


To the Women 

Readers of the 

Masses: 

Will you give Five Dollars 
or more as a New Year’s gift 
to The Masses? We ask you 
to give this as a woman, in ap¬ 
preciation of the eager, intel¬ 
ligent support this magazine 
has always given to the cause 
of the modern woman. 

In cartoon, in verse, in edi¬ 
torial, in story, The Masses 

has stood for us all along the 
line as no other magazine in 
America has. When we fight 
for suffrage, for economic 
freedom, for professional op¬ 
portunities, for scientific sex 
knowledge, there stands The 

Masses, always understanding, 
always helping. 

Max Eastman, Floyd Dell. 
Art Young, and the rest are 
genuine warm-hearted Femi¬ 
nists. They like us and want 
us to win. 

Now, what can we do for 
them? 

By the closest management, 
it will cost $9,300'to run the 
magazine this year, in addition 
to that which comes in from 
subscriptions, advertising and 
the book store. This has to be 
given by those.who believe in 
The Masses. So far every' 
year it has been raised by the 
personal efforts of the editor 
among the magazine’s few 
rich friends. You know what 
it is to raise money. Isn’t it 
time we gave him a little en¬ 
couragement ? 

We propose to surprise The 

Masses this year by a New 
Year’s present of $2,500 from 
the women who appreciate its 
stand for Feminism. Will you 
be one? 

Very sincerely yours, 

Alice Carpenter, 

Zona Gale, 

Marie Jenney Howe, 

Anna Strunsky Walling, 

Vira Boarman Whitehouse. 

Checks payable to Masses New 
Year’s Gift Committee, 115 Wash¬ 
ington Place, New York City. 

(Advertisement.) 

yj THE MOSHER BOOKS m 
j 

Books in Belles Lettres Issued in Choice and Limited Editions 

Published By Thomas Bird Mosher, Portland, Me. 

THE OLD WORLD SERIES 
Printed on a size of Van Geldcr paper made for this edition only. Specially designed 

head-bands and tail-pieces. The regular edition done up in decorated flexible Japan 
▼ellum covers—originated by Mr. Mosher—with silk markers, parchment wrappers, gold 
•cals and slide cases. 

Each edition is limited to 925 copies and the type distributed. 
Bound in the following styles: 

Japan vellum covers, flexible, with turned down fore-edges.$1.25 net 
Old-style blue paper boards, white back and label. 1.50 net 
Flexible leather, smooth, dark olive color, gilt tops. 1.75 net 
Japan vellum edition (numbered).•.2.50 net 

BUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM, rendered into English verse by Edward Fitzgerald. 
AUCASSIN AND NICOLETE, done into English by Andrew Lang. 
KA3IDAH OF HAJI ABDU EL-YEZDI, translated and annotated by His Friend. 
MODERN LOVE AND OTHER POEMS, by George Meredith. 
CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT, by James Thompson (“B. V.”). 
SONGS OF INNOCENCE, from the works of William Blake. 
ISLE OF DREAMS, by Fiona Macleod. 
HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES, by Oscar Wilde. 
SHROPSHIRE LAD, by A. E. Housman. 
FELISE, by A. C, Swinburne. 

AND FORTY ADDITIONAL TITLES. 

THE BROCADE SERIES 
Printed from new type on genuine Imperial Mills Japan vellum, specially imported 

by Mr. Mosher. This is a fact not generally known but should be borne in mind by all 
collectors who desire the choicest book-making at the least outlay consistent with first- 
rate results. 

425 copies on Japan vellum done up in flexible covers, with sealed parchment 
wrappers, and separate brocade slide case. Sold separately, price 75 cents net. Com¬ 
plete sets, 50 Vols., In two cabinet style boxes, $37.50 net. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD). Five Idyls of Field and Hedgerows Vols., $3.75 net 
LEE (VERNON). Three Studies in Aesthetic Personality.3 Vols., 2.25 net 
MACLEOD (FIONA). Studies and Stories.3 Vols., 2.25 net 
WILDE (OSCAR). A House of Pomegranates.3 Vols., 2.35 net 
WILDE (OSCAR). Prose Selections.5 Vols., 3.75 net 
MORRIS (WILLIAM). Old French Romances.4 Vols., 3.00 net 
STEVENSON (R. L.). Five Tales and a Study.5 Vols., 3.75 net 
PATER (WALTER). Imaginary Portraits.6 Vols., 4.50 net 

Write for Special Catalogue 

Ujl THE MASSES BOOK STORE £gj 
33 West 14th Street,_NEW YORK | 

The New Womanhood 
By Winnifred Harper Cooley, 

305 W. 45th St., New York, or, The 
Masses, $1.00. 

Indispensable popular studies—invalu¬ 
able statistics. Divorce—The New 
Domesticity—The Eternal Feminine— 
The Bachelor Maiden—The Problem 
of Human Propagation—Co-education 
and Democracy—Women in Trades 
and Professions—In Civil Office— 
Woman as Citizen. 

A sane exposition on Feminism, with 
brilliant epigrams, by a noted writer. 

New Thought? 

ELIZABETH TOWNE 

IT’S A WAY OF WISDOM that re¬ 
sults in dom-esfic happiness and nor¬ 
mal children. 

Ella Wheeler Wilcox Knows 
the value of New Thought; and she tells about 
it in the little booklet, “What I Know about 
New Thought.” More than 50,000 persons 
have sent for this booklet. 
FOR 10 CENTS you can get the above book¬ 
let and three months’ trial subscription to 
Nautilus, leading magazine of the New 
Thought Movement. Elizabeth Towne and 
William E. Towne are the editors. Edwin 
Markham, William Walker Atkinson, Orison 
Swett Marden, Edward B. Warman, A. M., 
Horatio W. Dresser, Paul Ellsworth. Kate 
Atkinson Boehme, Lida A. Churchill and many 
others are regular contributors. Send now 
and for prompt action we will include the 
booklet. “How To Get What You Want.” 
The Elizabeth Towne Company, Dept. 946, 
Holyoke, Mass. 

IT’S A WAY OF 
ACTING that 
brings success. 

IT’S A WAY OF 
LIVING that 
brings health. 

IT’S A WAY OF 
THINKING 
that brings love, 
light and joy 
into your life. 

Alfred A. Knopf 
Has Just Published 

HOMO SAPIENS 
From the Polish of Stanislaw 
Przybyszewski, the most famous 
work of Poland’s greatest living 
novelist. $1.50. 

TARAS BULBA 
Gogol’s slashing tale of the Cos¬ 
sacks. One of the great prose 
romances of the world. $1.25. 

THE PRECIPICE 
By Ivan Goncharov. One of the 
fine Russian classic novels. $1.35. 

MOYLE CHURCH-TOWN 
John Trevena’s newest book. A 
virile but delightful romance. 
$1.40. 

FOUR PLAYS 
From the French of Augier with 
a preface by Brieux. The chief 
work of one of the most impor¬ 
tant of 19th century dramatists. 
$1.50. 
IDEALS AND REALITIES 

IN RUSSIAN LITERA¬ 
TURE 

By P. Kropotkin. Generally 
considered the best history of 
Russian literature that is avail¬ 
able in English. $1.50. 

Mr. Knopf will be glad to send you 
his complete list as well as announce¬ 
ments from time to time of new and 
forthcoming books. Address 

220 W. 42nd St. 
New York City  

WOMEN 
As Fighters—Artists—Lovers. 
Read about them in Fi'oyd Dell’s book, 
“Women as World Builders.” 55.cents, 
postpaid. The Masses Book Store, 33 
West 14th St., New York City. 

Masses 
THIS Magazine is Own¬ 

ed and Published Co¬ 
operatively by its Ed¬ 

itors. It has no Dividends 
to Pay, and nobody is try¬ 
ing to make Money out of 
it. A Revolutionary and 
not a Reform Magazine; a 
Magazine with a Sense of 
Humor and no Respect for 
the Respectable; Frank; 
Arrogant; Impertinent; 
Searching for the True 
Causes; a Magazine Di¬ 
rected against Rigidity 
and Dogma wherever it is 
found; Printing what is 
too Naked or True for a 
Money-Making Press; a 
Magazine whose final Pol¬ 
icy is to do as it Pleases 
and Conciliate Nobody, 
not even its Readers—A 
Free Magazine. 

EDITOR 
Max Eastman 

ART EDITOR 
John Sloan 

MANAGING EDITOR 
Floyd Dell 

CONTRIBUTING EDITORS 

ART LITERATURE 
Arthur Young John Rood 
John Sloan Louis Untermeyer 
JL R. Chamberlain Howard Brubaker 
Maurice Becker Mary Heaton Vorse 
Oemelia Barna Robert Carlton Brown 
Alloe Beach Winter Max Eastman 
Charles A. Winter Arthur Bullard 
Saorge Bellows Edmond McKenna 
X. J. Glintenkamp Floyd Dell 
•lean O. Coleman Frank Bohn 
Stuart Davis William English Walling 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
Yearly, $1.00. Half Yearly, 50 Cents. 
Pereign, 86 per cent, added for postage. 
Rates on bundle orders and to news¬ 

dealers on application. 

Entered as second-class matter, Decem¬ 
ber 27, 1910, at the postoffice of 

New York City, under the Act 
of March 8, 1879. 

Published Monthly by 
The Masses Publishing Ox, 
Editorial and Business Office, 
33 West 14th St., New York. 

V. Y. 
Western Advertising Agents: 

Ooan-Buckman 
Hartford Bldg. Chicago 

Eastern Advertising Agents: 
Blatrlbutors’ Advertising Servioe 

lit Wert t3rd Street, New York 

Cast Off Your Gloom 

and attend 

^MASSES BALL 
(Costume) 

at LESLIE HALL 
Broadway and 83rd Street 

Friday evening, Feb. 11th, 1916 
(Lincoln’s Birthday Eve) 

at nine-thirty 
Admission, $1.50 for couple in 

costume. 

This is the annual cos¬ 
tume ball given by the 

Artists and Writers of 

THE MASSES 
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To All Masses Readers. You are urged to buy books through “The 
Masses Book Store,” which is the name given this page. Here is an inter¬ 
esting assortment, many books being new. The Masses has made ar¬ 
rangements with the publishers to offer these books to you. You pay no 
more—often less—for books purchased through us than from dealers and 
your patronage will assist us in the great problem of publishing The 
Masses without loss. No one is trying to make money out of The 
Masses, but we do want its receipts to pay the cost of publishing. If you 
want any book, whether listed here or not, ask us for it. Address “The 
Masses,” 33 West 14th Street, New York. Send check, money order or post¬ 
age. Notice: When the price is given “Net” please add five per cent, to 
the published price, to cover cost of mailing. If west of the Mississippi 
add 10 per cent. 

RUSSIAN LITERATURE 
The Precipice, by Ivan Goucharov. 

One of the fine Russian classic 
novels. $1.35. 

Ideals and Realities in Russian Liter¬ 
ature, by P. Kropotkin. Generally 
considered the best history of Rus¬ 
sian literature that is available in 
English. $1.50. 

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

The Little Angel, by L. N. Andreyev. 
You are acquainted with Andreyev’s 
plays. But his stories represent his 
best work. Ask anyone who knows. 
Here are fifteen of them. $1.25. 

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. $1.25. 

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

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

The Spy, by Maxim Gorky. A novel 
of the revolutionary movement in 
Russia. Sold at $1.50, our price 90 
cents. 

Homo Sapiens, by StanislawPrzybys- 
zewski. A modern love story which 
is as well the greatest work so 
far written by Poland’s greatest 
living writer, a work to which Eu¬ 
ropean critics have already assigned 
a very high place in the literary his¬ 
tory of our time. It should sweep 
America as did the work of Sienkie- 
wicz a generation ago, and it is al¬ 
most certain to be the most talked 
about book this season. Send $1.60. 

Dead Souls—Nikolai Gogol’s great 
humorous classic translated from 
the Russian. Stokes. Send $1.35. 

Taras Bulba: A Tale of the Cossacks. 
Translated from the Russian of Nic¬ 
olai V. Gogol by Isabel F. Hapgood. 
Send $1.35. 

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. 

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 seventeen. 

FICTION 
'he Story of Jacob Stahl, by 

J. D. Beresford. In three vol¬ 
umes: The Early History of 
Jacob Stahl; A Candidate for 
Truth; The Invisible Event. 
Floyd Dell places this trilogy 
among the six best novels. 
Perhaps the finest work of con¬ 
temporary English fiction. 
Each $1.35. The set, $2.75. 

Crainquebille, by Anatole France. 
Translated by Winifred Stephens. 
Send $1.85. The story of a coster¬ 
monger who is turned from a dull- 
witted and inoffensive creature by 
the hounding of the police and rig¬ 
orous law into a desperado. 

Graphics, by Harris Merton Lyon. 
Most powerful book of short stories. 
$1 net. Postage, 8c. 

The Genius, by Theodore Dreiser. 
A novel of monumental proportions 
not to be briefly discussed now and 
here. $1.60, postpaid. 

The Freelands, by John Galsworthy. 
Send $1.45. A romance of young 
love, interwound with and to some 
extent depending upon social and 
political problems. 

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

Sets of Poe, Scott, Hugo, Dumas, Lin¬ 
coln, Kipling, Dickens, Stevenson, 
Shakespeare: 6 vols each set. $1.60 
the set, delivered. 

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

The Invisible Might, by Robert Bow¬ 
man. Send $1.20, postpaid. A graphic 
picture of Russian life. 

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

Empty Pockets—Rupert Hughes. 
“If he has tried to tell the most 
rapid, fascinating and vivid mys¬ 
tery story of the season he has 
succeeded.”—N. Y. World. Cloth, 
$1.35 net. Harper & Brothers. 

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

Violette of Pere LaChaise, by Anna 
Strunsky Walling. The story ot 
Violette shows the spiritual devel¬ 
opment of every individual, the ad¬ 
justment of everyone to life and 
death. And more, it is the author’s 
ideal for humanity, if everyone could 
be free. $1 net; postage, 10c. 

The Rat-Pit, by Patrick MtacGill. A 
novel which voices the life and 
struggle of inarticulate unskilled 
labor. Realism fused with imagina¬ 
tion and sympathy. A new genre in 
contemporary fiction. Send $1.25. 

The Research Magnificent, by H. G. 
Wells. New York: The Macmillan 
Co. Send $1.35. 

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

Moyle Church-Town, by John Tre- 
vena. A virile, delightful romance. 
$1.40. 

Aladore, by Sir Henry Newbolt. Net, 
$2.00. A charming romance with a 
spiritual meaning, which makes it 
almost an allegory. The story tells 
of Ywain’s struggles and successes, 
his meeting his Lady Aitline, and 
how too he at last attained to Ala¬ 
dore. 

Eve Dorre, by Emily Viele Strother. 
Net, $1.35. Paris in the sixties, 
when it was just the capital of 
France, seen by an original Ameri¬ 
can girl (now a well-known Mary¬ 
land woman) who grew up there, 
and an enchanted chateau in Bur¬ 
gundy, which was the scene of her 
romantic honeymoon. 

