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WSSES
HIS 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;
A rrog a n t; Impertinent;
Searching for the Tru e
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.
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The Masses Publishing Co.
Editorial and BusinessOiiioe,
88 West 14th St., New York,

N. Y.
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Hartford Bldg, Chicago

THRILLING BOOKS BY POWYS

WOLFBANE, Rhymes by John Cowper Powys (Ready March
25th). . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. $1.50

This book expresses the gall and venom of a sensitive nature
fooled to the top of its bent by continual contact with up
lifters, panhandlers, wolves in sheep’s clothing and wordy
moralistic hypocrites.

THE SOLILOQUY OF A HERMIT, by Theodore Francis Powys
(Just out). . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 1.00

A profoundly original interpretation of life by the great lec
turer’s hermit brother. John Cowper Powys says that com
pared with the deep originality of his brother, his own work
is a mere matter of receptivity and repetition.

WOOD AND STONE, a Romance by John Cowper Powys (Sec
ond Large Edition) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 1.50

The irresistible drag of sexual attraction, the subterranean
vindictiveness of opposite human types, the perverse and
implacable hatred engendered by too close propinquity, the
heart breaking struggles of pure and noble spirits caught in
the world trap, the strange occult influences exercised by the
planets upon human destiny—such are some of the principal
notes in this extraordinary book. '

VISIONS AND REVISIONS, Literary Essays by John Cowper
Powys (4th edition) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 2.00

William Marion Reedy says, “Powys keeps you wide awake
in the reading because he’s thinking and writing from the
standpoint of life, not of theory or system.”

Mr. Shaw announces that he will publish a second novel by John Cowper
Powys in the fall and a second volume of essays in the spring of 1917also.
If sufficient interest is shown in the work of Theodore Francis Powys he
will publish an extraordinary realistic novel by' him entitled “Mr. Tasker’s
Gods”—who, by the way, happen to be his pigs.

Obtainable through any' bookstore or The Masses Book Store.
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AEHEPEREINMUS

Just Issued

My Marjoiiory

Robert Carlton Brown

Cloth net $1.00

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

John W. Luce Co.
BOSTON

You Gan Make $5 per [lay
We want you to introduceGLYCO

eye-glasspolisherand cleanerin your
town—youcan easily make$5.00per
day workingfor us and have steady
employment.GLYCO givesyour eye
glasses that sparkle necessaryfor
proper vision and keepsthem clean
and brightand free from mist,cloudi
nessandsteam,no matterwhatchanges
of temperaturetheygo through. Posi
tively not affectedby heat or cold—
you may safely leave a steamroom
and go into an ice-boxwithoutyour
glasseslosing their clearnessif you
use GLYCO once daily. ,Something
new that a. demonstrationto any eye
lass wearer will immediatelysell.
'ry it and see—send25c for three

sticks (not a liquid) of GLYCO and
seehow quicklyyou can sell themat
a quartereach. Money back if not
fully satisfied. Informationas to how
to make$5.00daily and agents’terms
only givenwith aboveoffer.

THE GLYCO COMPANY

FAITI-IFUL
reproductionsof

world'sgreatest“old mas
ters"in actualcolors.Hand
n‘ounted.Newprocess.Looks
like.canvas.2sumptuousvol
un'cs. (‘ver$5,000,000worthofpaintingsshown,representing
thefinestexamplesfromeachof
thefamousliuropeanGalleries.
Publishedinco-operzitionWith
Cossell& Co.,famousLondonArtPlil‘llSlK‘l’S.Introductionby
(‘1K.( licsicrton.l iieandchief
characteristicsofartistaccom
panyeachreproduction.Nota
morecollectionofpictures.but
areallihniryofart.
SentonApproor'l,at ourrisk.Specialprice,payasconvenient.Prompt:ictinnnecessary.Write
forfulldescriptionsandremark
ablefreetrialofl'cr.A pestal
willdo,butsenditnow.

Dept. 580,New York
' FUNK&WAGNALLSCOMPANY

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

‘ ° An Anthologyof theLitera

F J lure of SocialProtest

' By UPTON SINCLAIR
Introduction by Jack London

_ “The work is world-literature, as well as the Gospel of a universal human
ism.” Contains the writings of philosophers, poets, novelists, social reform
ers, and others who have voiced the struggle against social injustice, selected
item twenty-five languages, covering a period of five thousand years. In
spiring to every thinking man and woman; a handbook of reference to all
students of. social conditions; a friend and counselor to all interested in
human Justice. 955 pages, including 32 illustrations. $2 net.

AnthraCite An instance of Natural-Resource Monopoly

By SCOTT NEARING, Ph. D.
Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, Toledo University

I' 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 monopolies of natural resources. He shows that the price
of coal is not based on the cost of production, but on the monopolistic prin
ciple of charging "Lil the traffic will bear”; he shows that the miners receive
scarceiy living wages, many of thEm less than that, while on the other hand
the mine-owners pocket enormous profits; and draws the conclusion that no
one can have an interest in the continuance of the private ownership of
natural resources except the private owners themselves—with the consumers
footing the bill. The book is an incisive, stimulating analysis of a problem
that is vital to every man, woman and child in “the country. 251 pages.
Cloth. $1.00net.

Publishers Philadelphia

Detroit P. 0. Box1057 Michigan_
SOCIALISM

Compiledby E. 0'. Robbins.
A Handbookcontainingnearly 200 care
fully selectedreferencesto someof the
best Socialistic writings; divided into
Utopians,Christian,Marxian,Progressive,
etc. Indispensableto well-informedpeople.
$1. Publishedby The H. W. Wilson 00.

Sold by The Mases Book Store.

Mi. Alfred A. Knopi’s

New Books

GREEN MANSIONS
By W. H. Hudson. With a
striking introduction by John
Galsworthy. A charming ro—
mance of the tropical forest by
one of the very greatest living
writers. $1.40.

- GREAT RUSSIA
By Charles Sarolea, author of
“The Anglo-German Problem,”
etc. A brilliant and sympathetic
survey of the country and its
people. With maps: $1.25.
THE MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN

From the Russian of Vikenty
Veressayev. A work (non-fiction)
known the world over, which has
placed its author in the first rank
of Russian writers. $I.50.

THE LITTLE DEMON
A novel from the Russian of
Feodor Sologub. The author

.ized English version, with a spe
cial preface, of this writer’s finest

- and most famous book. $1.50.
SELF-GOVERNMENT IN RUSSIA

By Paul Vinogradoff. A c0n
tribution by one of the greatest
modern authorities. $1.00.
O‘THERS:AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE

NEW VERSE
Edited by Alfred Kreymborg.
The work of almost fifty poets.
$1.50.

FOUR DIMENSIONAL VISTAS
By Claude Bragdon. For all
who are interested in the
Fourth Dimension and in The
osophy. $1.25.
220WestForty-SecondStreet,NEWYORK

Copyright, 1916,by the Masses Publishing Company, 33 West 14th Street, New York.
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THE MASSES.

Twenty Books, Recorn
mended by Floyd Dell:

Sce Page 27 for description.
The Red and the Black, by Stem“
dhal, $1.75.
The Revolt of the Angels, by Ana

tole France, $1.75.
The Pastor’s Wife, by M. A. Ar

nim, $1.35.
The History of Mr. Polly, by H.
G. \Vells, $1.35.
The Idiot, by F. M. Dostoievski,
$1.50.
“—and Other Poets,” by Louis

L'ntermeyer, $1.25.
Sonnets of a Portrait Painter, by

Arthur Davison Ficke, $1.00.
Spoon River Anthology, by Ed

gar Lee Masters, $1.25.

PO$6mS,
by G. K. Chesterton,

1.25.
The Psychology of the Uncon

scious, by C. G. Jung, $4.00.
Sex in Relation to Society, by

Havelock Ellis, $3.00.
The Sexual Life of Our Time, by

Ivan Bloch, $5.00.
The Sexual Question, by August

Forel, $1.60.
The Sexual Life, by C. W. Mal

chow, $3.00.
First and Last Things, by H. G.

Wells, $1.50.
Boon, the Mind of the Race, by

H. G. Wells, $1.35.
Shakespeare, by John Masefield,

50 cents.
The Greek Commonwealth, by A.

E. Zimmern. $3.00.
The Trojan Women of Euripides,

Translated by Gilbert Murray,
.85 cents.

Hippolytus and Bacchaeof Euripides,
and Aristophanes’ Frogs Translated
by Gilbert Murray, $1.75.

FICTION
The Mission of Victoria Wilhelmina.

The story of an unmarried mother.
By Jeanne Bartholow Magoun. Lil
lian D. Wald. Henry Street Settle—
ment, New York, says: “It is a
simple story that carries a message
which ought to take its place in the
propaganda for instruction on this
important matter.” Send $1.08.

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

The Bet and Other Tales, by Tchek—
hov. A volume of new stories by
the most popular of Russian short
story writers. Net, $1.25.

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

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

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.” $1.25net.

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.

The Precipice, by Ivan Goucharov.
One of the fine Russian classic
novels, $1.35.

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.

Dead Soul‘s—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 Nie
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.

The Story of Jacob Stahl, by

J. D. Beresford. In three vol—
umes: The Early History of

Jacob Stahl; A Candidate for
Truth; The Invisible 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.

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

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_$1.25net;
our price, 600.,postage paid.

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

The Research Magnificent, by H. G.
Wells. New York: The Macmillan
C0. Send $1.50.

“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. $1.50net.

Within the Tides. Four new tales by
Joseph Conrad. Price $1.35.

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

The Masses Book Store helps us to get out the Masses
It helps you by personal attention to your

tastes, prompt and efficient service, and thorough
knowledge of the book-publishing trade.

you anything you want, whether it is advertised here
Lists of books on special subjects made up

Books ordered through error gladly

Magazine.

or not.
without charge.
exchanged.

We can get

POETRY AND DRAMA
“—and Other Poets,” by Louis Unter

meyer, author of “Challenge,” etc.
$1.25net. The modern Parnassians,
Frost, Masefield, Masters, Yeats,
Amy Lowell, Noyes, Pound, “F. P.
A.,” etc., are the victims in this ir
reverent volume of mirth and
thought provoking parodies.

My Marjonary, by Robert Carlton
Brown of. THE MASSES. Phantasy
and verse, of distinct originality and
personality. One of the few fesh
notes sounded 'among American
writers of to-day. Boards, net, $1.

Rhymes and Vowlymes, by Fuller
Miller. “Readable, radical, liberal
in thought, and all popular.”——Port
land Oregonian. “He has projected
against the world a new form of fu
turist verse which he calls vowl
ymes.”—S. F .Call. “The verse it
self, like the preface, in which these
forms and the plea for freedom
from conventions is made, is revo
lutionary.”—Oregan Journal. Cloth.
60c.; leather, 80c.

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.; Mbther
Earth, 20 East 125thSt.; in Chicago,
Walter Hill, Marshall Field Build
ing; in San Francisco, The White,
House, Newbegin’s.

Children of Fancy. Poems by I. H..
Stoughton Holborn. Blue Buck
ram-Silver Stamping. 256 pp. $2.00
net. Mr. Holborn saved the manu
script of these poems from the Lusi
tania disaster, of which he is a sur
vivor. The beautiful cover design,
m Keltic Art, by the author, makes
the book a specially suitable present
to any of the thousands who know
the author as the most successful
lecturer on Art on the platform.

Turns and Movies, by Conrad Aikin.
Reedy’s Mirror calls this “the most
remarkable of all recent free verse.

The best work Conrad Aikin
has done.” 75 cents net. Houghton
Mifflin Co.

(Continued on page 26)
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Drawn by BoardmanRobinson.

Soldier Praying by the Roadside
Galicia, June. 1915
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MASSES
Vol. VIII. No. 6 APRIL. 1916 Issue No. 58

THE CAPITALIST
OU know how \Vashington Square looks in a
wet mist on November nights—that gray, lumi

nous pastel atmosphere,softening incredibly the

hard outlines of bare trees and iron railings,

obliterating the sharp edges of shadows and casting a

silver halo about each high electric globe. All the

straight concrete walks are black onyx, jeweled in

every little unevennesswith pools of steely rain-water.
An imperceptible rain fills the air; your cheeks and

the backs of your hands are damp and cool. And

yet you can walk three times around the Square with

your raincoat open, and not get wet at all.

It was on such a night that William Booth \rVrenn,

strolling from somewhere to nowhere in particular,

stopped under the two are lights near Washington

Arch to count his wealth. It was almost midnight.

\Nilliam Booth Wrenn had just received his compen

sation for doing—no matter what. It amounted to

sixty-five cents in all. This was the third time he

had counted it.

A hasty glance at Mr. Wrenn, if you were not par

ticularly observant, would have convinced you that he

was an ordinary young man in ordinary circumstances,

perhaps a clerk in some flourishing haberdashery shop.

His tan shoes showed traces of a recent shine, his hat

was of formless English cloth, and his raincoat was of

the right length. There was an air about him as of a

young man who knew how to wear his clothes. The

indulgent mist aided this impression. One must appear

so if one is hunting a job in New York. But if you

had looked closer, you might have noticed that his

high collar was frayed and smudgy-looking; if you

could have peered beneath his coat, you would have

seen that the collar was attached to a mere sleeveless

rag that was no shirt at all; if you could have exam

ined the soles of his shoes, you would have discovered

two gaping holes there, a pair of drenched socks colu—

How were you to know that the raincoat

was “slightly damaged by fire” within? Or that the

English hat was fast ungluing in the wet? After

reckoning up his resources, William flipped a coin in

the air. It came heads; he took the right-hand path

across the Square, jingling the coins cheerfully in his

pocket.

Between two are lights on that path there is a dreary

stretch of hard wooden benches. In the dim light, he

made out two persons occupying opposite sides of the

walk. One was a sodden bundle of a drunkard, un

comfortably draped across the iron arm rests which

the city rivets there to prevent tired, homeless people

from sleeping. His bloated face was turned blindly

Skyward, and he snored raspingly. Tiny drops of

water thickly encrusted him, twinkling as his chest rose

and fell. The other ocCupant was an old woman. A

strong odor of whisky emanated from her. A green

cheesecloth scarf, glistening with dew, traversed her

ing through.

John Reed

scant gray hair and was knotted under her chin.
sang:

She

“Oh, I know my love (hic) by his way 0’ walkin’ (hie),

And I (hie) know my love by his way 0’ (hic) talkin’,

And I know my (hie) love by his coat 0' blu-u-ue,

And if my love left me (hic)-——”

At that, she seemedto hear the jingling of Williams’

coins, and suddenly broke off, saying, “C’mere!”

William stopped, turned, and lifted his hat with a

courtly gesture.

“I beg your pardon, madam?”

“C’mere! I said.” He sat beside her on the bench

and peered curiously into her face. It was extraordin

arily lined and drawn, withered like the faces of very

old scrubwomenthat one sometimessees after hours in

office buildings; the lower lip trembled senilely. She

turned a pair of glazed, faded eyes upon him.

“Gawd damn your soul!” said she. “Ain’t (hic),

ain’t you got better manners ’n to jingle yer money at

that feller an’ me?”

William smiled.

“But,

manner.

“Good woman (hic) be cursed to you!” said the

old lady. “I know ye—you rich fellers. I bet ye never

worked one minute fer yer money'—yer father left it

to ye—now didn’t he? I thought so. I know ye—”

she sought the right word———“yeCapitalist!” A pleas

ant glow of satisfaction pervaded William. He nodded

complacently.

“How’d you guess?”

“Guess!” laughed the woman unpleasantly. “Guess!

(hie). Don’t ye think I worked in fine houses? Don’t

ye think I had rich young fellers—when I was a young

gurrul? Know ye? Wid yer jinglin’ money an’ yer

dainty manners? What one 0' ye would take off yer

hat (hic) to 'n old souse like me—if ye weren’t jokin’?”
“Madam, I assure you—”

“My Gawd! Listen to ’m!

rich young lover (hic) I had when I was a young

gurrul. They took off their hats then—”
\Villiam wondered if this hideous old rui'n had ever

been beautiful. It stimulated his imagination.

“When I was a young (hic) _gurrul—

Umy good woman— he began in his best

Aw. yes; many’s the fine

“Oh, I know my love—

“Say-y-y . . .I was a-thinkin’ when I heard that

money jinglin’— Ain’t it funny how ye jingle every

thing ye got? You do—I do— Everybody does. I

say, I was a-thinkin’ (hie), wouldn’t you like to come

along with me and have some fun?” She leaned over

and leered at him, an awful burlesque of her youth;

the smell of bad whisky fouled his nostrils. “C’mon!

Give you a goo (hie) good time, kid. Wan’ go some

where, have some fun?”

“No, thank you. Not to-night,” answered \Villiam

gently.
“Sure,” sneered the old lady. “I know ye, ye

Cap’tal’sts! Give us work w’en we don't want it. But
ye won’t ,give ’s work w'en we (hie) want it. Take
yer hand out ’o yer pocket! I won’t take yer dirty

charity. . . . Had enough 0’ charity. I work fer what
I get. See? (hic). No decent woman ’d take yer
charity. . . . C’mon, give ye a good—”

“Why are you sitting out here? You’ll catch‘cold—"
“Why you— Wot t'ell do ye think I'm sittin' out

here for? I just can't stay ’1
1

my boodwar these here
fine summer evenin’s! If I got paid fer wot I done,

think I'd be sittin’ out here? Jesus!” She blazed out
at him furiously. “You b’long to the City?”

William shook his head. He drew from his pocket

a cheap cigarette box, and opened it. There were two
cigarettes.

“Do you mind if I smoke?” he asked politely. The
old lady stared at him.

“Do I mind if you smoke!
young feller?
smoke?

What t'ell you want,

Why d’ye ask me w'ether you c’n
W’at business is it o

’

mine w’ether you—
sure, I’ll take one—” He struck a match.

“Yer a Cap’tal'st,” she went on, the cigarette trem
bling in her lips. ‘Ye wouldn’t be so p'lite to me if

you didn’t want sumpin’ . . . I know. ye . . . You don't
b’long to the City? If you did, you’d be gettin' paid.

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

Look at this here.” She fumbled in the bosom of her
dress, and produced a brown card. Stooping so as to
catch the rays of the arc light, he read:

“Pass Mrs. Sara Trimball for one month from date

to Randall Island. . . . To visit Daughter.”

“That's me,” said Mrs. Trimball, with a kind of
alcoholic pride. “Work up t’ Ran’all’s Island—sort 0

'

git-along-there-do-this-do-that fer the nurses ’n’ doc

tors (hic). We get paid to-day. I come all the way

down to City Hall: Get there at fi
’

minutes past
three, ’n’ I don’t get 111'money. Y’un’erstand? Don't
get any money till next Friday (hie). Ain’t that

hell? The nurses an’ doctors they get their money up

t’ five ’clock. . . . W’y can’t I get my money? They

know I ain’t got no place t' sleep. . . . W’y—? So I

say (hie) ‘aw-right,’ an’ go sleep in the park. Jus’
b’fore you come, a big cop comes an’ says, ‘get out 0

’

here.’ City won’ pay me w’at work fer. . . I go

sleep in City Park. . . . City cop comes an’ drives me
’way. . . . Where’ll I go? Go t’ the devil. Ain’t that

a round 0
’

pleasure (hic) ?”

