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Money-Making Press: a 
Magazine whose final Pol
icy is to do as it Pleases 
and Conciliate Nobody, 
not even its Readers—A 
Free Magazine.

EDITOR 
Max Eastman

ART EDITOR 
John Sloan

MANAGING EDITOR 
Floyd Dell

CONTRIBUTING EDITORS
ART
Arthur Young 
John Sloan 
K . R. Chamberlain 
Maurice Becker 
Cornelia Barns
Alice Beach Winter 
Charles A . Winter 
George Bellows 
H. J. Glintenkamp 
Glenn O. Coleman
Stuart Davis

LITERATURE 
John Reed 

Louis Untermeyer 
Howard Brubaker 

Mary Heaton Vorse 
Robert Carlton Brown

Max Eastman 
Arthur Bullard 

Edmond McKenna 
Floyd Dell 

Frank Bohn
W illiam  English Walling

SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
Yearly, $1.00. Half Yearly, 60 Cents. 

Foreign, 25 per cent, added fo r  postage. 
Rates on bundle orders_ and to news

dealers on application.

Entered as second-class matter, December
 27, 1910, at the postoffice o f 

New York City, under th e  Act 
o f March 3, 1879.

Published Monthly by 
: The Masses Publishing Co., 

Editorial Office, 2 W . 16th Street, N. Y . 
Business Office, 142 W . 23rd St., N. Y. 
P. O. Box 101 Pennsylvania Terminal, 

N. Y.
Western Advertising Agents : 

Coan-Buckman 
Kartford Bldg. Chicago

Eastern Advertising Agents: 
Distributors’ Advertising Service 

142 West 23rd Street, Hew York

NOTICE
We deeply regret to say 

that circumstances have 
arisen Which make it nec
essary to postpone Max 
Eastman’s lecture  t rip 
until next season.

We had negotiations 
under way with our 
friends in ‘twenty-eight 
cities and only absolute 
necessity compels us to 
give up the trip.

All of the correspond
ence will be preserved and 
the negotiations will be 
opened next year.

THE MASSES.

M r. Huebsch’s list includes books by
HAUPTMANN
SUDERMANN
RODIN
SOREL
W ELLS

ELLEN KEY 
STRINDBERG 
KEIR HARDIE 
HERVIEU 
GORKY

BERGSON 
E. BERNSTEIN 
SCOTT NEARING 
JOHN SPARGO 
A. L. BENSON

and other popular foreign and American authors.

Here are three suggestions for Masses readers :

THE DEATH OF A NOBODY,
By JULES ROMAINS 

Translated from the French by Desmond MacCarthy . and 
 . Sydney Waterlow. 

, -  Cloth, $1.25, net. i ‘ ~
The life of one in other’s minds—the “ social consciousness” - about 

which the sociologists have developed abstruse theories, is portrayed 
explicitly* with a fascination no theory can have. The “ Nobody'’ ’dies 
in the second chapter. It is not Only a masterpiece of literary art, but 
might well be used as the concrete text of the mind of the crowd.

ATTA TROLL
By HEINRICH HEINE

Translated by Herman Scheffauer; 'introduction by Oscar Levy ; 
Illustrations by Willy Pogany.

Board sides; parchment back, $1.25, net.
Brunetière wrote of Atta Troll: “ Lyric poetry in its most personal ; 

and subjective form, and satire in its most mordant, and ironical phase 
have never been mote closely united, nor more i n dissolubly and inde
structibly welded into an harmonious whole than in this work. Like 
Gulliver’ s Travels, it is unique of its class.”  This satire of which a 
dancing-bear is the hero, applies to political conditions of all times and 
countries 'and attests the universal mind of its creator.

THE OTHER KIND OF GIRL
ANONYMOUS

Cloth, $1.00, net.
A street girl tells her story, not the “ shocker” of be

trayal, nor a “ white slave”  story of terror; but a har- 
rowingly veracious account of a life thousands voluntarily 
adopt because, as children, their normal instincts were 
perverted through the neglect of their parents. By im
plication the “ other kind of girl”  criticizes the moral 
standard of rural communities and many of our respected 
institutions such as hospitals, charity organizations, de
partment stores, reformatories, jails, and— churches.

B. W. HUEBSCH, Publisher, 225 Fifth avenue, New York

T h e  M o s t  P O W E R F U L  B o o k
by any living American Writer 

is Lyon’sO f  S h o r t  S t o r i e s

GRAPHICS
These fifteen tales by Harris Merton 
Lyon are done by a man of rare 
genius—.a man whose work you sim
ply must know if you are. interested 
in- short-s tory masterpieces. No consideration

 ‘of present day American, 
literature is complete without an i n
clusion of Lyon’s "masterful  studies 
of ‘ our life. /GRAPHICS ‘ranks 
shoulder to shoulder with the shorter 
work of Hauptmann, Sudermann, 
Tcheckov,  de Maupassant, The un
forgettable “2000th Christmas” is 
known to Socialists the world over.

Here are tales of social significance,
' caustic arraignments of social injus
tices—yet not mere propaganda, but 
memorable literature, powerful in its 
irony, inspiring in its bursts of melo
dious beauty. GRAPHICS isn’t just 
another book of short stories that 
you'll read and throw ‘away. It’s a 
book you’ll keep by you to re-read, 
quote and argue about.
You’ll thank Reedy for hav
ing published it and this ad 
for having called your at
tention to it.

NET  
$1.00

Published by William Marion Reedy, St. Louis, Mo.

TWO NEW LOWRY BOOKS
‘HIMSELF.”

By Dr. E. B. Lowry. It is re
garded as the best book on sex 
hygiene for men. It tells plain
ly all 'the facts about sex and 
leads ’to health, happiness and 
success. Send $1 .10.

If I could sit down for a 
half-hour with you this even
ing with this book in my hand 
we would surely laugh and per
haps weep a bit—but we would 
have a good time.

The spirits of the' Spoon 
River villagers come back and 
tell the truth about themselves 
and others—-such humorous, 
pathetic, tragic, and human 
truth that we must needs laugh 
and weep.

• - - *  *  *

Deacon Taylor really didn’t 
die of eating watermelon— 
booze from Trainor’s drug store 
killed him.

Poor Doc Hill! His wife 
hated him and Em Stanton was 
the real mourner at his bier.

“ Back of every soldier is a 
woman,”  sighs Lydia Puckett.

Doctor Meyers tried to help 
out the poetess Minerva when 
she came crying— She died. 
The doctor died in disgrace and 
his wife of a broken heart. 
Even her spirit doubts him. 
But Minerva’s spirit tells the 
truth.

Mrs. Williams, the milliner 
says: “ The stealers of hus
bands

“ Wear powder and trinkets, 
and fashionable hats.

“ Wives, wear them your
selves.”
r, “ Take note, ye prudent and 
pious souls,”  that Chase Henry, 
town drunkard, lies in a grave 
close to banker' Nicholas and 
his wife Priscilla.

Did Rev. Peet or Editor 
Whedon contribute to the pub
lic treasury? Well  ;every time 
Judge Arnett *fined Daisy 
Frazer, the ten  d ollars and 
costs went into the school fund.