HUMOR 
Moonbeams from the Larger Lunacy, 

by Stephen Leacock. $1.35. Sketches 
with a burlesque setting. Droll and 
quiet humor. 

Red Head and Whistle Breeches, by 
Ellis Parker Butler. A fine story by 
the author of “Pigs Is Pigs.” Pic¬ 
tures by Arthur D. Fuller. 50c net. 

The Log of the Ark. Noah’s diary by 
Gordon. Pictures by Frueh. The 
funniest book of the year. $1 net. 

“Speaking of Operations-” by Ir¬ 
vin S. Cobb. Send 56c. 

POETRY AND DRAMA 
Some Imagist Poets: An Anthology. 

The best recent work of Richard 
Aldington, “H. D.,” John Gould, 
Fletcher, F. S. Flint, D. H. Law¬ 
rence and Amy Lowell. 85 cents 
net, postpaid._ 

Songs of Love and Rebellion. Cov¬ 
ington Hall’s best and finest poems 
on Revolution, Love and Miscel¬ 
laneous Visions. Send 40c. 

Songs of Labor. Translated from the 
great Jewish poet, Morris Rosen- 
feld, by Rose Pastor Stokes. Suit¬ 
able for gift. Send 75 cents. 

Child of the Amazons, and other 
Poems by Max Eastman. “Mr. East¬ 
man has the gift of the singing line.” 
—Vida D. Scudder. "A poet of beau¬ 
tiful form and feeling.”—Wm. Marion 
Reedy. $1.00 net. 

The Poet in the Desert, by Charles 
Erskine Scott Wood. A series of 
rebel poems from the Great Ameri¬ 
can Desert, dealing with Nature, 
Life and all phases of Revolution¬ 
ary Thought. Octavo gray boards. 
Price, $1.00. For sale in New York, 
Brentano’s; The Masses Book 
Store, 142 W. 23rd St.; Mfether 
Earth, 20 East 125th St.; in Chicago, 
Walter Hill, Marshall Field Build¬ 
ing; in San Francisco, The White 
House. Newbegin’s. 

Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1915, 
by W. S. Braithwaite. Price, $1.50 
net._ 

(Continued on page 21) 
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THE WORLD WELL LOST 

THE Serbian town of Obrenovatz is a cluster of 

red tile roofs and white bulbous towers, hid¬ 

den in green trees on a belt of land, around 

which sweeps the river Sava in a wide curve. 

Behind rise the green hills of Serbia, toppling up to 

blue ranges of mountains upon whose summit heaps of 

dead bodies lie still unburied, among the stumps of 

trees riddled down by machine-gun fire; and half- 

starved dogs battle there ghoulishly with vultures. Half 

a mile away on the bank of the yellow river, the peasant 

soldiers stand knee-deep in inundated trenches, firing 

at the Austrians three hundred yards away on the other 

side. Between, the rich hills of Bosnia sweep west¬ 

ward forever like sea-swells, hiding the big guns that 

cover Obrenovatz with a menace of destruction. The 

town itself is built on a little rise of ground, surrounded 

by flooded marshes when the river is high, where the 

sacred storks stalk seriously among the rushes, con¬ 

temptuous of battles. All the hills are bursting with 

vivid new leaves and plum tree blossoms like smoke. 

The earth rustles with a million tiny thrills, the push¬ 

ing of pale green shoots and the bursting of buds; the 

world steams with spring. And regular as clockwork, 

the crack of desultory shots rises unnoticed into the 

lazy air. For nine months it has been so, and the 

sounds of war have become a part of the great chorus 

of nature. 

We had dinner with the officers of the Staff,—good- 

natured giants, who were peasants and sons of peas¬ 

ants. The orderly who fell upon his knees to brush 

our shoes and stood so stiffly pouring water over our 

hands while we washed, and the private soldiers who 

waited on us at dinner with such smart civility, came 

in and sat down when coffee was served, and were in¬ 

troduced all round. They were intimate friends of 

the Colonel. 

After dinner somebody produced a bottle of cognac 

and a box of real Havana cigars, which Iovanovitch 

laughingly said had been captured from the Austrians 

two weeks before, and we strolled out to visit the Ser¬ 

bian batteries. 

Westward over the Bosnian hills a pale spring sun 

hung low in a shallow sky of turquoise green. Line 

after line of little clouds burned red-golden, scarlet, 

vermilion, pale pink and gray, all up the tremendous 

arch of sky. Drowsy birds twittered, and a soft fresh 

wind came up out of the west. 

Iovanovitch turned to me: 

“You wanted to talk to a Serbian Socialist,” he said. 

“Well, you’ll have the chance. The captain in com¬ 

mand of the battery we are going to see is a leader 

of the Serbian Socialist parties,—or at least he was in 

John Reed 

the days of peace. No, I don’t know what his doctrines 

are; I am a Young Radical myself,” he laughed. “We 

believe in a great Serbian Empire.” 

“If all the Socialists were like Takits,” said the 

Colonel, puffing comfortably at his cigar, “I wouldn’t 

have a thing to say against Socialism. He is a good 

soldier.” 

In a deep trench, cruved in half-moon shape across 

the corner of a field, four six-inch guns crouched be¬ 

hind a screen of young willows. There was a roof 

over them almost on the level with the field, and on 

this roof sods had been laid and grass and bushes were 

growing, to hide them from aeroplanes. At the sentry’s 

staccato challenge the Colonel answered, and hailed 

“Takits!” Out of the gun-pits came a man, muddy to 

the knees and without a hat. He was tall and broad; 

his faded uniform hung upon him as if once he had been 

stout; a thick, unkempt beard covered his face to the 

cheekbones, and his eyes were quiet and direct. 

They said something to him in Serbian, and he 

laughed. 

“So,” he said, turning to me with a twinkle in his 

eye, and speaking French that halted and hesitated like 

a thing long unused. “So. You are interested in So¬ 

cialism ?” 

I said I was. “They tell me you were a Socialist 

leader in this country.” 

“I was,” he said, emphasizing the past tense. “And 

now-” 

“Now,” interrupted the Colonel, “he is a patriot and 

a good soldier.” 

“Just say ‘a good soldier,’ ” said Takits, and I thought 

there was a shade of bitterness in his voice. “Forgive 

me if I speah bad French. It is long since I have talked 

to foreigners,—though I once made speeches in 

French-” 

“And Socialism?” I asked. 

“Well, I will tell you,” he began slowly. “Walk with 

me a little.” He put his arm under mine and scowled 

at the earth. Suddenly he turned swiftly, preoccupied, 

and shouted to some one invisible in the pit: “Peter! 

Oil breechblock number one gun!” 

The others strolled on ahead, laughing and throwing 

remarks over their shoulders the way men do who 

have dined and are content. Night rushed up the west 

and quenched those shining clouds, drawing her train 

of stars like a robe to cover all heaven. Somewhere in 

the distant trenches voices sang a quavering Macedonian 

song about the glories of the Empire of the Tsar Stefan 

Dooshan, and an accompanying violin scratched and 

squeaked under the hand of a gypsy "gooslar.” On the 

dim slope of a hill far across the river in the 

enemy’s country a spark of flame quivered red. . . . 

“You see, in our country it is different than in yours,” 

began Takits. “Here we have no rich men and no in¬ 

dustrial population, so we are not ready, I think, for 

the immense combining of the workers to oppose the 

concentration of capital in the hands of the few.” He 

stopped a minute, and then chuckled, “You have no 

idea how strange it feels to be talking like this 

again! . 

“Our party was formed then to combat the regular 

Socialists, to apply the principles of Socialism to the 

conditions of this country,—a country of peasants who 

all own their land. We are naturally communists, we 

Serbians. In every village you will see the houses of 

the rich cadrugas,—many generations of the same fam¬ 

ily, with all their connections by marriage, who have 

pooled their property and hold it in common. We 

didn’t want to waste time with the International. It 

would hinder us,—block our program, which was, to 

get into the hands of the people who produced every¬ 

thing and owned all the means of production, the means 

of distribution too. The political program was simpler; 

we aimed at a real democracy by means of the widest 

possible suffrage, initiative, referendum and recall. You 

see, in the Balkans, a great gulf separates the ambitious 

politicians in power and the mass of the people who 

elect them. Politics is getting to be a separate profes¬ 

sion, closed to all but scheming lawyers. This class 

we wanted to destroy. We did not believe in the Gen¬ 

eral Strike, and the great oppressed industrial popula¬ 

tions of the world could do nothing with us, except use 

us for the furtherance of their economic programs, 

which had nothing to do with conditions in Serbia.” 

“You opposed war?” 

He nodded. “We were against war-” he began, 

then stopped short and burst out laughing. “Do you 

know, I had forgotten all that. It seems so silly now! 

We thought that the peasants, the people of Serbia, 

could stop war any time if they wanted to, by simply 

refusing to fight. God! There were only a few of us. 

—not a great solid working-class as in Germany and 

France,—but we thought it could be done. Why on 

God’s earth did no one in Europe realize what a con¬ 

script army means? We thought war was brutal, 

bloody, useless, horrible. Imagine anyone who could 

not see how much better war is than peace and the 

slavery of industry! Think of the thousands of people 

killed, maimed and made unfit every year by the ter¬ 

rible conditions in which they must live to support the 

rich, even in prosperous times. No. In war, a man 

dies with a sense of ideal sacrifice,—and his wife and 

mother and family miss him less, because he fell on 



6 THE MASSES 

the field of honor! Besides, in peace-time they were 

left to starve when the machines got him,—and now 

there is a pension. They are taken care of.” He spoke 

vehemently. 

“And now,—after the war?” 

Takits turned slowly to me, and his eyes were tragic 

and bitter. “I don’t know. I don’t know. It was my¬ 

self before the war who spoke to you just now. What 

a shock it was to me to hear my voice saying those 

old, outworn things! They are so meaningless now! 

I have come to think that it has all to be done over 

again,—the upbuilding of civilization. Again we must 

learn to till the soil, to live together under a common 

government, to make friends across frontiers among 

other races who have become once more only dark, 

evil faces and speakers of tongues not our own. This 

world has become a place of chaos, as it was in the 

Dark Ages; and yet we live, have our work to do, fee! 

happiness on a clear day and sadness when it rains. 

These are more important than anything just now. 

Afterward will come the long pull up from barbarism 

to a time when men think and reason and consciously 

organize their lives again. ... But that will not 

be in our time. I shall die without seeing it,—the world 

we loved and lost.” 

He turned to me with extraordinary emotion, eyes 

blazing and dark, and gripped my arm tensely. “Here 

is the point,—the tragic point. Once I was a lawyer. 

The other day the Colonel asked me about some com¬ 

mon legal point, and / had forgotten it. When I 

talked with you about my party, I discovered again that 

all was vague,—nebulous. You noticed how obscure 

and general it was, didn’t you ? Well, I have forgotten 

my arguments, and I have lost my faith! 

“For four years now I have been fighting in the Ser¬ 

bian army. At first I hated it, wanted to stop, was op¬ 

pressed by the unreasonableness of it all. Now it is 

my job, my life. I spend all day thinking of the position 

of those guns,—I lie awake at night worrying about 

the men of the battery, whether So-and-So will stand 

his watch without carelessness, whether I shall need 

fresh horses in place of the lame ones in the gun-teams, 

what can be done to correct the slight recoiling-fault 

of number three. These things and my food, my bed, 

the weather,—that is life to me. When I go home on 

leave to visit my wife and children, their existence 

seems so tame, so removed from the realities. I get 

bored very soon, and am relieved when the time comes 

to return to my friends here, my work,—my guns. 

. . . That is the horrible thing.” 

He ceased, and we walked along in silence. A stork 

on great pinions came flapping down upon the roof of 

the cottage where he had his nest. From far down 

the river a sudden ripple of rifle-shots broke out in¬ 

explicably, and ended with sharp silence. 

Liberty 

JpORT WORTH (Tex.), November 19.—An en¬ 

raged crowd of citizens yesterday at Arlington 

sought to attack the Liberty Bell party because a mem¬ 

ber of the party lifted a negro girl to the car and let 

her kiss the relic. To avert trouble the train pulled out, 

leaving the crowd shaking fists and throwing stones.”— 

San Francisco Examiner. 

Society Note 

*2'HE social center of New York shows “a northerly 

trend of 300 feet a year” and is now at Fifth 

Avenue and 67th Street. The Masses is a long way 

from the social center even in its new office, but it is 

gaining a little. 

Poetry Comes Back 
pROOFS of this long-expected renascence pour in 

from every side. Whitman prophesied it over 

fifty years ago. And while literary England had not yet 

recovered from its love of tinsel romanticism, Yellow 

Bookishness and an aesthetically distorted speech, Synge 

wrote: 

“In these days poetry is usually a flower of evil or good); 

but it is the timber of poetry that wears most surely,— and 

there is no timber that has not strong roots among the clay 

and worms. . . It may almost be said that before verse 

can be human again it must learn to be brutal. . . . Many 

of the older poets such as Villon and Herrick and Burns used 

the whole of their personal life as their material, and the 

verse written in this way was read by strong men, and thieves 

and deacons, and not by little cliques only.” 

For years the journals and pedagogs, clinging to their 

pale classicism and dusty traditions, fought this threat¬ 

ening revival with scorn and silence and deprecatory 

patronage. And now, within the last year, witness the 

complete right-about face! Most amazing of all the 

manifestations are the following lines from the New 

York Times, November 28, 1915—only fifty-four years 

after Whitman’s prophecy: 

When the twentieth century came in, upon a great wave of 

social responsibility, sweeping away the debris of wornout cus¬ 

toms, of formal theology, of all effete things, and making for 

itself new channels of service to the race, poetry was the first 

of the arts to respond to the mood of the time; for poetry 

was already vitalized, infused with new blood, by the robust 

genius of Whitman. Romanticism had spent itself, it had van¬ 

ished in the art of Swinburne, in a wraith of beautiful futility. 

Poetry had floated away from life, in exquisite vaporings; 

"art for art’s sake” was in the cry of the decadents, the last 

of the schools of the nineteenth century. To this languishing 

art the message of Whitman came as a breath of resuscitation. 

Not only did poetry revive, it was regenerated. An entirely 

new spirit was born in it, and the reaction of Whitman against 

romanticism that had come to its hour of decadence, the revo¬ 

lution in form and message that came in with Whitman, is 

now expressing itself in the naturalistic movement,—the new 
freedom of our poetry. 

But an added and most important proof is a series 

of magazine anthologies that have been appearing for 

the last three years. In this latest one *there is ample 

evidence that poetry has ceased to be a diversion to be 

enjoyed only by the over-cultured and erudite, an ex¬ 

ercise for the parlor, an embroidery of archaiac words 

over a pattern of archaiac sentiments; that it has freed 

itself or been freed from didacticism and mere decora¬ 

tion ; and that it is a thing which interests many peo¬ 

ple because it expresses the things that many people are 

interested in. 