“You have a daughter there?”

‘Sure got a daughter. . . . Sixteen years old. Here’s
’nother funny thing (hic). If I didn’t work up there.

I c’d keep ’er there fer nawthin’. But I work up there.
an’ it costs me two dollars a week to keep her there."

“Why do you work up there?” William protested
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6 THE MASSES.

loftily. “That’s criminal extravagance for a poor per

son like you—”

“Hear ’m talk, the dirty loafer!” she responded
with heat. “Don't ye think I wan’ to see ’er some
times. 0 Gawd, what do I do 't fer? She ought to
be out on the streets, earnin’ enough to take care 0' me
in my old age.” . . .

“Of course she ought. It’s ridiculous—”
“I don’ know w’y I keep her shut away like

that. . . . It ain’t (hie) got any sense to it
.

Will ye

tell me w'y I don’ want my kid to be like me? 1 a
l

ways had a good time—I always lived happy. . ..
W’y don't we want our kids to be like us? She
oubht to be out workin’ fer me—but I go on keepin’

her there, so she won’t be like me. . . W’at differ
ence does it make (hie)? W’en I’m gone she’ll have

to, anyhow.” . . . Mrs. Trimball began to cough, slight

ly at first and then more violently, until her whole

body was wrenched. The mist came steadily down.

William felt the subtile chill of it stealing through

his body. The sleeper across the way suddenly swal

lowed a prodigious snore, sneezed,and slowly sat up.

“Why can’t ye let a guy sleep?" he mumbled. “All

that damn coughin’—-”

“O Gawd,” said Mrs. Trimball weakly, the paroxysm

past. “I wisht I had a drink.”

“How much does a room cost?” asked William

suddenly.

“A quarter. You wan’ a room? I know a good

place right down Fourth Street. . . . Naw, w’at you

giv'ai’ us? You don’ want no room.” .

“No, but you do. Wait a minute, please! I’m not

going to offer you charity.” He held out a quarter.

“You can borrow it from me; I’d do the same with
you, you know—and you can pay me back sometime
—-whenyou get paid.” He dropped it into her shaking

hand. She clutched at it and missed. The coin elinked

b I“

HE best cook

And the sliekest thief
In the state of Texas.

She would have stolen the golden candle-sticks
From the very throne of God,

To light the way for one she loved—

And she loved me.

That was Tilly’s code.

Generous, insane, romantic,

An ape even to copying the jerking limp of her mistress,

A slave where she loved,

A viper where she hated—

That was Tilly’s character.

An ashy face greased with bacon rind.

A ragged scar on her left cheek
From lip to ear,

Where
One raging Othello
Had nearly loved her to death.
Fat breasts, uncorseted,
That hammocked my head to sleep.
Long gorilla arms that reached me
No matter where I hid.

A heart so big it made me wonder
That one skin could house so much of goodness—
That was Tilly!

A dead shot with a rock—

I have seen her toss a pebble ‘7 ‘\

upon the pavement and rolled. Quick as light a long,

ragged arm shot out from the opposite bench, and the

sleeper was reeling away down the path with his pre

cious find.
Mrs, Trimball half

drunken bum!" she screamedshrilly.

that, you dirty thief—~”

“Never mind,” saidI William, his arm on hers.

“There's plenty more a
t

home like that. Here’s an

other.” This time she clutched it. . . .

“I’m thankin’ you very much,” said Mrs. Trimball
with dignity. “Between friends borrowin’s all right

(hie). I’ll ask ye to give me your name an’ address,

an’ I’ll return it to you.” She fumbled in her bag and
produced a much-bitten pencil and a letter. “Perhaps
ye might be able to put another dime on that, so ’5 I

can get a drop to warm me stomach.”
William hesitated only for an instant. “Certainly,”

he agreed. Then he set his wits to work, conjuring

up all his remembrances of the Society Page in the
Sunday papers. He wrote upon the letter:

rose from her seat. “You
“Come back with

“Courcy De Peyster Stuyvesant

Hotel Plaza”

“Didn't I tell ye?” cried the old lady as he orated
this. “I know ye (hie). I’ll have no truck wid ye.

You gettin’ yer money from yer pa, and me workin’
on my knees seven days out 0

’
the week. Ain’t that

a hell of a name to have wished on ye? Are ye

ashamed to walk a few steps with an 01’ souse like
me, Mr. Cursey Dee Poyster Stuyvesant?”

“Not at all. A pleasure, I assure you.” William

rose stiffly to his feet, and took the old'lady’s arm.

He shivered. It seemed as if standing up exposed

to the chill other parts of his body that had been

fairly warm while he remained seated. . . .

NIGGER TILLY
And end the merry-making of a fly;

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

ON THE DEATH OF THE FAMILY
_

HORSE
(s ORE old Clebeland—

Dar he lay,

An’ his sperret ain’t to trnbble

Till de jedgement day,

But he carcass guine be meltin’

Widout no hope—

[nto yaller wrapped packages

0f soap, soap, soap !‘

TILLY'S APOLOGY

“1’5
down-right bad, Miss Rosie,

But the good Gawd know’d I’d be, .

When he gone squanderin’ pashion

Like he done done in me."

She raised us all

Then hung about without any usefulness,

A dark, expected spot on the landscape,

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

Ignored

Like a weather-beaten hitching-post

“Here we
. the

"Look at us!” remarked Mrs. Trimball.

all elect a President of the United States . .

very feller that promises to make everything all right

(hie). I say, here we elect a Presid’nt, an’ all we get

is—Police.”
William bluffed magnificently.

must safeguard society” . . .

Mrs. Trimball turned at her door. “You’re a good

enough young feller for a Cap’tal’st. You got the stuff

in you. All you want is a little hard work.”

“If you working people weren’t so extravagant, you’d

save enough to make you comfortable in ytur old

“But, dear lady, we

age.”

William Booth Wrenn walked back into the Square.

His feet were without feeling, but the dampness had

worked through his thin clothing, and all his body

was damp and chilled. He sought the bench he had

just quitted, fingering the nickel in his pocket. In a

dry corner underneath the seat, between the iron and

the wood, he found the stump of his cigarette. After

four trials, a damp match was induced to sputter into

blue flame. He lighted the tobacco, drew a long

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

the match.

Just then a well-nourished, cape-muffled policeman

appeared, motioning with his club.

“Move on,” he said briefly. “You can’t sit here.”

William took another puff at his snipe, and, with

out moving, drawled insolently, “My man, do you know

who I am?” ,_

The policeman took in the dirty collar, the cheap

hat, the wet shoes. Policemen’s eyes are sharper than

old ladies’. Then he leaned forward and peerd into

William’s face.
“Yes,” he said, “I know who you are.

guy that I chased out of here twice already last night.

Now git, or I’ll fan you.”

You’re the

After the family is driving a six-cylinder.

One day there was a new look in her eye—

The white shot with red,

The black stretched and greedy.

She threaded the handle of her dish pan with a ribband

And marching ’round and ’round the house

Thundered upon the tin with an iron bar
Chanting:—

“My Poker am my fife,

An’ my pan am my drum;

Gawd damn de niggers—

An’ a BUM! BUMH BUM!!!

They came—those officers—

And chased Nigger Tilly;
Ten million years back she went,

Clawing her way up into an acorn tree,

'And there on a branch she chittered and jibbered,

“My poker am my fife,

An’ my pan am my drum;

Gawd damn de niggers—

An’ a BUM! BUMll BUM!!!

Down she fell

And lumped

Like the sack of carrots in the cellar.
They shoved her onto a board and hurried away,
All that mangled goodness still murmuring—

“My poker am my fife,
An’ my pan am my drum;

Gawd damn de niggers—
An’ a BUM ! !—bum!—-bn—”

JANE BURR.
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Arsenic in the Soup

BELIEVE the navy of the United States

should be unconquerable,” said the Presi

dent. “The greatest in the world.” It is

fair to say that \Vilson did not believe, when he

started West, that we should engage in a naval race
with Great Britain.
his own air of earnest sincerity.

is

He was evidently convinced by

ETVVEEN the President’s sentiments of a year

ago and those of to-day, the average Democratic
Congressman seems to be maintaining a position of

timid neutrality.

AFT says we should have a “reasonably adequate

army” and a navy “as big as the importance of

the country in the family of nations demands.” How

can a man who talks as meaninglessly as that deny

that he is a candidate for President?

LIHU ROOT’S keynote address proves that he is

not too proud to fight but far too old.

S it looks from the outside all the Republican

party needs is a candidate whom more than

three people want and a device by which they can

round up the German-American votes while strafing

the Germans.

IT
is said that Justice Hughes will reverse himself

and consent to see America through this crisis.

Proving anew that whenever we have a crisis some

body will arise to meet it—and vice versa.

T now appears that the reason Garrison's army

was called “continental” is that CongreSS didn’t

give one.

THE
army and navy fans have given notice that we

must squander no money this year on roads,

harbors or public buildings. The rule is that money

spent by the government must be utterly wasted; if it

shows traces of human usefulness, it is called “pork.”

TO be consistent, the yellow jingoes should run

headlines like this: “French Lose Three Hun

dred Yards of National Honor,” “Future Civilization

Captures Village in Turkish Armenia.”

UR salutations to those bold spirits who write to

the Tribune deploring our national moral cow

ardice and sign themselves “Constant Reader,” “True

American” and “Not Too Proud to Fight.” As long as

we remain at ignominious peace there is no point in

offending one’s German employer or customers.

HE anthracite operators say that the cost of

wholesome recreation for miners has not risen

much. Not only that, but there is a rumor that golf

balls are going down.

IT is further explained that if the miners’ demands

are granted domestic coal must be boosted 60

cents a ton in order that they may compete with

bituminous in the steam sizes. A thought to keep

one cheerful while stoking the family furnace—with
every shovelful I am helping those brave fellows to

meet bituminous competition in factory coal.

ARD & GOW have installed fireproof news
stands in the subway. Perhaps on account of

the incendiary literature they handle.

HOWARD BRUBAKER.

THE MASSES.
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Drawnby Arthur Young.

Qne of the Contrasts of Our Civilization ~

The Copper Strike

THE
strike of the copper miners in Arizona, of

which we told last month, was won. It is a
significant victory in more than one way. Anton

Johannsen writes: “Half of the five thousand men in

White labor in this state

never had any confidence in the stayihg ability of the

Mexican workman, but here is such a notable excep

tion that it will have a great influence on the labor

movement in Arizona and Texas, and will, in my

judgment, bring labor closer together than ever be

fore in this neck of the woods.”

volved were Mexicans.

I

The Ward 8
3 Gow Censorship

ANY of our friends have written to us asking

what they can do about the Ward & Gow
censorship of our magazine. You can help 115,right

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

more exciting plan, but just now—thank you!

FROM A HUMORIST

AM 10thto beyokedup with Ward 8
1 flow, but Tue Masses

tastesbadto me. My sentimentsabout it wereexp‘reSsed
in Life for 'December16,1915,in thisparagraph:

“GOING FAST TO POT

“It is interestingto notice what the law allows; as,’for
example,this in THE Masses:

“ ‘A numberof middieshavebeendismissedfrom Annapolis
for participationin hazing. And quiteproperly,too. We must
haveno brutalityin the trainingof our future assasin's.’

“The Fatherlandwouldhardlygo so far.
“The curiousprogressof THE MASSESto theold Boy is most

noticeablejust now in its attentionto he concernsof sex.
In that it follows, no doubt,the usual courseand exhibits
phenomenathatfamiliarlyattenda lossof balance.

“Not unlikely,however, it is satisfiedthat it cannotmake

a livingandhopesandpracticesto besuppressed.An undiluted
gospelof hate is not evengoodbusiness.Lubricitqcan'tsave
it. It tastestoo bad."

I don’tstandfor a minutefor a paperthat ratesmidship
menas our "future assassins."

Yours sincerely,
EDWARDS. MAM-m.

"Life," New York City.

Baby Bunting‘s Electric

Chair

To THE Masses:

I AM a little girl six years old, and I believe in
capital punishment. I do not believe enOugh

people are being executed in New York state, so I am
enclosing a dime to start a fund to buy a new elec
tric chair for Sing Sing. I want the state of New
York to execute mlore criminals than any other state
in the Union. I believe all the other little girls in
the state will join in, too.

MARJORIE BUNTING.
P. S.—Call “The Maiden's

Prayer.”
the electric chair

TO THE WOMEN OF ENGLAND

HILE you weep

For your men, blind, legless, broken

Or only dead perhaps—

While you despair——

We dance and shop

And feel annoyance when upon the street

They hold a box for pennies in our faces

And beg for food for little children

And bandages and socks

For soldiers somewhere.

And you raise your heads

Eyes dull with tears and peer across the sea

In wonder at our callousness.

We women have a right to dance and shop

And to refuse you pennies.

We have never—

Yet— ~

Pinned a feather on a boy and killed him.

MARY CAROLYN DAVIES.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:4

8
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/m
d
p
.3

9
0

1
5

0
8

3
9

2
7

4
1

1
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



THE MASSES.

TO A WEEPING WILLOW
OU hypocrite!

You sly deceiver!

l have watched you fold your hands and sit

With your head bowed the slightest bit,

And your body bending and swaying,
As though you were praying

'

Like a devout and rapt believer.

You knew that folks were looking and you were

Quite pleased with the effect of it.

Your over-mournful mien;

Your meek and languid stir;

Your widow’s weeds of trailing green;

Your grief in resignation clad.

You seemed so chastely, delicately sad.

You hold young hypocrite—

I know you now!

Last night when every light was out,

I saw you wave one beckOning bough

And, with a swift and passionate shout,

The storm sprang up—and you, you exquisite,

You laughed a welcome to that savage lout.

I heard the thunder of his heavy boots.

And in that dark and rushing weather,

You clung together;

Safe, with your secret in the night’s great cover,

You and your lover.

I saw his windy fingers in your hair;

I saw you tremble and try to tear

Free from your roots

In a headlong rush to him.

His face was dim,

But I could hear his kisses in the rain; I
And I could see your arms clasp and unclasp.

llis rough, impetuous grasp

Shook you, and you let fall

Your torn and futile weeds, or flung them all

Joyfully in the air;

Like buoyant flags to sing above

The stark and shameless victory of love.

LOUIs UNTERMEYER.

Heavenly Discourse

G OD and Jesus are standing on the extreme edge of

Space, looking beyond.

GOD: What was that hit me in the ear?

Jesus: A prayer.

GOD: Who threw it?

Jesus: It came from the earth.

GOD: The earth? Oh, yes, I remember.

threw it
.

Jesus: The Christians of the United States of

America.

'

See who

GOD: Who are they? I never heard of them.

JESUS: I don’t know. They are strangers to me.

GOD: What does it say?

JESUS: “Almighty God, all wise and all merciful. We

thank thee that thou hast kept far from us the slaughter,

misery and devastation of war and hast permitted us to
pursue our peaceful and Christian avocations. We
thank thee that our homes are not made desolate, nor

the air heavy with weeping. \/Ve thank thee that.
secure in thy holy protection we receive the bOuntiful
blessings at thy hands of an unexampled prosperity -

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

GOD: Oh, stop. That fellow makes me sick.

Jesus: =Who?

GOD:Satan. That's his prayer. I know his style.

Jesus: Do you think it is his?

GOD: Is it any of your people?

Jesus: Oh, Father!

GOD:You and I know what that “prosperity” is. Gun

powder and shells to scatter limbs, heads and bowels to

the air. Murdering at a safe distance for profit. “Love

your enemies,” “Blessed are the peacemakers.” \that

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

years?

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

GOD: Shall I tell you why?

Jesus: I beseechyou.

GOD: Have I ever stayed the rush of the avalanche,

the flooding of the tides, or the planets in their courses

to save lives or to pleaseyou, myself or any one?

Jesus: No. Father; your laws are immutable.

GOD:And my law for theseearth vermin is self-inter

est. Give power to one Of them and self—interestwill

twist it into tyranny and robbery. The powerful few

will hold all others slaves and fight amongst themselves

in competition. “Blessed are the peacemakers,”

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

the power of the overlords to gain anything through

war is destroyed. Peace must appeal to self-interest.

Then we will have peace. It is my law.

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

dying.
‘

GOD: Yes, poor fools, for their masters.

Jesus: But they are so honest, so self-sacrificing.

GOD: Toilers in peace,soldiers in war; fools always.

Such self-sacrifice is death.

Jesus-z But, Father, they endure so patiently.

"

GOD:Patience is stupidity.

Jesus: Poor fellows, they never had a chance.

GOD:And never will. Let them

Stupidity should always die. If they had the sense
to join on all sides in common cause against their mas

It is their own fault.
die.

ters, or rather against the systemwhich breeds masters.

I might think them worth saving; but then they would

As it is,

their battles interest me no more than the combats in

Let my laws take their course. 'Wars

not need me; they would save themselves.

ancient cheese.

there will be while for each nation the competing self—.

interest of a few govern.

Jesus: Be they never so stupid, the Poor are my

brethren.

GOD: They need you.
of themselves. \Vhat (lid you do with that prayer?

Jesus: Here it is.

GOD: Throw it down to Hell.
That prayer will make good fuel for the Devil.

JeSus: Some one is coming.

GOD: Who would come so far?

The rich are able to take care

Can’t I ever be left
alone? \lVCll speak Of the Devil and here he is.

Jesus: I wonder where he is from?

GOD: The earth, of course.

Jesus: Yes, of course. I wondei' what he wants?

Drawnby John Barber.

GOD: Looking for his prayer, I guess.

SATAN: How do you do? I hope you are both well.

I am very glad to seeyou.

GOD: I wish the pleasure was reciprocal. How are

you?
'

SATAN: I am very well these days. In fact, I feel

better than I ever did in my life. But I want to seeyou

about—
Jesus: Here it is.

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

SATAN: I don’t remember. I do, of course, try to

get your ear sometimes. Let me see it.

GOD: Give it to him.

SATAN: \Vell, I should say not. \Vhatever you may

say of me you can’t say I’m a rotten, sanctimonious

hypocrite.

GOD: That sounds a great deal like you.

SATAN: Oh, you do me an injustice. It’s from a lot

of Christians in the war munition business. They copy

my style. I admit I’m in with them. That’s what I

came to see you about.

GOD: What is your business?

Peter in a hurry.

ST. PETER: Oh, Lord. Ha! Hm! Wait

a minute till I get my breath. There now. I was afraid

this Devil, this enemyof mankind, this unscrupulous——

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

fashion.
ST. PETER: Would deceiveyou.