; Rev. Sibley lied, both to him-• 
self and the town—why? There’s 
a bitter story, for y o u

“ All, all, are - sleeping on the 
hill.”  ? -

■ *  *  ''

S a y ----
W e can’t read 'together this 

evening, but ¡you may have the 
joy of this ‘ with some other 
fellow.
Just send $1.25 'for

SPOON
RIVER
ANTHOLOGY

By Edgar Lee Masters

“A COMEDIE HUMAINE”

The hit o f  the season*

Send to

“HERSELF.”
This notable book by Dr. E. B. 
Lowry  on sexual hygiene, con
tains full and precise and 
straightforward as well as 
trustworthy information on 
every question of importance to 
women concerning their physi
cal nature. Send $1 .10.

Offered by Forbes & Co., 'through
TH E M ASSES BOOK STO RE 142 W. 23rd St, New York

MASSES BOOK STORE
142 W . 23rd Street, New Y ork
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The 

MASSES 
BOOK STORE 

EIGHT LATE "HITS" 
1— Spoon R i v e r A n t h o l o g y , by 

Edga r Lee Masters . See ad
vertisement on page 2. Send 
$1.25. 

2 — The B r e a k i n g P o i n t , by A r t z i -
bashef, the great Russ i an 
genius. R a d i c a l l y o r ig ina l and 
a novel of wonderful power . 
Send $1.50. 

3— T h e S to ry of Jacob S tah l , by 
J. D . Beresford. In three v o l 
umes : T h e E a r l y H i s t o r y of 
Jacob S t a h l ; A Candidate for 
T r u t h ; T h e Inv is ib le Even t . 
F l o y d D e l l places this t r i l ogy 
among the six best novels . 
Perhaps the finest w o r k of con
temporary E n g l i s h fiction. 
Each $1 .35. T h e set, $2.75. 

4— Leaders of the People , by Jo
seph Clayton. A book about 
liberty. Send $2.10. 

5— W o o d and Stone, by John 
Cowper P o w y s . A t h r i l l i n g 
story of E n g l i s h v i l l age life. 
Send $1.60. 

6— The Harbor . Ernes t Poole ' s 
delightful and quaint s tory of 
idealistic men and w o m e n in 
conflict w i t h the c rue l ly ma
terialistic life of N e w Y o r k 
harbor. Send $1.50. 

7— The Cry for Just ice , an an
thology of the literature of 
social protest, th rough a l l the 
ages. E d i t e d by U p t o n S i n 
clair. 955 pages. Sp lend id ly 
bound. Illustrated. Send $ 2 . 

8— Moonbeams from the Larger 
Lunacy, by Stephen Leacock, 
author of "Nonsense N o v e l s , " 
" L i t e r a r y Lapses , " etc. A 
new budget of fun by a great 
and contagious A m e r i c a n hu
morist. Send $1.35. 

FICTION 
M e : A B o o k of R e m e m b r a n c e . 

A n o n y m o u s . Pe rhaps the mos t u n 
usual l i te rary offer ing of 1915. A 
remarkable s tory of love, adventure 
and dar ing that is true. A n as
tounding sel f - revelat ion of a fasc i 
nating personal i ty . T h e au tob iog 
raphy of a w e l l - k n o w n w o m a n nov
elist. Send $1.35. 

Crainquebil le , by A n a t o l e F rance . 
Translated by W i n i f r e d Stephens. 
Send $1.85. T h e s tory of a coster-
monger who is turned f rom a d u l l -
wit ted and inoffensive creature by 
the hounding of the po l i ce and r i g 
orous law into a desperado. 

Graphics, by H a r r i s M e r t o n L y o n . 
Mos t powerful book of short stories. 
$1 net. Postage, 8c. 

T o A l l Masses Readers. Y o u are urged to buy books through " T h e If 
M a s s e s B o o k Store ," wh ich is the name given this page. Here is an inter- II 
est ing assortment, many books being new. The Masses has made ar- I I 
rangements w i t h the publishers to offer these books to you. Y o u pay no II 
more—often less—for books purchased th rough us than f rom dealers and It 
y o u r patronage w i l l assist us in the great p rob lem of publ i sh ing T h e It 
Masses wi thou t loss. N o one is t r y i n g to make money out of The II 
Masses , but we do want its receipts to pay the cost of publ ish ing . If y o u 11 
want any book, whether l is ted here or not, ask us for it. Address "The it 
Masses , " 142 W . 23rd St., N e w Y o r k . Send check, money order or post- II 
age. N o t i c e : W h e n the price is given " N e t " please add five per cent, to I I 
the publ ished price, to cover cost of ma i l ing . If west of the M i s s i s s i p p i l | 
add 10 per cent. II 

T h e Genius , by Theodore Dre i se r . 
A nove l of monumenta l p ropor t ions 
not to be briefly discussed now and 
here. $1.60, postpaid. 

T h e Free lands , by J o h n Ga l swor thy . 
Send $1.45. A romance of y o u n g 
love, i n t e rwound w i t h and to some 
extent depending upon socia l and 
polit ical problems. 

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

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

God's M a n , by George B r o n s o n - H o w -
ard. O n e of the few works of fiction 
that deserves to be called a novel , 
in the sense of the w o r d when we 
speak of D i c k e n s , for instance. 
Scene, N e w Y o r k and L o n g I s land; 
t ime, present day: purpose, to show 
th rough the l ives of three y o u n g 
men the soc ia l injustice of modern 
c i v i l i z a t i o n . Power fu l , dramatic , 
absorb ing , o r i g ina l in both substance 
and style. Th i r t y - f i ve speaking 
characters l ive in its four hundred 
and seventy-five pages and appeal to 
our every emot ion . P r i c e , $1.40 net. 
B o b b s - M e r r i l l C o m p a n y . 

Wood and Stone, by J o h n C o w p e r 
P o w y s . $1.50 net. 

The I nv i s ib l e Might, by Robert B o w 
man. Send $1.20, postpaid. A graphic 
picture of Russian l ife. 

The Signal and Other Stories, by W . 
M . G a r s h i n . $i .4S. postpaid. Sev
enteen short stories t ranslated f rom 
the Russ ian . 

Sanine, by Artzibashef. The sensa-
sational Russian novel now obtain
able in English. $1.35 net. B. W. 
H u e b s c h . 

An Anarchist Woman, by H. Hap-
good . T h i s ex t raord inary novel 
points out the nature, the value and 
also the t ragic l imi ta t ions of the 
social rebel . Pub l i shed at $1.25 net; 
our price, 6oc , postage paid. 

T h e H a r b o r , by Ernes t Poole . A 
novel of remarkable power and vis
ion in wh ich are depicted the great 
changes t ak ing place in A m e r i c a n 
life, business and ideals. U n d e r the 
tremendous influence of the great 
N e w Y o r k harbor and its workers , 
a young wri ter passes, in the devel
opment of his life and work , from a 
b l ind worsh ip of enterprise and effi
ciency to a deeper knowledge and 
unders tanding of humani ty . Send 
$1.50. 

M a x i m e G o r k y , T w e n t y - s i x and O n e 
and other stories from the V a g a 
bond Series. Publ i shed at $1.25; our 
price 60c . postage paid. 

Empty Pockets—Rupert Hughes. 
" I f he has tried to tell the most 
rapid, fascinating and vivid mys
tery story of the season he has 
succeeded."—N. Y . W o r l d . Cloth, 
$1.35 net. Harper & Brothers. 

The Primrose Ring—Ruth Saw-, 
yer. " A story that warms the 
heart without drugging the 
mind."—Boston Hera ld . Cloth, 
$1.00 net. Harper & Brothers. 

T h e Spy , by M a x i m G o r k y . A novel 
of the revolu t ionary movement i n 
Russ ia . So ld at $1.50, our pr ice 90 
cents. 