And this volume shows something more. It shows 

that, as poetry has come nearer to people in thought, it 

has come closer to them in speech. It is using the 

language of the majority, not of the few. It is a pliant, 

democratized speech the poets are using today—as rich 

and racy as the soils from which it flowers. One of 

the newest voices, Robert Frost, with a directness 

equalled only by Edwin Arlington Robinson, reveals a 

wealth of poetic quality in hitherto unpoetic names and 

things. Both he and Edgar Lee Masters show us, in 

the cross-sections of a community, a world of new 

poetic possibilities. And with these fresh vistas, they 

are bringing in a fresh influx of words from the ver¬ 

nacular-new sounds, new “glamor.” Vachel Lindsay 

is another successful experimenter. He too has dis¬ 

carded the faded and moth-eaten loveliness of tradi¬ 

tion; he, however, has exchanged it for a verbal coat 

of many colors and sounds, taken not only from people 

but frome fire-engines and automobile horns and Chi¬ 

nese nightingales and negro camp-meetings. In this 

volume one also finds James Oppenheim, with a fire 

and music as old as the Psalms and words as new as 

today. Here also is Amy Lowell, another discarder of 

patterns; most vigorous and versatile of women-poets 

writing at present. Here too are many of the other 

“daring young radicals” (I thank the Times for teach- 

* “The Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1915”; edited by 

William Stanley Braithwaite. (Gomme & Marshall. $1.50 Net.) 

ing me that phrase), differing in temper and tendencies 

—and it is gratifying to find so many names from The 

Masses—Clement Wood snd Margaret Widdemer and 

Witter Bynner and Lydia Gibson and Ruth Comfort 

Mitchell and Margaret French Patton and the inevit¬ 

able others. Mr. Braithwaite’s inclusiveness makes all 

the more perplexing his omission of Carl Sandburg and 

Max Eastman. An anthology of the year’s poetry with 

nothing from the pen of either of these poets is in¬ 

credible. But here it is—with this fault as well as the 

mania for cataloging and comparison on Mr. Braith¬ 

waite’s head—a record of new beginnings, of spiritual 

no less than literary breaking of bonds. With the 

crumbling of the aristocracy of the pedants comes the 

art of the people. 

Poetry has gone out of the actual world at various 

times—following the Elizabethans, during the eighteenth 

century, with the back-wash of Tennyson—it has been 

ruffled and ribboned and tricked out; but in spite of 

every effort to pervert or prettify it, it has the habit of 

shaking off the decorative disguises and revealing itself 

in a sudden and most surprising manner. There is even 

a naked boldness in its return; a challenge to the tra¬ 

ditionary and cautious. And so once again Poetry has 

come back. 

Louis Untermeyer. 

Ford 

\17 ft AT shall we think of the Ford Peace Shipr 

If it strikes too near to our hopes and fears for 

us to estimate it calmly and justly, that is only natural. 

Had we lived in 1859, we might have wondered what 

to think of John Brown’s raid on Harper’s Ferry: we 

might have deplored it, as most good people did, as a 

folly which would only hurt the cause of emancipation. 

But we can, if we wish, anticipate the verdict of his¬ 

tory on this latest of the sublime follies of the utopian 

mind. However the war ends, and whether late or 

soon, this mission of peace will be remembered as a 

rash and splendid act, fixing by its impossibilism the 

thoughts of the world on Peace. Even those who hate, 

or scorn, or laugh at Mr. Ford as a crazy and ignorant 

millionaire, have been touched by the magic of his 

courageous folly. The act will leave its mark indelibly 

on the world’s history. 

Many who regard such a peace mission as being at 

this moment a practical plan, have been outraged or 

driven to tears by the manner in which the Ford mis¬ 

sion was conducted. A word as to that. The modern 

art or science of publicity consists chiefly in suppres¬ 

sion, in seeing that the wrong things do not get into 

the newspapers, that the wrong people are not allowed 

to be heard at all. Judged by these standards, the 

hord Peace mission was mismanaged in a preposterous 

manner. All the great, the respectable, the dignified, 

the eminent, in a word, those who have reputations to 

preserve, were frightened away from Mr. Ford’s mis¬ 

sion, and only those who had a touch of daring or of 

oddness went. The great reputations were frightened 

because Mr. Ford did not hire a publicity manager who 

could shut all the idealists’ mouths. Mr. Ford, how¬ 

ever, seems to have done this on principle. It was by 

his wish that everyone connected with the project said 

anything he felt like, even to the frivolous clerk whose 

foolish answer to a reporter’s foolish question was 

blazoned in headlines across the nation as “Ford Re¬ 

pudiates Bryan.’ Mr. Ford’s idealism is not business¬ 

like, it is idealistic: and that in a land of institution¬ 

alized, respectableized, conventionalized idealism looks 

like mere foolishness. We may regret that this wild 

and beautiful act of faith was not run on business 

principles, but we must give Mr. Ford the credit of 

being an idealist to the limit. 
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Drawn by Arthur Y,outig. 

The munition maker has made us 

IT'S A GREAT COUNTRY 

hated in Europe, and now we must buy munitions from him to defend 

ourselves against that hatred. 
i 

The Periscope 
E is perfectly happy and the most optimistic 

person in New York City,” said Andrew 

• Carnegie’s secretary on the boss’s 8oth 

birthday. “Last summer when he wanted to go fishing 

and the captains were afraid of rough weather he 

would always say there were no storms for him. I 

think that expresses his whole attitude toward life.” 

Or you can sing it: 

If there be no storms for me 

What care I how wet you be. 

WT'HITNEY WARREN, who recently returned 

** from France, wants our government to support 

the Allies. But who will support our government? 

The Collector of the Port says he found $6,000 worth 

of undeclared stuff in the Warren family trunks. 

A BROOKLYN man was fined one dollar for spit- 

**■ ting. He paid and put on his hat to leave the 

court-room; was called back, also down, and fined two 

dollars. Having spent all his money for spitting he 

could not pay for putting on his hat, and was sent to 

jail. The criminal may be denounced under the name 

of Sears and the magistrate under that of Krotel. 

I F it isn’t asking too much, would the United States 

* please not get into a war with the Teutons over 

some indignity to a Standard Oil steamer? 

A TRAVELER in Germany reports that there is 

now more bitterness toward America than to¬ 

ward England. The bulletins of the Kaiser’s hate de¬ 

partment should read: “Subject to change without 

notice.” 

rT",HE National Defence Association proposes to issue 

drinkers’ licenses and revoke them if the holder 

has over two jags a year. The trouble is people will 

put things off until the last minute. Motto for pro¬ 

crastinating boozers: Do your Christmas sopping early. 

D EPRESENTATIVE BAILEY says we should have 

no more preparedness than we are willing to pay 

for at once by direct tax. He makes a noise like a 

Byzantine logothete. 

IT is proposed in the Reichstag to raise soldiers’ pay 

to 11% cents a day. It is too bad to see commer¬ 

cialism creeping into outdoor sports. 

A PATERSON silk manufacturer is going to sell 

his million dollar art collection instead of giving 

it to the town as was hoped. Perhaps this is a rebuke 

to those abandoned characters who claimed that the 

silk-workers were underpaid. 

<< DEACE talk will persist,” press-pearls the New 

* York Tribune. “The weak, the foolish and the 

designing, here as in Europe, will continue to use the 

casualty list and the spectacle of human misery and 

suffering as a text and as an argument.” 

It doesn’t seem possible that such people exist! 

JUDGING by the depressing effect of the Balkan 

campaign, one suspects that the German General 

Staff sold short on Anglo-French bonds. 

\VT ITHIN the past four years the names of Wilson, 

** Bryan, Plughes, Roosevelt and Mayor Thomp¬ 

son have been withdrawn by request from some ticket 

or other in the Nebraska primaries. 

I’LL be the goat. What is the matter with the Ne- 

* braska primaries? 

Howard Brubaker. 
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The A. F. of L 

ONCE when I was a very little girl, I was present 

at an enormous political meeting in Boston 

when the young Henry Cabot Lodge made one 

of his brilliant incisive speeches. That speech, 

perhaps because of his youth, was shot with poetry; 

it was aflame—again perhaps because of his youth— 

with ambitious purpose. We believed that a young lib¬ 

erator stood before us and we rose to him. (Rose to 

Henry Cabot Lodge—think of that! Well, times have 

certainly changed.) Again in France, I was present 

when a huge gathering of Russian revolutionists, with 

Anatole France in the chair, assembled to welcome 

Vera Figner from her twenty years’ imprisonment. 

The door of the Russian jail had closed on her a beau¬ 

tiful girl; it released her still beautiful, but a middle- 

aged woman. I saw that crowd at the close of her 

speech rise as one creature and pelt her with flowers 

until the white-robed figure, moveless, expressionless 

as though it had dropped from a marble frieze, stood 

knee-deep in roses, the color of blood. Again in Pat¬ 

erson, I was present when thousands of strikers held 

an out-of-doors meeting. I saw them thrill and felt 

them sway and heard them roar when Elizabeth Gurley 

Flynn appeared suddenly on the speakers' balcony 

Again in San Francisco, I was one of a tremendous 

audience of I. W. W.’s, gathered to protest against the 

life-sentence imposed on the leaders of the Wheatland 

strike, Ford and Suhr. A clergyman was addressing 

them. “You I. W. W.’s have re-discovered one of the 

great words of the English language,” he concluded. 

That word is—” He got no further; for suddenly 

that immense audience burst upwards like an erupting 

volcano—the shouts of “Solidarity” nearly tore the 

roof of. They were all wonderful moments. But I 

have never known such a thrill—as this year in San 

Francisco when I took my first look at a convention of 

the American Federation of Labor. 

Perhaps my first impression was of the men them¬ 

selves. Impressions came in droves—all at once—pro¬ 

ducing from their speed and strength and clamor a con¬ 

dition of mental daze—stupefaction. Soon, though, I 

knew that I had never gazed on such men as these; 

that I had never seen so much sheer size, height, girth, 

weight. Later I used to come early to watch the dele¬ 

gates enter the hall. It was like seeing a file of lions 

leaping into the arena for their act. Big they came— 

and bigger and bigger. Each moment it seemed the 

limit of human stature with its connotation of super¬ 

human strength and energy had been reached; yet in 

another instant that record was broken. Yes; first of 

all that impression of extraordinary physique; then, in 

all else, of a beautiful, an arresting normality; then of 

force—the fighting force that is spirit plus fire. High- 

standing, erect, incredibly broad-shouldered and deep- 

chested ; arms and legs like young tree-trunks; torsos 

muscle-packed to a heroic brawn and bulk; bodies of a 

granite hardness, yet lightly-handled, perfectly poised: 

faces burned by the weather to a permanent deep red; 

straight-gazing eyes, clear as mountain lakes; jaws that 

set themselves in the lines of adamant; faces, in quiet, 

of a calm, clear keenness; watchful, patient, appraising! 

humorous; in anger, iron masks that poured fire from 

eye-sockets and thunder from mouth-orifices; voices 

that roared and rumbled, tore and thrilled; those voices 

echoed through my consciousness long after I had gone 
to sleep at night. 

All nationalities of men were there—Northern races 

English, Scotch, Irish, Swedish, Norwegian, German 

Convention: 
Inez Haynes Gillmore 

—Southern races, particularly Latins—French, Spanish. 

Italian, Mexicans—Japanese—all with lingual peculiari¬ 

ties—accents, dialects—Americans in preponderance of 

course—the accent that clicks its enunciation of the 

East, the accent that grinds its R’s, of the West, the 

accent that slurs its consonants, of the South. Yet all 

these types seemed to blend into the kind of American¬ 

ism that we have all hoped would emerge from this ex¬ 

periment in the government of the people by the people 

—that Americanism which is another word for democ¬ 

racy. 

But the fighting force there—that was the wonderful, 

the affording, the revealing thing. For by a process of 

culling and weeding from the union which brings out 

the best fighters in a community, through state federa¬ 

tions and internationals which pick out the best fighters 

from the union, there were gathered on that floor the 

best fighters of a whole country. In comparison the 

chief officers of an army and navy would have seemed 

mercenary, bureaucratic, outworn, futile. For these 

men were fighting for an ideal—a world ideal—they 

stripped off their coats and fought with any weapon 

they could find—they stripped to the buff and fought 

with tooth and nail—at times tearing off the last vestige 

of sectionalism and nationalism, they stripped to the 

very soul. 

There are two types, I take it, of the fighting spirit: 

the desperate and the confident. The fighting in that 

convention was the fighting of the confident; of an 

army, trained and tried, who have gone against the 

enemy again and again and yet again; an army that 

had won more times than it had lost; an army that 

would continue to win more times than it would lose. 

There was something magnificent in that confidence, 

that fearlessness; it accounted for the assured swing 

of those great bulks as they moved down the aisle; 

for the straight-glancing directness of those clear eyes, 

their swift appraisal, their humorous patience—that 

perpetual bubbling good nature, playful at all times, 

which at a touch in the midst of the longest, bitterest 

fight turned them into a den of young bears. 

I was there four days and a half. Three of those 

four days ran into evening sessions, two of them until 

after midnight. Most of what passed on the floor was 

clear enough, especially of course when the subject 

under debate was of broad general interest—a universal 

eight-hour working-day for instance. Some of the in¬ 

terminable jurisdictional fights were a little hazy. Oc¬ 

casionally argument grew unintelligible. The thing 

that struck me most forcibly first, last and always was 

how much they knew. Working conditions you would 

expect and Parliamentary law. But they knew living 

conditions; the economic laws behind them; world- 

movements; the universal laws back of them. “Here 

are citizens,” I said to myself again and again, “citi¬ 

zens in the best sense.” And then suddenly one of 

those flashes of knowledge came to me—flashes that 

seem like revelations of white truth until you discover 

that everybody else has discovered it long before. The 

only institution in this country that offers a training in 

citizenship is the trade union. The public schools don’t 

train citizens—in the face of this bloody world-holo¬ 

caust they are still teaching a war-begetting patriotism. 

The colleges don’t train citizens—they are still turning 

out highbrows. Politics can't teach citizenship—a real 

citizenship means the end of politics. 

Gradually from the crowd, personalities began to 

An Impression 

stand out; Morrison, secretary; O’Connell, vice-presi¬ 

dent; Lennon, treasurer; Woll, of the Photo Engrav¬ 

ers; Cannon, of the Western Federation of Miners; 

Alesandro, of the Hod-Carriers; Hayes, of Tyopgraph- 

ical; Furuseth, of the Seamen—the Furuseth whose 

long life of service to the men who go down to the sea 

in ships has at last flowered in the Seamen’s Bill— 

tall, big, gaunt, the lines of the iron framework of his 

body pushing through his very clothes, strong yet deli¬ 

cate, the spirit, heroic and ascetic, burning off the last 

fibre of superfluous flesh and imprinting its beauty on 

the very bone. Casey of the Teamsters. Gallagher, ex¬ 

president of the San Francisco Labor Council. And 

dominating them all the small figure, the great brain 

and the overpowering personality of the little cigar- 

maker who brought this tremendous structure into 

being: Gompers. 