GOD: Deceive who? Me?

ST. PETER: Not exactly deceiveyou, but I thought you

ought to know that a short time ago he came to the

heavenly gate—

GOD: \Vho is at the gate now?

ST. PETER: It is locked.

Wait. Here comes

Excuse me.

GOD: G0 on.

ST. PETER: And said he had a business deal to pro

pose.

SATAN: Exactly.

ST. PETER: He said he was in with all the kings, em
perors, cabinets and feudal overlords on both sides—

I think that’s what he called them—And if you would
permit him and his friends to keep this war going just

one more year he would make your son independently

rich.

SATAN: Exactly. It is the chance of a life-time.
ST. PETER: I told him to go to Hell.
GOD: Well, Peter, you are always orthodox.
SATAN: But listen. You’ll admit every real Christian

is frightfully poor. They’re a miserable lot.

Jesus: Alas, they are.
SATAN: \Vell, I’m a partner in all these munition

plants and shipyards, and if you’ll let me keep the
slaughter going for only one more year we’ll have all
the money in the world and I’ll give your son here a

hundred hospitals, a hundred orphan homes and a hun
dred churches. I’ll put them wherever he likes. \Vhy,
our plant at Bethlehem is turning out

Jesus: Where?

SATAN: Bethlehem.
Jesus: Turing out what?
SATAN: Guns, shell and shot.

Jesus: Are you making murder-tools at a place called
Bethlehem?

SATAN: Sure. Why, our profits at Bethlehem alone—
Jesus: Father, I give,up.
GOD:Now, you get to Hell, 0r earth—it’s immaterial—

as quick as you can fly, or I’ll give you a toss will make
your tumble at the hands of John Milton seem like a

playful somersault.
Show him down, Peter.

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

CHARLES ERSKINE SCOTTWOOD.
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II

Journalis m I An Unbelievable Fantasy

As PerformedDaily by Our LeadingNewspapers.

Place:Dark Row.Time: Interminable.

(The risingof thecurtainrevealsa groupof New York news
papersasleepin eachother’sarms:The Sun, New York Times,
The Globe,New York Tribune,The World,New York Herald,
New York EveningPost, and the Wall StreetJournal. At the
backare the variousofiices. Toweringover the buildingsare
the banks,The Frightful Guarantee& Bust Co., the Bankers’
Lust, etc.,etc.

(From the stagecan be heardthe notesof a chant,as of a
bandof pilgrimsapproaching. it grows louderthe news
papersawaken. One by one they arise until all are standing
togetherfacingthe limelight.)

ALL.

ERE are epitomized things journalistical;
Dignified Dailies of substance and pride;

Pardon the hint of a mien egotistical, ,

Time we have conquered, trarisition defied:

\ Progress may pester our minds reportorial,

Reason assil us, or logic distress;

Steadfast to—dayas from time immemorial,

Changeless, impregnable, firm is

Press.

(The singing off stagegrows louder. The words of the
chantcanbe distinguished.A bandof pilgrims,pitifully small
in number,enters. It is madeup of such-papersas are still
called“Progressive”in their respectivecommunities.Having
no longera “Cause”they proceedhesitatingly.)

PILGRIMS.
Hand in hand with cautious tread,

We the path of Progress thread;

’T is no reckless course unsought,

Ere we journeyed we took thought:

Where this fearsome path may lead
. Never wonder, never heed;

Yonder region, at this rate,

We shall never penetrate:

Hand in hand and cautiously,

Down the path of Progress we.

THE ASSEMBLEDNEWSPAPERS. (Wonderingly, to the

Pilgrims.)
We have seen what none could prove,

Daily journals on the move:

Viewing your progression thus

Is a wracking thing to us;

Join our static company,

Our collected coterie;

Put the staff and scrip away,

List to what we have to say;

We our virtues now will state,

You in time may emulate.

(The pilgrims seat themselves.The others preparetheir
parts.)

THE SUN (stepping to the front first, with a matter

of-course air).
Twice a penny

Purchase me,

Iournalism’s A. B. C.

Roughest, toughest stuff is done

Subtly, subtly

In the Sun.

Twice a penny

Purchase me,

Journalism’s apogee;

Just a gruesome grind or so

To maintain the status quo.

The(Failing of an encore,the Sun beckonsthe
Tribune.H 'e 15latter is an el erly gentleman,'dressedlike a youth.

mumblingto himself,a habitcommonto old age.)

the I

Seymour Bernard

THE TRIBUNE (to himself).
Order your arms to your furthest possessions;

Guard with your navy your seas and your shore;

Marshal your males into countless processions,—
Women and children, if need be for more;

Summon the aged, and arm the infirm of you,
Hunt up your geniuses, rally your poor,

Nourish the braggart, belligerent germ of you;

Peace that is righteous will follow for sure.

(After sometime he becomesconsciousof the Crowd. To
the crowd.)

When popular opinion
Of a sudden turns about,

And we’re left with deep convictions

We had better be without.

When the populace outstrips us,

And the reading public sours
On political opinions

Most peculiarly ours.

Then the ethics we rely on,

And the conscience we obey,

\lVlll have to stretch and straddle
In the same old way.

(Dance)
Round about the bush we go,

Let us strain a point or so.

What was “Yes” we twist to “N0,”

Round the bush we heel and toe.

ALL.

THE GLOBE. (He is laden with market baskets.)
Bread and sausage,

Cheese and eggs,

Mostly things material;

Mouldy meat

And mutton legs;

That, for things ethereal!

Let the butcher

Taint his meat,

Poisoning the nation—

Hit the wretch,

(And spare his chief)!
Boost the circulation!

ALL.

You may hit the cost of living with a heavy editorial.

Expose the grinning grocer with a well-indited

thrust,

And with a labored leader for the democratic reader,

bore .

A puncture in the all-absorbing, o’er inflated trust.

But hold your ammunition till you’re sure what you

are shooting at;

T0 vent your animosity most carefully select;

Avoid the laws concerning cause, at fundamentals

learn to pause,

And in a thousand fragments smash the innocent

effect.
(A raid from the wings. The proceedingsare rudely interl

rupted. A numberof grotesquestumbleto the footlights.They
have extraordinarilylarge headsand no bodiesto speakof.
Under their chinsare largered scarfs. They are the Hearst
Newspapers.)

(Shoutsof horror and indignationfrom the orthodoxnews
papers,who makefrantic efi'ortsto reassurethe pilgrims.)

THE HEARST NEWSPAPERS. (They tumble about and

sing.)
Running with red!

Running with red!

What is a column except for its head?

Larger the letters
And longer the line!
Printing a journal is painting a sign.

Running with red!

Running with red!

News is a nuisance that’s not in a head!

Pride of the people!

By plutocrats cursed!

(A living delectablelevied for Hearst.)
(Enter the Call. He makesfor the HearstNewspapers,who

scamperofi?at sightof him. Confusionamongstthe orthodox.They endeavorto shield the pilgrims from the distressmg
scene.)

THE CALL (bellowing wrathfully).

0, I’m the keeper of a cult,

A connoisseur of schism;

A plague to that which is not ult

lmately Socialism.

The consummations I invoke,

I instantly perceive them,

As but the crafty masters’ yoke

When they, not I, achieve them.

(Here the newspaperssurroundthe Call and edgehim from
the stageinto the wings.)

(To the Call.)
O, his crudeness and his crassness

Shock our gentle middle-classness,

And his mobness and his massness

Do our polished selves appall.

Read of shockingest conditions

In our Sunday best editions,

But you’ll never find a mention

Of the New York Call.

Exit Call.
(The New York Times,obliviousto anythingthat is going

on, looksup from her spinning.)

TIMEs. (Reflectively.)

When trusts and those who made them

Need the government’s attention,—

(And it’s our polite opinion

’T is a most unlikely state)
Your legislatures,—trade them,

Or retire them on a pension,

For the magnates they are qualified

Themselves to regulate.

ALL.

When banking, say, needs measures

Of a governmental nature,—

(And again it’s our opinion

That is very seldom true)
Why reduce the hours for pleasures

Of a burdened legislature,
’

When the bankers best are qualified

To tell us what to do?

When Labor’s cause has need of laws

To thwart some wicked teller,—

(Then leave it to the workingmen,

You think I’m going to say)

We recognize the mental flaws

That mar the muddled moiler,

And we summon his employer

To direct him on his way.

DIVERTISSEM ENT.
(A discordantblare from the orchestra. The newspapers

take

th
)e backof thestage. The Balletof ColoredSupplements

enters.
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12 THE MASSES.

(They dance and sing.)

Joy’s ebullition

In carmine and blue!

(Drop the pet poodle in somebody'sstew.)
Shriek scintillations
In yellow and red!

(Tip the teakettle on grandfather's head.)
Purple and green

Their jocOSity rain! .

(Tic Uncle Bob to the back of a train.)
One-two-three, one-two-three,
Pit-a-pat-pit,

Certify humor and label your wit.

Exeunt.
(Enter a troopof SundayEditions. They are obeseto the

pomt.of helplessness.The assemblednewspapersaid themin
reachingthe footlights.)

(They dance clumsily.)

Bulky as battle-ships, heavy as lead;
Thud-thud-thud-thud,
Taxing your nerves withouttroubling your head;

Thud-thud-thud-thud.
()f things unimportant we tell with dismay,
Of the woes of the world in a nonchalant way;
0, here, for the hardy, is reading to-day:

Thud-thud-thud-tliud.

Exeunt.
The action is resumed.

(The Wall_StreetJiouriial advances.He wearsa fur lined
coatand a silk hat,andcarriesa walkingstick.)

(The assembledcompanytouchtheir foreheadsto theground.
Rising, theysmg:)

“Heel to the chief
\Nho in triumph advances.”

THe WALL STREET JOURNAL (examining ticker-tape,
absently, as though from force of habit):

Denude your daily papers of
Their various disguises,

The Common Cause each vapors of,

The politics it prizes.

Reduce an editorial
Until you reach the kernel,

And, by things reportorial,
You’ve got a Wall Street Journal!

(A. papertakesup the “Hymn to Property".
heartily.)

A 1.1..

All join in

With majestic measure we
Hymn the tidy treasury;
Let the riches that accrue
Mark the merits of the few.
And each dollar-making penny
Reprimand the needy many
For the chance they failed to seize
To increase their treasuries.

Once the wish for} wealth conceded,

Honest toil is all that’s needed;

Note the working wealthy classes;

Note the leisure of the masses.

(Re-enterthe Call. This timehe is followedby Vorwacrts,
and other radicalforeign-languagenewspapers.All makefor
the Wall StreetJournal.) , ‘ 4

THE CALL AND COMPANIONS. (Rushing about, knock
ing over all who are in the way.)

Scramble and scrimmage,

Jolt and joy;

Roistering, menacing

Hoi polloi!
. Who shall stay us,

And who shall stop
Yank and Yiddish

And Mick and Wop?
’

Frenzy and fracas;
“l Saw ye? Say, '

I _ _ Something trembled
And broke to—day!

A mighty being

Has run amuck;

The Giant Toilcr’s

Fist has struck.

THE \VORLD (to the Pilgrims, so that it may be

audible to the Call):

A critic of society

Whom we’re obliged to notice,

Or such a sad anomaly

As woman with the vote is,

A socialistic diatribe
’

Compelling publication,

An agitator’s jarring gibe

At those above his station.

ALL (in the same vein).

\Vhat they exhort about

Best to be short about,

Give them a line as it strikes you;—

Each as he chooses,—

Aiid that’s what the news is,

The public may learn if it likes to.

(ExeuntCall andFollowers.)

THE HERALD. (Shocked at what has been going on.)

To one whose affair is

An office in Paris,

A yacht off the Battery wall.

O, life is a matter

Of gentle folks, chatter,

The beach, the barouche and the ball.

A concert enthralling,

A lecture appalling,

Of opera regal and rare,

A drama of merit,

Demolish or spare it
,

But judge by the people who’re there.

ALL. (Hands ’round the Herald; faster and faster

until exhausted.)

'

A page of you, a page of me
Is sacred to Society;

O. letters, life and art,

Must play in us a smaller part.
learning,

A page of you, a page of me

Is sacred to Society;

O, letters, learning, life and art.

Must play in us a smaller part.

THE PICTORIAL SUPPLEMENTS: ‘ (They elbow the

others aside and monopolize the front of the stage.)

Throw your presses on the junk;

Printed things are mostly bunk;

Let the relic hunter swipe

The historic linotype.

Here are topics of the day
In a limitless array,

Pictured perfectly, and, O,

The exalted things we show.

Here’s a baby at his play;

Ordinary, did you say?

Let the caption here attest

He has millions by bequest.

Here are cats of priceless worth;

Here are (lames of wealth and birth:

Pets like these are hard to find

(Either dumb or human kind).

Here is carnage after strife;

Here’s a glimpse of leisure life;

Here’s a giggling chorus-ite;

Not a useful thing in sight.

(They displaythemselvesto the pilgrims.)

(A gentle voice, scarcely heard.)
Sedate, select,

The cultured’s boast;

Sophisticated

Evening Post: ,

Ordained to preach

W'here others prate,

Too' dignified

To circulate:

THE POST.

I trace a rumor

To its source,
Aghast at scandals

And divorce;

And murders which

May shock the land,

I mention briefly,

Out of hand,—

Perhaps as topics

Of the day,
A line or two

To hide away.

For, all the yellows

Have. narrated,

;' You’ll find in me
Abbreviated;

And, what to me “

Should mean omission,

The yellows give

A whole edition.

O, virtue was, ' ' ‘ ‘

And virtue is

l

A matter mere

Of emphasis.

' ‘

ALL. (Respectfully)

‘ l

O, virtue was,

And virtue is

A matter mere

Of emphasis.

The ripest, rankest

Thing will go,

If mentioned in

A line or so.

(The pilgrimshavesuddenlyrisen to their feet. They fall
in line, facingtowardtheir promisedland.)

THE PILGRIMS. (Indicating the Post.)
Thanks, a thousand thanks that we

Are not half so good as he.

Though we’re less to contemplate,

\Ve’d prefer to circulate.

Where the moral tone is thus

Is no biding place for us.

(They walk backwards,takingup their chant.)
Hand in hand we trudge to-day;

Face the future,—back away.

Where this fearsome path may go,

\Ve’ll pretend we do not know.

Yonder region, walking thus,

Ne’er shall feel the feet of us.

Exeunt.

THE ASSEMBLEDNEWSPAPERS(taking a long breath

of relief) :

\Nith majestic measure we
Hymn the mighty powers that be.

Let the discontented range,
\Ve, together, laugh at change.

Tell of pleasure, tell of ease,

\Ne’ve an unctuous class to please.

'Bid the bad quiescent be,

Give the good publicity.

(Oneby onetheysink to sleep.)

CURTAIN.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

7
-0

2
 2

0
:4

8
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/m
d
p
.3

9
0

1
5

0
8

3
9

2
7

4
1

1
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p

d



13

\

Jones
EEKNESS is a scripturally commended quality.

Yet it neither inspires the respect of the less
perceptiveof one's fellow men—and one’s fellow

women should be particularly mentioned—nor does it

always bring to its possessor the rich inheritance so

unconditionally promised. Rather is meeknessan extra

human quality, toward which aspiration only is com_
mendable, and then on condition that the aspiration

leads never to its goal.

But Jones was a meek man. He was employed in
cutting threads on bolts in a railroad repair shop. The

demands on the shop were so heavy that Jones and two

or three others did nothing from the morning whistle to

the evening signal of the same steam-lunged monotone

but cut innumerable threads upon innumerable bolts.
\Vhen the day was done Jones listened to the gossip

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

a meek drink, standing at the bar in a hesitating atti

tude. Not for him was the confidential slouching posi—

tion with one foot on the rail and one’s friends in an
hilarious company around. Jones drank his beer alone,

standing back lest some other imbiber desire more elbow
room. Then, mayhap, he sat on a camp chair, feet
pigeon-toed, to watch other shopmen play egregious,

aimless games of pool. A moving picture show at

tracted him occasionally. And after these simple diver

sions he would slip furtively away to his tiny room with
its rickety wash stand and corrugated mirror and enjoy

his sleep humbly and without ostentation.

Women were quite out of Jones’ scheme. His un
aggressive soul had never dared aspire to the favor of
these unattainables. On his own powers of initiative
he was surely doomed to single meekness for his life.
This, however, fails to take account of Marie Mercier.

Marie was by vocation a waitress, but for some time
past her devotion to work had decreased while her
splendor of raiment increased. She had becomea fine,
dashing, bold beauty, wearing black and red and black
and white, those combinations of color with which cer
tain types of femninity delight to blare noiselessly down
the street.

Following the law of contraries, no better law appear

ing invokable, Marie, hot blooded, barbaric, taking what
she pleased without a by-your-leave, decided to marry

Jones. It was not that she was particularly attracted

b
y
.

Jones, but the truth was that despite her aggression,
her flinging of favors and capricious recalls, her amazo
nian fervor and blatant hats and dresses,Marie, in her

minor moods and at rare intervals, was a woman. At

some such period she conjured for herself a picture of
a real home in which there was furniture, a cook stove,
a canary and a husband. While the installment houses

could furnish most of the necessaries, the matter of
a husband was not so eaily arranged in Marie’s circle.
So Marie in her man hunt found Jones. A month later

Jones was meekly married.

So pleasfiedwas he at his sudden absorption by this
queen among women, as she appeared to his newly

opened eyes, that he was almost betrayed into exulta
tion. But exultation goeth not with true meekness,and

Jones was not able to transend the limits of this sotto

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

the sudden acquisition of a respectability which she had

previously flouted when she thought of it at all, gave her
pause in her turbulent career for two full months.

But sometwo months after her assumptionof the dig

nities and rewards of wedlock, Marie met Hermanson
on the street. Hermanson’s shirt drew tightly at the

arm pits and his sleeves were filled with muscle. His

always open shirt showed a neck that wore a fat man’s
collar, but scorned an ounce of fat. Hermanson it was

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

Drawn by H. Smith.

DADDY

Andrews, and Hermanson it was who had picked up a

rail to relase a jammed hammer head that had struck

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

sameman of the tight sleevesand the flat back who gave

handicaps in all the shop wrestling matches.

His wooing of Mrs. Jones was tumultuous and mus

this dominatingcular. Their second meeting saw

creature of the weaker sex borne upward in Herman

son’sarms three full flights of stairs to comedown when

the moon had played for an hour on quiet streets and

find her way home, a backslider to the oldest profession
in the world.

When Marie entered the room in which her husband
was sleeping she lighted the lamp and looked at him in
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tently. 'His meek face, the unresistanceof his sleeping

form, the almost babyishnaturalnesswith which his arm

escaped the covers and hung limply over the side of

the bed, irritated her. The brute strength, the muscular

splendor, the kingly amiability of Hermanson swept

from her all sense of proportion, all sense of wifely

duty, and she lunged into bed in fierce disgust of the

meek figure besideher.