V i o l e t t e of Pere L a C h a i s e , by A n n a 
S t runsky W a l l i n g . T h e s tory of 
V io l e t t e shows the spir i tual devel
opment of every ind iv idua l , the ad
justment of everyone to life and 
death. A n d more, it is the author 's 
ideal for humani ty , if everyone could 
be free. $1 net; postage, 10c. 

H o m o Sapiens, by S t a n i s l a w P r z y b y s -
zewski . A modern love s tory w h i c h 
is as w e l l the greatest w o r k so 
far wr i t t en by Poland ' s greatest 
l i v i n g wri ter , a w o r k to w h i c h E u 
ropean cri t ics have already assigned 
a very high place in the l i te rary his
tory of our time. It should sweep 
A m e r i c a as d id the w o r k of Sienkie-
wicz a generation ago, and it is a l 
most certain to be the most ta lked 
about book this season. Send $1.60. 

E m m a M c C h e s n e y & C o . , bv E d n a 
Ferber . Incidents in the life of a 
modern business woman , w i t h many 
of the same characters that have ap
peared in M i s s Ferber ' s earlier 
stories. Send $1.10. 

T h e Star R o v e r , by Jack L o n d o n . 
D a r i n g in theme and v i v i d i n exe
cution, one of the most o r ig ina l 
novels Jack L o n d o n has wr i t t en . 
A Ca l i fo rn i a professor, condemned 
to death, spends his last hours w r i t 
ing a M S S . w h i c h is at once a p r o 
test against capi tal punishment and 
a speculat ion on the adventures of 
the soul in various personal i t ies and 
l imes throughout the ages. Send 
$i-50-

T h e R a t - P i t , by P a t r i c k M i a c G i l l . A 
novel w h i c h voices the life and 
struggle of inart iculate unsk i l l ed 
labor. R e a l i s m fused w i t h imagina
t ion and sympathy . A new genre in 
contemporary fiction. Send $1.25. 

T h e Research Magni f i cen t , by H . G . 
W e l l s . N e w Y o r k : T h e M a c m i l l a n 
Co . Send $1.35. 

Ta ras B u l b a : A T a l e of the Cossacks . 
T rans l a t ed f rom the Russ i an of N i c -
olai V . G o g o l by Isabel F . H a p g o o d . 
Send $1.35. 

HUMOR 
Dead Souls—Nikolai Gogo l ' s great 

humorous classic t ranslated f rom 
the Russ ian . Stokes. Send $1.35. 

M o o n b e a m s f rom the L a r g e r Lunacy, 
by Stephen Leacock . $1.35. Sketches 
with a burlesque setting. D r o l l and 
quiet humor. 

POETRY AND DRAMA 
Some Imagist Poets: A n A n t h o l o g y . 

T h e best recent w o r k of R i c h a r d 
A l d i n g t o n , " H . D.," John Gould, 
Fle tcher , F . S. F l i n t , D. H . L a w 
rence and A m y L o w e l l . 85 cents 
net, postpaid. 

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

Songs of Love and Rebellion. Cov
ington H a l l ' s best and finest poems 
on R e v o l u t i o n , Love and Miscel
laneous V i s i o n s . Send 55c. 

Songs of Labor. T rans l a t ed f rom the 
great J e w i s h poet, M o r r i s R o s e n -
feld, by Rose Pas to r Stokes. Su i t 
able for gift. Send 75 cents. 

Child of the Amazons, and other 
Poems by Max E a s t m a n . "Mr. East
man has the gift of the singing line." 
— V i d a D. Scudder . "A poet of beau
t i ful form and feeling."—Wm. Marion 
Reedy. $1.00 net. 

The Poet in the Desert, by Charles 
E r s k i n e Scot t W o o d . A series of 
rebel poems from the Great Ameri
can Desert , dea l ing w i t h Nature, 
L i f e and al l phases of R e v o l u t i o n 
ary T h o u g h t . O c t a v o gray boards. 
Pr ice , $1.00. F o r sale in N e w York, 
Brentano ' s ; T h e Masses Book 
Store, 142 W . 23rd St . ; Mbther 
E a r t h , 20 Eas t 125th St. ; in Chicago, 
W a l t e r H i l l , M a r s h a l l F i e l d B u i l d 
i n g ; in San Franc i sco , T h e White 
House , Newbeg in ' s . 

(Continued on page 21) 
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Drawn by John Sloan. 

T H E P A S T A N D T H E F U T U R I S T 

"That's the way with you people, you're always copying/ 

"Well, at least we're not copying you." 
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T H E R E L I G I O N OF G E R M A N Y 
IN the pr ivate office of the secretary of the Y . M . 

C. A . , at Dresden , a copy of the w e l l - k n o w n 
picture of the boy Jesus at twe lve years of age, 
measured three inches square. A b o v e it, i n 

purple and go ld and whi te and red, filling a frame 
two and a half feet square, was the fu l l figure of 
Kaiser W i l h e l m der Z w e i t e . 

"Yes," said the secretary, ' 'war has done much for 
the spiri tual life of the G e r m a n people. I n the four 
centuries since the G e r m a n R e f o r m a t i o n the C a t h o 
lics and Protes tants of G e r m a n y have not been so 
close together. A t the front we at tend each other 's 
services. W e dis t r ibute each other 's t racts . W a r 
has brought about sp i r i tua l un i ty in G e r m a n y . " 

O n the t ra in f rom L e i p s i c to D r e s d e n , a k i n d l y , i n 
tellectual gent leman, the pos tmas te r of W e i m e r , had 
permitted himself to become cons ide rab ly w r o u g h t 
up in our conversat ion. " Y o u sha l l see," he said to 
me, in a tone of voice w h i c h caused his wife to c a l l 
him to order, " Y o u sha l l see! Y o u r Rooseve l t w i l l 
never again be received by the G e r m a n E m p e r o r as 
he was before. Jus t let h i m t ry to ca l l on the E m 
peror again. H e w i l l be grea t ly d i sappoin ted . N e x t 
year you may keep y o u r C h r i s t m a s gifts, we don' t 
want them. I w i s h we m i g h t co l lec t those of last 
year and send them back to you . T h e idea! T o 
send us a shipload of C h r i s t m a s gifts for the ch i ld ren 
and then fo l low it w i t h hundreds of shiploads of 
ammunition for our enemies to k i l l us w i t h ! " 

But when the t ra in drew in to D r e s d e n the o l d gen
tleman's heart relented. " H a v e y o u a place to stay 
in Dresden?" he asked. " N o , " I r ep l ied . 

"Then come w i t h us. W e are g o i n g to the ' C h r i s t -
liche Hospice . ' " 

The "Chr i s t l i che H o s p i c e " tu rned out to be the 
Y . M . C. A . H o t e l . T w o b locks f rom the ma in r a i l 
way station in Dresden , it was si tuated in a spacious, 
shady garden. There , as in m a n y Y . M . C. A . 
hotels in the U n i t e d States, one has excel lent r o o m 
and board for l i t t le more than ha l f the regula r pr ice. 
I took a long w a l k in the great pa rk of D r e s d e n and 
then spent the evening at the Y . M . C. A . 