Gompers; fighting eternally and interminably for 

labor; sixty-six years old, yet working with the 

strength and dauntlessness and conviction and hope of 

twenty-one; averaging during the convention three 

hours of sleep to twenty-one of conflict; presiding for 

long hours over what, when its fighting blood is up, is 

probably the most individualistic, obstinate, unmanage¬ 

able and immovable body in the world. At times his 

job of chairman was that of the man who would tame 

a cage of wild-cats by reading the Golden Rule. Al¬ 

ways more work to be done in two weeks than can 

rightfully be done in a month. Each delegate a sepa¬ 

rate rebellion in himself; bristling with information, 

bursting with eloquence, armed with every parliamen- 

tory trick and doggedly determined to fight for his or¬ 

ganization to the last ditch. Eternal noise—hurry— 

confusion. To this Gompers brought a Parliamentar¬ 

ism, uncannily astute; equal quantities of force and 

diplomacy; logic; cajolery. Sometimes he gave them 

their head—sometimes he pulled them up with a jerk; 

he argued, advised, pleaded, joked, scolded, ridiculed, 

praised, scorned. Sometimes it looked as though that 

stream of conviction on the floor were growing turbu¬ 

lent beyond control; cataracts of assertion—rapids of 

contradiction—whirlpools of defiance. It made for¬ 

ward here into a little wave of progress; it swung back 

there into a little eddy of reaction; sometimes with in¬ 

finite tumult and fury it seemed but to stand still. But 

always the figure on the platform, insignificant in stat¬ 

ure and tremendous in head, with its amazing combina¬ 

tion of beauty and ugliness, its voice elastic, supple, 

vibrant, resonant as an actor’s—one instant nasal, grat¬ 

ing, hard, harsh; the next clear, rippling, soft, musical 

—brought them back not to his but to their ,own con- 

brought them back through sheer force of will, 

brain and personality-power. 

It was like being present when a body of world gen¬ 

erals planned a world-war—a war for humanitarianism; 

a war which will have nought of bloodshed or death; 

war in which the guns are ideals and the ammunition, 

ideas. 

Sometimes in the smoke which hung over that coun¬ 

cil of generals, I seemed to see standing back of them, 

in serried ranks, shadowy, ghostly, the millions of 

workers that had sent them there. And those workers 

said Thus far can ye go, O ye who represent us. 

thus far—and no farther.” 

The voice of labor is a roar, deep as though it came 

from a throat of iron, penetrating as though it came 

through lips of silver. One day that voice will silence 

all the great guns of the world. 
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About Schools A FRIEND of mine assures me that the “Gary 

plan” is an infamous scheme to introduce re¬ 

ligion into the American public school system 

. . . which provokes me to the following reflec¬ 

tions. 

At eighteen, I went out into the world, a product of 

the American public school system. I could read, write 

a bad hand, do simple arithmetic with difficulty, and I 

had a smattering of history, geography, botany, chem¬ 

istry, algebra, geometry, Latin. I could not saw a 

board straight, nor carry a tune, nor repair a bicycle, 

nor dance, nor sew on a button, nor pay a compliment, 

nor tie a shoestring so it would stay tied. I was very 

unlikely to know the name of any particular flower, 

tree or bird. I was habitually unobservant of every¬ 

thing that went on around me. 

With this magnificent equipment for life, to which 

the public schools of three American towns (of from 

2,000 to 40,000 inhabitants) had laboriously contrib¬ 

uted, I went out into the world. 

Now I have just been reading John and Evelyn 

Dewey’s book, “Schools of Tomorrow,” and I find 

there what I already suspected, that this was not an 

education at all. I find that my education began the 

moment I left school. It began when, deceived by my 

air of intelligence, a foreman offered me six dollars 

a week to run a cooker in a candy factory. 

It was for me a painful process and for him an ex¬ 

pensive one. I put in the wrong quantities of sugar 

and glucose, I let it burn, I nearly let it blow up, I 

forgot to oil the steam engine, I mixed up my daily 

reports, and I burned my arm on the steam-pipe every 

time I reached up to turn off a valve. What with my 

clumsiness and the just wrath of the foreman, I passed 

a miserable existence. But all the time I was learning 

—learning the nature of machinery, the necessity of 

being careful, the disastrous results of inaccuracy. The 

foreman thought he was running a candy factory, and 

I thought I was earning a living; but I was getting an 

education which I ought to have got ten years before. 

Of course I was fired. The printing and lithographic 

trades successively and for brief periods took up the 

burden of my education. A truck farmer most rashly 

sacrificed his melons and beans to the process. The 

public library helped along. And the socialist local 

transformed me from a shy and speechless youth into 

a person capable of expressing his thoughts in public. 

Teachers in the guise of novelists and playwrights gave 

me notions about the world and about my place in it. 

And one day, very timidly, having just been fired from 

my latest job, I went to a newspaper office and asked 

if they had anything I could do. To my great surprise 

and immense gratification, they made me a reporter on 

the spot. 

and things than when I left school. Under the spur 

of necessity and interest I mastered that mysterious 

machine, the typewriter, in something over five minutes; 

I learned to take an interest in my fellow human beings, 

to ask questions, to distinguish between a lie and the 

truth, to see a little of the vast drama that was being 

enacted in the world about me. And what with news¬ 

paper work and the socialist local and the public library 

and the conversation of my friends I began to be in 

some sort educated. 

In this world outside of school I discovered, more¬ 

over, what to do with my passion for ideas, my love of 

argument, my fondness for books, which had been at 

school a kind of honorable oddity. I found for the 

first time an opportunity to use and develop these pas¬ 

sions, not as an idiosyncrasy, but as a part of the busi¬ 

ness of life. 

At eighteen I suffered the most bitter and poisonous- 

humiliations in my contacts with a world which I had 

not been educated to enter. At twenty-eight I have the 

self-confidence which comes from having done a few 

things successfully. Mathematics is farthest from my 

heart, and I do not love machinery, but if it were ab¬ 

solutely necessary for me to audit the books of a bank 

or fly from here to Boston in an aeroplane, the task 

would not seem so huge nor myself so ignominiously 

unequal to it as I once felt in undertaking some of the 

very simple things for which I was being paid. If edu¬ 

cation does not fit one to take part in the activities of 

the world with a confident and joyous spirit, then it is 

not education. 

As I understand the new theory of education, it un¬ 

dertakes to turn out from the public schools young 

men and women who are all-around human beings; who 

are strong, healthy, self-confident, acquainted with 

flowers, birds, trees, tools, machinery, knowing some¬ 

thing about the world. They will have learned easily 

many things, because there was a good reason for 

their learning them. They will learn arithmetic be¬ 

cause it is a part of life, and Latin (if they choose) 

because there are interesting things to read in that lan 

guage. They will go from school into a world which 

they will know how to deal with, because their school 

has been like the world. They will not have to go 

through the painful process of being educated by em¬ 

ployers who, after all, have other ends in view, and 

are not the most patient, of teachers. 

All this will presumably happen some time; it is hap¬ 

pening here and there,—in Gary, Ind., in the colored 

district in Indianapolis, in Fairhope, Ala., and to the 

children of the rich in the Francis Parker school in 

Chicago. But it would seem altogether improbable that 

anything so sensible should be generally done in our 

lifetime, except for the miraculous and hardly credible 

fact that in Gary the new system has been found to be 

cheaper than the old. 

New York City, on thlie verge of bankruptcy, con¬ 

siders the adoption of the Gary system. It is such a 

thing as only happens in fiction. 

Of course, even if it is adopted, it will have its im¬ 

perfections. But the mere idea that New York City 

may try, in however blundering a way, to make educa¬ 

tion a part of life and life a part of education, makes 

me wonder if I am not dreaming. 

And then my friend speaks up and tells me that be¬ 

cause the Gary system provides a couple of hours a 

week in which children may, if their parents wish, go 

to the Catholic Church, to the Unitarian Church, or 

the Church of the Social Revolution, for religious in¬ 

struction, instead of getting excused at some incon¬ 

venient time for the same purpose—because of this, 

my friend tells me it is an infamous scheme to intro¬ 

duce religion into the public school system. 

Somehow I am not a bit alarmed. 

I was not, as may be imagined, the best reporter in 

the world; but I did know a little more about people 

“let’s co out to central park and look at the animals.” 

“1 can’t, i’ve got to study my zoology.” 
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‘The Pillar of Fire 
it^liE Pillar of Fire” is a book about college life 

and about life1 by a man who knows about 

both. The elaborate inutility of college studies, the 

withdrawal of college from the affairs of the world, 

the upbuilding of a petty college principality with a 

ridiculous little college patriotism, manners and stand¬ 

ards of its childish own; the contact of that secluded 

world with the great world only through the medium 

of commercialized amateur sport; the parochialism 

college intellectuality—Mr. Deming knows these things 

well. He knows, too, what is going on in the great 

outside world—the battle of keen minds and generous 

souls against ugliness and injustice, the struggle to re¬ 

create the world. And he has not lost hope in the 

possibility of transforming the college into a me? 

of education in some true sense, a means of awakening 

the young mind and heart to the significance of that 

battle. 

Ilis book may be said to be the manifesto of revolu¬ 

tionary democracy in the higher education. It is ad¬ 

dressed to college students: he calls it “a profane 

baccalaureate.” But never before has there been such 

a baccalaureate address. It pays to his audience the 

high compliment of assuming them capable of being 

interested in matters of real importance; of being 

capable of thinking clearly, candidly and courageously. 

It calls for these qualities; perhaps it will call them 

forth. One cannot despair of college even as it is, 

when a man like Mr. Deming can hope to find there 

a response to such a call. 

Everywhere, now, one finds men and women who 

regret their college life as a waste of time, or worse— 

a hurtful, stultifying, stupidifying process. These will 

find in Mr. Deming’s book the basis of a new optimism 

—the grounds of a hope that the next generation may 

go to colleges and really get something of what the 

soul of youth unconsciously looks for now and does 

not find. Before that can happen, many respected 

things will have to be shown mercilessly as they are, 

analyzed, ridiculed, and marked for destruction. Mr. 

Deming has addressed himself to the beginning of this 

task with a logic, a wit and an authentic eloquence 

which makes his book one of the livest pieces of writ¬ 

ing ever produced in America. 

’“The Pillar of Fire: A Profane Baccalaureate,” by Seymour 
Deming. (Small, Maynard & Co.). Masses Book Store. $1.10 
postpaid. 

An Extreme Case 

A LFRED SCHWITKOFSKY is serving a sentence 

of twenty years in Sing Sing for assault and 

burglary. He was arrested in 1911 because he was an 

ex-convict. He was found guilty, on evidence which 

was afterward confessed to be perjured. As a result 

of the efforts of Samuel Untermyer the state board of 

parole investigated the case, and recommended Schwit¬ 

ofsky’s pardon. But Governor Glynn felt obliged, so 

he is reported to have said, to leave the decision to 

his recently-elected successor, Mr. Whitman. Inas¬ 

much as it was Mr. Whitman who as district attorney 

was in some sense responsible for this miscarriage of 

justice, Governor Glynn’s refusal put the new governor 

in the position of having to admit the mistake which 

had occurred in his office. Governor Whitman has so 

far refused to act. 

Schwitofsky’s wife, who when last seen was ap¬ 

parently on the verge of dementia, has disappeared, 

with her child, and the prisoner himself is reported to 

be in danger of going insane. The facts of the case, 

as discovered by the board of parole, leave no doubt 

as to Schwitofsky’s innocence. It only remains for 

Governor Whitman to admit that a mistake has been 

made. Will he do it, or will an innocent man be driven 

insane? 

Dratun by Eugene Higgins. 

BRAINS 

“here it is in T1IE paper—ain’t i been tellin’ ya that women's brains ain't 

THE EQUAL O' MAN’S." 

The President Impressed 

rT",HE national convention of the Congressional Union 

1 brought to Washington an imposing number ol 

women voters from the West, representing a vast mul¬ 

titude of women voters at home, all determined to use 

their political power against the party that refuses to 

support the passage of a suffrage amendment to the 

national constitution. In the midst of their labors to 

prepare bills appropriating large sums of money for 

inland forts, arsenals and army posts, the congress¬ 

men had time to be impressed. Two years before it 

was a pleasant diversion for a congressman to attack 

suffrage: gone are those days, for congress has felt 

the menace or the actual impact of woman’s political 

power. 

Mark, too, the tone of President Wilson in explain¬ 

ing that he cannot accede to their request to put such 

a proposal for a suffrage amendment into his message 

to Congress: 

“I can only say to you this afternoon that nothing 

could be more impressive than the presentation of such 

a request in such numbers and backed by such influ¬ 

ences as undoubtedly stand back of you. Unhappily, it 

is too late for me to consider what is to go into my 

message.” 

With Congress and the President thus impressed, it 

would seem that the proper time had come for those 

suffragists who disapprove of the methods of the Con¬ 

gressional Union to be impressed also at least to the 

extent of letting that organization conduct its fight 

for the common cause in its own way. 

The women of the Congressional Union seem to us 

already to have the political wisdom which will come 

to all women after they have had a little political ex¬ 

perience. 
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Drawn by Maurice Becker. 

THE HIGHER EDUCA 

A Reform for Harvard University Suggested by Her 

THE MASSES, February, 1916. 



As To Patriotism 
rJ",HE editors of the New York Globe honored us with 

a public denunciation for offering to our readers 

an anti-enlistment pledge. They seem to think we are 

almost as bad as Christ. For they accuse us of oppos¬ 

ing enlistment not only in the future but in the remote 

past. 

“If Editor Eastman had been in Sparta when the 

Three Hundred were recruited who defended demo¬ 

cratic Greece against the onrushing autocracy of Per¬ 

sia. he would have urged them not to enlist.” 

That is a wild inference. Suppose an editor an¬ 

nounced that fighting with swords and spears was out 

of date, would that be a betrayal of Leonidas? Every 

once in a while we have to decide that something has 

seen its day. Every once in a while we have to take 

an inventory of our stock, and throw away what is 

rotten and useless. War is rotten and useless. 

If the editors of the Globe will read a book by 

Norman Angell, called The Great Illusion, they will 

find very cogent proofs offered of the proposition that 

victory in war between modern nations brings no sub¬ 

stantial benefit—moral, political, cultural or even finan¬ 

cial. 

The book is not about Leonidas, it is about us. But 

it throws a backward ray of light over the whole his¬ 

tory of nationalism that makes war look rather futile 

and ridiculous. We are not sure Greek culture and 

the democracy of the maritime cities (all maritime 

cities were democratic if you didn’t see the slaves) 

would have lost much through Persian conquest. 

