

And there are some other advantages. If we once got
them well separated we could put things in The Masses
that belong in the Review, and things in the Review that
belong in The Masses, and our readers would never know
whether they were being intellectual or emotional at any
given time, which is an excellent thing for the brain.

However, we are in a state of suspended judgment
about this, and we ask you to contribute your opinion.
Does The Masses inhibit the Review from being itself?
Does the Review inhibit the Masses from being itself?
Is a universal magazine an utopian ideal of ours? Shall we
separate them, or shall we go ahead and put between
these covers everything good that we make, or you send
us, and let each reader go in and find what he wants?

MAX EASTMAN.
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SOLDIERS

HROUGH a village full of trocps resting in
houses half or three-quarters destroyed by
artillery, we came to a road which we crossed,
then a held, and went down two steps made

Our feet
But as we walked it deepened : itz sides rose

of earth. were in what seemed at first a
furrow.
to our knees, to our waists, to our shoulders, higher
than our eves; we sank gradually till we were filing
through the plain with our heads beneath its level,
feet little
pieces of wood laid across and held together by longi-
tudinal strips. To the right and the left,—so close to
each other that they left not much more room than
needed for broad shoulders—the sides of the trench
rose vertical, freshly re-cut, yvellow and gleaming.

We began to come to cross-galleries, and to widened
At the -

LUnder our was a walk made of round

spaces where several of these would mect.
tersections, signposts were stuck, bearing jocular names,
such as Boulevard des Italiéns, or Place de la Concorde.
We met a general coming out after his tour of inspec-
tion. His shoes were caked with mud, his plain old
greatcoat was plastered with it.
moment amiably. “I've just been on my little morning
walk"” he said.

He stopped to chat a

Meanwhile we had been getting deeper into the zone
of fire. To the right and the left, ahead and behind,
rifle shots were crackling, sometimes several together or
in quick succession, sometimes a lone shot hetween two
silences, some far, some near, some seemingly almost at
our ¢lbows. But the impression, somehow, was not of
war, bt rather a festive one.
who shot. And blind in the depths of our narrow gut,

We could not see those

cool gray morn overhead, we got out of that
irregular and brick crackling a vision of a hunt passing

with the
above us along the surtace of the plan, of guests 1n
corduroy shooting partridges courteously.

We had been passing now and then fatigue parties
of soldiers, with picks and shovels, with objects being
brought out or in, once with a mitrailleuse in need of
repair ; always these men had stepped off the walk for
us and had stood in the mud of the little channel dug
to carry off the water, their backs against the wet
trench-wall, their stomachs socked in.  But now we
came to a party which did not malke way, at the first
disturbing sight of which it was we, this fime, who
went in the ooze of the putter, with our backs against
the wall. First came two men bearing a stretcher be-
tween them.
stretcher ; its folds blurred, but left still eloquent, a rigid

A gray cloth had been thrown over the

outhne. A second stretcher passed, also covered, also
of significant and immobile silhouette. But the third
was not covered, and, some difficulty in rounding a sharp
corner ahead of the first stretcher, stopped this one for
a full minute against me, beneath my eyes.

On the stretcher lay a little dead plou-pion in red

James Hcpper

pants. His head was covered with a blue sweater which
recalled to me the days of coming winter when all the
He lay on his

stomach, his knees brought up slightly beneath him, as

women of France had been knitting,

if he had been struck while vigorously butting forward,
and because of this position, which shortened him, and
because of the gay red pants, he looked like a child.
He lay so that the soles of his shoes were turned up
And
the way the toes were curled up, the way the big hob-

toward me. These shoes were too large for him.
nails were worn down and the sole between them cor-
roded, the way the mud still caked them and the way
the red pantaloons were turned up above them—all this
told so strikingly how well and with what innocent alac-
rity the little piow-piow had tramped and toiled and
charged for France!

For a moment the finger of reality lav on our shoul
ders, then again was gone. The haze above, the ghostly
sun, the great silence which, heavily, muffied all sounds
and filled
placed us

all the interstices between sounds, all this
in a sensation of dream. We were in a sec-
ond-line trench now; we were told to speak only in

Al-

matter of fact, we had been speaking in

whispers beeause of the Others watching so near.
ready, as a
whispers:; but it was not because of the Others: we
could not believe in the Others. Once T sprang up to a
All
I saw was the ground sloping gently into a wall of fog

step cut into the earth and looked over the parapet.
A hand seized my elbow, pulled me down., “You're
going to get your head broken,” the captain growled.
Every once in a while we came to a little gut opening
in the trench, and if we entered it, we came in a few
steps to the mouth of a cave, and, sticking our heads
within, saw four, or five, or six soldiers sleeping in
there, bedded in straw, their sacks heneath their heads,
They did

not stir at our presence ; they slept, without a movement,

their guns and bavonets along their flanks

without a sound: as if they had slept thus a4 hundred
A litle farther we would come to another such
And at

length we gained from this a vision of the plain with

VEArS.