Now, the strangest t h i n g about the human race, as 
most everyone finds out, sooner or later, is that the 
different sections of the species are so m u c h a l ike . , 
The Y . M . C. A . at D r e s d e n was exac t ly l ike the 
Y . M . C. A . at Bos ton , or Ind ianapol i s , ought to be, 
although I have never been in the lat ter places and 
cannot say for sure. The young man who showed 
me about the Dresden Y . M . C. A . d u r i n g the even
ing was the same good , k i n d , harmless soul w h o is 
on hand at the Y . M . C. A . every even ing the w o r l d 
over. H e was la te ly f rom the c o u n t r y and wore a 

Frank Bohn 

ce l lu lo id col lar . It was perfectly evident that f rom 
the day of his b i r th he had not commit ted one evi l 
deed or permit ted an impure thought to enter his 
mind. The father of the Y . M . C. A . , whom I met 
later, was a L a n d w e h r Captain . H e welcomed me 
w i t h his whole soul . W o u l d I do them the honor of 
seeing a l l they had, s t ay ing as long as I poss ib ly 
could , and c a r r y i n g off a l l I wished when I left. . . 
I visited the library, the cafe, the small and the large 
r o o m for prayers, the boys ' p layrooms, and so on and 
so for th . W h e n I got to the gymnas ium in the 
basement it was quite late. A hundred boys were 
be ing dr i l l ed a Fe ldwebe l ( F i r s t Sergeant) . " W h y 
were these boys be ing d r i l l ed?" I asked the vir tuous 
y o u n g man. " T h e y are being prepared for service, in 
case G e r m a n y is invaded," he said. I went to m y 
r o o m and to bed and tr ied to go to sleep. 

T h e open w i n d o w of the gymnas ium was just 
be low m y open w indow. I heard the stentorian 
tones of the d r i l l sergeant as he gave his orders. A 
•German major, whi le command ing his bat tal ion, may 
give evidence of some note of personal i ty . But the 
voice of a Fe ldwebe l has a measured sound, l ike the 
noise of a s t rong man d r i v i n g spikes w i t h a sixteen 
pound hammer. H e told, the boys that their first 
duty was to obey, absolutely, that that was the one 
law of life for them. If he told them to sit on the 
floor, they must sit on the floor. If he to ld them to 
stand on their heads, their pos i t ion must be instant ly 
reversed. T h i s was no boy scout company d r i l l i ng . 
T h e boys were kept at it, hour after hour. T h e 
voice of the d r i l l sergeant grew louder and louder. 
T h e commands suggested to me the deep-mouthed 
bark of a b i g dog. I sat up in bed and thought 
about it a l l . E v e r y t h i n g now happening in Eu rope 
seemed pla in to me at that moment, a l though I have 
forgot ten the conclusions I then came upon. 

L a t e r in the evening some further entertainment 
developed. A men's choir assembled in the Y . M . 
C. A . A u d i t o r i u m for a practice hour. It was ev i 
dent that the choi r had lately lost many of its m e m 
bers and was breaking in recruits. Nevertheless they 
did ve ry w e l l . T h e y sang the wonderful songs of 
home and count ry wh ich are the heart and soul ot 
German music, and of which there are twenty in Ger
man for every one in E n g l i s h . There was t remen
dous pow-er in the s inging, and the love of l o y a l 
hearts, and infinite hope. T h e i r music was a part 
of the nat ional defense, as much as the K r u p p guns 
and the Zeppe l in Corps . 

A s dreams came "to m i x themselves w i t h m y 
thoughts and thoughts ran on to dreams," the last 
mundane psych ic state that I reca l l was a compar i 

son between Germany and N i a g a r a Fa l l s—the F a t h 
erland g o i n g down, down, down, w i t h a t remendous 
roar of power released and a l l the power wasted. 

In the m o r n i n g I arose very ear ly and breakfasted 
w i t h the mat ron , alone. T h e ma t ron was such a 
woman as y o u find in charge of one of the d o r m i 
tories at B r y n M a w r or Vassa r . She was t a l l and 
straight as a lance. H e r face was fine and in te l 
lectual . She was exceedingly pol i te and so didn' t 
burst out upon me immedia te ly about the a m m u n i 
tion. She smothered that for over four minutes . 
Meanwhi l e we ta lked about the varieties of birds 
s ing ing in the garden, the glor ies of the M a y m o r n 
ing, the difficulties of l i v i n g a t ru ly C h r i s t i a n life, 
and the infinite sat isfaction that comes f rom having 
some important w o r k to do in the w o r l d and get t ing 
out "on the j o b " early. W i t h the second cup of 
coffee she poured for me I not iced that her hand 
t rembled a l i t t le . 

" Y o u A m e r i c a n s , " she said, " w h y do y o u sel l am
muni t ion to our enemies? D o your coun t rymen 
th ink of no th ing but money?" 

B y way of explanat ion, let me say that for the first 
ten days in Germany I was meek as a lamb, but, 
hav ing found that most everybody was amenable to 
argument, I came to express my views openly, wi th 
out fear of insult , not to speak of g o i n g to j a i l . 

" M y generous and good w o m a n , " I said, "do y o u 
know, that just a year ago, when Pres ident W i l s o n 
made war upon M e x i c o , that your great K r u p p cor
pora t ion dispatched a stupendous shipload of arms 
and ammuni t ion to that despicable murderer , 
Huer ta? In fact, A m e r i c a spent mi l l i ons of dol lars 
and quite a number of A m e r i c a n sailors and marines 
were k i l l ed , for the sole purpose of keep ing y o u Ger 
mans from giving assistance to Huerta ." 

" N o , " said the good woman, "I didn't know that." 
" Y o u ought to k n o w it," I repl ied. 
" D i d you know that two weeks before the open ing 

of the present war, that Ge rmany sent hundreds of 
machine guns to Russia? D o - y o u realize that Ger 
man soldiers are now being ki l led by machine guns 
w h i c h German w o r k i n g m e n have made and German 
capitalists have so ld?" 

" N o , " said the matron, "I didn't know that." 
" F o r g i v e me, m y dear woman , but y o u ought to 

k n o w i t ," I added. A t this point she rose, and leav
ing her coffee s teaming and me alone at the table, 
wi thout a spoken w o r d to accompany her scornful 
look, she left the table. 

H a l f an hour later found me at prayers w i t h the 
people of the house. W e sat about a long , b lack 
table. Before each there was placed a t iny song 
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book. The Y . M . C. A . secretary, whose jet black 
beard made me feel sure that he would do wel l in the 
leading role at Oberammergau, sat at the head o f 
the table. Le t me hasten to observe that this was 
the only democratic meeting I attended in Ger
many. The cook and the chambermaid faced me 
from the opposite side of the table. The matron, 
the back of whose head I had last seen vanishing 
through the breakfast room door, was opposite, and 
three seats down on the left. H e r looks were k indly 
now. She had forgiven me arid my country, com
pletely, as far as outward appearances indicated, 
though her heart was probably s t i l l given over to 
warl ike palpitations. I joined lusti ly in the hymn. 
Be ing translated, it went something as fol lows: 

Take Jesus wi th you, a l l the way, 
H e w i l l guide and protect you. 
Though the heathen rage without, 
A n d would devour you, hide, hair and bones, 
Y o u r faith w i l l keep you whole. 

(Translated from memory. F . B.) 
The secretary prayed and then made a few re

marks—thoughts wi th which to begin the day. H e 
said that the tendency was for Chris t ian doctrine, 
having been preached into one ear, to very quickly 
and noiselessly make its exit from the other ear. 
Hence he would not make many words of the 
thought of the morning contained in the Scriptural 
reading. Bel iev ing the doctrines was hardly a be
ginning of Christ ian life. The fact itself lay in the 
deed. "Hence go forth, and let a l l that you are and 
do be toward the salvation of your soul, and ful l of 
help for your brethren along the way, that they 
neither stumble nor fal l . ' ' 

Five minutes later, I was in the secretary's private 
office. The talk we had was face to face and heart to 
heart. I went at him pretty hard. There is room here 
for only what he said. 