Within a week Jones found his furniture, cook stove

and canary superfluous property. His wife had gone,

and coincident was the absence of Hermanson’s name

fro’rn the payroll. But Jones kept the useless home,

spent his evenings there in sad self-interrogation as to

wherein he had disappointed his absent spouse, and

slept there even more meekly than when his wife had

so contemptuoust shared his bed and board. He

vaguely understood that Hermanson and Marie were

.in a larger city nearby, but active inquiry was quite

foreign to him, even in this critical affair.

Hermanson and his stolen mate lived riotously and
exultantly. He earned an adequate living as a steel

worker on a new cloud-piercing structure. Up it went,

eighteen, nineteen, twenty stories, and with each story

rose Hermanson’s fame as a strong man, a hard fighter

and a good sport. Every afternoon at five Marie

awaited her lover in the street below. With upturned

face she watched him as he swung the last steel beam

of the day into place, and held her breath as he de

scended from his perilous position. Then they went
forth to eat, to drink, to see, to hear, to earouse and to

enjoy to the utmost all that tempted their fancy or

their passions.

Drawnby Ilonka Karass.

The structure had risen another floor and as the day

closed Hermanson, balanced on a six-inch girder two

hundred feet in the air, reached for a smaller girder

swinging lightly from the crane. As he reached with

his left hand, his body poised on his knees, the fingers

of his right hand closed over a greasy spot on the

girder whereon he kneeled. There was a hoarse, sud

denly checked cry from the crowd below. Marie,

startled, turned from a jeweler’s window.

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

around there came from the street a sound like that of

a pasty'lump of dough thrown on the kneading board

of a baker. Hermanson—no, it was not Hermanson.

Instead of that bull neck, the swelling chest and the

stretched sleeves; there was a mass of something curi

ously mixed with cloth like that of overalls, through

which ran blood and from which, like the white sprouts

of potatoes kept overlong in dank cellars, protruded

splintered bones, some strangely festooned with shred

ded flesh. The face of him was blotted out against

the pavement.
’

A profound dizziness and nausea seized Marie. She

cried out in her misery, but not from grief. She felt no
grief. The identity of Hermanson had vanished with

the impact of his body on the stonesof the street. Her

manson was gone. That was all. Her only sensation

was one of physical disgust, fear and loathing of this

bloody mass before her. She turned and fled into a

side street.

A month later Jones’s meek meditations were dis

turbed of an evening by the reappearance of Marie.

There was a masterful calmness about her, an imperial

Slumming

But Jones was
quietly happy and omitted reference to events that
might have interested a husband less pliant and docile.
He took up his married life where he had left it. The
furniture and the cook stove came back into use.

But Marie soon begain again to chafe under the mo—
notony of so placid a domesticity. She ate well and
slept soundly. Her appetite was undisturbed by memo
ries of Hermanson and her slumbers were not broken
by any nightmare of shapeless flesh and cloth which
bled at her feet. But the old disgust of Jones, his quiet
ways, his vegetable-like existence, grew upon her until
she taunted him with his spineless acquiescencein her
shame,and voiced, as only such a woman can, her utter
contemptand hate.

About this time Jones took to reading of nights. He
read romances in which lace sleeves, rapiers and the
stagey honor of stagey gentlemen played a large part.
And it was all very new and very real to him. He
made personal application of the dialogues touching
the conduct of outraged gentlemenunder circumstances
similar to his, and becameprofoundly sad with the con
viction that he was a spiritless worm having neither
the courage to defend his own hearth nor the capacity
to understand his wife’s crude, heartless and animal
infidelity. While he was uncertain as to the proper
action, he was convinced that something had to be done.

Then did Jones buy him a revolver, the first one he
had ever owned. On his way home he fired an experi
mental cartridge at a tomato can in the ditch, and as—
certained that the new weapon would really shoot. At
dawn the next morning he arose, dressed and went out
into the back yard. He cautiously drew the revolver
from his pocket and placed the muzzle against his right
temple. There was a sharp report and-Jones, with the
self-satisfied smile of one who has at last done his
gentlemanly duty, meekly departed.

disdain of explanation of her absence.

G. C. M.

Enemies

THE Committee on Industrial Relations has been
1n existence three months. In that short time

it has developed a character; good, according to the"
labor unions which are supporting it financially; bad,
according to the Iron Trade Review, which pro
claims that “it is high time for the administration at
Washington to suppress this mischief making coterie
which has no legal existence and ought to be driven
from the national capital.” The Committee is “hate
ful” to Miss Frances Kellor for showing up her Na
tional Americanization Society; it was “hateful,” she
thought, for Frank Walsh to tell the members to
their faces at their meeting at the Bellevue Stratford
in Philadelphia that an organization was a sham that
pretended to lift up the immigrant workingman to
enjoyment of a beautiful life, when its membership
was made up of such notorious exploiters of the
immigrant as Edward T. Stotesbury, Samuel Rea,
Jacob H. Schifl’, Clarence H. Mackay, Howard Elliot,
Frank Trumbull, C. H. Markham and Elbeft H. Gary.

The Committee is also in bad with another illus
trious group. It drew forth the wrath of John Cor
bin, secretary and director of the Drama Society of
New York, for giving 'out for public notice
the fact that his organization had refused to
endorse Emanuel Reieher’s production of
Hauptmann’s great play, “The Weavers,” which
was having a run at the Garden Theatre in
New York. The Committee on Industrial Rela
tions through its backing has saved this play from
the extinction which it merited, according to the
Drama Society, because the poverty and revolt of
the. workers of Silesia'in 1840 “has no bearing on
conditions in this country.”
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SKETCHES FROM “THE WEAVERS“
1nBy K. R. Chamberla
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.Two Judges
OMETHING almost like a miracle has happenedin

Portland, Oregon. It happened to two judges.

When it happened, one of them ceased to be a judge.

And the other—but here is the story.

John St Stevenson was a poor, lonely and ambitious

youth. He always had to work hard for everything he

ever got. When he was a reporter he studied law at

night. By unceasing perseverance,at the age of forty,

he becameMunicipal Judge. That was two years ago.

It was a real achievementfor him. He felt some satis

faction with life. When he took the bench he had no

sympathy for the man who failed.
Judge Stevenson is an absolutely honest man. The

limit sentenceshe imposed and his harsh attitude to

wards the shivering unfortunates who stood before him

in those first days, were an honest expression of his

own feeling about life. His own struggle had left him

hard. He had worked, he had achieved. Why couldn’t

they?

About a year ago something happenedto Judge Ste

venson’s soul.
It was during the winter and there was the usual

problem of the unemployed. It happened to be

worse that winter than ever before. Men slept, by

the hundreds, most of them without blankets, in the

breezy tabernacle that was built for Gypsy Smith’s

revival meetings. Those who could not get in

roamed the streets. Every morning the police court

ovcrflowed with “vags.” They didn’t have room

in the jails for them.
One morning Judge Stevenson said, “I am not

going to send any more men to the rock pile be

cause they can’t get jobs when there are no jobs.”

A few days ago he resigned.

When the papers interviewed him on his unusual

action, he said that the police court is a failure, that

men were never reformed by being sent to jail. He

said: “Crime is a relative proposition. Environment,

opportunity and temptation converge together in

making a man a criminal; not alone is it human

weakness. Under the same conditions and circumI

stances I would probably have done the same things

as the men I sentence.” He said that he was sick

of the whole thing and had had his share of the
misery of it. And so he retired into private life.

William N. Gatens, the other judge, was also a

poor boy and an orphan. He earned his own living

from the time he was twelve. Physically he is very

frail. His vigorous activities cost him a mighty

effort.

When he was head of the Juvenile Court he said

publicly that it was a failure; but nevertheless it may

be remarked that little-boys and girls never came

before him trembling with fear, and they always

shook hands as equals when they left. He never said
very much to the children, but he said a good deal to
the people who brought them there. Things they

never wanted to repeat. He was removed from the

Juvenile Court because of the honest statements he

made concerning it.
During his last two years as judge of the District

Court he has handed down some of the most re

markable decisions that were ever made. He is not

afraid of anything and is unshakable in his knowl
edge of the law.

It was he who, when Emma Goldman was on trial
for distributing birth control literature and a smart
young assistant city attorney was flourishing the
“obscene” sheet, said: “Ignorance and prudery are

the milestones about the neck of progress. Every

one knows that we are all shocked by things pub
licly stated that we know privately ourselves,” and
he dismissed the case.

THE MASSES

It is Judge Gatens who has worked untiringly for
years to pass a law to legitimatize illegitimate chil
dren. He has worked for equal suffrage and every

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

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

Now I wonder what the readers of The Masses
think about the different way these two men acted
when they discovered the truth about their jobs. Y0u
honor the action of the judge who resigned, as you

must honor every sincere and noble action. But the
man who stayed—didn’t he do something better still?
What do you think? LOUISE BRYANT.

THE NAME
Y heart hath heard thy step afar

For all 'its lightness,

Though the wet grass ’neath thy foot
fiathyanot lost its whiteness;

And I know, the while thy lips

Have not confessed it
,

_v
All the' sweetness of thy name— “"4"”

My heart hath‘guessed it. ” '

By the light about thy face,
'

Thou art called Morning.

By the white flower in thy hand,

Thou art called April.

ANNE W. YOUNG.

Horizontal Talking
THE other day, as a piece of literary penance, I

forced myself to read a chapter of that very dull
old novel, Vanity Fair,- and in it I found this passage:

“It seems like yesterday, dont it
,

John?” said Mrs.
Sedley to her husband; and that night in a conversa
t10n which took place in a front room on the second
floor, in a sort'of tent, hung round with chintz of a
r1ch and fantastic India pattern, and double'with calico

o
f a tender rose-color; in the interior of which spe

cies of marquee was a feather-bed, on which were two
pillows, on which were two round red faces, one in

a laced mghtcap, and one in a simple cotton one, end
ing in a tassel:—in a curtain lecture, I say, Mrs. Sed~
ley took her husband to task. .”

Note the extreme caution with which Mr. Thack
eray approached the subject. Mrs. Sedley and her
husband were in “a front room on the second floor,”
by which you are to understand a bedroom; they

were in “a sort of tent,” by which you are to under
stand the old-fashioned curtained bed. A delicate
subject! Mr. Thackeray did not regain his com
posure until he had come to the night caps. Once
there, he is fairly safe, for a nightcap. is comic, and
no well-regulated reader could possibly be stirred to
improper feelings by thinking of a nightcap. And
when he came to the phrase curtain lecture, the day
was saved for Mr. Thackeray. Under cover of that
current and respectable p-hrase, he could go on and
tell the conversation which Mr. and Mrs. Sedley,
aged fifty-odd, had that night in bed.

The phrase curtain lecture has vanished with the
curtained bed. And with the nightcap, that saving
touch of comedy,has vanished all reference in fiction
to the fact that people do talk in bed.

The bed itself remains in fiction, but as a purely
erotic adjunct. It is rather a pity. The bed is in
reality a much more versatile piece of furniture than
fiction gives it credit for. It is used for all sorts of
pleasant purposes—for reading, for eating breakfast
in, even for sleeping. But one of the most delightful
uses of the bed is for talking in.

Judging from the few references to talking in bed

which have crept in fiction, one would gather that a

man and his wife refrained from talking in bed until

they became forty and funny, and that then their

conversation consisted in her scolding him—the

“curtain lecture.” Perhaps that was true in Mr.

Thackeray’s time, but it is not true in our own. For

any well-married young couple the bed is the scene

of the pleasantest conversations in the world.

For one thing, the day is so full of a number of

things that it is not until bedtime that they really

have time to talk their hearts out. Work, play,,

dressing, dinner and sociability take up the hours.

And during that time a hundred ideas, observations,

comments, stories, are stored away by each one for

the other’s benefit. A glance exchanged at dinner

means “Did you see that? Yes—we’ll talk about it

later.” In the evening, their friends come in; but

do they say everything that is in their minds to their
friends, or do their friends say everything to them?

By no means—that is put off till later. The~heart
and soul of every gathering is in the afteimath—a
couple in this bed and a couple in that bed, and not
wearing nightcaps, either, remembering, comment
ing, talking, talking,
talking.

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

I

The scene is capable of infinite and delightful mod
ifications. The novelist has only to put down the

criticising, judging, laughing,

. truth. There is the young man I know who works
for a morning newspaper, and gets home about one
o’clock in the morning. Does he slump dully to
sleep, and his wife resume her slumbers with a pout
at being awakened by his coming? Not they! They
are not to be cheated out of their bed-time talk by
the inconvenience of the hour. Sleepy but forced
awake with the excitement of all that she has to tell
him, and all that he may have to tell her, about the
mere happenings of the day and their respective
thoughts, she sits up, smiles, rubs her eyes, and says,
“Give me a cigarette.” He lights the lamp, turns it

low, and side by side they smoke and talk to their

heart’s content. An hour later the light is out and
they are asleep. FLOYD DELL.

Railroad Issues

IT
is the custom of railroad managements to over

load their trains, so much so that mileage cannot
be made within schedule time. The practice pays
good profits.- The Railroad Brotherhoods are de—
manding overtime pay. That is different.

While the Brotherhoods are raising the issue of

overtime pay for overtime work, the directors are
trying to evade it by putting this question up: Shall
there be a national regulation of railroad wages,

administered by a special national board?
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THE. _MASSES.

THE WASH
RS. DRIGGS came in and dried her hands.

The doorway, before the door swung shut,
Showed two long lines of wash hung in the yard—
They hid the view where the fields beyond
Ran far to find the woods,
Gray with young winter.

I

The room was now in shadow,

And the woman,

Crumpling her apron, hand about hand,

Sighed.

“They’re coming, mother!”

Called from somewhere front in the house a girl’s voice

Shrill and excited;

“Mrs. Watson’s got new furs,

And old Mrs. McGrey’s fit to go to church, .
And so’s the minister’s wife.

I’ve set the parlor chairs.”

“Bring them in here, Alice,” said Mrs. Driggs,
“And you go find and watch Maudie and Ben.”
And presently Alice showed them into the kitchen
And they sat down in a row on the kitchen settle,

Mrs. Watson, Mrs. McGrey and the minister’s wife—
The church Relief Committee— ,

And Mrs. Driggs stood wet before them,
Waiting.

Alice slipped out.

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

The water bubbled against the rusty tin.

Mrs. Watson fidgeted

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

“Where are little Maudie and Ben this nice day?
Playing?”

.“I guess,” said Mrs. Driggs. “They’re always playing.
I don’t have time so’s to keep after them as I should.”

Mrs. McGrey leaned forward, loosening her dry, wrin

kled throat, '

And smiled,

And tried to make her voice understanding and merci
ful.

“Of course, Mrs. Driggs,” she said, “we know.
We have your letter to the Committee.”

“Then I do hope you’ll do the way I asked in it!”

The washer-woman crumpled and uncrumpled her apron

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

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

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

But a little ready money instead 4
To lessen the need of my having to do all of it

,

To ease the work,

Would give me more time—and it’s that I want;

More time to be able to look after the children.

Now they’re running wild, and I’m afraid—
I’m afraid there’s wickedness in their blood, though I

should say it
,

Young as. they are, Ben five and Maudie seven.
But I keep thinking of their father and my boy Herbert
Taking the drink like him.
Maybe if I’d had more time
To watch and keep after him and teach him,

He wouldn’t be the same;

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

Drawnby John Barber.

HOMEWARD BOUND

“Haven’t you heard from your husband or Herbert

lately,”

Asked the minister’s wife.

“No, Mrs. Elliot.

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

A month now. Herb was in last night a space.

He’d been drinking. I wouldn’t give him the money

he wanted.

And he left. He hasn’t come back.”

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

trouble

If we were to let you have the allowance

Instead of sending you our wash and the congrega
.

tion’s— .

As much of it as you can do.

Your boy or your husband would be after it.

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

“But I didn’t give it to him.

I’ve got my need of it.

And what Iasked you for

Was only two dollars, not so much wash the week.

“Look,” she pointed suddenly out the window,

“Since I came to this town six years ago,

With George taken to the drink and Herb already going,

Those two lines have been hanging there like that,

Heavy and flapping, outside that window,

Making dark this room.”

“You should have been glad, Mrs. Driggs,

To have the work,”

S-aid Mrs. McGrey.

“And so I was, and am.

But I want the time more than the work,

With a little to keep me'going easy—

Time to watch Maudie and Ben,

And a little on hand to feed them.

If I’d had the time, who knows,

I might have trained Herby up to be right,

I might have made a good fellow of him.

But while I was washing the clothes

He was dirtying his young soul and body,

Just as Bennie and Maud may be dirtying theirs,

For all I know.

Then there’s Alice.”

Mrs. Elliot stole a furtiye glance at the other women.

“Yes,” she said, “there’s Alice.

Alice is getting pretty and—mature.

It might be well, of course, to_watch her.”

Mrs. Elliot twisted on the settle.

“You’re meaning the trouble she got in with the

Roberts boy.”

Mrs. Driggs ceased plving with dumb hands of habit

That vice, her apron.

Rugged and blue
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In the vague light, she stood

And faced the tribunal on the settle.

And she said in a voice that boiled

And choked like the old tin boiler,

"I suppose you are blaming her for it.

\Vell, it’s not her fault—it’s mine

That I’ve got to work, and it’s yours

That you make me work.

I ask you for two dollars a week

Instead of so many clothes for the line,

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

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

Letting my children go untaught, uncared, almost un—

prayed for,

just to keep them in food and cover,

Nourishing them that sin and time will make rotten,

\Vhen they had better (lie right off

And lie safe in the ground,

\Vho never should have come into the world,

\Vith their chance!

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

Maudie and Ben will follow;

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

What have they to do but pick up evil,

Never knowing.

Children get to be curious, little;

Littler than the Roberts boy, Mrs. Watson,

\Vho was curious about Alice without her knowing,

And I dare say she curious about him.

It’s terrible and av'vfulto say,

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

Or out yonder hanging up and taking down,

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

each other,

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

lives like poison.”

.Mrs. Watson, Mrs. McGrey and Mrs. Elliot

.Suddcnly shuddered and stirred along the settle.

Mrs. McGrey said,

“What an awful thought, Mrs. Driggs.”

“Then will you give me the money?”

She asked.

"That's the only way out I know.

I can give them some of my time then,

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

And give their minds what children’s should have, a

proper weeding.”

“But you haven’t tried sending them to Sunday school,”

iSaid Mrs. Elliot, “have you?”

“‘You don't know that our giving you the money

\Vithout your earning it
,

WVouldn’t hurt your pride and respect

'Or make you feel dependent and grow careless—

~
I

don’t mean to be rude, Mrs. Driggs,

But you haven’t thought of its doing that,

Have you,” spoke Mrs. McGrey.

“And have you thought, Mrs. Driggs,

"That two dollars wouldn’t mean so much—
‘By way of lightening your work, I mean—after all,”

‘Said Mrs. Watson.