cave, with its hve or six sleeping zoldiers.

its intricacy of trenches and galleries (two hundred and

fifty miles of trenches and galleries to each fifteen
miles of front) and its innumerable little caverns filled
with sleeping soldiers armed and equipped. We zaw
the great plain, bare and dead above, murmuring with
life within, the great hollow plain with ite legions wait-
ing under enchantment for the stamp of the foot and
the call of the Voice.

Suddenly, on the ground abave, so near that we could
not tell where, a tremendous explosion cracked the air.
I saw the captain just ahead of me flatten himself
agamnst the wall of the trench, and then, as if by magic,
flowers of mud crystallized on his kepi and his coat like
“"Ca ¥ said

i

an instantaneous mushroom growth. est,

OF FRANCE

captain. He looked at his watch. “Ten
That 15 their regular time here” A second

explosion followed, not so near this time, but with that

the
o'claock.

same crackling abruptness which seemed to split one's
bones. Then there was a third, five or six more, and
we saw that the shells were dropping in front of our
And, as if

It passed with

trench. “They are short,” someone said.
in denial, a shell now passed overhead.
a soft, blurry sound and a small musical creaking like
that of a pigeon’s wing, and secemingly so slowly that
we had time to look all upward and search the fog in-
stinctively for the silhouette of some great bird.

We were now in a put between the second and the
first line trench, not more than a few feet from the
latter which, in turn, was only seventy-five yards from
But the officers stopped
I guessed that thev were

the first line’ German trench.
now, gathered and consulted.
worried about our precious persons and wavering in
their promise to let us mto the first-hine trench, and so,
very quietly. I slid along the last necessary few feet.

I obtained just one good look before I was called
back, but what T had seen was enough. I had seen the
soldier of France of this war. The soldier of France
in the last of the kaleidoscopic guises which through
the centuries he had assumed, éach time supremely. The
same fighter who stopped Attila, whe, cuirazsed and cas-
qued, led 1in the mystic surge of the Crusades, who, in the
hundred years' war fought the longezt and most stubborn
defensive in history, m the sixteenth century the most
gallantly futile skirmishes; the zame man with the
chameleon exterior and the eternal soul whose War of
the Revolution is the type and model and ideal of all
revolutinary wars, and whose Napoleonic period, only a
few vears after, presents the arch example of the War
of Conquest.

He stood on a step cut out of the earth, his belly
against the oozing trench-wall. His feet were 1n a tub
full of straw, and because of the many woolens he had
piled on beneath his capote, his silhouette was cubic
He had wrapped a scarf over his soggy kepi, past his
ears and wnder his chin, and within that, his face was
a bramble of wild beard. And his whole bulk, the
scarf, the beard, the dark blue umiform with its black-
ened buttons, all of him was eaveloped 1n an armor of
mud which held him stiff, and seemed a part of hiz vig-
ilance.

He stood there, absolutely motionless: out of the
bramble of his beard T counld see against the light his
evelashes, level and steady toward the German trenches;
his gun lay on the parapet before him, and his hands
lay also on the parapet, one on cach side of the gun,
flat, easy and very patient; vou could imagine with
what an oly, sure gesture he would take up that gun
Thus silent and immobile, he waited ; wrapt in the soil
of France as if in the folds of a fag.
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.“ ALR said the private standing by the
|.l|.'|.'{.|r:}-_ |'-='-:'|".|':I,'.|||,_' poster, a r.|._-[|\_-|' o - - |
lot of hfc in the army.

“For
No, 1

Viller, but 1 wuz in a border town where we got a

imstance, 1 Just comec 1n Irom

Mexico 1I'._'I.':-\.|'|I- wizn 't chasin® after this here

lot of excitement just the same

“If it didn't come by itzelf the bovs'd gpo out and

help it along. Things never got slow.
liked the

wuz alwavs a slew of 'em around the

“No, none of us ever greasers. They
]'-:‘:-I'I,. hl,:l, W
never trusted the stinkers. Treacherous, wou know,

and readier to stick a knife in your ribs than billy

be-damned.”
“Did they evér stick any of the army boys?"
“No, with a chuckle, “we wuz always too slick
for that. We zeen to it that they never got the
chanct, the mangy bugpers. We alwayvs beat them

to the first punch.