"We have six hundred senior members of our Y . M . 
C. A . Two hundred and thirty are in the field and 
more are going every day. 

"When the war started I was a German delegate at 
the International Y . M . C. A . Congress, in London. I 
was a guest at the home of one of our English leaders, 
a colonel in the Brit ish Army. The war came, and 
the very thought of it was terrible. I rushed from 
the house of my host and escaped from London, just 
in time to prevent my arrest and imprisonment. 

" Y o u ask, W h y are these Christian nations at war? 
I answer that there are no Christian nations. There 
are a few Christians in each nation. The growth of 
humanity has been a growth downward. 

"We Germans are not responsible for the war. Our 
enemies are wholly responsible. They maliciously at
tacked us. It wi l l be fifty or a hundred years before 
we Y . M . C. A . men of Germany can work in harmony 
with the Y : M . C. A . men of England. Yet I think 
they and we have the same view about the war—it is 
a punishment sent upon us by Almighty God on ac
count of our sins. After all, the war has brought 
many excellent results. I see a deepening of the 
spiritual life of Germany, everywhere. Thousands of 
men who never before turned their faces heavenward 
are now looking up to God and praying for forgive
ness of sins. Our field workers report that they never 
dreamed of such revivals of religion as have marked 
their work in the camps and in the field. Here is a 
postal card I received from the front a few days ago I 
knew the young man who wrote it very well, indeed 
H e used to come around the Y . M . C. A . , but he was 
never really interested in religion and the salvation of 
the soul. This card tells me that he has found Jesus 
and rested easy in the consciousness of the forgiveness 
of his sins. A few days after I received this card the 

young man was killed in battle. H e died a saved man 
and his soul is in Heaven at this moment. There are 
thousands of such cases. Wha t is Christ ianity for, if 
not to make us bear our trials and tribulations peace
fully, with the realizing sense that they are sent for 
our good? In this way of Christian faith as in every
thing else, the Kaiser is leading his people. N o one 
really understands it as well as he. W e know that we 
are misunderstood by nearly all the world . Wha t dif
ference can that make? W e shall tr iumph over a l l 
that are against us, because we are in the right." 

"Good-bye," I said. "Good-bye and God bless you ," 
he said. "Good-bye," said the matron and the maid. 
"Good-bye, and come again," shouted the gardener, 
as I passed down among the great trees of the garden. 

T h e R e d C r o s s L i e 
" T H E R E are lies that one has the w i l l to accept. 

Usually these are of the genre of love-lies, or lies 
that wear the mask of pity. 

The most unworthy of these and the one gaining 
the widest acceptance is the lie that Red Cross organi
zations are humane 'and peaceful. Let the truth be 
said forthright; Red Cross organizations are part of 
the system of war ; a part of the business or organizing 
ki l l ing and of maintaining the k i l l ing organizations in 
a higher state of efficiency, of increasing their power 
and lengthening their lives. A Red Cross body that 
has rescued 100 men broken on the battlefield, cleansed 
their bodies, healed their wounds, restored their health 
and revived their spirits, and returned them to the k i l l 
ing zones to continue their work of death, has recruited 
ioo soldiers for the war makers. 

Moreover, it has recruited ioo soldiers by the help 
of the pacifist and by the leave of our most humane 
feelings. 

On the credible pretense of succoring the wounded 
and rescuing the fallen the Red Cross has enlisted the 
prayer of the peaceful in its partnership with murder 
and used the power of the neutral to sharpen the 
swords of the combatants, and while it feeds its 
restored soldiers to every battle line it admits it has 
not an enemy in all the world. 

Publicity and his hoary friend Time had torn from 
War's brow the halo of his glory, when came this new 
lie. It was a lie from birth. It did not ask us for our 
faith and substance to keep the warrior 's standard fly
ing in the winds of passion. No—we were done with 
that. But it said—Of your charity, kind friends, in the 
name of Christ, give to stop the wounds of your 
brothers. 

A n d those multitudes on whom the plea of red glory 
could have no claim, those multitudes who were wrung 
in anguish and smitten in pity, gave—to the demon
strable result that their brothers have suffered more 
grievous wounds. 

Feeling their pity and surmising their anguish and 
their sickness of heart, I am constrained to shout to 
them across the w o r l d - " T h e Red Cross is war's red
dest lie." 

_ A n d to whisper to m y s e l f - " B u t . alas, a most credible 
l i e - E . McK. 

Press Pearl 
" B E N J A M l N E . D A V I S wi l l be hanged shortly 

after daybreak this morning. . . . D r . W i l 
liam L . Smith, ja i l physician, visited him and said his 
condition had improved and that he could see no reason 
why he should not be hanged, from a standpoint of 
health."—Baltimore Sun. 

" C o n s i d e r the L i l i e s " 
T H O U S A N D S have done it, but one scarcely does 

it more than once. Th i s was Li ly 's first expe
rience. 

She went to her room. The veins in her body felt 
empty. She had the sensation of floating—of seeing 
herself floating. She took off her hat, laid it on the 
bureau. Unfastened the tube from the one-burner gas-
stove. L a y down on the bed and placed the tube to 
her lips. 

Grotesquely, she looked like a baby with a nursing 
tube between her lips. In her ragged, faded finery she 
lay there, utterly relaxed, while the fumes of the gas 
filled the t iny room, dreaming of sunny days in the 
bright nursery where she used to dress and undress 
her dol l . 

W h a t a beautiful do l l it was! What a gorgeous 
dress! There were many dresses and her mother was 
helping her. 

The scene changed to the diminutive apartment which 
they had occupied after the death of her father and 
their financial reverses. H e r mother had gone to the 
office as usual, and L i l y was amusing herself "playing 
l ady" : 

A n old skir t of her mother's was pinned high up 
under her arms, showing the fat sandaled feet in front, 
and t ra i l ing out far in the back. The tumbled yellow 
curls were piled in a lofty pyramid. She looked like 
the D w a r f Princess from Story-Book-Land. 

" F ' r Gawd's sake, le' me i n ! " shrieked the landlady, 
as she banged the door open. 

The contents of the splotchy water-pitcher were 
dashed over the l imp g i r l , who wondered why she had 
been stopped in her game of "playing lady," so rudely. 
It had a l l happened in a minute. A n d then Li 'y was 
very i l l f rom the gas, and very white and weak. 

The landlady brought her some hot soup, and Lily 
enjoyed the newness of being treated nicely and petted. 

"I 've been not ic in ' y ' , " said the kind-hearted, hard-
worked keeper of the lodging house, "and when I smelt 
that gas—my!—I busted right in . " 

N e x t day she came in and found L i l y sitting up and 
look ing quite leisurely in a kimona. Fingering the 
garments th rown across a chair, she ventured: 

"It's hard, sometimes, for a g i r l to keep in nice look
ing clothes, Dearie . I was thinkin ' of the young lady 
who was here before you—she left some pretty clothes. 
She only took away one white dress with her. The 
others is in a closet in my room—I've been thinkin 
some of sel l ing them—but they're so pretty—and she 
was such a pretty little th ing!" 