It is possible that a Persian conquest would have 

spread Greek culture beyond Greece and Ionia. 

The fact that Leonidas was a hero need not prevent 

our seeing this. If we have not attained a higher ideal 

than Leonidas died for, we have not fulfilled the prom¬ 

ise of his death. 

We have in fact attained a higher ideal than nation¬ 

alism—the ideal of a free humanity. And in some of 

us this ideal, we are happy to say, has supplanted patri¬ 

otism altogether. 

And while it might conceivably happen, that this 

ideal should demand our enlisting in a national army— 

to fight either against our own country or with it—it is 

in the highest degree improbable. It is so improbable 

that people of the pledge-signing disposition may very 

well be encouraged to express in that way their abso¬ 

lute renunciation of the patriotic ideal, and its military 

retinue, as essentially barbaric, inane, and homicidal. 

We suspect that those who signed that pledge would 

be the first to bleed, were the cause of industrial lib¬ 

erty at stake. 

ATION 

der Most Illustrious Graduate 

ZENOBIA 

T O, Caesar’s legioned army, victor-led, 

' A sight to glad and pride the Roman eye! 

Wrinkled and monster elephants sweep by, 

Making the earth to quake beneath their tread; 

Caesar, himself, with laurel on his head, 

Rides next, and all his banners flaunt the sky. 

But now the eager concourse gapes and hums, 

For She who makes the triumph-march complete, 

Zenobia, naked and imperial, comes, 

With gold chains chiming from her hands and feet- 

Her kingdom overthrown, herself a prize— 

Yet no capitulation in her eyes! 

Harry Kemp. 
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“Suppressed" 

rpHE January issue of The Masses did not appear 

on the New York subway and elevated news¬ 

stands. It did not appear because Ward & Gow, the 

distributors, disapproved of the contents of the issue. 

The features which were pointed to as objectionable 

were an “unpatriotic” cartoon and a “blasphemous” 

poem. Judging by the increase in sales on other news¬ 

stands, the public seems to believe that there is a seri¬ 

ous purpose in our “blasphemies” and much point to 

our lack of “patriotism.” 

Utah Justice 
TV/ ELL, Utah did it. Utah put four bullets into the 

** heart of Joseph Hillstrom, the I. W. W. agita¬ 

tor, after finding him guilty of a murder that somebody 

committed. 

We beg the Governor of Utah’s pardon for mention¬ 

ing the I. W. W., as though that had anything to do 

with the case. 

Of course it was a plain case of murder, and the 

idea of punishing the I. W. W. was the last thing the 

honorable courts of Utah thought of. 

Under the circumstances, as the New York World 

pointed out, it was abominable for the I. W. W. *o 

take a murderer for their hero and sanctify Hillstrom 

with a funeral service in Chicago. 

The I. W. W. had absolutely nothing to do with it— 

it was a plain case of murder, in which the murderer 

was convicted because the circumstances pointed to¬ 

wards him. 

This fact is important to keep in mind. It is so im¬ 

portant that Supreme Court Justice Straup of Utah 

went out before the world proclaiming against all agi¬ 

tations and all agitators, and declared all I. W. W.’s 

should be in prison and that no prison should adopt 

any of the crazy ideas of Thomas Mott Osborne and 

other coddlers of the wicked. 

The Utah people had no quarrel with the I. W. W. 

when they shot Hillstrom to death. They were so in¬ 

nocent of any thought of the I. W. W. that when Presi¬ 

dent Wilson interceded for Hillstrom they did nothing 

more violent than to refer to him all up and down the 

state as Woodrow I. W. W. Wilson. 

It was just a plain, simple murder case—but when 

Hillsrom was shot to death the newspapers printed in 

black type on the front page the message of congratu¬ 

lation to the Governor that came from an official of 

The Utah Fuel Company—a corporation that ran the 

Colorado Fuel Company a close second as an oppressor 

and devastator of the lives of workmen in the coal 

fields. 

It was a downright wrong upon the good people of 

Utah to bring in this I. W. W. business. So much so 

that when Major Myton, gun man and professional 

deputy marshal, shot down in cold blood Roy Horton, 

who was speaking on a street corner in Hillstrom’s 

defense, the Elks’ Club held a daily reception in Myton’s 

cell in jail. 

And more than that, the good people of Utah were 

outraged by t(ie foolish claims that Myton shot be¬ 

cause of his hatred of the I. W. W. He shot because 

he thought Horton might have a gun on him. That 

made a lot of difference. It made so much difference 

that when the lower court sent forward papers charg¬ 

ing murder they were sent back so that other papers 

could be prepared reducing the offense to voluntary 

manslaughter, so that Myton could be bailed out and! 

receive the adulations of the eager populace. 

Murder is murder and no I. W. W. can be kept fromi 

paying the penalty of his supposed crimes even when 

the only evidence against him is a supposition. That is- 

the lesson of the Hillstrom case as the capitalist press- 

teaches it to us. I. R. 

THE SINGING MOUTH 

(/» Memoriam J. //., Murdered by the State of Utah, November 
19, 1915.) 

SINGING mouth! We kiss thee, but no more 

Shall kisses waken song from thee, or bring 

From those bruised lips the music of revolt! 

Stamped to dead ashes the rebellious fire 

Which blazed in song to an unheeding world; 

And thou art one of that long outcast roll 

Whose scorching life has come to nothingness! 

No!—from thy weary silence comes a voice, 

And it shall call till every wind of earth. 

Catching that sound, shall stir the hearts of men 

To vowed endeavor, to a destined war, 

Hot mother of the white and living Peace; 

And vindicated Truth shall stoop to touch 

Thee, her own brother, with her free-flying wings. 

Holy rebellion breathes within our air; 

We are dream-goaded to ? prophet’s deed, 

And aspiration is made sharp with hope! 

Still singing mouth, thy voice shall be a cry 

To urge us to the sacred wrath of war. 

God shall look down and bless our singing brother,. 

And make his death a sweetness in the world! 

Miriam Allen deFord. 

Drawn by Maurice Becker. 

OVERHEARD ON THE ELEVATED 

“give me the masses." 

“don’t carry it no longer, they blasphemed the boss or something." 

H O COTCH Heather is Worn in Compliment to 

^ Blood of Bridegroom,” headlines the New York 

Times. This looked like a splendid murder story, but 

it was only a wedding. 

'T'HIS headline artist also had a mean disposition: 

“Cannon Stricken in Church Pulpit.” It was the 

ex-senator, not the ex-speaker. Uncle Joe would have 

to be stricken before they got him into a pulpit. 

Poor crude and stammering chords of a great heart— 

Clumsy and weak, untrained by leisured thought, 

Struck out to the surged sound of factories, 

And mingled with the groans of earth upheaving 

In long crushed agony—how shall they live? 

What is there left of all thy bitterness?— 

Lies not thy struggling soul in utter death? 
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Rosey 
A LBERTA SIMMONS wanted to swear out a war- 

rant for Perse Bogert. Perse had been living 

with Alberta's daughter, Rosey, and things had gone 

from bad to worse. 

Alberta was inclined to blame it on Rosey’s father. 

“She gets all this contraryness and not doing as says 

the Bible and the law, from him: why, he’s living with 

Tess Pricket down in Pacific County right today.” 

There sat Alberta in the county prosecutor’s office, 

all perspirey and wriggley—clutching on to her shoe¬ 

string bag for drear life. No getting around it, she 

was dressed up—in a mammouthly checkered percale, 

and dragging a fine piece of millinery with all the 

flowers that bloom in the spring on it. 

She wanted to know what charge she could bring 

against Perse. In order to determine this, it took a 

good twenty minutes to get started at the right end; a 

good twenty hanging Perse’s character; compute fifteen 

for celebrating the true goodness of the easily influ¬ 

enced Virgin Rosey; thrown in frequent hiatuses for 

weeping, and an easy ten to put on the brakes. Then 

the prosecutor interrupted to tell her that Perse would 

be arraigned before the grand jury during their present 

sitting—he supposed. The charge would be Adultery.— 

She went. 

In about three minutes she sneaked in again. “Would 

you drop me a card when you want me to come, and 

say a day or so in advance—I live up country some 

twenty mile.” She was assured vividly. (And I heard 

the prosecutor sigh, “God’s hat and coat!”) 

Late in the afternoon after court had lulled down, 

and there came a pause in the day’s occupation—chiefly 

fines for the illegal sale of liquor—the prosecutor had 

just pulled out a fine smoke when in stalked the stalwart 

Virgin, Rosey herself, and squatted. 

This was her story. On Tuesday, when the baby 

wasn’t two days old, Rosey had walked the three miles 

to town, for Perse had said, “You get out o’ this here 

house with that brat and never show your God-awful 

gozzle around here again.” 

“What was I ter do?” said Rosey. “I knew Fanny 

Homley would take me in, so I had to walk in—just 

as weak as this here baby. Perse is nawthin’ short of 

a brute. I brought this here baby into the world 

without a bit of help except a table-leaf and a piece o’ 

rope—not a soul till Harry come home from school and 

he fetched me a kittle o’ hot water. I covered the 

baby up when he come, but he heard it—and I said 1 

found it in the stove.” 

This touched the prosecutor—and he gave her some 

silver and told her to get a feed, and asked me to send 

Doc Foster to look her over. But Rosey was not 

through relating her biography. “It’s not the first time 

he put me out—and all I done for him!” 

Perse was digging potatoes when I met 

him, making from five to six dollars a day 

—not a union day, however. Perse was 

wiry* with a gaze, an unconscious artist in 

his attitudes. His speech was sparse but 

effectual. 

He made a seat on the top of his spade 

handle, took in the seriousness of being 

confronted by an officer of the law, and 

slowly unfolded his side. 

“You see, Angeline Smith and me was 

married some ten year back. Rosey came 

along and never relaxed till she broke up 

our smooth traveling. We had a nice 

family, and after Rosey had been prowling 

after me for some time—guess it was a 

couple years—Aggie got huffy, and I never 

seen her since.— 

“That was three year back this last May. Yes, 

Rosey’s had three since she’s been with me—but I 

ain’t sayin’ they’re all mine. If she says I put her out 

she’s lying. She put my wife out, and I shouldn’t a 

been so weak. I knew that Ma of hern would make 

a muss—the old Hairpin!—for I did chase her out. 

“Yesterday I did up the baking and fixed up some 

vittles, and went to the city ter the Employment office 

fer a housekeeper. She’ll be here on the 5:11. And I 

got Guy Scott keeping the tail of his eye out for the 

kiddies.” 

We saw them, and they were charmers. On the way 

over, he said that the county would have to care for 

them if he was sent up, and with that he cried and 

cussed quietly. 

We met the rural mail carrier, and Perse got three 

letters. He showed them all to me; all from Rosey, 

telling him of the sweet baby and how much it looked 

like him; how people would talk; he’d lost a good 

friend—and the last one, “when can I come back?” 

C. S. 

THE PENDULUM 

Y greatest grandsire was the Scythe, 

That swung and swung and in its swing 

Lopped off, shore through, and left to writhe 

Each moribund and evil thing. 

Men robbed me of my trenchant steel, 

Gave me a silly golden face, 

And fitted me to cog and wheel 

To swing forever in my place 

I mark the night that creeps toward day, 

The day that tires of light and dies, 

Eternally I tick my way 

From compromise to compromise, 

Until the times grow sick of waste, 

This wasted strength that goes for nought, 

And set me free and bid me taste 

The blood of evil deed and thought. 

Oh! some strong man shall whet my blade 

And, singing, swing me in the sun, 

Till all the tangles Man has made 

Are hacked and blazed, that he may run 

His spacious pathway, clean and clear, 

To where the holy city lies. . . . 

His soul no longer bound to veer 

From compromise to compromise. 

Yellow Hair 
pEDRO’S house stood high on its four legs, al¬ 

most the last straggler among the huts of the 

Portuguese mill hands which crept up to the marshes 

outside the town. For six months Pedro had ap¬ 

proached it at the end of his mill day with a ritual¬ 

istic definiteness. His eyes on the ground, away 

from the sight of the cold, smokeless chimney, he 

would climb the rickety steps to the door. He would 

stand there for a moment, listening. Then he would 

take from the scanty concealment of the old tomato 

can the key to his house. Pushing open the door, he 

would thrust his head forward, and make a halting, 

somber survey of the kitchen. Finally, having closed 

the door, he would walk across the room and look 

into the tiny bedroom beyond. After a moment, with 

the dull movements of a sleep walking pirate, he 

would go about his routine of fire, supper, and bed. 

To-night he stopped once as he neared the house. 

The air had a faint odor of smoke. He stared up at 

his chimney; was there a wispy gray curl against the 

sky? In his haste he stumbled on the steps. The 

tomato can was overturned. 

Within came the creak of a rocker on a bare floor. 

He pushed open the door and thrust his head for¬ 

ward. The woman by the stove stopped rocking, and 

at a gutteral sound from Pedro, shrank back in her 

chair. Pedro closed the door, and silently, his great 

body contracting, crouching, he pulled himself across 

the room to her. Beads of sweat stood out on his 

swarthy forehead. The woman’s full lips parted in 

a whimper; her pale blue eyes cringed under nar¬ 

rowed eyelids. Pedro lifted his hand, a huge hand, 

with crisp black hairs along the backs of the fingers. 

With the crooked forefinger he touched the woman’s 

untidy light hair. 

“He—he hit me-” she cried suddenly. 

Pedro straightened, and with a stride reached the 

door of the bedroom. On the low wooden bed slept 

a child, one hand curled under his cheek, moist 

yellow hair about his face. Pedro pulled the edge 

of the ragged quilt over the child’s body, waited as 

it stirred, and when it slept again, turned back into 

the kitchen. 

“You bring him back—my boy-” he whispered. 

The fear had left the woman’s face. She nodded. 

“You come back to me? You be my girl again? 

Black Pedro’s girl?” There was a dogged humility 

in Pedro’s dark eyes; the cords in his throat were 

taut. “You stay?” 

"You’ll be good to me?” The woman’s eyes glint¬ 

ed. She rose, tipping her head back to look up at 

Pedro, her throat swelling white out of the dirty 

blouse. 

“When you go—I say I kill you—so!” 

He held out his great clenched fists, shak¬ 

ing them. A grimace twisted the woman’s 

lips. “A Portuguese kill his woman. But 

you—different. Not Portuguese. Me— 

I’m black—You—all white—and yellow 

hair.” 

“Not many white women’d love you,” 

said the woman, slyly. “An’ I fetched him 

back.” She pointed to the bedroom. “ ’F 

’tadn’t been fer him, I’d been treated bet¬ 

ter.” 

“You stay?” implored Pedro. 

“Sure.” The woman shrugged. “Set 

down and eat our potatoes I cooked. An’ 

after supper-” she paused, a smile at 

one corner of her full lips. 

Helen R. Hull. 
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The Booh of 

THE writer, an old man with a white mustache, 

had some difficulty in getting into bed. The 

windows of the house in which he lived 

were high and he wanted to look at the 

trees when he awoke in the morning. A carpenter 

came to fix the bed so that it would be on a level 

with the window. 