“Just before I came north there was a little run
in between our bovs and a couple of the cattle. One
of the fellers in my troop had been makin’ eyes at a
little peach of a greazer girl, and though all the
greaser women are whores at heart this one wouldn't
az she

look at him. So one night he grabbed her

was coming through a lonesome part of town. She
went home and made a awful holler to her father
and brother, and in the morning the Colonel got an
earache with their noise.

But of course; he didn't do nothin', 'cause they
wuz no other proots but the girl’'s word, and John-

. ;-:'n\':'t] :|Iﬂt he Was i the

som, the feller whe did it
canteen with two other guys when the thing was
said to have happened.

they heard how easy Johnson got away with it

Everyvone laughed when

“But, say, that old greaser and his son went aws;
sore! They were madder than boiled owls, and all
the old-timers in the regiment told Johnzon to watch
the snakes, ‘cause they'd pull something dirty surer
hell. That's the

and easy to insult, and takin’ revenge for every little

lh:1!1 waw ?H[1'Kit}t s atre I |'-:_|'.1|L

thing. So after that Johnson took maore care about

gommg out alone nights, and he kept away altogether
irom the Mexican quarter.

“About
walking

two orf three weeks later he wuz  out

through the American part of the town,
when he spies the two greasers leaning against the
window of a saloon.

and both of them wuz half-shot' and woozy.

It wuz late in the afternoon,
Thexy
looked after Johnson with mean, black eves as he
passed, and curzed at him under their breaths
“Johnson wuzn't afraid, but he worried a lot, and

all the way home he wond 1 whether they were

following him, and whether they would try to get

him that night. About eight of us were sitting in

the canteen when he came in, and we sort of got

him to tell us what woz eating him.

“'Helll" said one of the boys, a hell-roarer named

-'.".Il:ﬂi_‘-' J::I.:I:I.EI!'. 'wlll;l'l he heard the YArmn, ‘we can't

stand for that sort of thing. Let's oo back and run

the rotten greasers ount of town  This ain’t their

country, anyway.’

LT E ¥ - 2
We fellers always practised sticking by each

other 1n such mix-ups, and so after lapping up a

ball or two apicce we hiked it to the saloon where

Johnson had seen the greasers,

"Sure enough, there was the r of them, prop-

pin’ up the window and lookin' hali-foolish and half-
derous with the heat and the drink they had in

They turned pale when they seen us, and the

MASSES,

iather fashed something quick m greaser-talk to

the =2on.
i Frankie |'u;:-:.':j|,' hollered

“You

out of this town and stay out, seel

INess, now,

‘No funny by

at him, abbing his arm. two 15 ot to get

Come on with

S5

“We caught "em tight' by the arms and marchexd

'em through l;l::l': streets to the border line, they
dragging spitefully along and not saying a word.

“

Frankie Bovle, who was runmin’ the party, pointed

about out we let them loose, a

4 Imaie

to the empty desert where Mexico began, and said:

“‘Wow beat 1t! Faomoes, yvou nigper dogs, while
‘s good.”

“Then, Jesus! before a man could bat an eyve, the

old greaser all of a sudden jumped on Frankic and

The

Il * for Johnson, and for the next five minutes or

little

hacked at him with a dagger. VOUNEZEr one

more we wuz in the neatest I'i-'l{ You ever

heard tell of. It sure was fierce going, and I got a

scar yet under my ear where one of the boys

clipped me by mistake with the butt of his gun.
“*Them greasers could fight, too, and they slashed

five of us before they dropped all bloodied and cut

FROM A STATISTICAL CLERK

Helen L. Wilson

ITTLE bia

Little crooked black fgures.

figures in rows,
Numberless columns

To add,

To distribute in square little spaces.
Strutting black insects,

Imposters

Whe juggle our tragedics.

“¥ital statistics!"

Marriages,

Babies dead,

Eroken lives,

Men gone mad,

Labor and crime

All treated in bulk with the tears wiped off,
Numbered

These are not real,
Nor the huge lie of Life
That 15 crushed down within me
Choked with dead words.

Nothing exists

Sut the little black figures

In rows.

Live things on a pin.

Broken-backed,

Sprawling, with legs like fies,
Reaching up out of the page as I gaze,
Then cringing down thru the desk,
Leering, malignant.

| shut my eves.
Somethmeg—

‘he murmur of stars high over my ceiling

Nao, only the swarming blackereatures.

Inte my brain they press

Down, down,

Till the world 1s spread out in a flickering blac: sheet

With a green hedge.

up on the sands, They was so bunged-up that they

didn't even let out a whimper, and Frankie Boyle,
holding a handkerchief onto his bleeding face,

kicked one of the bodies and turned away.