'The three sat stern on the settle.
"They were like the Fates.
'Outside the air went windy and in beauty through the

sunlight.

’Mrs. Driggs stood in her prison
LAnd considered the thread they spun for her
.And how they would cut it

,

And she answered:

THE MASSES

“Yes, I have thought of all that—

Nights and days,

Mending their clothes and washing yours,

I’ve thought of it—

How they would look, Mrs. Elliot,

In your husband’s Sunday school,

Beside your own little girl dressed pretty as yourself,

They sitting there, torn and patched, ,

Ignorant of the good of the Lord and the words thereof.

I’lcathcns in and out of church,

Because their mother couldn’t cherish them

And letter them;

And I’ve thought, Mrs. McGrey, how hard it would be

To take money I wasn’t paying for—with sweat and

heartache and the salvation of my little ones—

How it might make me feel too easy,

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

How I might work no more,

But live on that two dollars

And fatten my family,

Till we all sunk with laziness

And got carted to the poorhouse;

And, Mrs.‘ Watson,

I’ve thought of the difference that money would

make—

]ust the time, or more,

Of doing the week’s wash of any of you ladies——

A precious morning and afternoon,

As washing and wringing and drying and ironing

and doing up

Goes—
The time it takes you to go in your automobile any

sunny day

From this town to the city

To shop and back—

Twelve hours of light and air and freedom—

Twelve blessed hours given me by the Lord to take

care of my children in,

Which you have taken away;

I’ve thought so long and so deep and so hard

That if I didn’t need your money for the work of my
hands,

I’d say,

G0!
And never darken my door again,

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

And the sins that may be of Maudie and Ben,

And my own tears and toil too.”

There was a silence
Like that after close thunder.
Then the door came open with the wind,
Secretly,

I

And the women as one looked out into the yard,
And Mrs. Driggs cried out.
They saw Maudie and Ben
Under the hiding dank lines of the wash.
The sun shone thinly in,

Lighting the kitchen and the faces
Of Mrs. Watson and Mrs. McGrey and Mrs. Elliot,
And Mrs. Driggs.

WILTON AGNEW BARRETT.

Prize Press Pearl

JOHN
D. ROCKEFELLER gave up $25,

000 (of his time) the other day just to

meet Billy Sunday, champion evangelist, in

Lakewood, N. I.

doing,” said John D. to Sunday.

“It’s a great work you are

“He’s a

great old man,” said Sunday of John D.—

Wisronsin Slate Journal.

WOOLWORTH CATHEDRAL

LOST
in a climbing forest of sky-scrapers

Trinity sulks, a deserted shrine;

Her few worshippers walk tremblingly,

Sniffing the musty air from her buried dead,

Senselessly mumbling over and over

The ritual of a dead god.

Towering aloft into the conquered sky

The Woolworth Temple soars above its neighbors—

A triumphant monument of the millions of worshippers

of the true God of today.
Raised by blood-soaked and vice—stainedpennies

Squeezed out of weak and pitiful girls,

Robbed of life and beauty,

That it might first kiss the morning sunshine;

Raised by trickling nickels and dimes

Levied on needy families,

That it might be a glory and a dream

In the soft gray shine of dusk,

And a pillar of white splendor at night,

Outsparkling the other lights of the city,

And the poor imitations passing slowly above it
,

Night after night.

O Shrine of the God of Gold,

0 Temple t0 the true God of Today,

Who will reign until we have made a new god, Man,

To rule in earth and heaven,

I pause for a moment,

To lay a worshipper’s tribute before you!

CLEMENT \Voon.

“The Pastor’s Wife“
OMEBODY, I feel is very much to blame for not

having told me that I ought to read “The Pastor’s

Wife," by the author of “Elizabeth and Her German

Garden.” To be sure, the publishers did tell me so—

but then, publishers will tell you anything. True, also,

I was assured by a friend that it was better than H.

G. Wells—but that was too preposterous to believe.

Nevertheless, it is true. '

“The Pastor’s Wife” is a deceptive book. It pre—

tends to be the story of an English girl who married a

German clergyman who was chiefly interested in fer

tilizers. Under this guise, it tells the story of almost

every woman who marries almost any man. It is de

ceptive in another way. It pretends to be funny. It is

tragic. It is supposedto be a light satire on Teutonic

ways of thinking and living. It is a serious satire on

mankind.

For some years H. G. Wells has devoted himself in

his novels to aralyzing the situation which occurs when

a woman and a man undertake for one reason or an—

other to live together the rest of their lives, and which

is commonly called marriage. What Wells has done

with a heavy-handed scientifico—sociologicalpedantry,

and with an occasional flash of poetic insight, this

writer does with lightness, with precision, with bril

liance, with humor, and with intimate reality.

done in the pages of “The Pastor's Wife.”
It is

,

as all truthful novels are, a disturbing book.

I had just read a Russian novel in which some dozen
people committed suicide, after discussing with Slavic

intensity the question of whether life was worth living.

I rose from that book cheerfully, with an unaltered

conviction that life is very amusing and quite worth

while. But even while laughing at the adventures of

Elizabeth—and they are deliciously funny—I am com
pelled to wonder what (to put the question in a theo—
logical form) God was up to when He made this world.

Which is one of the highest achievements of literary

art.
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IMMIGRATION AND MILITARISM
HE restriction of immigration, which has long

seemed to many trade unionists one of the solu

tions of the American labor problem, has been auto
matically brought about by the European war. Im

migration has not only been cut down, as trade
unionists proposed, but it has been cut off com
pletely; and not merely cut off, but the ranks of
immigrant labor already here have been depleted by

the call to military duty from the warring govern
ments.

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

But meanwhile, what is capitalism doing?
talism is also making plans.

Capi

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

But Mr. Root’s friend, Mr. Frank A. Vanderlip,
has a plan in hand, far more reaching; a plan to
keep up the cheap labor supply. He says in his
letter to stockholders, issued from the National
City Bank, “Generally throughout the industries in
which male labor is required, the limit of capacity
with the present labor market has been reached.”
Facing that fact, Mr. Vanderlip and his friends,
representatives of all the great trusts of the country,
organized the American Industrial Corporation to
extend the labor market to South America and South
Africa and other “cheap labor” countries.

To this scheme militarism is still more necessary.
As Rear Admiral Chadwick said, “Navies and
armies are an insurance for the wealth of the leisure
class of a nation, invested abroad.” Or, as Mr.
Depew very frankly said in a speech to the Republi
can Club in New York, “There will never be a for-'
eign commerce until the Government protects Amer
ican business and American rights in foreign coun
tries.” He mentioned Mexico as an illustration.

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

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

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

HELEN M AROT.

Spoon River Critics

LIKE most critics, they contradict each other. And,

like most people, they find in “Spoon River An

thology” exactly what they look for and always find
in Life. The pre-determined democrat finds in it “the

democracy of the arts”; the student of the sciences
finds in it “a mechanistic interpretation of the forces
that pull the world”; the recent disciple of Turgenen

& Dostoieffsky puts on his new and poorly adjusted

pessimistic spectacles and discovers “a transplanted

Russian fatalism.” Only the mere reader is undis

turbed. To him it is a much larger and much simpler

thing. To him it is a glowing cross-section of a typi

cal mid-western community—a revelation of its petti_

ness and greatness, of its purposes and passions, its

hates and sacrifices and jealousies and callousness and

frustrated dreams.
life, and not one character in the crowd that is not

arresting and brimming with life. Some one has said

that Masters’ Spoon River cemetery has more action

than Forty-second Street and Broadway; there is no

doubt that his dead people are more alive than most

of the living characters of most of our contemporary

To him it is a canvas crowded with

authors.

From a wholly personal and altogether prejudiced

angle I must confess that the volume leaves me with
the proverbial “mixed emotions.” The book stimulates

and startles, and irritates me. It rouses me constantly

to combat with Mr. Masters and with myself. There

are times when I do not know whether it is greater

as a novel than a novelty. And there are times when

I am positive that it is America in microcosm. There

are moments when I feel that the author has seen his

environment through a haze of disillusion, that he has

not reached far beneath the surface dramas of his

people, that he mistakes the grocery-store gossip for

the foundation and superstructure of the village. And

in another mood I am convinced that no contemporary

writer has been more faithful to his characters and

to the age and the back-grounds that has produced

them.
And this interplay of emotion and analysis is possibly

my final tribute to the “Spoon River Anthology.” To

be roused to quarrel with the author is a sign of a

book’s vitality and genuineness. And, first and last.
this is what this volume will accomplish. It will rouse

every reader to a fresh sense of values, to a more de—

cided choice of differences. It is this which sets

Masters’ book apart from nine-tenths of our novels.

We regard most of the others with a bland indifference.

It takes life to rouse life.

Lours UNTERMEYER.

Note
HE MASSES? cover this mollth is a sketch bv

Frank Walts of Mary Fuller, in the film-play,
“The Heart of a Mermaid.”

Birth Control

THE National Birth Control League has Prepared

two bills, in the form of amendments to the

federal and New York State obscenity statutes,

which would remove frdm the scope of their PTO
visions the whole subject of birth control.

The time has imperativer come for such a change

in the law, in accordance with the change of public

opinion. The dismissal of the case of Margaret
Sanger and the arrest of Emma Goldman point the

same moral with a different emphasis.

The case against Mrs. Sanger, which has been'

pending for a year and a half in the federal courts,

was dismissed, and the indictment quashed, at the

instance of the assistant district attorney. The re

luctance of the federal authorities to press the case,
and the final decision to drop it. indicates that the
government is somewhat amenable to the fore of

civilized opinion. Meanwhile the law remains in

force, affording a convenient pretext for the arrest of

anybody whom the authorities desire, for any other

reason, to have in their power. The recent arrest

of Emma Goldman on the charge of breaking this

law, is a case in point. Miss Goldman delivered a

speech on the subject of birth-control in New York
a year ago. No notice was taken of it until the

police became agitated over the “Anarchist soup

poisoning plot” .in Chicago. It is a rule of the.
police, whenever any Anarchist does anything any

where, to arrest Emma Goldman. So the “obscen

ity” statute was made use of.

This state of affairs is intolerable in a decent so

ciety. Most enlightened people—including, as we

have pointed out, the judges and district attorneys

who administer the law—possess and make use of

this prohibited knowledge. It is impossible to keep

it from being imparted. And imparted it- shall be,
until every woman has the power over her own des

tinies which such knowledge gives. It is only a'

question of whether this teaching shall be denomi

nated a “crime,” or whether it shall receive the sanc

tion of the law as well as that of sane public opinion.

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

THE POEM

IT is only a little twig

With a green bud at the end;

But if you plant it
,

And water it
,

And set it where the sun will be above it
,

It will grow into a tall bush

With many flowers,

And leaves that thrust hither and thither

Sparkling.
'

From its roots will come freshness,

And beneath it the grass-blades

Will bend and recover themselves,

And clash one upon another

In the blowing wind.

But if you take my twig

And throw it into a closet

With mousetraps and blunted tools,

It will shrivel and waste.

And, some day,

When you open the door,

You will think it an old twisted nail,

And sweep it into the dust bin

With other rubbish.

AMY LOWELL
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A DRAWING BY STUART DAVIS
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“What Does It Mean?“
VERY month we get a lot of letters ab0ut the

pictures in THE MASSEs. Some of our cor

respondents tell us that we publish “the best draw

ings seen in this country.” Others assure us they

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

ask what the pictures mean.
q

“When you have the inclination and time,” writes

one correspondent, “do explain some of the glim

merings of art found in your most interesting maga

zine. They have ‘got’ me, so I presume they are

above my head—or eye—and I desire to become en—

lightened.”

I would begin this way: Each of us lives in a

world of his own: a world that, in proportion as one

is really an individual, is different from any other

The artist

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

John Reed, for instance, lives in a world in which

person’s world. is one who has the

more interesting things happen to the square minute

—curious, odd, fresh, terrible

things—than in almost anybody else’s world I know

about.

surprising, funny,

In order for these things to happen, there

must first be John Reed—that is to say, a man with

curiosity, a flair for the unusual, a virginal imagi

nation, a sensitiveness to shock, a robust humor, an

underlying sense of awe. For his world consists not

merely of the circumstances among which he exists

by preference or accident, but more essentially of

John Sloan
in a quite different world—a world whose

values are to be apprehended in a more contem
plative and reflective way. A strange and inevitable

beauty, half compounded of ugliness, a disorder sur

prised and yet studied calmly, until it reveals some

deep-lying trait of human nature, an accidental in
timacy pursued with grim and yet wistful thought

fulness—these are aspects of that world. But we

would not know anything of either world if these
men were not able, one in line and color and the

other in words, to express it. And it would mean
nothing to us then if we ourselves did not recognize

it after all as another revelation of the world in

which we ourselves live.

the way he regards those circumstances.
lives

To~make others see the world as he sees it is the

gift of the artist. To see the world as the artist

sees it
,

is the privilege of all of us. But we must

either want to see the world his way, or we must

go about our business and let him alone.

Sometimes the world of the artist is suffused, col

ored, lighted up, by some strong social emotion such

as mirth or anger, which he desires intensely to

share. Then he goes out of his way to make us

share it, putting his world in A B C so that he who

runs may read, and laugh or be angry along with

him. That is, the cartoon. Art Young doesn’t ask

anything of anybody but a minute of their time:

he’ll do the rest, and if they don’t laugh or grew

angry with him it is because they look the other
way. Nobody ever writes into ask what Art
Young’s pictures mean. If they did, he would take
to farming, or commit hari-kari. He wouldn’t have
'any fun if he couldn’t share his world with every

body else all the time. Art is a social being.

But not all THE MAssEs’ artists are so social, or at

least'not all the time. There’s Stuart Davis. His

world is a fascinating world—the oddest, maddest

world that ever was, but as real as brass tacks.

There is a glimpse of it in the picture opposite. Do
you want to know what it means? It means that

Stuart Davis is the kind of person who can see that

in a Hoboken dockyard. If you were at once as

sophisticated and as child-souled, as sensitive and

as harsh, as cynical and as romantic, you would see

it
,

too. And in the degree that you have these

qualities in your heart, you will enjoy this picture

straightaway without puzzling for hidden signifi

‘cances that are not there.
In a word—enjoy THE MAssas’ pic

can. If you can’t, forgive the people wh

For artists will be artists!

THE BARBER SHOP

l SPEND my life in a warren of worried men.

In and out and to and fro
And up and down in electric elevators
They rush about and speak each other,

Hurrying on to finish the deal,

Hurrying home to wash and eat and sleet),

Hurrying to love a little maybe

Between the dark and dawn

Or cuddle a tired child
Who blinks to see his father.

I hurry too but with a sense

That Life is hurrying faster

And will catch up with me.

Right in the middle of our furious activity

Two soft—voicedbarbers in a little room,

'

White-tiled and fresh and smelling deliciously,

Flourish their shimmering tools

And smile and barb

And talk about the war and stocks and the Hono

lulu earthquake

With equal impartiality.

I like to go there.

Time seems slow and patient

While they tuck me up in white

And hover over me.

The room gives north and west and the sunset sky

Lights the gray river to a ribbon of glory

Where silhouetted tugs

Like tooting beetles fuss about their smoky busi

nesses.

Besides, in that high place

No curious passer-by _
Can see my ignominious bald spot treated with a

tonic,

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

As happened once.

So I go there often

And even take a book.

There’s another person, all in white,

W'ho comes and goes and manicures your nails

On application.

One can read with one hand while she does the other.

Because I felt that Life was hurrying me along

With horrid haste

Soon to desert me utterly,

I used to take my Inferno in my pocket

And reflect on what might happen

Were I among the usurers.

One day a low-pitched voice broke in.

I listened vaguely,

What was the woman saying?

“Please listen for a moment, Mister Brown,

I’ve done your nails for almost half a year

You’ve never looked at me."

I looked at that,

And sure enough the girl was young and round and

sweet.

She colored as I turned to her,

And looked away.

I waited, silent, enjoying her confusion.

The words had been shot out at me

tures, if you

0 made them.

F. D.

And now apparently she wished them back.

“What do you want?” I said.

Again a silence while she rubbed away.

I picked up my Inferno with an ironic thought

Towards Paradiso waiting on the shelf,

“Well, rub away, my girl,

You opened up, go on.”

The book provoked her—

"I’m straight,” she said,

I never talked like this before,

The fellows that come round—

Well, I can’t stand ’em,

The things they say!

The shows they take me to!

You're different, I want to know

What’s in that book you read

I want to hear you talk—

Oh, Mlister, I’m so lonesome

But I’m straight, I tell you,

I read too every evening in my room

But I can’t ever find

The books you have,

I expect you think I’m horrid

To talk like this—but
I got some things by an Englishman

From the Public Library,

Say, they were queer!

He thinks a woman has a right

To‘ say out if she loves a man,

He thinks they do the looking

Because they want—

Oh, Mister, I’m so terribly ashamed

I’ll die when I get home.

An’ yet I had to speak——

I’d be awful, awful good to you, if on!

Please. please, don’t think I’m like—

Don’t think I’m one 0’ them!

Y‘

VVhatever you say, don’t, don’t think that!

She stopped, and turned to hide her crying.

I looked at her again,

Looked at her young wet eyes,

At her abashed bent head,

Looked at her sweet, deft hands

Busy with mine.

But-—

Not for nothing

W'ere my grandfather and four of my uncles

Elders in the Sixth Presbyterian Church

Situated on the Avenue—

Oh, not for nothing

Was I led

To squirm on those green rep seats

One day in seven—

And now

The white-tiled, sweetly-smelling barber shop

Is lost to me,

\Nhat a pity!

MARY ALDIS.
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BLACKWELL'S REVISITED—By Frank Tanenbaum

EDITORIALNora—Some of the friends of THE Missy-ls
complain that we don’t print cheerful news very often,
and don’t go out our way to give credit where it is
due. We invite their attention to this article. For
the most part we prefer to let our readers get their
news of “how much better the world is getting day by
day” from the newspapers,which specialize in such in—
formation. But we feel it to be peculiarly appropriate
that Tm: Masses should report the improvements in
the managementof Blackwell’s Island, since it was in
THE Masses that Frank Tanenbaum’s series of blast
ing exposures of that institution originally appeared.
These articles drew attention to the state of affairs
exrstmg there, provoked several investigations in which
all of Tanenbaum’s charges were confirmed, and re
sulted in the retirement of the old warden and the
commencement of a better regime. In this article
Frank Tanenbaum compares what he sees as a visitor
to the prison under the new regime with what he ex
perienced as a prisoner for eleven months, when he
was sent to the Island for leading the army of the
unemployed to the churches of New York City to de
mand food and shelter in the tragic winter of 1913-14.
It is an amusing bit of irony that certain arbiters of
the elegancies of revolution have lately decided (as
appears from an editorial in our contemporary,Revolt),
to regard Frank Tanenbaum as a lost soul, inasmuch
as he insists on telling the truth about Blackwell’s
Island even when the truth has ceasedto be scandalous
and horrible.