Quite a fuss was made about the matter. The 

carpenter, who had been a soldier in the Civil War, 

came into the old writer’s room and sat down to talk 

of building a platform for the purpose of raising 

the bed. The writer had cigars lying about and the 

carpenter smoked. 

For a time the two men talked of the raising of 

the bed and then they talked of other things. The 

soldier got on to the subject of the war. The writer, 

in fact, led him to that subject. The carpenter had 

once been a prisoner in Andersonville prison and 

had lost a brother. The brother had died of starva¬ 

tion and whenever the carpenter got upon that sub¬ 

ject he cried. He, like the old writer, had a white 

mustache, and when he cried he puckered up his lips 

and the mustache bobbed up and down. The weep¬ 

ing old man with the cigar in his mouth was ludi¬ 

crous. The plan the writer had for the raising of 

his bed was forgotten and later the carpenter did it 

in his own way and the writer, who was past sixty, 

had to help himself with a chair when he went to 

bed at night. 

In his bed the writer rolled over on his side and 

lay quite still. For years he had been beset with 

notions concerning his heart. He was a hard smoker 

and his heart fluttered. The idea had got into his 

mind that he would some time die unexpectedly, and 

always when he got into bed he thought of that. It 

did not alarm him. The effect in fact was quite a 

special thing and not easily explained. It made him 

more alive, there in bed, than at any other time. 

Perfectly still he lay and his body was old and not 

of much use any more, but something inside him was 

altogether young. He was like a pregnant woman, 

only that the thing inside him was not a baby, but 

a youth. No, it wasn’t a youth, it was a woman, 

young and wearing a coat of mail like a knight. It 

is absurd, you see, to try to tell what was inside the 

old writer as he lay on his high bed and listened to 

the fluttering of his heart. The thing to get at is 

what the writer, or the young thing within the 

writer, was thinking about. 

The old writer, like all of the people in the world, 

had got during his long life a great many notions in 

his head. He had once been quite handsome and a 

number of women had been in love with him. And 

then, of course, he had known people, many people, 

known them in a peculiarly intimate way that was 

different from the way in which you and I know 

people. At least that is what the writer thought, 

and the thought pleased him. Why quarrel with an 

old man concerning his thoughts? 

In the bed the writer had a dream that was not a 

dream. As he grew- somewhat sleepy but was still 

conscious, figures began to appear before his eyes. 

He imagined the young, indescribable thing within 

himself was driving a long procession of figures be¬ 

fore his eyes. 

You see, the interest in all this lies in the figures 

that went before the eyes of the writer. They were 

all grotesque. All of the men and women the writer 

had ever known had become grotesques. 

The grotesques were not all horrible. Some were 

amusing, some almost beautiful, and one, a woman 

the Grotesque 

all drawn out of shape, hurt the old man by her 

grotesqueness. When she passed he made a little 

noise like a small dog whimpering. Had you come 

into the room you might have supposed the old man 

had unpleasant dreams or perhaps indigestion. 

For an hour the procession of grotesques passed 

before the eyes of the old man and then, although it 

was a painful tiling to do, he crept out of bed and 

began to write. Some one of the grotesques had 

made a deep impression on his mind and he wanted 

to describe it. 

At his desk the writer worked for an hour. In 

the end he wrote a book which he called “The book 

of the grotesque.” It was never published, but I 

saw it once and it made an indelible impression on 

my mind. The book had one central thought that is 

very strange and has always remained with me. By 

remembering it I have been able to understand many 

people and things that I was never able to under¬ 

stand before. The thought was involved, but a 

simple statement of it would be something like this: 

That in the beginning when the world was young 

there were a great many thoughts but no such thing 

as a truth. Man made the truths himself and each 

truth was a composite of a great many vague 

thoughts. All about in the world were the truths 

and they were all very beautiful. 

The old man had listed hundreds of the truths in 

his book. I will not try to tell you of all of them. 

There was the truth of virginity and the truth of 

passion, the truth of wealth and of poverty, of thrift 

and of profligacy, of carefulness and abandon. Hun¬ 

dreds and hundreds of truths there were and they 

were all beautiful. 

And then the people came along. Each as he ap¬ 

peared snatched up one of the truths and some who 

were quite strong snatched up a dozen of them. 

It was that made the people grotesques. The old 

mail had quite an elaborate theory concerning the 

matter. It was his notion that the moment one of 

the people took one of the truths to himself, calling 

it his truth, and tried to live his life by it, he became 

a grotesque and the truth he embraced became a 

falsehood. 

You can see for yourself how the old man, who 

had spent all of his life writing and was filled with 

words, would write hundreds of pages concerning 

this matter. The subject would become so big in his 

mind that he himself would be in danger of becoming 

a grotesque. He didn’t, I suppose, for the same 

reason that he never published the book. It was the 

young thing inside him that saved the old man. 

Concerning the old carpenter who fixed the bed 

for the writer, I only mentioned him because he, like 

many of what are called very common people, be¬ 

came the nearest thing to what is understandable and 

lovable of all the grotesques in the writer’s book. 

Sherwood Anderson. 



i8 THE MASSES 

THAT GOD MADE 

•"THIS is the Earth that God made. 

These are the Timber and Coal and Oil 

And Water Powers and fertile Soil 

That belong to us all in spite of the gall 

Of the Grabbers and Grafters who forestall 

The natural rights and needs of all 

Who live on the Earth that God made. 

These are the Corporate Snakes that coil 

Around the Timber and Coal and Oil 

And Water Powers and fertile Soil 

Which belong to us all in spite of the gall 

Of the Grabbers and Grafters who forestall 

The natural rights and needs of all 

Who live on the Earth that God made. 

These are the Lords of Mill and Mine 

Who act as if they were divine, 

Who can’t read the writing on the wall 

But admire the skill and excuse the gall 

Of the Grabbers and Grafters who forestall 

The natural rights and needs of all 

Who live on the Earth that God made. 

These are the Parsons shaven and shorn 

Who tell the workers all forlorn 

To pray for contentment night and morn 

And to bear and to suffer want and scorn 

And be lowly and meek and humbly seek 

For their just reward on the Heavenly shore, 

But not on the Earth that God made. 

Will Herford. 

"Raising Babies 
IN an article entitled “Futurist Baby-Raising,” the 

* New York Evening Post had a good deal of fun 

at the expense of the new co-operative apartment house 

to be erected by the Feminist Alliance in the vicinity of 

Washington Square. The plan, in its general outlines, 

is the one suggested by Charlotte Perkins Gilman 

fifteen years ago, and recently restated by the English 

feminist, W. L. George, in his new book, “Woman and 

To-morrow.” According to the Post, “You put the 

baby and the breakfast dishes on the dumbwaiter and 

send them down to the central kitchen-nursery-kinder¬ 

garten-laundry to be cared for until needed.” Since 

it appears further on in the article that the children’s 

apartments are “in the upper part of the house, with 

large French windows opening upon roof garden,” the 

previous description is probably a trifle inaccurate. 

But, since the risibilities of the Post are so stimu¬ 

lated by the idea of Futurist baby-raising, we wonder 

how they would be affected by the following instances 

of the present method, briefly retold from items clipped 

from a single newspaper in a southern city, in the 

course of one winter. All occurred in this one town, 

or in the neighboring country and villages. 

—While three mothers were doing their family wash¬ 

ings in their back yards, three babies of the toddling 

age fell into the washtubs and were scalded to death. 

—A mother, at work on some household task, spilled 

kerosene on her apron. A few minutes later a child 

cut her finger, and, as she leaned against her mother’s 

lap while the wound was being bandaged, her own 

dress absorbed the kerosene. When she went near the 

open fireplace, the dress caught fire, and she was 

burned to death. 

—A mother was compelled to leave home for a short 

time, and, rather than take her six-months-old baby 

out in a storm, decided to leave him in the bathtub, 

which she padded well with a blanket. She left the 

baby’s pet, a big Newfoundland dog, to watch over it. 

While she was gone, the dog, in playfully trying to 

reach its little playmate, turned the faucet, and the 

baby was presently found, drowned, in a tubful of 

water. 

—A woman who kept a boarding-house left her five- 

year-old and her tow-year-old locked in a room for 

safety, while she went on an errand. Fire broke out in 

the house; the five-year-old shattered a window-pane 

and got out, cutting himself severely; he was trying to 

pull his little brother through the opening when help 

arrived. 

—A woman, washing in the back yard, was driven to 

such a pitch of nervous fury by the wailing of her 

two-year-old baby, begging to be “taken up” when she 

was busy, that she seized a buggy-whip that lay near 

and lashed his legs. When she had finished her wash¬ 

ing, she found that the baby had a high fever; she 

knew then what had caused its fretfulness, and she sat 

up with it all night. The next day it died, and the 

poor mother went temporarily insane, repeating over 

and over, “He was too little to run—he had to stand 

up and take it!” 

These cheerful incidents, which may be paralleled in 

any one of ten thousand newspapers throughout the 

country, may not prove the desirability of the new co¬ 

operative apartment house. But they may be fairly 

said to show two things: First, that the babies who 

suffer from the lack of maternal attention do not be¬ 

long exclusively to emancipated mothers who have 

foresworn drudgery; and, second, that the present 

methods not being quite perfect, a futurist method may 

conceivably be as good—or better. 

K. W. Baker. 

THE JOB 

T SAW the young man with his wife on the day that 

A he got news of his .job. 

The long winter was over, and the Works that were 

shut down had opened their doors. 

The wife was a slim, brown-haired young thing, mother 

of the month-old baby that lay in its crib. 

She was too pale for beauty, but the dawn rose in her 

face as the news was told. 

They laughed aloud; they hugged each other, heedless 

of onlookers. 

Their faces were transfigured with happiness. 

They snatched the child from his cradle, and swung 

him in his little blue blanket merrily to a hummed 

dance-tune. 

I have seen manifestations of exalted joy— 

The dithyrambic ecstasies of religious emotion, 

The worshipper, passionate, pouring out his soul upon 

the choral tide of praise; 

Lovers on their marriage morning, with faces brighter 

than its sunlight; 

The watcher vigil-worn to whom the doctor has just 

said, “Your dear one will live;” 

The mother dreaming goldenly above the face of her 

first-born: 

But never have I seen joy purer in quality or in ex¬ 

pression more beautiful 

(Holding within it something of the rapture of all) 

Than that of the boy and girl over the good news of 

a job. 

Drawn by Arthur Young. 

Two Congressmen Who Are Not Afraid of the Administration, the 

Kaiser or the Munition Manufacturers 
Elizabeth Waddelll. 
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PATRIOTISM-ACCORDING TO WILSON'S MESSAGE 

Employees: “What about this. Sir?" 

The Boss: “Sure, you 11 be working for me as much there as here." 

Osborne 
rT"* HE enemies of Prison Reform have determined on 

the destruction of Thomas Mott Osborne, and 

they will stop at nothing. It is significant of their 

methods that William Willett, who was sentenced to 

prison for buying a judgeship, is reported to be con¬ 

ducting the prosecution from behind the scenes, and 

being given the aid of the district attorney’s office in 

his effort to break up the Mutual Welfare League by 

compelling Mr. Osborne to reveal privileged confes¬ 

sions made to him as warden. Failing in this, they 

have now gone to the length of charging Mr. Osborne 

with “unmentionable crimes.” This may be the hys¬ 

teria of those who fear they are beaten, or it may be 

the insolence of those who know they can put over 

anything on the public. Is it possible at this day to 

destroy a man and his work for society with the hiss¬ 

ing whisper of “unmentionable crimes”? We think 

not; but it will be necessary for all those who con¬ 

sider themselves friends of progress to stand behind 

Mr. Osborne in this struggle. Governor Whitman, in¬ 

cidentally, has presidential aspirations, and Mr. Os¬ 

borne may appear to loom dangerously as a rival; on 

the other hand, a man with presidential aspirations can¬ 

not openly abet a scheme like this against Mr. Osborne. 

Pity the politician! 

Osborne's Book 

SBORNE’S book shows a man who simply cannot 

regard prisoners through the cold medium of 

abstract theory. They are human beings to him—men. 

His book1 is the result of a short experience as a 

prisoner. He learned a great deal in that short time. 

“All I did,” Mr. Osborne said to me, speaking of Sing 

Sing, “was to remove the unnatural and unnecessary 

restrictions upon their liberty of movement and action, 

so far as I could within prison walls. And all the 

things you see here are the results of their own efforts 

to help themselves.” It is this lesson that he learned 

while serving his week in Auburn. 

x “Within Prison Walls,” by Thomas Mott Osborne. D. 
Appleton & Co. $1.62 postpaid. Masses Book Store. 

Osborne is bigger than his book. I got the book 

from him when I first visited Auburn after my release 

from Blackwell’s Island, and I saw the results of his 

work before I read the book. I am glad I did, for his 

work far outstrips his book. 

It is a book that ought to be read because it shows 

Osborne the man, though only the beginnings of Os¬ 

borne the prison reformer. Frank Tanenbaum. 

As It Should Be 

NTEWS of revolutionary progress comes from Ham- 

A ^ ilton, O., where during a machinists’ strike the 

Socialist mayor, Fred A. Hinkel, swore in forty union 

men as special policemen, to protect the lives and prop¬ 

erty of the strikers from the gunmen, gangsters and 

thugs imported by the Sheriff to serve the employers. 

The spectacle of organized labor patrolling a strike¬ 

bound city, and strike-breakers arrested for disorderly 

conduct and disturbance of the peace, is one which 

appeals strongly to our sense of ironic humor, of jus¬ 

tice, and of revolutionary propriety. 



20 THE MASSES 

From Vida D. Scudder 

To the Editor: 

With “inward glee” if not with “serious faith,” I read your 

Talk on Editorial Policy, wherein you print letters from candid 

friends, including myself, neutralizing each other. They are good 

fun. 

But I am moved to tell you something. It is apropos of a 

letter from California and your comment on it. Here is part of 

the letter: 

“Many of us who are Christians can stand for the Church being 

made a target of abuse, but we feel that the line should be drawn 

somewhere. Keep hammering away at the failure of us who 

profess faith in the Lord Jesus Christ,—we need it. uut 

please do not serve up in your columns any more such articles 

as that to which I have referred, which alienate without bene¬ 

fiting.” 

And here is your comment. 

Such a letter one can hardly answer at all, so remote is its 

view-point, and yet so warm its good will. It is as if a being 

from 9ome other planetary system should write in, asking why 

we assume that every heavy thing drops to the earth. We 

wonder how this being who lives under the Lord Jesus as an 

anthropomorphic God, ever wandered into the orbit of The 

Masses—and yet, now that he is there, we would like to hold 

his interest and faith, for he evidently has a little faith in us. 