““Guess thev're dead,” he sad, "and damn g

riddance, too.'
left the there in the sun, and
hiked back to barracks, a pretty sick-looking moh, |

We

Colonel that wouldna't let it look like . we had started

“So we

greasers

can tell you. d to cook up a story for the
thie thing, but that was easy, and the Colonel knows
what treacherous snakes the greasers are anyway.

The only trouble we had out of the affair wuz
the lies the girl spread in the Mexican quarter after
it happened, getting all the greasers down on us so
that we had to be transferred.”

I started to move away., The private zeemed dis-

: !

appointed, and looked after me wistiully,

SAantt

voung feller?” he said.

vou really thinkin® of joinin® the army,
“It's a great chance to save
money and see the world at the same time, you
know.”

Iewin GrawicH

THE TENANT FARMER

Elizabeth "Waddell

IS lean cattle are luxuriating on his neighbor’s
green wheat, and presently his neighbor will
have them impounded.

lis fences are rotten and broken: he is not so shift-
less as merely discouraged,

Last year he gave one-third of his crop to the land-
lord, and this year he will give two-fifths.

His corn was late-planted because of the rain, and
then it was overtaken by the drought.

If the prices of grain and potatoes rise, the prices of
shoes and su are up betimes before them.
His thirteen hours of work are done, and his wife

15 on the last of her fifteen.
She has put the children te bed, and is mending

overalls h:l.' the light of the o1l ]'.l11t|:-.

Her heavy eves go shut. She blinks wildly to keep
them open, and starts up after each lapse, fierce-
Iv attacking her work.

It is coming on to rain and his roof will leak, and in
the lowering dark a mile away his cattle are

grazing, rip, nip, rip, reaping great swaths in the

zreen wheat, for every mouthful of which he

will have

But he knows it not, "He

to pay—
is oblivious to all.

He has read for an hour, and now the paper has
dropped from his loosened fingers.

Already he with a valiant handful, himszelf the leader,
has somehow, he doesn't clearly remember how,
taken a hundred I'\.;:.:'ni;n'. of CNnemy tremches,

15 exalted

He is lying in bed, an arm missing. He

in soul but body-shattered, unable to move a
muscle

And someone has just pinned a decoration upon his

I

breast, and he i3 peeved considerable because he

cannot tell and no one will tell Him
Whether it is the Vietoria Cross, the Iron Cross or

the Cross of the Legion of Honor
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WAR AND POLITICS

Max Eastman

An Issue At Last

HE

ticians of the country that there has been a

Democratic convention taught the poli-
war in Europe, and that people have been
thinking about it. The

their thinking has changed them

extent to whicl

will appear, we
old-fash-

Woodrow

believe, next fall when, in :-|"i'|l' [ EVery

jloned reason for a |\!||:-:|}-|u'.|.||

Wilson

|!'||'l“..l: e h s o1k

VICLOTY,

re-elected. will be re-e

will be

1_||,|_- |:-:':'-'|:-'I|-:: of 1i'.::|'.||;_||,:||.: I‘l. ..'I:|~ ok

the epidemic of militarism

Ti=y || |"_\.l| b

convention

demonstration against war, a

and agdinst military diplomacy,

itic convention -'\'g-:l"-\:'-:l the will of the

on these new topics that they are thinking about.

e ;Ql'inlll!il"-:' ~onvention and the letter of acec Prit-
»of Mr. Hughes expressed noth t stupidity

utter mmcapacity for growth.

and bigotry, and
democratic

1ngs
nationzal sym
ce Lincoln

critical issue between the old parties sir

¢ above nice editorial was written hefore the

complete breakdown of Wilson's anti-wir policy ap

Mexico,
Mes
the last hope of
“Peace Under

ate and no other way.

peared imminent If he gets into war with

because he insanely nsists upon occupving

territory with American troops,

election drops. He can be clected as a

candi In case of

still

Provoecation”

war we might hope for a Democratic Cong
but the 1ssue between the two parties would hardly be
waorth talking about '|'1||_'_'. will all o crazy when I

begins. )

Intervention ﬁcc-umplisl'led
HE

Miexico, "until a repetition of the bore

ignorant folly of leaving our troops

T

becomes improbable’” passes belief. 5o long

troops are there, border ra
mnevitable, T
that.

are not probable

least knowle of human nature

inclndes The best T ean do for Wilson in

present situation is leave it e question whether

he 1= ‘.-.'|'||1l|i!'-=.-.' game for re-election, or

otism

I with the pr

Lust Thcir Fromﬂter

cood Progressives wept when

"'.‘:l\.'h-ll.'ll, a I'i:l1I:|:lI'|.lI'IE'\-I' upon L"l

He simply slapped their progressiveness in the face,

But he was unaware of it. A