" W h e r e d id she go?" asked L i l y . 
Si lent ly the landlady pointed to the dark, wriggled 

gas-tube ly ing l ike a snake on the table. 

"Bu t—why? Didn ' t she have plenty of pretty 
clothes ! I don't see " 

"She never told her troubles," answered the woman, 
as she left the room, and returned with the pretty 
dresses—each even more than a trifle too gay and fine 
for a " w o r k i n g g i r l . " 

L i l y gasped at their—to her—great beauty. 
"I believe they'd just about fit you," interjected the 

landlady. "Mebbe you could wear 'em, and get you 
a job, and then pay me for 'cm as you could. They 
ain't wor th anything to me." 

T h r i l l upon th r i l l shot through Li ly ' s soul, as she 
fastened on the pretty garments. The tragic bitterness 
of the bare, shabby months was forgotten. 

A n d she went out to find another job. 
E R N E S T I N E JOHNSON. 
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A D A M A N D E V E : H E R F I R S T M I S T A K E 

L i t t l e S u b m a r i n e s 
" E V E N T S which have passed since December I, 

thanks to the A l m i g h t y — " thus begins the S u l 
tan's speech from the throne. W i t h the Ka i se r and the 
Sultan hobnobbing with the Almigh ty , it must be hard 
for poor old Roosevelt to put up wi th Ezek ie l . 

A L L we are asked by the Pla t tsburg dynasty to be-
lieve is that the last b i l l ion dollars was wasted, 

but the next w i l l buy a fine job lot of national honor. 

AT L E A S T it is a relief to know that our new army 
and navy are to be founded upon solid European 

precedents. They are to be used only for defense. 

THE opening of the N e w Y o r k grand opera season 
was a br i l l iant success o w i n g to the presence of 

many New Haven directors who were in town attend
ing the autumn prosecutions. The papers express re
lief because Broadway did not fal l into the subway that 
night and mix the upper and lower classes. 

A N Y O N E who found a boom floating around after 
the sinking of the N e w Y o r k Constitution is re

quested to return it to its owner, E l i h u Root . It has 
only a sentimental value. A d v t . 

C O N G R E S S M A N M A N N ' S solemn warning that the 
Republican Par ty "cannot w in with a two-spot" 

was followed, for some reason, by the wi thdrawal of 
Governor W i l l i s of Ohio . 

THE Republican position on the Phi l ippine question 
is now clear. The administrat ion of the islands 

by the Democrats has been so bad that it proves the 
natives incapable of self-government. 

R E C E N T meeting of 5,000 in the tabernacle at 
Syracuse was berated by B i l l y Sunday, because 

the collection amounted to only $76.38. S t i l l , that's 
more than they collected from the same number at the 
Sermon on the Mount . 

YOU never can tell. Just when Britain 's mili tary 
situation looked the darkest, it won a brilliant 

victory over the London Globe. 
A L T H O U G H the Interstate Commerce Commission 

had just ruled that students are not livestock, a 
member of the Georgetown football team was put out 
of the game for biting. N o w we've got to have a new 
rule : civilians are requested not to bite the army. 
T H E New Y o r k Times speaks of "the half-baked 

theories that prevail in most of the suffrage 
states." A r e the western states hungering for the 
theories that father used to bake? 
IT is a pleasure to learn that the postmaster who was 

suspended for criticising the President's engage
ment has been reinstated. A man's fitness to handle 
mai l should be judged solely by his attitude toward the 
tariff and Andrew Jackson. 

J A P A N is sending ammunition to Russia. H o w times 
change ! In the last big war, the Russians had to 

call for it personally. 

" G E R M A N Y shuts off meat two days a week." 
Every day'11 be Fr iday bye and bye. 

H O W A R D B R U B A K E R . 

G o d a n d the M i l i t a r y 
IT is a pity nobody can start an army without 

dragging God into the business. G o d has not fig
ured in American politics for some months, but no 
sooner does the President desert himself and every 
courageous word he has spoken out of his own heart, 
military, than he goes and drags up a Div ine P r o v i 
dence to help him sin. 

" W e are a God-fearing people. W e agree to differ 
about methods of worship, but we are united in be
lieving in Divine Providence, and in worshipping the 
God of Nations." This is a plea for preparedness. 

What nonsense! 
I f we fear God, why do we arm against men? A n d 

if we believe in Divine Providence, why do we arm 
at a l l? 

The one really hopeful thing about our getting ready 
with our guns is that it shows we do not fear God, 
and we do not believe in Divine Providence. W e have 
that much sense. 

Now, i f we could only fear ourselves and be
lieve in our principles, we would get ready with 
something better than guns. W e would get ready 
with every kind of international rapprochement that 
we can think of. W e would bind these States 
of Amer ica together so close that they couldn't 
fight, and then we would tackle A s i a and Europe. It 
is a long, steep, hazardous, tremendous task ahead of 
us —to abolish nationalism. A n d that " G o d of Nat ions" 
wi l l never help us. But it is the only thing that w i l l 
ever unburden the blood of the wor ld from the vam
pire of international war. 
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Drawn by Arthur Young 

B U S I N E S S A S U S U A L 

T h e I n d u s t r i a l C o m m i t t e e 
T H E Commiss ion on Indust r ia l Relat ions had a 

mil i tant statesmanship which made some peo
ple glad and others sorry that its existence would 
soon come to an end. Its official existence has now 
ended, but every fighting lover of l iberty w i l l be glad 
to k n o w that it is to continue its work, unofficially, 
as a "Commit tee on Industr ia l Relat ions." It has 
been reorganized; the representatives of the employ
ers (who refused to sign the Commission 's report) 
w i l l not be members, nor w i l l that academic and 
"disinterested" person, Professor Commons, who 
joined w i t h M r s . H a r r i m a n in a minor i ty report 
wh ich outl ined a method for the scientific and bu
reaucratic enslavement of the workers , by way of re
plac ing the crude methods of exploitat ion now in 
vogue. Others have been added to the committee: 
F rede r i c C. H o w e , A m o s Pinchot , He len Marot , 
Bishop Wi l l i ams of Detroit, Dante Barton, former 
editor of the Kansas City Post. Basil M. Manly, who 
wrote the Commiss ion ' s report, w i l l be the executive 
secretary of the committee. 

W i t h this personnel, the Industrial Committee wi l l 
continue the work so auspiciously begun by its public 
hearings and its official report. This report is the most 
remarkable official document ever published in this 
country. I f you have only read about it, you have 
missed something. In clear and illuminating words it 
shows how the employing class in America has over

thrown democracy, abolished justice and crated pov
erty. It finds the chief hope of establishing freedom 
and a general well-being, in the strengthening of the 
working-class organizations which are engaged in fight
ing the employing class. Imbued with a distinctly 
American idealism, it faces candidly and courageously 
the necessity of extreme changes in our laws and in 
stitutions. It is not a document which can fairly be 
tagged by even the most orthodox Socialist as "re
formism." It is the beginning of an indigenous A m e r i 
can revolutionary movement. 

The Committee wi l l find its work and do it. But 
we believe this work wi l l be best accomplished i f it 
does not hope for too much from our legislative ma
chinery, and does not spend its energy in lobbying for 
new laws. Its best function wi l l be, as it has been so 
far, publicity. In a nation where, for various reasons, 
the newspapers distort and suppress the facts about 
our industrial conditions, the Committee can do no 
better work than bringing the truth before the nation. 
It can do with regard to each particular strike as it 
occurs what it has done for the industrial situation as 
a whole in its Report, and what it has done, after a 
lapse of time, for the Colorado strike. 