Now, what I want to tell you is that you have no cause for 

surprise in the sympathy of “this being” for The Masses. He 

docs not stand alone. It is high time for you to recognize that 

anti-Church radicals do not absorb radicalism any more than 

Church-members absorb Christianity. The old creeds are not 

dead, though impassioned believers in them are not often met, 

according to my experience, in “cultured Boston” or its suburbs 

—or anywhere else. They exist, however, these believers—men 

and women who consider themselves, not merely with you, ad¬ 

mirers of a dead martyr-hero, but disciples of a Living Lord. 

Among these disciples a considerable number find the pungent 

and penerating treatment of Churchianity and civilization in The 

Masses as welcome as flowers in May. They agree with you not 

all the time, but much of the time, and they give thanks for you 

and wish they were cl<ever enough to do so too. 

For among those who know an interior union with the Living 

Christ (pardon the strange language) He is manifest more and 
more as the Christ of the Revolution. 

Of course, this vision of Him was long obscured. But it has 

never been lost. In the unpromising Eighteenth Century, VVilliam 

Blake defiantly proclaimed it: 

“The vision of Christ which thou dost see 
Is my vision’s greatest enemy, 
Both read the Bible day and night, 
But thou readest black where I read white. 

Where’er His chariot took its way. 
The gates of death let in the day’r— 

So long as the Gospels are read aloud Sunday after Sunday in 

Church, the vision can’t be lost. It bides its time, it finds Its 

own. it is most compelling to-day among those who believe,— 

they really do, I assure you,—that He who was executed by the 

combined forces of the religious, intellectual and governing 

classes of His day, is to be the Judge of the human race. 

In gently assuming that no intelligent person who enjoys The 

Masses holds this extraordinary hope, Mr. Editor, you are pro¬ 

vincial. Please socialize your min-d! Please open imagination to 

the fact of which I inform you,—that there are plenty of people 

ready to stand shoulder to shoulder with you in the fight for a 

clean, just, democratic civilization, who get authentic inspiration 

from sources closed to you. And don’t sneer at their sanctites; 

it isn’t worth while. The most seeming obsolete formula is likely 

to have a sacred heart beating in it. It has meant, at all events, 

something profound in human experience. Were I in Buddha- 

land, I should never make fun of even the most crude and popu¬ 

lar forms of Buddha-worship. Were I among the Turks, I 

should say my prayers in the Mosques—always supposing (I 

am hazy on this point)—that they would admit a lady. The 

Masses lives in a country where a great deal of real Christianity 

survives—though I confess that appearances rather contradict the 

assertion. It wouldn’t do you a bit of harm to show a little 

respect for it. For the amazing truth of the old Christian 

formulae is plain to the experience of thousands, and great tides 

of Christian mysticism are rising to refresh the arid sjuIs of our 
generation. 

I hardly expect you to be interested in all this. And nobody 

is trying to convert you. You are doing a lot of good just 

where you are, and we all have eternity, and possibly lots of 

lives ahead even on earth, in which to learn things we don’t 

know. But as we muddle along together, it should be possible 

to believe people who tell us that they see a light we don’t, and 

to accept them courteously as fellow-pilgrims toward the City 
of Equity. 

At the end of your remarks, you quote a poem. Will you 

print the enclosed or is its language too alien? The experience 

at which it hints is as real as one’s dinner, or as revolutionary 

propaganda. 

Fraternally yours, 

Vida D. Scudder. 
Wellesley, Dec. 4, Second Sunday in Advent. 

INTROVERSION 

What do you seek within, O Soul, my Brother? 

What do you seek within? 

I seek a life that shall never die, 

Some haven to win 

From mortality. 

What do you find within, O Soul, my Brother. 

What do you find within? 

I find great quiet where no noises come. 

Without, the world’s din: 

Silence in my home. 

Whom do you find within, O Sou!1, my Brother? 

Whom do you find within? 

I find a Friend that in secret came: 

His scarred Hands within 

He shields a faint flame. 

What would you do within, O Soul, my Brother? 

What would you do within? 

Bar dcor and window that none may see: 

That alone we may be 

(Alone! face to face 

In that flame-lit place!) 

When first we begin 

To speak one with another. 

Evelyn Underhill. 

To the Editor: 

I have been reading that delightful bunch of letters, and it 

impels me to project myself into your solar luminosity with 

my bow-wow and my wagging tail—a sort of sun-dog, you sec. 

Well, I, too, like Vida Scudder, am a teacher, one of the 

lights of the great, renowned Boston educational system; and 

I know the system so well that for the past ten years I have 

felt my wages were paid me to make obscurity more obscure. 

But what can I do? 

1 thank God there is a paper like yours that can help 

awaken the doped dupes I am hired to make. To me, your 

pictures are the most admirable of the kind published in 

America, uniformly excellent. How can anyone fail to get 

the satire in “Putting the Best Foot Forward.” It is splendid, 

if one has any realization of life. And as for the conversa¬ 

tions with God—they are delicious. I wish you would publish 

one every issue. Blasphemy! Not a bit of it! To me, it 

simply shows up the absurdity of the God the hyprocrites and 

pretenders to Christianity have manufactured to aid their com¬ 
mercial schemes. J. 

To the Editor: 

I feel that it is tremendously important for The Masses 

to go on, and to go strong. It is a unique and necessary 

institution, and docs enormous good. Some people say it 

does not reach the unconvinced; that is rot. Its art and its 

wit lure lots of unwilling souls to the edge of the abyss, and 

they look down into it, it looks so devilish interesting; and 

when the devil reaches up and nails them, they succumb with 

hardly a shriek. Amos Pinchot. 

Drawn by Cornelia Darns. 

REQUIEM 
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03 THE MASSES BOOK STORE » 
(Continued from page 3) 

Four Plays. From the French of Au- 
gier with a preface by Brieux. $1.50. 

WOMEN 
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. 

Why women Are So, by Mary Rob¬ 
erts Cooledge. A fearless discus¬ 
sion of the modern woman. Send 
$1.60. 

Common Sense Applied to Woman’s 
Suffrage, by Dr. Mary Putnam Ja¬ 
cobi. New edition with an intro¬ 
duction by Frances Maule Bjork- 
man. Send $1.15. 

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

How It Feels to be the Husband of a 
Suffragette, by “Him.” Illustrated 
by Mary Wilson Preston. Price, 
50c.; postage, 5c. See adv. on page 
22. 

The Trade Union Woman, by Alice 
Henry. Send $1.60. A concise ac¬ 
count by the secretary of the Na¬ 
tional Women’s Trade Union 
League. 

A Survey 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, by Winifred 
Harper Cooley. Indispensable popu¬ 
lar studies; a sane exposition on 
Feminism by a noted writer. Price. 
$1.00. 

The Upholstered Cage, by Josephine 
Pitcairn Knowles. The author con¬ 
siders that the feminist uprising is 
the key which is to open the door of 
the woman-cage and give freedom. 
Send $1.60. 

Woman and Labor, by Olive Schrein¬ 
er. “A heart-stirring book, con¬ 
ceived and brought forth with pro¬ 
phetic ardor.”—Currrent Literature. 
$i-35, postpaid. 

What Women Want, by Beatrice 
Forbes-Robertson 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- 

ESSAYS 
“Visions and Revisions," bv John 

Cowper Powys, is a book of essays 
on great literature. The New York 
Times said “It is too brilliant, that 
is the trouble.” While the Oakland 
Enquirer said, “It is a good thing 
for us to meet a book which causes 
us to reel from it as from a blow; to 
read an author who is dramatic as is 
no other now writing.” Send for it 
to-day. 300 pp., $2.00 net. 

Affirmations, by Havelock Ellis. A 
discussion of some of the fundamen¬ 
tal questions of life and morality as 
expressed in the literature of Nietz¬ 
sche, Zola, Huysmans, Casanova 
and St. Francis of Assisi. Send 
$1.85. 

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

THE WAR 
Economic Aspects of the War, by Ed¬ 

win J. Clapp. Price, $1.50 net; post¬ 
age, IOC. 

The King, The Kaiser, and Irish Free- 
don, by James K. McGuire. Price, 
$1; postage, ioc.; paper, 50c.; post¬ 
age, 6c. 

SEX 
‘Herself,” 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. 

‘Himself,” by Dr. E. B. Lowry. It is 
regarded as the best book on sex 
hygiene for men. Tells plainly all 
the facts about sex. Send $1.10. 

Sex Problems in Worry and Work, by 
William Lee Howard, M.D. 4th edi¬ 
tion. Discoveries 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. 

Confidential Chats With Boys, by Wil¬ 
liam Lee Howard, M.D. $1.00 post¬ 
paid. 

Man and Woman, by Dr. Havelock 
Ellis, the foremost authority on 
sexual characteristics. A new (5th) 
edition. Send S1.60. 

The Limitation of Offspring 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 $2.15. 

Sexual Life of Woman, by Dr. E. 
Heinrich Kisch (Prague). An epi¬ 
tome of the subject. Sold only to 
physicians, jurists, clergymen and 
educators. $5.50. 

Krafft-Ebing’s Psychopathia Sexu- 
alis. Only authorized English 
translation of 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. 

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

Never Told Tales, by Dr. Robinson. 
It should be read by everyone, phy¬ 
sician and layman, especially those 
contemplating marriage. Cloth. 
Send $1.10. 

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

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

Love’s Coming-of-Age, Carpenter. 
The truth about Sex, told frankly, 
boldly, wisely, charmingly. 

Functional Periodicity: An Experi¬ 
mental Study of the Mental and 
Motor Abilities of Women During 
Menstruation, by Leta Stetter Hol- 
lingworth. Cloth, $1. Paper, 75c. 
Contributions to Education, No. 69. 
Teachers College, Columbia Univer¬ 
sity. 

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

Here is the great sex book of the day: 
Forel’s The Sexual Question. A 
scientific, psychological, hygienic, 
legal and sociological work for the 
cultured classes. By Europe’s fore¬ 
most nerve specialist. Chapter on 
“love and other irridations of the 
sexual appetite” a profound revela¬ 
tion of human emotions. Degener¬ 
acy exposed. Birth control dis¬ 
cussed. Should be in the hands of 
all dealing with domestic relations. 
Medical edition $5-50. Same book, 
cheaper binding, now $1.60. Agents 
wanted._ 

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 55c. This 
book was once 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 S. 
Wabash ave., Chicago, Ills. 

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

Natural Laws of Sexual Life, by An¬ 
ton Nystrom, M.D., Stockholm, 
Sweden. Translated by Carl Sand- 
zen, M.D. Price. $2. 

EDUCATION] 
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 
Co., Chicago. Send $1.35. 

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

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

Your Baby, by Dr. E. B. Lowry. A 
guide for young mothers. Price, 
$1.00 net. 

SOCIOLOGY 
Anthracite: An Instance of Natural- 

Resource Monopoly, by Scott Near¬ 
ing, Ph.D. Dr. Nearing uses the 
private ownership of the anthracite 
coal fields to show the way in which 
consumers and workers may expect 
to fare at the hands of other mo¬ 
nopolies of natural resources. The 
book is an incisive, stimulating 
analysis of a problem that is vital 
to every man, woman and child in 
the country. 242 pages. Cloth. 
$1.00 net. The John C. Winston Co., 
Philadelphia. 

The Cry for Justice, an anthology of 
the literature of social protest, ed¬ 
ited by Upton Sinclair. Introduc¬ 
tion by Jack London. “The work is 
worla-literature, as well as the Gos¬ 
pel of a universal humanism.” Con¬ 
tains the writings of philosophers, 
poets, novelists, social reformers, 
and others who have voiced the 
struggle against social injustice, se¬ 
lected from twenty-five languages, 
covering a period of five thousand 
years. Inspiring to every thinking 
man and woman; a handbook of ref¬ 
erence to all students of social con¬ 
ditions; a friend and counselor to 
all interested in human justice. 955 
pages, including 32 illustrations. $2 
net. The John C. Winston Com¬ 
pany, Philadelphia. 

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

The Failure of Regulation, by Daniel 
W. Hoan, Socialist City Attorney of 
Milwaukee. This radical jurist has 
thoroughly studied regulation as 
practised in the state of Wisconsin 
and elsewhere. He proves that (gov¬ 
ernment regulation of public utilities 
not only does not produce result for 
the people, but has actually bene¬ 
fited the corporations at the expense 
of the appeal. A book that every 
careful student of economics should 
read. Paper, 25 cents. National 
Office Socialist Party, 803 W. Madi¬ 
son St., Chicago, Ill. 

Causes and Cures of Crime. A popu¬ 
lar study of Criminology from the 
bio-social viewpoint. By Thomas 
Speed Mosby, former Pardon At¬ 
torney State of Missouri, Member 
American Institute of Criminal Law 
and Criminology, etc. 356 pages, 
with 100 original illustrations. Price, 
$2. 

Reducing the Cost of Living, by Scott 
Nearing, Ph. D. More interesting 
than any novel. Clear, concise, and 
logical. $1.25, postpaid. 

White Slavery—a necessity under the 
present civilization. By Ralph 
Brandt. Send 80c. 

Why I Am a Socialist, by Charles Ed¬ 
ward Russell; new section, “Socialism 
and the Great War” is the first gun 
fired in the world-wide socialistic 
campaign that is bound to follow the 
War. You must read it to under¬ 
stand your part. Send 60c. 

Socialism in Theory and Practice, by 
Mprris Hillquit. Former price 
$1.50, now 56c. 

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

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

Capital: A Critique of Political Econ¬ 
omy, by Karl Marx. Edited by 
Frederick Engels. Cloth, three vol¬ 
umes, $6; also sold separately at $2 
each. 

(Continued on page 22) 
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The Socialists and the War, by Wil¬ 
liam English Walling. No Socialist 
can adequately discuss the war with¬ 
out the knowledge that this remark¬ 
able new book holds. 512 pages. 
Compdete documentary statement 
of the position of the Socialists of 
all countries. Send $1.50. 

Ethics and the Materialistic Concep¬ 
tion of History, by Karl Kautsky. 
Send 50 cents. 

An Introduction to Sociology, by Ar¬ 
thur M. Lewis. Send $1. 

Anarchism and Socialism, by George 
Plechanoff, translated bv Eleanor 
Marx Aveling. Send 50 cents. 

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

An Introduction to the Study of So¬ 
ciology, by Edward Cary Hayes, 
Ph.D., Professor of Sociology, Uni¬ 
versity of Illinois. The latest most 
up-to-date volume in its field. In 
addition to clear statement of the¬ 
ory, it deals in a practical way with 
all the great social problems of the 
day. 710 pages. Send $2.65. D. 
Appleton & Co. 

Income, by Scott Nearing. Price, 
_ 

Within Prison Walls, by Thomas Mott 
Osborne. A human document ull 
of humor and pathos and of un¬ 
usual revelations. A volume every 
air minded person should read. 
$1.62 by mail. 