HAD heard rumors about the wonderful changes
that had been made in Blackwell’s Island Pen
itentiary since my release, but I did not be
lieve them. I offered to bet that if I went

over I would find things just about as bad as they
were when I wrote about them in THE MASSES last
year. '

Soon after that, I had a chance to go. I talked
with Bardette Lewis, the present Commissioner of
Correction, City of New York, and he told me about
the changes. I told him I wanted to find out for
myself. So on New Year’s day I found myself on
my way to the penitentiary on Blackwell’s Island.

Going down Fifty-first street towards the dock, I
saw across the river the gray, dark, massive stone
buildings, with the little windows and iron bars,
behind which I had been a prisoner for a year.
There arose in me a peculiar feeling of hatred and
pain, which was unlike anything I had ever felt before.

It was with a fast beating heart that I stepped
from the boat and walked towards the prison. I
had gone there before on a dreary, gray Friday
morning, handcuffed to a tall negro, who was doing
his best to lighten the dejection that had settled on
the two score of us on our way to the prison that
morning.

A little way from the prison in a shed I met a
guard keeping watch. Seeing me approach, he
stepped out into the road and said, “Where are you
going, what are you doing here?” for he recognized
an ex-convict. “I am going to see the commissioner
by appointment.” “Are you a department man
now?” he asked. “No, I just have an appointment
with the commissioner.” "‘All right.” He walked
me up the gate. And as the big, iron door swung
open, Carney, a guard, whose reputation under the
old system was not of the best, stuck his hands
through the bar and said, “Happy New Year, Frank,
glad to see you come in the front way.” And then
after letting me in went to get the \Narden, who
was up in the Chapel.

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

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

shall I put you down to?” “Anyone you please, I

don’t'care.” “I will put you down to the Jewish
Church.” “All right, let it be the Jewish Church.”

Taking the cigar out of his mouth, he leered at me

and squinted up his eye, saying, “If you are caught

going to any other Church you.will be punished.”

I recalled too that after we had our hair clipped and

given a bath, our possessions were taken away from

us, amongst which were some books which I had.

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

books; Carney picked out a soft covered one, looked

at the title and handed it to me, saying, “\Ne per

mit prisoners to bring in anything that is religious.”

It was William Morris’ “News from Nowhere”!
The large room has since been painted and deco—

rated; the keepers I met there held no clubs—cer

tainly an innovation to Blackwell’s Island since the

days I knew it. A few seconds later, the Warden,

John J. Murtha, came down and greeted me with

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

to see you, come upstairs where the boys are giving

a Minstrel show.”

As I walked into the Chapel, I found it crowded

with boys, who were chatting and laughing, and as

they saw me enter they greeted me from all over

the room with “Hello Frank! Happy New Year,

Frank!” This too was a change.

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

a Saturday or Sunday to escape from the misery of

our small dark cells, and in the hope that we would

see some of our friends, and also in the hope that

we would be able to exchange a few words, for

talking was prohibited. Many a man went to the

“cooler” for talking in the Chapel. I remember

one day on Yom Kippur, when two of the boys

were talking and one of the keepers grabbed them;

the other men in the room jumped to their feet and

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

grabbed a chair. The keeper drew his gun, backed

up against the wall, and after everything quieted

down the boys went to the cooler, of course.

The show being given was by the boys them

selves; they had been given time to learn their

parts. It is a new thing in the history of Blackwell’s

Island.
Later on I walked down through the prison and

met one of my friends in the corner, smiling, very

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

but it is good to see you come in like this.” I
said: “Red. tell me how things are now. I want you

to tell me the truth.” “We11,_you see Frank,” he

said, “it is all different, everything is changed; the

men are treated like men now; we have a League of

our own, and we can read newspapers and write all

the letters that we want to.” Here he stopped and

putting his hand on my shoulder, said, “You know

the kite I got out for you the first day you came

here.” I did indeed. I had not been in the prison

two hours when Red supplied me with paper, stamps,

and envelopes for two letters, and got them out for

me, running the risk of going to the cooler and
losing his privileges. He said, “You know I have

just been thinking of it. How things do change,

don’t they?” I asked: “What about dope, do you

still peddle that?” “No, Frank, the boys

wouldn’t stand for it now. Why, even I wouldn’t

stand for it. The boys don’t need it any more. We

can play baseball, basketball, have regular drills

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

why

Yes, I think if a

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

A little further on I saw Jimmy. He said, "You

remember I could not decorate my cell and got into

trouble. Look at it now, it is number eleven.” I
did. Jim is quite an artist. He used to be an in

corrigible man when I was there. He used to

get into trouble almost oftener than I did, and I

not put in the cooler so often.

spent seven and a half months out of eleven in one

or another form of punishment.

I walked all over the prison; I saw everything I
wanted to, spoke to everybody that I wanted to

speak to, visited the cooler, the laundry, the kitchen,

the dining room and the different cell blocks, and

I found that the prison was an altogether different

institution from what it was theday I left there,

both in its spirit and in its physical environment.

I am not defending the present prison system,

but I can’t help but say this place is different and

better than it was. ,

I found that all the demands I had made for the

men, had been given them; and they numbered some

twenty-five. In fact, they had been given more

than that. A good number of the keepers, who were

most hated by the men, have been transferred from

the island.

two months in solitary, is not there any more.

The following definite changes have been made:

The men are taken out of their cell Saturdays and

Sundays and permitted to play baseball and basket

ball; the men have a glee club; they can read news
papers, write all the letters they want, the sick

are segregated, the laundry has a steam machine,

and a sterilizer is used; the cells of the new prison

have been painted, and those in the old prison are

washed regularly to keep the bugs down. I asked

about fifty men in regard to it and they all agreed

there were very few bugs. The blankets are fumi

gated and cleaned before given to new men; beds

Renegy, on account of whom I spent

have been put in the cooler, and the men are given

something to read while there and are given three

meals a day.

\Vhile I was there I had to sleep on the hard

stone floor with a little'piece of bread and water
every twenty-four hours, next to an open bucket of

filth, with a torn blanket and ten-inch rats for com
pany. I broke the handle off the bucket and

scratched geometric figures on the wall to keep

me from going crazy.

The men now decorate their cells, and their League

serves as a stay-off against any persecution that
might be permitted by the keepers.

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

capable man, doing the best he can with the situa—
tion, anxious to do better whenever possible. It
is true that he does not believe in self-government

for prisoners as does Thomas Mott Osborne, but

then there are not many in the prison world who see
as far as Osborne does.

I want-to conclude this article by a letter I re
ceived recently from one of the boys, and which
made me very happy:

“Friend Frank—I was really surprise when I saw

you marching in the main hall with the warden.
My hearts delight was when you came here as a

guest and it also done me good to speak to you in

the Chapel. It reminded me of the old times and

besides the boys here think the world of you for

the great work you have done in this prison.”
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LETTERS
A COMPLAINT

__ __ _ __ _l 1
I wish I could get a copy of THE MAsses’ Cur

rent _number. I am a subscriber, but about half
the time it seemsthat the gentleman who does the
mailing gets weary and goes home to bed before
he has progressed through the alphabet as far as
the letter P.

Of course P is quite a way along, and mailing
THE. MASSES to men subscribers is no doubt un
inspiring work; but now that we can’t buy THE
MASSES from the subway and elevatednewsstands.
the subscriber is constrained to ask that THE
MASSES be sent to him—cost what it may in Sheer
drudgery to the office force.
_ Therefore I ask, I beg, that in spite of the cost
in human toil and trouble and spit, and notwith_
standing the long precedent to the contrary, a
copy of THE MASSES should be sent to me everv
month_that I am a subscriber. I do not deny that
there IS a fine arrogance, an independence and
scorn at the money power of the world, in giving
little _heedto the fact that one has paid his sub
scription, but still in this world of injustice and
oppreSSionwe must all give a little to the pressure
of greed and gold, in order to more strongly do
battle With Mammon even as we bow to Mammon.

Yours, hoping for a favorable decision,

1Censored.

[\V'ehesitateto disabuseanyoneof the ideathatour business
officeis conductedon such extra-revolutionary,debonairand
charminglines, but Truth compelsus. Under considerable
diflfieulties,with many anxietiesand an inflexiblerigidity of
conscience.we endeavorto get THE MASSESto our subscribers.
Our mottois. of course,“The subscriberis alwaysright.” But
it would help us if the subscriberrememberedto notify us
of changesof address.‘for deeplyas we are in sympathywith
our clientele.we musthavea minimumof informationas to
their whereabouts.Then the Postoffice,too, occasionallyslips
8.cog. But a postalcard to the editorwill usuallyset things
to rights. Try it!]

TOO GOOD

HE MASSESis too goodto be true. I enjoy everything
about it from the cartoonsto the poetry,which—(the

poetry)seemsto be at arrestingat anythingwe getanywhere.
San Diego,Cal. F.

GOD LAUGHS Too

FTER reading“Editorial Policy” in your last issueI am
impelledto tell you what I think of that “Heavenly

Discourse.” .

It struckme at the time I read it as one of the funniest
things I ever ran across. It’s a scream.
arraignsour artificialand unnaturalideasaboutsex relation
ships. How it ridicules anthropomorphism,that bogy, that
nightmarethat has oppressedthe slowly awakeningmind of
man for so many centuries. I believeGod himself smiles
at suchwit.

I do not pretendto appreciate,to seeor hear all that your
artists and writers would convey,but the impressionI' get
from THE MASSESis that it representsthe inarticulatecry of
anguishthat humanitysendsup in its longingto realize,to
give expressionto thosethingsthat it cannotrealize,cannot
give expressionto becauseof their strangulationby economic
conditions.

H. A. HASKELL,M.D.
Hudson,Ill.

Drawn by John Barber.

How scathinglyit -

FROM LONDON

WE find THE MAssesa moststimulatingproduction(the
illustrationsANDthe letter-press!)and wish we could

boastanythingas fresh and vigorousin the Socialistworld
on this side of the Atlantic.

M. E. PAUL.
London,Eng.

COLLEGE OPINION
o

I AM at collegehere and everytime I receivemy MAsses
therearegreatdiscussionsaboutit. The thingssaidagainst

it are that it is nasty,dirty, smutty,harmful,immoral,blas
phemousand destructive,ratherthanconstructive.They don't
seemableto sayanythingfor it that is definite,thoughmany
of themconcedeit has goodpoints.

I thoroughlyenjoyTHE MAssesandthink it highlyentertain
ing. Newideasarenaturallyinterestingto boysin their forma
tiveperiod,althoughtheyare aptto be dangerous.I havenot
yet studiedreligionscientifically,and as I‘ am at the agewhen
agnosticismis common,I don’ttry to understandor judge of
thearticleson religion. Nor amI ableto judgeor understand
manyof the articleson politics. Yet there is a lot that I
think I understandand I find theseideasinteresting,instruc
tive and broadening.It gives me a viewpointof life that
is unique,to say the least. AlthoughI know little of the
subject,I agreewith you on your stand on Feminismand
Suffrage.

As to my opinionof my friends’verdict,which condemns
THE MAssesto perdition,I think they know little of what
theysay and do not understandTHE MAssesat all.

I readthe FebruaryMASSESfrom coverto coverto see if
I couldfind the thingstheyspokeof. I thoughteveryarticle
on everysubjectI knew a little of, neithersmutty,harmful,
immoralor blasphemous.There was only one article that
seemedto meuselessandpossiblyharmful. That was“Yellow
Hair.” What wasits object?

C. A'. CHOATE.
\Villiamstown,Mass.

FROM “THE LITTLE REVIEW”

I.

INCE comingin contactwith The Little Review last De
cember,I havemorethan enjoyedeachissuewith your

own impulsive,warm-hearted,dauntlesspersonalitycoming
throughits pages;and it is for that reasonI' do not hesitate
to ask you for an explanationof a sentencethatyou wrotein
the April number,whichled me to subscribefor that horrible
output,viz., THE MAsses. You pronouncedit indispensableto
intelligentliving. On thatI sentin a subscription,andwhereas
I amnot so awfullystupidI cannotunderstandhow you, who
are evidentlyan artist with high ideals,could possiblyhave
such a magazineon your desk. The cartoonsare so untrue,
so damnanyvulgar,—-whichgood art never is,——theinsistent
harpingon the shadowsof life, the exaggeratedoutlookwhich
tingesthe wholepaper—quiteas one-sidedon its side as other
papersare on theirs;all of whichI knowmustbe in complete
contradictionto your self. It fills me with astonishment.We
acknowledgewith our ever-increasingcomplexcivilizationthat
we mustmorethaneverperhapshelp eachother;but I don’t
just understandwhich class this perfectlyrotten sheetis in
tendedto reach. If it’s the so'calleddowntrodden,they are
apt to haveso muchunhappinessany way I Shouldsay a good
braceup doesmoregoodthanharpingon injusticein general;
as for the classthat “doesnot think,” its inartisticdrawings
alonewouldbeenoughto queerit. WhenI amdownandout—
I happento be a workingwomantoo—I mostdecidedlydo not
wantto be mademoredownandout by morewo'es,-thatoften
springfrom lack of intelligence,thatbothrich and poor suffer
alikefrom.—Mrs.Jean CowdreyNorton,Hempstead,L. I.

II.
I will try to indicatevery brieflywhy I think so muchof

Tiie MASSES.The groupthatis gettingit out are real students
whoknowthecrowdwith all its hopeand despair,muchbetttr
thanthecrowdknowsitself. They are interpretingthe crowd.
The masswouldneverlike THE MAsses. It is too true. It is
not got up for them. The Cosmoboli'tanis the ideal of the
mass. THE MASSESis for the few bravespirits who want to
know life as it is, the shadowsas well as the flightsup into
the sunshine. THE MAssesto my mindhas as broada range
of feelingreflectedin its pagesas any magazineI know of.
Ilumor, tragedy,light, shade,drama,color, yes, and mud too,
as you say. But isn’t muda part of life? In somerespects
mudis the conditionof life. The greatneedof the sensitive
mind of todayis contactwith the vital life-givingthingsand
ideaswhichcomefrom the earth. The life of sucha mindis
like the life of a plant. Its roots mustgo downbeneaththe
surfaceor it will die. THE MASSESto my mindis thespirit of
theearthputintomagazineform,andto readit understandingly
is to put the rootsof the soul downinto the earthwherethey
shouldbe if a healthygrowthis desired. One could get too
muchof that contactof course,but that is anothermatter.—
F. Guy Davis.

NOT LONELY ANY MORE

HE MAssesis a regulargold mine of originalityand it
makesa fellow feel thathe isn't the only one“who sees

thingsthatway.”
I like the“Art Pictures"you publishevenif thereare a lot

of old mossbackswho think you oughtto put asbestoscovers
on your magazme.

E. D. RALSTON.
Schagticoke,N. Y.

DiSADVANTAoES 01-"TRAvEL

I
HAVE heardverymuchaboutyourmagazinein Europe,but I

couldneverbuy a copyof it while there.
I read it for the first timelast Saturday,whenI boughta

copyfroma 42ndstreetnewsstand.It interestsmeverymuch.
Herewithenclosedpleasefind twelvecentsin stamps,for which
pleasesendme the January issuecontainingthe now famous
“Ballar.” Jos Boner-ems.

Garwood,N. J.

REVOLUTION IN CIRCLES

LOOKING
throughthe January numberof that immensely

vivid periodical,THE MAsses,one discoveredthat its
avowedpurposein life is “Revolution,Not Reform.” Now
reformand revolutionare commonlyregardedas the compara
tive and superlativeof “rotten,”but actuallythey differ in
kind as well as degree. For while reform impliesa definite
advancein a certain direction,revolutionconnotesthe idea
that the revolverceasesto be in motionat the identicalpoint
whereit began. But is is equallyplain that THE MAssesis
not so muchbentupon“movingrapidlyuponthecircumference

o
f. an imaginarycircle” as upon causingothersto so move.

In any eventthe term “Revolutionwisunsatisfactory.“KA
THARSIS AND NOT TO KALON” wouldhavebeen a better
sloganthan Revolution,Not Reform. It has theaddedvalue
of not beingintelligibleto the UpperClasses,therebyexciting

a prurient interest. This is quite the latestdevicein adver
tising,and neverfails.

CYRILH. BRETHERTON.
Washington,D. C.

BEAUTY

HERE are two kinds of beautyin art—thebeautywhich

is explicit in line and phrase,and the beautywhich is

implicit in the scornful or angry castigationof unloveliness.
'I‘iii: MASSEShas bothkinds. To hateugliness is the sameas
to love beauty. ENID BOYER.

New York City.

TRUTH

l CERTA'INLY delightin your passionatelove of Truth—the
wholetruth,andnothingbut thetruth!

ConovenSLACK.
CentralY. M. C. A., Trenton,N. J.

I

Drawnby Mel! ng'el,
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A
(Continued from page 3)

Six French Poets. Studies in con
temporary literature. By Amy
Lowell. $2.50 net.

The Collected Poems of Rupert
Introd. by G. E. Wood

Biographical note by Marg.
$1.25 net.

Brooke.
berry.
Lavington.

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

Plays of the Natural and the Super
natural, by Theodore Dreiser. Just
out. Send $1.35.

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar
Lee Masters. Price $1.25.

Plays for Small Stages, by Mary Al
dis. A book of practicable modern
plays for amateur dramatic groups.
$1.35 postpaid.

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

Plays by Anton Tchekoff. Second
Series. Containing “On the High
Road,” “The Proposal,” “The Wed
ding,” “The Bear,” “The Tragedian
in Spite of Himself,” “The Anni
versary," “The Three Sisters,” “The
Cherry Orchard.” Translated by
Julius West. $1.50 net.

Others: An Anthology of the New
Verse. Edited by Alfred Kreym
borg. The work of almost fifty
poets. Price $1.50.

X + 5000:WHAT we WANT!

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

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

Meadowcroft. A- book for any
age. Cloth, 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.
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.

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.

THE MASSES

Literary Matters

HE business manager has given
us some of his Book Store

space this month, on condition that
we fill it with literary news. As let
ters have always been considered a
part of literature, we are going to
start off with a letter from Anton
Johannsen on the Clifton-Morenci
copperstrike in Arizona. Part of the
letter is printed on page sevenof this
issue. The rest follows:

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

“When the employers demanded
protection from the state, why they
found a Governor that gave them
more than they were looking for.
He enforced the law which forbids
carrying arms against every man 1n
the camp, so the scabs were afraid
to work. The Sheriff refused to
place a star on any one that was a
non-resident, and so the strikers in
the main acted as police.

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

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

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

“On one oCcasion they had a big
parade of business boosters in
Phoenix and the reviewing stand
was built by scab labor, so he re
fused to sit in the seat reserved for
him. The night before the parade
the Carpenters Union built a stand
and put the union label on it

,

so the
Governor sat in that, much to the
displeasure of the business men.