The Committee has an opportunity to become a per
manent bureau of publicity for the American revolt 
that is being waged silently and desperately, in many 
places, that revolt of which we learn through the newss-
papers next to nothing. In the practical dearth of a 
free press, the Committee can tell us what is going on, 

even i f it has to send out the news on a postal card. 
A n d since Si lence and Mis rep resen ta t ion are the 
greatest indi rec t aids of our indus t r ia l tyranny in 
m a i n t a i n i n g itself, we sha l l have in this Committee a 
P u b l i c Servant of first rate revo lu t ionary importance. 
T h e r e s t i l l r emains the struggle , but for the first time 
in our h i s t o ry we sha l l be enabled to see the issues 
c lear ly , and have a chance to help, but not hinder, 
those w h o are fighting the obscure battles of A m e r i 
can freedom. 

T H E N E U T R A L 

H A T E D by all for her hypocrisy, 
Made sleek wi th gain, the Neutral A l l y stands, 

Heaping the profits up wi th eager hands, 
Protest ing loud her dread neutrality 
That turns the death of men into a fee— 
A marvel and a hissing to a l l lands! 
W o e to her, if the Kaiser ' s ruthless bands, 
O r the vVorld's Bu l ly , turn the vic tory! 

Fa i th fu l to none, and faithless unto all , 
A n d wax ing fat on hatred, woe, and war ; 
The clink of counted gold, her bugle cal l— 
A shell marked U . S. A . her only star— 
Wha t w i l l she do when other bugles sound 
A n d tramp of angry armies shake the ground? 

H A R R Y K E M P . 
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Joseph O'Brien died October 27th, 1915. 

I T ' S strange w i thou t y o u . I do not l ike it . 
I wan t to see y o u c o m i n g d o w n the street i n the 
gay w o o l l y s tock ings and that b r igh t green 
sweater. 

I wan t y o u to open the door of m y house and 
b r i g h t l y c a l l " H e l l o ! " 

W e used to rage about the way y o u kept us wa i t 
i n g — 

H o n e s t now, were y o u ever on t ime anywhere? 
B u t I ' d wa i t—oh , I can't say h o w l o n g I wou ldn ' t 

wa i t i f there was any chance of y o u r finally 
s w i n g i n g a long and c h a r m i n g away m y exasper
a t ion . 

T h a t was a mean advantage— 
L e t t i n g us wai t and then s p o i l i n g our gr ievance w i t h 

a smi le . 
I wan t to sit over a d r ink w i t h y o u and ta lk about 

the I . W . W . and the damned magazines and the 
G e r m a n s ; I wan t to argue w i t h y o u about b u i l d 
i n g book shelves and p l a n t i n g bulbs . 

I want awfu l ly to t e l l y o u a joke I heard yesterday. 

A n d now that you are gone I want intensely to find 
y o u . 

W h a t were you, Joe? I don't think any of us really 
know. 

M a n y are talking about your warmth, 
but there was something dia
mond hard in you, 

Something unyielding and inexorable 
to a l l not you. 

M a n y are ta lking about your gayety; 
none of them loved it more than 
I did, 

B u t I want now to know about those 
reservations; I want to khow 
the you that brooded and l ived 
alone. 

T h e y say you were so sunny; but ah, 
you were so subtle. 

M u c h I do not know, but this I 
know— 

Y o u saw things straight; nobody put 
it over very hard on you. 

T h e thing in you that thought was 

l ike a knife blade, 

M u d d l i n g and messing made you sick. 

Y o u r scorn put the crimp in a lot of 
twaddle that goes on among our 
k ind o f folks— 

H o w I 'd l ike to hear you cuss some 
of them out again! 

Graceful levity—fiery dissatisfactions. 
Debonair and passionate. 
M u c h I do not know and never shall, 

but this I k n o w : 
I feel the sway of beauty when I 

think of you. 
A fresh breeze; a shining point ; 
Pure warmth ; pure hardness. 
M u c h given and something withheld ; 
A jest—a caress—an outrageous l i t 

tle song. A gift. A halt in 
speech—a keen, grave look of 
understanding. 

Independable and yet deeply there: 
V i v i d and unforgetable. 
Ts that at a l l you ? W o u l d you laugh 

i f you saw this? 
W e l l , laugh, but I say, again, 

Unforge tab le . 
S t r o n g clear v io le t ; the flash of steel ; 
T h e life of the par ty—a tree w a y off by itself. 
O h , what 's the use? I can't. 
I on ly k n o w m y throat 's a l l t ight w i t h the l o n g i n g 

to have y o u open the door of m y house and 
b r i g h t l y ca l l " H e l l o ! " 

S U S A N G L A S P E L L . 

Protection 
" H E L P L E S S Albanians, we w i l l protect your prop

erty," say the Italians, as they seize A v l o n a , 
and take a l l the provisions so that people starve in the 
mountains. 

"Helpless Albanians, we w i l l protect your neutrality," 
say the Serbians, as they make a devastating drive 
through Albanian territory to reach the Austr ians. 

"Helpless Albanians, we w i l l protect your c iv i l iza
t ion," say the Montenegrins, as they commit pillage, 
rape and murder under the protection of stronger races. 

"Helpless Albanians, we w i l l protect your lives," say 
the Greeks, as they seize Kortsche, and turn loose a 
fanatic soldiery upon unarmed Mohammedan peasants. 

"Helpless Albanians, we w i l l protect your sepulchers 
from despoilation, when you have been exterminated," 
say England and Russia, the protectors of small na
tionalities. 

D R A W I N G B Y G E O R G E B E L L O W S 

" T h e I n w a r d n e s s of 
E v e n t s " 

L A S T summer a group of corporation lawyers head
ed by E l i h u Root, together wi th the poli t ical ma

chines, prepared a constitution for the benefit of the 
State of N e w Y o r k . O n election day the people of the 
State rejected this corporation-made document by one 
of the most crushing majorities in Amer ican history. 
Thus was ended an effort to reduce Amer ican State 
government to a form closely resembling the central
ized bureaucracies of the Kaise r and the Czar. 

The older tories of N e w Y o r k acknowledged their 
defeat—including even the "intellectual" and academic 
tories of the Evening Post and the City Club. N o t 
so with our younger "intellectuals" of the New Repub
lic. F a r from accepting the spanking the people had 
administered them, they came back with the f o l l o w i n g : 

"Probably the most progressive state constitution 
which has been offered to the Amer ican people." 

The defeat of the constitution was due largely to 
' the polit ical machines of both parties." 

The voters were "jeopardizing the future prosperity 
and even the future safety of democracy itself." 

"The people don't know what they want to vote for 
so they vote according to their interests. . . . !" 

But the New Republic felt the 
popular rebuke keenly. A great 
crisis was before it. A n d nothing 
less than a brand new sociology 
would do for the occasion. 

Hence : 

The deplorable result was not 
due to any conflict of interests be
tween corporations and people. 
Oh , no ! It was due to a merely 
intellectual difference of opinion 
and ideas between insiders and 
outsiders: 

"The insiders with their minds 
open to the problem of administra
tion and their minds closed to the 
feelings and needs of the ordinary 
voter ; the outsiders blind to the 
importance of a powerful execu
tive, but emotionally true in their 
judgment of the k ind of men who 
have been their executives." Just 
a slight slip of the pen and M r . 
Lippman would have stated the 
whole truth, namely, that the peo
ple's judgment of their executives 
is correct, as well as "emotionally 
true." (Wha t insufferable conde
scension in that expression!) 