Satellite Cities: A Study of Industrial 
Suburbs, by Graham Romeyn Tay¬ 
lor. A study of towns that have 
grown up around great industries, 
especially the living conditions of 
the workers. Nat. Municipal League 
Series, Clinton Rogers Woodruff. 
Ed. illustrated. Send $1.65. D. Ap¬ 
pleton & Co. 

Learn How to Start the Right Econ¬ 
omic System Now. Leaflet. 6c. H. 
E. Sawdon, St. Elmo, Tennessee. 

Social Forces: A Topical Outline with 
Bibliographies. Price 25c. postpaid. 
New edition. Revised, re-indexed 
and enlarged. Handbook upon all 
topics of education, civic, and social 
import, of especial interest to the 
members of women's organizations. 

The Story of Canada Blackie, by Anna 
P. L. Field. Introduction by 
Thomas Mott Osborne. A truly 
wonderul as well as a wonder¬ 
fully true story is this. True is it 
not only to the facts in the case, 
but to the deepest facts of the hu¬ 
man soul. His letters here reveal in 
quick flashes the very heart of 
prison reform. Net, $1.00. 

SCIENCE AND ART 
A-B-C of Electricity—William H. 

Meadowcroft. A book for any 
age. Qoth, 50 cents net. Har¬ 
per & Brothers. 

Ancient Society, Morgan. The classic 
, rk on Pre-Historic Man. Cloth, 

$1-50. 

The Theory of Psychoanalysis, by Dr. 
C. Jung. Price. $1.60. A concise 
statement of the present aspects of 
the psychoanalytic hypotheses. 

On Dreams, by Prof. Sigmund Freud. 
Authorized English translation by 
Dr. M. D. Eder. Introduction by 
Prof. W. Leslie Mackenzie. This 
classic now obtainable for $1.10. 
New York. 

Hypnotism. How it is Done; Its Uses 
and Dangers. James R. Cocke, 
M.D. The author divests hypnotism 
of the supernatural, shows how it is 
done, and explains its rational basis. 
Its dangers are carefully described, 
and its usefulness outlind. $1.50. 
Lothrop, Lee & Shepard Co., Bos¬ 
ton. 

Dreams and Myths, by Dr. Karl Abra¬ 
ham. Price, $1.15. A lucid presen¬ 
tation of Freud’s theory of dreams. 
A study in comparative mythology 
from the standpoint of dream 
psychology. 

The Evolution of Man, Boelsche. 
Darwinism up to date, in simple 
language, with complete proof. Il¬ 
lustrated, cloth, 50c. 

Savage Survivals, a new illustrated 
work by J. Howard Moore, author 
of “The Law of Biogenesis.” $1.00. 
Ask for new catalog. Charles H. 
Kerr & Co., 345 East Ohio St., Chi¬ 
cago. 

HISTORY 
Social Forces in American Histoiy, 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. 

An Economic Interpretation of the 
Constitution, by Prof. Charles A. 
Beard. $2.25, postpaid. 

GENERAL 
Oscar Wilde’s Works, Ravenna edi¬ 

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

A Guide to Good English—Rob¬ 
ert Palfrey Utter. Offers in ac¬ 
cessible forms the information 
every writer needs. Cloth, $1.20 
net. Harper & Brothers. 

English Synonymes— G e o r g e 
Crabb. The help of our fathers, 
ourselves, and our children. 
Cloth, $1.25. Full leather, $2.50 
net. Harper & Brothers. 

The Small Family Cook Book, by 
Mary D. Pretlow. Price, 75c.; post¬ 
age, 8c. 

Drops From a Bleeding Heart, by 
Rev. Ealer (pseudonym). A unique 
analysis showing the crazy condi¬ 
tion to which man has arrived. Send 
28c. 

Synonyms and Antonyms, by Edith 
B. Qrdway. Price, $1; postage, 10c. 

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. 

Dreams, by Olive Schreiner. New 
edition. 85c. Leather, $1.35, postpaid. 

The Nearing Case, by Lightner Wit- 
mer, Ph.D., Head of the Department 
of Psychology, University of Penn¬ 
sylvania. No recent event in the 
struggle for free speech has so deep¬ 
ly stirred the country as the ousting 
of Scott Nearing from the Univer¬ 
sity of Pennsylvania. 56c., post¬ 
paid. 

Drink and Be Sober. You know how 
“Eat and Grow Thin” has been sell¬ 
ing. Well, Vance Thompson has hit 
the hundred mark again. “Drink 
and Be Sober” isn’t a sermon, it 
isn’t an essay, it isn’t a lecture. It's 
a brilliant outpouring of what a 
famous connoisseur thinks about 
drinking. Send $1.10. 

War Letters from the Living Dead 
Man; written down by Elsa Barker; 
with an introduction. Author be¬ 
lieves these letters to have been 
inspired by “X,” the inspiration 
of her “automatic writings,” "Let¬ 
ters from a Living Dead Man.” She 
claims that the letter on the sinking 
of the Lusitania was written nine 
hours before she knew of the event. 
About a third of the book was writ¬ 
ten in the presence of Mr. and Mrs. 
Vance Thompson, who agreed to sit 
with her to make a better “focus.” 
Send $1.35. 

Horace Greeley and Other Pioneers 
of American Socialism, by Charles 
Sotheran. Foreword by W. J. 
Ghent and Reminiscences of Charles 
Sotheran and Alice Hyneman Soth¬ 
eran. Send $1.10. 

What Shall I Eat? A manual of ra¬ 
tional feeding, by Dr. F. X. Gou- 
raud, formerly chief of the labora¬ 
tory of the Medical Faculty of Paris. 
With a preface by Prof. Armand 
Gautier, of Paris. Only authorized 
English translation, by Francis J. 
Rebman. With a glossary contain¬ 
ing definitions of the technical 
terms, and an index of diseases re¬ 
ferred to in the text. Cloth, $1.50 
postpaid. 

William Blake, Poet and Mystic, by 
P. Berger. Pronounced by Swin¬ 
burne, on its first apppearance in 
French, “the last word” on the poet- 
mystic. Net, $5.00. 

RELIGION 
History of the Conflict Between Sci¬ 

ence and Religion, by Wm. J. 
Draper. A classic on the subject 
Send $1.75. 

The Rise of Religious Liberty in 
America, by Sanford H. Cobb. A 
historical work of prime importance. 
Send $2. 

The Religious Revolution of To-day, 
by Prof. James Shotwell. Send $1.10. 

The Struggle Between Science and 
Superstition, by Arthur M. Lewis. 
Just published, cloth, 50c. Kerr & 
Co. 

Marxian Socialism and Religion, by 
John Spargo. The conflict between 
those who believe that 'religious 
faith and economic determinism are 
compatible and those who do not 
has been personal rather than sci¬ 
entific. The author has made a 
scholarly study of the question and 
presents the important material 
bearing on it co-ordinated in such a 
way as to remove the vexed ques¬ 
tion forever from the realm of con¬ 
troversy. $1.00. 

HoBtlifcauttful (lifts 

“ARTBR9AZ” 

PRODUCTS 
Book Rocks in seamless deposit 
of Government bronze on heavy 
base. 
Subjects: Rodin’s “Thinker,” 
“Gladiator,” “History,” “Goose 
Girl,” “Elephants,” and many 
other titles. 

Send for i'lustroted catalogue. 

THE MASSES BOOK STORE,[33 W. 14th St., H. Y. 

TYPEWRITERS 
RENTED 4 Months For l Dp 
Initial Rental Payment applies on purchase Pries 

Aik for IUutlratcJ Coining oni Pric* L ’ot 

AMERICAN WRITING MACHINECO 
34S Broadway (Phono Franklin 5408)N. T. Ctt* 

Do you know \what 

Thomas Mott Osborne 
is trying to do at Sing Sing? 

Do you know that his theories about prison re¬ 
form are largely the result of his own experiences 
as a voluntary prisoner in Auburn Prison ? 

Read his remarkable book— 

“Within Prison Walls” 
SI.SO net By mail, S1.S2 

D. APPLETON & COMPANY,’.Publishers, NEW YORK 



Spoon 

River 

Anthology 
By Edgar Lee Masters 

"The natural child of Walt Whit¬ 

man.”—John Cowper Powys, in the 

New York Times. 

"It at once takes its' place among 

those masterpieces which are not of a 

time or a locality.”—Boston Transcript. 

"A work splendid in observation, 

marvelous in the artistry of exclusion 

yet of democratic inclusivcness, pier¬ 

cingly analytic of character, of plastic 

fictility of handling, sympathetic under¬ 

neath irony, humorous, pathetic, tragic, 

comic, particular yet universal — a 

Comedic Humaine—a creation of a 

whole community of personalities.”— 

William Marion Reedy. 

Price $1.25 Postpaid 

THEY ARE READY! 
Bound volumes of 

The Masses; for 1915, 
to be sent to any address 
in the United States, 
upon receipt of $2.00. 
Keep your files com¬ 
plete. Send $2.00 to¬ 
day to insure delivery, 
because the supply is 
limited. 

THE MASSES **£.'%?* 

Books You Should Hive 

Social Freedom 
By Elsie Clews Parsons 

Author of “The Family,” “The Old-Fashioned 

Woman,” “Fear and Conventionality,” etc. 

120 $1.00 net. 

The author considers the several or¬ 
ders of group consciousness within so¬ 
ciety,—the social barriers set up by age, 
sex, family, place-origin, etc. The 
struggle of personality against the 
rigidity of these classifications, and the 
changes that are enforcing themselves 
within these several categories, tending 
to weaken or alter the hard and fast 
lines, are a necessary part of the con¬ 
sideration of the general subject-matter. 
As in her earlier books, the author has 
in the present book drawn on the cus¬ 
toms and regulations of earlier and 
more primitive societies by way of com¬ 
parison or contrast with existing social 
practices. 

New'YoSc G. P. Putnam’s Sons London 

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.D. Third edition, 
6x9 inches, 318 pages. Price, $3-°°- 

(Sold only to members of the medical and 
dental professions, to lawyers, clergymen, 
also recognized students of sociology). 

NATURAL LAWS OF SEXUAL LIFE 
Embracing medico-sociological re- 
learches. By ANTON NY STROM, 
M.D., Stockholm, Sweden. Trans¬ 
lated by Carl Sandzen, M.D. 260 
pages, 6x9 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. 356 
pages, with 100 original illustrations. 

Price, $2.00. 

SUGGESTIVE THERAPEUTICS, 

APPLIED HYPNOTISM AND 

PSYCHIC SCIENCE 
A manual of practical psychotherapy 
and hypnotism. By HENRY S. 
MUNRO, M.D., Omaha, Nebraska. 
410 pp. 6x9 inches, frontispiece. 
Third Edition.Price, $4-5®- 

Tbs C. V. Mostly Company, Publishers 
MI-807 Metropolitan Building 

St. Louie, TT. », A. 

SOLD BY THE MASSES BOOK STOBE, 
83 WEST 14TH ST„ NEW YOBK- 

"SONGS of LOVE 
and REBELLION” 

By Covington Hall, 

Being a collection of his finest poems 
on Revolution, Love and Miscellane¬ 
ous Subjects. Finely bound in paper. 
Single copies 50c; three volumes for 
$1.00; ten for 32.50. Postage prepaid. 

MASSES BOOK STORE 
33 West 14th Street, New York. 

EVERYMAN’S ENCYCLOPAEDIA 
All the World's Important Knowledge 

in a Twelve-Inch Shell. 

A Perfect Present. 

THIS SET ONLY $6.00 NET 
Write for circulars and full particulars. 

Three other styles of bindings 

The Masie* Book Store, 33 W. 14th St., N. Y. 

ARTISTS, WRITERS, 
STUDIOS, ROOMS. 

Central. Light. Clean. Low Rents. 

Monthly Lettings to Desirsblo Tensnts Only. 

6 E. 14th St. Large Light Room. $38 
15 E. 14th St. Front Room. $« 
21 E. 14th St. Light Room.:• $5 
33 W. 14th St. 3 Rooms, north light.. $25 
17 E. 15th St. 2 Floors. 2 and 3 Rooms. .$20-$25 
6 E. 15th St.. Studios, steam heat, north 

light .$25-$35 
12 E. 15th St.. 3 Rooms. $25 
12 Union Square, Attic, 5 Rooms. $15 
220 W. 14th St, 2 light rooms. $15 

All newly papered and painted. Have running 
water. In qulot buildings tenanted by artists. 
Great chance for a good room at low price. 

MORRIS E. STERNE, Inc., 9 East 14th Street 

A PURE 

DRINK 
Since the days of Tacitus 
(who mentions BEER as an 

j accomplishment of the Ger¬ 
man women) down to the 

; present date, beer has always 
been considered one of the 

, most healthful drinks on ac¬ 
count of 

ITS PURITY 
Made from malted grain and 
hops, and sterilized water its 
cost is so reasonable that there 
is no incentive for adultera¬ 
tion or substitution. It is 
about the only article of com¬ 
merce that cannot be tampered 

| with by the trade. 

BEER CANNOT 
BE DOCTORED 

Dr. F. E. Engelhart, analyst I' for the New York State 
Board of Health examined 

I 476 samples and found 

“NO SUBSTITU¬ 
TIONS and No 

HARMFUL 
INGREDIENTS.” 

. (adv.) 



Good Books Tree with Subscriptions to Cbe masses 
To increase its circulation, The Masses makes these 

extraordinary Premium offers. Most of these books 

are described in The Masses Book Store :: :: :: :: 

two Dollar Offer 
For Two Dollars we will send The 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 75c. 
Christianity and New Idealism, by Eucken, 75c. 

Never Told Tales, by Dr. William J. Robinson, $1.00. 

An Anarchist Woman, bv 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 75c. 
Twenty Six and One, by Maxim Gorky, published at $1.25. 
What Ever)- Girl Should Know, by Margaret Sanger, 55c. 

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, 55c. 

How It Feels to Be the Husband of a Suffragette, by “Him,” 

55c. 
The King, the Kaiser and Irish Freedom, by McGuire, $1.00. 
Love’s Coming of Age. by Edward Carpenter, Si.00. 

Plain Facts About a Great Evil, by Mrs. Pankhurst, 55c. 
The Social Commonwealth, by Rosenblatt. Si.00. 

Why I Am A Socialist, by Charles Edward Russell, 60c. 
Why the Capitalist? by Dr. Fredk. Haller, S1.00 

Struggle Between Science and Superstition, by Arthur M. 
Lewis, 55c. 

Schopenhauer’s Essays, published at $1.25. 
Art of Speech Making, by N. C. Fowler, Jr., 55c. 
Martin Eden, by Jack London. 

five Dollar Offtr 
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. 

three Dollar Offtr 
For Three Dollars we will send The 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, S1.35. 

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 Sinclair. $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. 

twelve 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 Modem English Dictionary, bound in beau¬ 
tiful flexible leather; thumb index, wonderful color plates, 

2300 pages. Published at $21.00. F. O. B., New York. 

Cbe masses Publishing Company 
Editorial and Business Office and Book Store at 33 WEST 14th STREET, NEW YORK 