“To get back to the miners. The
Strike was not endorsed by the Ex
ecutive Board of the Western Fed
eration, so these poor devils got lit
tle or no support in money from
the International. Governor Hunt
put in $100 himself and signed an
appeal for funds to the general pub
lic. That sure is going some.

“For four months these 5,000men
stayed out, on a total of $60,000,so
you may understand that they were
the real stuff. When they voted to
return to work there was about $140
in the treasury. Two men were
here from Secretary Wilson’s office
and they helped bring about a set
tlement which gave the men better
wages, and many other important
advantages, and the organization
remains intact, and the employer
has to pay' Mexicans the same
wages for the same work.”

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

(Continued on Page 27)

BOOK STORE

SOCIOLOGY
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. Net, $1.00.

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.
$1.00net. 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 Lodon. 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. 32 illustrations. $2 net.

Socialism in Theory and Practice, by
Morris Hillquit. Former price
$150, 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

in a brief in refutation of the doc
trines prevailing in Conventional
Political Economy. Send $1.00.

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

1 net.

Socialism and the War, by Louis B.
Boudin, author of “The Theoretical
System of Karl Marx.” It is the
first book of its kind published in

é
h
is or any other c0untry. Price,

1.

'1; m
u
n
-M

u
ll!

-

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

An Introduction to the Study of So
ciology, by Professor Edward
Cary Hayes, University of Illinois.
The latest, most up-to-date volume
in its field. 710pages. Send $2.65.

Within Prison Walls, by Thomas Mott
Osborne. A human document

.of humor and pathos and of un
usual revelations. A volume every
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. Send $1.65.

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

The Future of Democracy, by H. M.
Hyndman. $

1 net. Essays: Social
democracy and the war; National
ism and peace; Class-state social
ism; The reorganization of English
trade; The armed nation; Marxism
and the future.

Marxian Socialism and Religion, by
John Spargo. $

1 net.

Socialism.. Debaters’ Handbook Se
ries. Compiled by E. C. Robbins;
Price $

1 net.

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

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

In spite of censors, self-appoint- .
ed and otherwise, The Masses cir
culation is booming. We are out
for five thousand more subscrib
ers. Are you doing your share?

EDUCATION
Physical Culture for Babies, by Mar

garet and Bernarr Macfadden. De
tailed information for the care and
physical development of babies from
birth_to childhood. Price, $1.00.

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

The Montessori Manual, by Dorothy
Canfield Fisher. Show how the
mother or teacher may apply Dr.
Montessori’s principles in a practi
cal way. The W. E. Richardson
Co., Chicago. Send $1.35.

How to Know Your Child, by Miriam
Finn Scott. Price, $1.25 net. A

clear, concise and lucid book for
parents.

Mothers and Children, by Dorothy
Canfi'eld Fisher. Second edition.
Author of “A Montesorri Mother.”

A book to help in the most compli
cated and important enterprise—
the rearing of children. Send $1.35.

SEX
Sexual Knowledge, by Winfield Scott

Hall, Ph.D. (Leipzig), M.D. (Leip
zig). Sexual knowledge in plain
and simple language; for the in—
struction of young men and young
women, young wives and young
husbands. $

1 net.

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

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

“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.
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THE MASSES BOOK STORE

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. $1.00net.

Man and Woman, by Dr. Havelock
Ellis, the foremost authority on
sexual characteristics. A new (5th)
edition. Send $1.60.

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.
Heinrich Kisch (Prague). An epi
tome of the subject. Sold only to
physicians, jurists, clergymen and
educators. $5.00.

KralIt-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. '

Sexual Impotence, by Dr. Wm. J. Rob
inson. $3.

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 12 cents.

Coming-of-Age. by Edward
The truth about Sex, told

wisely, charmingly.

Love’s
Carpenter.
frankly, boldly,
Price, $1.00.

Functional Periodicity: An Experi
mental Study of the Mental and
Motor Abilities of Women During
Menstruation, by Leta Stetter Hol
lingworth. Cloth, $1. Paper, 75c.
Contributions to Education, No_. 69.
Teachers College, Columbia Univer
sity.

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

Practical Eugenics, by Dr. \Vm. J.

Robinson. 50 cents.

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.

3
'

(Continued from page 26)\

ernor Hunt of Arizona to George P.
West of the Committeeon Industrial
Relations. Gov. Hunt says:

“The daily press of Arizona is so
controlled by the corporations as to
make it difficult for the people of the
State to keep accurately informed re
garding such developmentsas affect
corporate interests.”

Gov. Hunt gives credit to the week
ly papers of Arizona, for their work

in making public the facts of the
Clifton-Morenci strike. and to the
New Relmblic, which publishedan ar
ticle by Mr. West entitled “A Strike
Without Disorder.” The news-service
of the Industrial Relations Commit
tee is being furnished to the news
papers of the country. If you want
to know whether your newspaper is

making use of this material and want
to check up, we suggest that you
write to the Committee at Washing
ton. D. C.. and ask to be supplied
with bulletins as thev are issued. We.
are not prepared to say how many
bulletins "theCommittee can issue to
individuals. but if you have some use
for them you can doubtless obtain
them. A letter to your newspaper
asking why it doesnot print the news
furnished by the Committee will in

many cases produce results.
Another letter to which we want

to call attention is one from Gifford
Pinchot in the New York Call. Mr.
Pinchot directs attention to the
Shields bill, at this writing before the
Senate,which “gives to the power in
terests without compensationthe use
of water power on navigablestreams.”
Similar bills were vetoed during the
past two administrations, but the
power thieves hope to take advantage
of the public preoccupationwith “pa
triotism” to put somethingbig across
now. The Ferris bill as amendedby
the House. Mr. Pinchot points out, is

similarly favorable to water-power
monopoly. Sweet to the grafters are
the uses of national adversity!

To turn to the other fields of lit
erature, we wish to speak of a book
which is of interest in connection
with the propaganda of birth control.
“The State Forbids,” a play by Sada
Cowan, is a forceful dramatic pres—
entation of the situation which ex
ists under our present laws, and it

will appeal to many readers who are
immune to direct argument. (Mit
chell Kennerley. 60 cents net.)

We receive manv requests from
readers for plays which can be per
formed by amateur dramatic groups.
“Plays for Small Stages,” by Mary
Aldis. contains five good. brief plays
written for a “playhouse” near Chi
cago. They are very actable.

Moreover, they show that plays
can be written for amateur dramatic
groups, free from the tiresome and
superfluous and wholly banal excel
lences of commercial drama. replac
ing theseby fresh and agreeableand
stimulating qualities. (Duffield. $1.25
net.)

T W E N T Y B O O K S

Recommendedby Floyd Dell

On another pageof the Book Store

is the list of books. Here is the ex

(Continucd on page 28)

The Sexual Question, by Prof. August
Forel (Zurich). A scientific, psy
chological, hygienic, legal and socio
logical work for the cultured classes.
By Europe's foremost nerve spec
ialist. Medical edition $5.50. Posi
tively the same book, cheaper bind
ing, now $1.60.

HISTORY
Social‘ Forces in American History, by

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

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

Love, by Dr. Bernard S
.

Talmey. A
Treatise on the Science of Sex At
traction. For the 1156of physicians.
lawyers, sociologists and writers on
the subject. Price $4.

Stories of Love and Life, by Dr. Wm.

J. Robinson. $1.

Sex Morality, by Dr. Wm. J. Robin
son. $1.

The Crime of Silence, by Dr. Orison
Swett Marden. Written for those
who do not know. “An ounce of
prevention is worth a pound of
cure.” Price, $1.00.

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

Some say The Masses is caviar
to the mentalpalate; others, that it

is a necessity—bothare right—and
ought to help in the campaign for
five thousand more subscribers.

HEALTH
Health—Beauty—Sexuality, by Ber

narr Macfadden and Marion Mal
colm. Plain advice to girls that will
be found invaluable as they grow
from girlhood into womanhood.
Price, $1.

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

Vitality Supreme, by Bernarrd Mac
fadden. Efficiency in health. Price,
$1.

The Family Health, by Dr. Myer
Solis-Cohen of the College of Phy
sicians of Philadelphia. $1.

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

Painless Childbirth (Eutocia and Ni
trous Oxid-Oxygen Analgesia), by
Dr. Carl Henry Davis. Associate in
Obstetrics and Gynecology.Rush Med
ical College. The first book by a phy—
sician that discussesthe various meth
ods used to secure painless childbirth.
Here is published for the first time the
results of varied experience with ni
trous oxid-oxygen analgesia in obstet
rics, and strong, convincing proof is

and strong, convincing proof is

given that this is the safest and best
method. A timely book of great im
portance. Send $1.10.

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

The Russian Empire of To-day and
Yesterday, by Nevin O. Winter.
The country and its peoples and a

review of its history and a survey
of its social, political and economic
conditions. Send $3.25.

THE SCIENCE LIBRARY
A collection of unusually well-made

books in durable paper bindings.
The entire set will be sent postpaid
for $7.00.

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

Three Lectures on the Science of
Language, by F. Max Mi'iller. 35c.

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

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

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

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

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

Primer of Philosophy, by Paul Carus.
35C.

The Prophets of Israel. Popular
Sketches from Old Testament His—
tory. by C. H. Cornill. Translated
by S. F. Corkran. 35c.

Philosophy of Ancient India, by Rich
ard Garbe. 35c.

Chinese Philosophy. Ari Exposition
of the Main Characteristic Features
of Chinese Thought. By Paul Ca
rus. 35c.

Discourse on the Method of Rightly
Conducting the Reason and Seeking
Truth in the Sciences, by Rene'
Descartes. Translated by John
Veitch. Authorized reprint. 35c.

Enquiry Concerning the Human Un
derstanding and Selections from a

Treatise of Human Nature, by
David Hume, with Hume’s Auto—
biography and a letter from Adam
Smith. Edited by T. J. McCormack

' and Mary \Nhiton Calkins. 45c.
The Psychology of Reasoning, by Al

fred Binet. Translated by Adam
Gowans Whyte. 35c.

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

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

The Metaphysical System of Hobbes.
Selected by Mary Whiton Calkins.
55¢

Locke’s Essay Concerning Human
Understanding, Selected bv Marv
Whiton Calkins. 68c.

The Principles of Descartes’s Philos
ophy, by Benedictus De Spinoza.
Translated from the Latin with an
Introduction by Halbert l-Iains Brit
an. 45c.

The Vocation of Man, by Johann Gott
lieb Fichte. Translated by William
Smith, with biographical introduc
tion by E. Ritchie. 35c.
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THE MASSES BOOK STORE

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

GENERAL
The Colonizer. The cotton oligarchy

is subjecting millions of negroes to
an outlaw labor system, which can
only be maintained by lynch law.
The Colonizer is exposing this—the
greatest menace of the age. Five
cents a copy. The Colonizer, Sum
merville, Georgia.

The Soliloquy of a Hermit, by Theo
dore Francis Powys. Price, $1.

The Healing of Nations and the Hid
den Sources of Their Sstrife, by
Edward Carpenter. $1 net. '

The Memoirs of a Physician, by
Vikcnty Verresaycv. Translated
from the Russian. Price $1.50.

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

Brilliant Exotics of Realism, Fiction
and Verse. Sample paragraphs and
stanzas for stamp. Starr Co., 285,
Live Oak, Fla.

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

The Diplomacy of the Great War, by
Arthur Bullard. Contents: I. The
Struggle of a Generation. II. The
New Elements of Diplomacy. III.
The Liquidation of This War. IV.
The United States and Europe.
Price $1.50.

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

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.

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

What Women Want, by Beatrice
Forbes-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.

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

(Continued from page 27)

planation. It needs an explanation
because it is rather an odd list.

Stendhal’s “The Red and the
Black” heads the list because I think
"1.15the best novel ever written. I

wish there were a cheaperedition of

it
, but it is worth the $1.75the pub

lishers charge. Then I put in “The
Revolt of the Angels,” not because it

IS the best of Anatole France’s
books, but particularly becauseof the
chapter which tells of the Dream of
Satan: a chapter which all revolu
tionists ought to read for the good
of their souls and minds. “The
Pastor’s Wife,” a delightful book, is

described on another page of this
issue. “The History of Mr. Polly” is

the finest thing H. G. Wells ever
did. And “The Idiot” is there be
cause Dostoievsky, in spite of the
total wrongness of his attitude to
ward life, is next to Stendhal the
greatest novelist that ever lived. In

a word, these books represent some
enthusiasms of mine which I want
to share with others.

Being a conservative in matters
of art, I am not able to enjoy very
heartily the books of Imagist poetry
which are coming out so thick and
fast, and Edgar Lee Masters’
“Spoon River Anthology” is the
nearest thing to “modernity” in my
list. But I do enjoy Louis Unter
meyer’s parodies of the new poets,
and I think you will too. His book

is called “—and Other Poets.”
Chesterton’s“Poems” is in the list on
account of the magnificent “Battle
of Lepanto” poem. and the dedica
tion poem reprinted from “The Man
Who Was Thursday.” My most
whole-souled enthusiasm goes to At
thur Davison Ficke’s book, “Son
nets of a Portrait Painter.” These
sonnets are a union of beauty, irony
and keen intellectuality which move
me tremendously, and I want others
to know about them and enjoy them
too.

“The “Psychology of the Uncon
scious” is a book I have not yet
read—it is just going to press as I

write. But I have read everything
of Jung's so far translated, and of
all the writers on psychoanalysis he
strikes me as the clearest, sanestand
wisest. I expect to find in “The Psy
chology of the Unconscious” a pro
found and illuminating treatment of

a great theme.
The four books on sex, by Ellis,

Bloch, Forel and Malchow, are I be
lieve the four best books on the
subject. Malchow is an American
physician who spent some years in
prison for publishing his book. It

is the most conservative, and not, I

think. the wisest, of the four. Forel

is rather conservative, too, in an
honest German way. Bloch appears
from his book, which is profoundly
critical of capitalist institutions and
morality, to be a revolutionary
thinker—he is far more radical in his
views of the sexual problem than
most Socialists. Havelock Ellis'
volume is indispensable to anyone
who professes to be enlightened on
the subject. A reading of these
books, especially those of Ellis,
Bloch and Forel, will throw a vast
amount of light on troubled aspects
of modern life.‘

Most of the other books in the
list have been written about in THE
MASSESbefore: Masefield’s book on
“Shakespeare,” in the Home Uni
versity Library, has a double inter
est at this time, on account of the
Shakespeare celebrations now going
on and the visit of the English poet

and critic to this country. It is an
admirable little book that has the
power of making one freshly realize
the quality of Shakespeare’smind.

Perhaps I may make, here in the
privacy of these retired columns, a

confession. I never liked Shakes
peare until Bernard Shaw persuaded
me to. Some people think Shaw dis
likes Shakespeare. He is, on the
contrary, one of Shakespeare’smost
judicious admierrs. Of‘ course you
have read Shaw’s remarks on
Shakespeare? If you haven’t, you
can find them in “Dramatic Opin
ions.” Shaw, after all, has the last
word on everything! F. D.

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

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

How It Feels to be the Husband of a

Sufiragette, by “Him.” Illustrated
by Mary Wilson Preston. Price,
50c.; postage, 5c. See adv. on page
22.

The Upholstered Cage, by Josephine
P. Knowles. \Nith an introduction
to American women by Belle Lind
ner Israels. It takes up the prob
lem of the unmarried daughter as no
other book has done. Price, $1.50.

“Visions and Revisions,” bv John
Cowper Powys. A book of essays
on great literature. The New York
Times said “It is too brilliant, that

is the trouble.” 300 pp., $2.00 net.

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

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

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

Iy stirred the country as the ousting
of Scott Nearing from the Univer
sity of Pennsylvania. 56c., post
paid. -

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

A SOCIALIST LIBRARY
issomethingeveryLireSocialistwants.Weput:
lishtheworksof MarxandtheothergreatSo
cialistwriters.Wehavea.newendlesschainplan
bywhichanySocialistLocalorhustlercangeta.libraryin returnfora fewhours'workintroducingthelntcrnatlonalScclallstReview,theFight
mgMagazineof theWorkingClass.A sample
copyand our illustratedbookcatalogfree.
CHARLESH. KERR &

-

00., 349E. OhloSt.,
CHICAGO.

Any book advertised in this is

sue may be earned for new sub
scriptions. Write to the business
manager—now.

The N. Y. EveningPost calls this:
“TheUncleTomof a prisonservitude.”

The Story o
f

Canada Blackie
By

ANNE P. L. FIELD
Introductionby

THOMAS MOTT OSBORNE
$1.00net

Canyougrowyounga
t

70?
ReadhuwSanfordBennettdid it

.

OLD AGE—ITS CAUSE
AND PREVENTION
By SanfordBennett
Price $1.50Postpaid

Onenewsubscriptionto
The Massesandthebook
togetherfor $1.75
A mostremarkablebook
of practicalbenefitby a

mostremarkableman.
Sold by

The MassesBook Store

THE SEXUAL QUESTION
by Prof. August Forel of Zurich,
Switzerland,theworld-famousscientist._

Written in terms of the average
readerand comprehendingthe whole
sex subject. Recommendedby Max
Eastman,the editor of THE Masses.
It is beingwidelyreadin Americaand
usedby physicians,lawyers,clergymen,
educators,writers,advancedscientists,
socialworkers.

Price now $1.60
Also “PsychopathiaSexualis," by

Krafft-Ebing,now $1.60.

TheMassesBookStore, 3
3

W.14thSt., N
.

Y

To Local Secretaries
If you want free

literature for distribution
Write to the

BUSINESS MANAGER OF THE MASSES

“SONGS of LOVE
and REBELLION”

By CovingtonHall,
Being a

.

collectionof his finestpoems
on Revolution,Love and Miscellane
ous Subjects. finely boundin paper.
Single copies500; three volumesfor
$1.00;ten for $2.50.Postageprepaid.

MASSES BOOK STORE
83 West 14th Street, New York.

SOCIALISM AND WAR
By LOUIS B. BOUDIN

Author o
f "The TheoreticalSystem o
f Karl

Marx", "Governmentb
y

Judiciary",Etc.
This book is an eminently

successful attempt at a Social
ist interpretation of the great
war. It is the first book of its
kind published in this or any
other country. It includes a

discussion of the general prob~
lems of Socialism and War,
Nationalism and Internation
alism.

Price, One Dollar
THE MASSES BOOK STORE

33Want14thStreet,NewYork
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Good Books free Wilb Subscriptions to the Masses

To increase its circulation, The Masses makes these
extraordinary Premium ofiers.
are described in The Masses Book Store :: ::

Most of these books

By Request, This Offer is Extended to End April 30th

two Dollar mm
For Two Dollars we will send T112 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, by Hutchins Hapgood, published at

$1.25.
Socialism in Theory and Practice, by Morris Hillquit, $1.50.
Graphics, by Harris Merton Lyons, $1.00.
Three Plays of Shakespeare, by Swinburne, published at 75c.
Twenty Six and One, by Maxim Gorky, published at $1.25.
What Every Girl Should Know, by Margaret Sanger, 5 5c.
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, 5 5c.
How It Feels to Be the Husband of a Sufiragette, by “Him,”

55°
The King, the Kaiser and Irish Freedom, by McGuire, $1.00.
Love’s Coming of Age, by Edward Carpenter, $1.00.
Plain Facts About a Great Evil, by Mrs, Pankhurst, 55c.
The Social Commonwealth, by Rosenblatt, $1.00.
Why I Am A Socialist, by Charles Edward Russell, 60c.
Why the Capitalist? by Dr. Fredk. Haller, $1.00
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.

Cloroo Dollar mm
For Three Dollars we will send Ta: MAssas for one year to
three NEW readers and mail one of the following books free
to any address:

Spoon River Anthology, by Edgar Lee Masters, $1.25.
The Sexual Question, by August Forel, $1.60.
Wood and Stone, by John Cowper Powys, $1.50.
Socialists and the War, by William English Walling, $1.50.
What Women Want, by Beatrice Forbes-Robertson Hale, $1.50.
Taras Bulba, from the Russian of Gogol, $1.35.
Enjoyment of Poetry, by Max Eastman, $1.35.
Walt Whitman’s “Leaves of Grass," $1.35.
The Millionaire, by Artzibashef, $1.25.
Herself, by Dr. E. B. Lowry, $1.10.
Himself, by Dr. Lowry, $1.10.
Social Freedom, by Elsie Clews Parsons, $1.00.
Child of the Amazons, by Max Eastman, $1.00.
Cry for Justice, by Upton 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.

the Dollar Dllor
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 $1.2 5 editions.

twelve Dollar mm
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 0F ALL—For Fifteen Dollars' worth
of subscriptions we will send the magnificent IMia-paper edi
tion of Webster’s Modern English Dictionary, bound in beau
tiful” flexible leather; thumb index, wonderful color plates,

2300 pages. Published at $21.00. F. O. B., New York.

the masses Publishing (Zompary
Editorial and Business Office and Book Store at 33 WEST 14th STREET, NEW YORK
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30 THE MASSES.

A New and Unique Achievement in Decorative
Art for the Home.

M E D A L L I O N S

“THE IMMORTALS” .

Made of Corinthian Bronze, solidly riveted to hand
some walnut and hardwood panels, with speCial

brass hangers enclosed, ready for fastening on wall.

A ShockinegStimulatingBook!

“Radical Views”
Printed for you conservatives

BY RALPH BRANDT
If you wantto get at the impressions
of an iconoclastthis book will give
you a bettercollectionthan the Con
gressionalLibrary.
Limp binding, hand-sewedwith red
cord, on sterling deckleedgepaper,
with initials in red. Limitededition.

$1.00A COPY POSTPAID
Sold by

THE MASSES BOOK STORE
New York.

ONLY TWENTY LEFT
BoundVolumesof

THE MASSES For l9l5

Price $2.00, F. O. B. New York
All [hePreciousVolumesHareBeenSoldOut

WOMEN
As Flghters—Artlsts—Lovers.
Readaboutthemin Floyd Dell’sbook,
“WomenasWorld Builders." ‘5 cents,

gastpaid.
THE MASSESBoox Srou, 83

est14thSt., New York City.

Cuaranlecd by the Kat/iodian Bronze Works

Bryant. Tennyson.

Burns. Voltaire.
Byron. Walt Whitman
Darwin. Whittier.
Dickens. Beethoven.
Goethe. Chopin.

Holmes. Liszt.
IIugo. Mendelssohn.
Longfellow. Mozart.
Lowell. SChubert.
Mark Twain.\Vagncr.

Milton. Weber.

Poe. Grant.

Schiller. Jefferson.
ShakespeareLincoln.

’7 inches in diameter,
on panel 91/2x12
inches,$3.00

4 inchesin diameter,
on panel 6%x8%
inches,$1.00

Ofl'ered through
The Masses at 25%
of? or for subscrip
tions.

Sentto anypartof the
U. . Money cheer
fully refundedif not
satisfied.

Remit by Check,
'Draft, Express or
MoneyOrder,or Cash
by registeredletter.

THE MOSHER BOOKS. /'+"-
Books in Belles Lettres Issued in Choice and Limited Editions

Printedona sizeof Van Gelderpapermadefor thiseditiononl . S eciall desi ed
head-bandsand tail-pieces.The regularedition doneup in decyorategflexiyblcJggan
vellumcovers—originatedby Mr. Masher—withsilk markers,parchmentwrappers,gold
sealsandslidecases.

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

Japan vellumcovers,flexible,with turneddownfore-edges......$1.25net
Old-stylebluepaperboards,whitebackand label. . . . . . . . . . . .. . 1.50net
Flexibleleather,smooth,darkolivecolor,gilt tops. . . . . . . . . . .. . 1.75net
Japan vellumedition(numbered). . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 2.50net

ALSO GIVEN FOR SUBSCRIPTION TO THE MASSES
RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM, renderedinto Englishverseby EdwardFitzgerald.
AUCASSIN AND NICOLETE, doneinto English by AndrewLang.
MODERN LOVE AND OTHER POEMS, by GeorgeMeredith.
SONGS OF INNOCENCE, from the works of William Blake.
HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES, by OscarWilde.
SHROPSI-IIRE LAD, by A. E. Housman.

AND FORTY ADDITIONAL TITLES.
Write for Special Catalogue

THE MASSES BOOK STORE, 33 W. 14th St., New York

EVERYMAN’S LIBRARY
Spoon River
Anthology
By Edgar Lee Masters
“The natural child of Walt Whit

man."—-—JohnCowper Powys, in the
New York Times.

“It at once takes its placeamong
thosemasterpieceswhichare not of a
timeor a locality."—-—Bo.rtonTranscript.

“A work splendid in observation,
marvelousin the artistry of exclusion
yet of democraticinclusiveness,pier
cingly analyticof character,of plastic
fictilityof handling,sympatheticunder
neathirony,humorous,pathetic,tragic,
comic particular yet universal-a
ComedicHumaine—acreation of a
whole communityof personalities.”—
Willi'omMarion Reedy.

Price $1.25 Postpaid

Anthologon Magazine Verse

FOR 1915 and

Year Book of AmericanPoetry

Edited by WILLIAM STANLEY
BRAITHI/VAITE. Price $1.50

CONTAINS
The one hundred distinctive

poems of the year selected by
William Stanley Braithwaite.

A critical summary of fifty
notable volumes of poetry of the
year.

A summary of the contents of
the notable volumes of the year
dealing with poets, poetry, and
the art of poetry, together with a
list of articles and essays on the
same subjects.

The Titles and Authors of every
poem in twenty of the most im
portant magazines.

It comprises732volumesof the W'orld'sGreatestBooks.
The worksof your famousauthorsare there.
The greatHistorians,Essayistsand Poets are well rep

resented.
You can also find herea multitudeof classicworksby

authorsnot so Widelyknown.
_Thebooksare printedfrom new plateson a fine quality

thin bookpaper.
Everyman’s'Library is the greatestserieseverattempted

andthepriceis onlypossiblebecauseof the immensescope
andoutputof the work.

Bound in limp red leather with gilt back,
per volume

Boundin clothwith gilt back,per volume....
Semi for a completecatalogue.

E. P. DUTTON & COMPANY, 681 Fifth Ave., N. Y.
Orderfrom The MassesBook Store

70cnet
35cnet

IF YOU

R E A D NEWSPAPERS
then you must read

FAKES IN JOURNALISM
(By Max Sherover)

which tells you aboutthe thing the

NEWSPAPERS SUPPRESS
and how

NEWSPAPERS LIE
and why they

DISTORT AND FALSIFY.
Fakes in Journalism has gone

throughtwo editionsand is oneof the
fastestsellingbookletstoday.

This book pulls the curtain aside
fromtheeditorialroomandshowshow
low the press of the country has
stooped,it exposesthe tricks of the
game,and pointsthe powerthatpulls
the editorialstrings.

Ninety-sixpagesof red-hotfactsand
photographicreproductionsof news
fakes. Not a line of theory. Facts
only. Secondedition,revisedand en
larged.
Price 25 centsper copymailedany

where. 3 copies500postpaid. 7
copies$1.00postpaid.
SEND ORDERS TO

FAIR PRESS LEAGUE
1589PITKIN AVE., BROOKLYN,

N.
(Specialratesto booksellersand liter

atureagents)

Russian Comrades!

Subscribe to our

MONTHLY SOCIALIST MAG
AZINE

Swolodnoye Slowo

(Free Word)

Published and edited by the well
known veteran of the Russian
Revolutionists, Leo C. Deulscli.

You will find a great deal of in
teresting material, as well as thril
ling short stories.

Subscriptionrates:

One Year $1.00 Half Year 55c

Address: “Free Word”

I398ClayAve.,Bronx,NewYork City

Wod’s Masterpieces Bound in Leather

SET OF 30 VOLUMES
BOOK RACK FREE

The most unusual book bargain ever offered. Books of this quality never sold
before for less than fifty cents each. The largequantities in which these books are
manufactured enables us to offer these classics, bound in genuine sheep skin, with
a free book rock as pictured in the above cut, for only $5.25a set of thirty volumes.

Fifteen titles (your selection) with a book rack sent post free for $3.00.
Alice in Wonderland
Child’s Gardenof Verse:
Comtessede Geran—Duma:
Shakespeare—Sonnet:

Dreams—OliveSchreiner
Doll’s House—Ibsen
Storiesby De Mauflarsant
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde

Emerson’sEssays
ArabianNights
Kipling's Stories
BarrackRoom Ballad:
50BestPoemsof America Sonnet:from the Portuguese Hamlet
60 Best Poems of England Murdersin theRue Jllorgue King Lear
Rubaiyat ChristmasCarol Macbeth
Ballad of ReadingGaol
Pelleaeby Master“an
Bear Hunt—Tolstoy

Rip Van Winkle Manhunt of Venice
SherlockHolmes RomeoandJuliet
SPeecher—Lincoln Julius Caesar

Single title: centpost-freefor twentyfivecents
THE LITTLE LEATHER LIBRARY

includes the works of the world’s greatest writers.
Order from

THE MASSES BOOK STORE
33 West 14th Street, New York City.
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SEX PROBLEMS in

WORRY and WORK
By Wm.LeeHoward,M. D.

A frank and simplestatementof the
causesof worryanddistressamongmen
and women,and the bestmethodsto
pursueto securepermanentrelief. A
revelationof the tremendousproblems
in sex physiologyand psychology,em
bodyingthe very latestdiscoveriesand
conclusionsof modernmedicalscience.
Undeniablyxa bookthatyoushouldread
at your earliestopportunity,to remove
someof your own perplexitiesand to
help you save the membersof your
familyfrom needlessfears.

cgéiPTERs d
__

1. orry an "'- " -
the Primitive . SEXpROBLM5

mwoRRYANDWORKW.83.’3

Forces of Na
ture.
2. Is Chastity

Consistsnt
with

of becoming
Impotent.
4. The Sexual
Problemof the
Neurasthenic.
5. Why you
Worry ov er
UnknownFears. "
6. Internal ‘
Sex Forcesand
their EffectuponEfficiency.
7. How Emotions—Fear,Anger,Love,
Jealousy——CauseInjury to Bodily_ ._
Health \'
8. Characterand Sexuality.

By the SameAuthor.

Facts for the Married
Plain Facts on Sex Hygiene
ConfidentialChatswith Boys
ConfidentialGhatsWith Girls
Breathe and Be Well

Each, Cloth Bound$1.00not

Sand for detailedcirculargiving full
information

EDWARDJ. ELODE,156FifthAve.NewYork

Book: You Should llave

'I'HE 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, $3.0o
Sold only to membersof the medicaland
ental professions,to lawyers,clergymen,

Alsorecognizedstudentsof sociology).

NATURAL LAWS OF SEXUAL LIFE
Embracing medico—sociological re
searches. By ANTON NYSTROM,
M.D., Stockholm, Sweden. Trans
lated by Carl Sandzen, M.D. 260
pages, 6x9 inches......Price, $2.0o

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 100original illustration

Price, $2.00.

SUGGESTIVE THERAPEUTICS,
APPLIED HYPNO'I'ISM AND

PSYCHIC SCIENCE
A manual of practical psychotherapy
and hypnotism. By HENRY S.
MUNRO, M.D., Omaha, Nebraska.
10 pp. 6x9 inches, frontispieee.

ird Edition. . . . . . . .Price, $4.50,

The 6. V. Mushy Company,Publishers
001-807Iotropolitu Building

St. Louis, U. I. A.
SOLD BY THE MASSES BOOK STORE,

83 WEST 14TH ST., NEW YORK.

BOOKS BY DR. WILLIAM J. ROBINSON

'
isexuht SEX

. “013li TORALIT‘0F

Tm?CRITICmGUIDECO.

‘AI,
TH‘Ecams- AI'IDGum;co "mCRITIC m cnrrwT 11° 0. “cm oufis‘fico. @355“ cuffihcoANcum:C0

$3. $2.50 $I.00 $I.00 $I.OO $0.50 $2.00 $l.00

Offered through The Masses Book Store ;_,,

“A Prophet owaakening”
JOHN MACY

Has Written aZDaring Invigorating Book on

I I
Soclallsm ,

I I '

In Am e r | ca
William English Walling, Author of “Socialism:As

It Is,” writes:
“I am amazed that Mr. Macy has been able to cover all the
most important points, and yet—in spite of the very' great conden—
sation this necessitates—has succeeded in making a book every
page of which is interesting. I am convinced that there is no other
writer in this country who could have made such a brilliant success
of this difficult task.”

Harper’s Weekly says:
“Mr. Macy comes as a prophet of awakening, and his words should
have a tonic effect. Unquestionably he has run an invig
orating furrow through the packed, dreary flatness of much con—
temporary Socialist thought.”

.lust Out—At all Bookstores—Net $1.00

Doubleday, Page 8r 00., Garden city, II
. Y
.

Do You Want a Fountain Pen!
FREE

The pen The Call offers you is a first-class, genu
ine, 14-K. gold point, chased black barrel, neat ap
pearing fountain pen, made and guaranteed to sell
for $1.50.

We will send you one of these pens, postpaid,
packed in a box with filler and printed guarantee
FREE for every yearly subscription you send in to
The New York Call at the rate of $5.00. This is a

premium offer you cannot beat—The Daily Call,
The Call Sunday Magazine for one whole year and
a $1.50 fountain pen—all for a five dollar bill.

Do not confuse this offer with the premium foun
tain pens of cheap make and brass points often give
away by cheap magazines. This is a pen that will
stand up and give you service for years. We can
buy them in quantity at a reasonable rate, and by
gettingyour name On our mailing list for a full year
save enough to pay for the pen we give you. This
way we save you the cost of the pen—send in your
five today. You cannot afford to be without The
Call, and you can use the pen.

Send your order with check to the

The New York Call, Subscription Department
P. O. BOX 1624, NEW YORK CITY

Postal regulationsrequirethat onecent a
. copybe addedfor postagein Manhattan

and Bronx, New York ($3.60per your extra).

A SPECIAL OFFER TO
SSES READERS

Thewarhasplayedhavocwiththebookpublishingbusiness.
Thepublishersneedmoneyand I haveagreedtotakea carload0!
booksofftheirhands.Moneytalks!Bypayingspotcashin ad
vanceI haveobtainedstandardworksat lessthanactual‘costof
production.Herois a fair sample—

COL. ROBT. G. INGERSOLL’S

FORTY-FOUII LECTURES
COMPLETE—CLOTH BOUND

A standardvolume,worth$2.50,which1 offerto TheMasses
readersforonly$l.00,postageprepaidbyme. Just thinkof it!
420pages.each6x9,largetype,clothbound,aluminumstamped,
withportraitof author.FORONLY$l.00PREPAID.

Col.Ingmoli'aworkin thelecturefieldwill lastfor all time.
Thoughwemaydifferwithhimin hisdoctrines,allwilladmitthe
brilliancyof hisgreatmindandarespell-boundwiththebeauty
of hiswordpictures.lie wasoneof theworld'smust orators,
andthisgreatbookwill liveforever.A splendidBirthdaypresent.

CLOTHBINDING,ALUMINUMSTAMPED.420 PP. 6 X 9

__~- - ____- . __. _________. - _____________-,_

II

NEWEDITION!NEWTYPE! NEWPLATES! ;

A fine,cloth-boundvolume:a vitlfuabh;adldl- :tiontoanylibrary;neverofferedb ore 0r BBB
than$2.50.Here'syourchancetoget.thisgreat : Enclosedfind$1.00m- whichsendmeRobt.o. In
workatpublisherscostofproduction.Justclip I 801'8011'84400ml)leLectures.would.
theecuponandsendit with$1.00. :

II

AddressB. SCOTT,

8 SouthDoor-bornSt., Chlcago
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PartialInteriorViewof Oneof theHundredsof BigStorageWarehousesin whichtheChoicestBurleyLeafis Agedin Wood
threetofiveYears(orTuxedoTobacco.The LargeCentralInsetShowsa HogsheadOpened.

All Smoking Tobaccos Are Aged
Have to be to make them smokable. To

bacco in its natural state is raw and harsh.
Ageing makes it mellower, milder.

The leaf for some tobaccos is aged for only
one or two years. That for Tuxedo is aged

in wooden hogsheads for three to five years—
until it is as nearly perfect as_nature can

make it.

Most manufacturers simply age the leaf and

let it go at that. But——

Tuxedo Is More Than Aged
After nature has done all it can to mellow

the leaf, then the original “Tuxedo Process” is

apphed.

This famous process—a doctor’s discovery
--takes out all the bite left by nature. Pre
vents irritation of mouth and throat. Makes
Tuxedo the mildest, most comfortable smoke

‘ s.$1.-r

The Perfect Pipe Tobacco

Get a tin of Tuxedo. Try it for a week. Note how
You can smoke it

all day and have a sound tongue and a perfectly comfortable
A week’s trial is bound to make you a

sweet and fragrant it is and how mild!

throat at the end.

permanent smoker of Tuxedo.

YOU CAN BUY TUXEDO EVERYWHERE
Convenient. glassine-wrnpped.

5moisture-proof pouch . . . . . . . C

In Tin Humidors, 40c and 80c

THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY

lettering, curved to fit pocket

possible to produce. Enables men to enjoy a

pipe Who formerly could not do so.

The “Tuxedo Process” has many imitators.
Millions of dollars have been spent trying to

invent a “just-as-good” process. But it still
remains the great original method for making
tobacco absolutely biteless and non-irritating.

Illustra
tions are
aboutone
half size
0f r c a!
bar/cages.

Famous green tin, with gold
1

In Glass Humidors, 506 and 90C
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