A n d what is the conclusion of 
this new political science? The 
outsiders (the people) must com
promise with the insiders. W h y ? 
Because the insiders are on the i n 
side and they alone know and 
understand what is going on. 

The insider is " in on the i l l u m i 
nating chatter of events." T o the 
outsider "the inwardness of events 
is a closed book." 

A r e you in on the inwardness of 
events? If not keep out. The i l 
luminating chatter of events—and 
the control of the earth—is not for 
outsiders. W . E . W . 
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I I 

M A R G I N S — B y M a x E a s t 
W H E N a healthy nervous system has an idea put in 

at the top, some sort of action results in the 
lower parts. I try to keep mine healthy when I sit s t i l l 
and read, by having a pencil in my hand and jotting 
down swear words along the margins of my book. But 
that is hardly satisfying, and I often think how undig
nified those expletives must look to anyone who reads 
a book after me. Perhaps i f I precipitate these margins, 
and set them out in a form that can be understood—at 
least by the authors of the books—it w i l l be st i l l better 
for my nerves. 

A t last Dewey has got out a book 1 about schools that 
can be passed around. Y o u won't have to go to see 
him, to find out what his theory of education is. 

But he didn't wri te the book. E v e l y n Dewey wrote 
it. I think he wrote Chapter I, and the cri t ic ism of 
Montessori . Eve lyn wrote the rest very wel l . 

A little indistinct and repetitious as a book by two 
authors always is. 

W i t h what characteristic gentleness and appreciation 
he lays Madame Montessor i back on the shelf! 

W i t h what characteristic self-forgetfulness he at
tributes the whole theory of the "School of T o - m o r r o w " 
to Plato and Rousseau, and the whole practice to va r i 
ous teachers just born the last year or two, when he 
himself started a "School of T o - m o r r o w " in Chicago 
fifteen years ago! 

But Dewey can't k i l l his reputation. It crops up 
somewhere else every time. 

Eve lyn says that M r s . Johnson of the Fairhope 
School in Alabama, doesn't make children learn to read 
until they spontaneously want to. " W e must wait for 
the desire of the child, for the consciousness of need," 
says M r s . Johnson; "then we must promptly supply the 
means to satisfy the child's desire." The desire gen
erally appears at eight or nine years, but M r s . Johnson 
even "goes so far as to prevent children from learning 
to read at too early an age." 

"I don't know whether the joke- is on Eve lyn Dewey 
or M r s . Johnson. But that k ind of going far—so far 
you come around behind where you started, is the dan
ger to every evangel. A n d most of a l l to the highest 
of all—the evangel of letting people be themselves. 

I L I K E to praise A n n a Wait ing 's book, 2 because both 
its author and her heroine seem so foreign to me, 

having that intensity of sustained fervor of life in reality, 
that seems only for Russians and Jews. They burn with 
hot fire. The i r being is self-justified. They live and 
are sources of l ife. I used to wonder i f they ever sleep, 
for I could not imagine them sleeping. A s for me, I 
loaf, and smoulder, and dodge life, and tinker wi th 
trivialities, unti l at last some . momentary conflux of 
stimulus and impulse creates me, and I do enter into 
those ecstasies and agonies that flesh was never 
made for, and lie l imp and melancholy very soon after. 
I think I l ike to praise her book, because I want to as
sert that although I can not be these things, I can at 
least have them. 

It is a beautiful book, and not like any other—espe
cially any other of this day and place. Exa l t ed when 
all the rest are being sophisticated: exalted without 
being exalte; exalted without fal l ing down in any sen
tence. 

1 "Schools of Tomorrow," by John Dewey and Evelyn Dewey. 
E . P. Dutton & Co., an account of the theory of pragmatic and 
democratic education, and of the schools that exemplify it. 

2 "Violette of Pere Lachaise," by Anna Strunsky Walling. 
Frederick A. Stokes Company. A brief story of the character 
and growth of a girl who lived by the great cemetery in Paris. 

A B O O K p icked up at T h e P o e t r y B o o k s h o p i n 
L o n d o n , that is made out of real i ty by a real 

person, is "The Contemplative Quarry," by A n n a 
W i c k h a m . I call A n n a W i c k h a m mighty wise and 
sassy. I never got more fun and t ru th out of a l i t t le 
paper of poems. 

She has about the same attitude to rhyme and meter 
that she has to "male and proper man." Use him, 
and—well, love h im (you can't help i t ) , but don't be 
fooled. 

"I have to thank God I 'm a woman, 
F o r in these ordered days a woman only 
Is free to be very hungry, very lonely. . . . " 

B u t " M e d i t a t i o n at K e w " is a poem that suggests 
what is in the book. 

A L A S for a l l the pretty women who marry dul l 
men, 

Go into the suburbs, and never come out again, 
W h o lose their pretty faces, and dim their pretty eyes, 
Because no one has sk i l l or courage to organize. 

Wha t do these pretty women suffer when they marry? 
They bear a boy who is like Unc le Ha r ry , 
A g i r l who is like A u n t E l i za , and not new. 
These old dul l races must breed true. 

I would enclose a common in the sun, 
A n d let the young wives out to laugh and r u n ; 
I would steal their dul l clothes and go away, 
A n d leave the pretty naked things to play. 

Then I would make a contract with hard Fate 
That they see a l l the men in the wor ld and choose a 

mate, 
A n d I would summon al l the pipers in the town 
That they dance with Love at a feast, and dance him 

down. 

F r o m the gay unions of choice 
W e ' d have a race of splendid beauty, and of thr i l l ing 

voice. 
The W o r l d whips frank gay love with rods, 
Bu t f rankly , ga i ly , shal l we get the gods. 

3 The Contemplative Quarry, by Anna Wickham. London. 
The Poetry Bookshop. 6d net. 

N O O N 

P R E S E R V E D S M I T H , of Vassar College, sends me 
a reprint from the Journal of Psychology called 

"Luther 's E a r l y Development in the L igh t of Psycho-
Analys is ." The heart of it is that Luther 's doctrines of 
the bondage of the w i l l and salvation by faith, and his 
break with the church, were the result of unmanageable 
concupiscence and auto-erotic habits in a monk of neu
rotic temperament. Such the foundation of Protest
antism ! 

Rather shocking to one piously reared in the economic 
interpretation of the Reformation. 

YOU rarely read through a book by a professor. Be-
cause professors write one book for every thought, 

and you are more l ikely to find the thought i f you don't 
read too much of the book. 

But Horace M . Kal len 's book on H e n r i Bergson 
and W i l l i a m James is writ ten wi th a brain that has 
blood as wel l as serum in it. I read it through. 

T o condense Bergson and James, heart and mind, into 
a small volume—and expound wi th illustrations a 
Freudian interpretation of the whole history of philos
ophy at the same time—is no professorial trick. That 
k ind of thing would wreck the professorial business. 

I l ike Bergson's Absolute Reali ty better than any 
other Absolute Real i ty in the whole of philosophy, but 
I agree with James that there isn't one anywhere out
side of philosophy. 

W h a t a shearing and fire-tracing pen James had! 
Stars and the w o r l d ! 

Sometimes I feel almost superior, though, to James' 
philosophic declarations. James merely thinks in philos
ophy what every sensible man thinks of it. 

Br i l l i an t ly and passionately he declares that the uni 
verse is pluralistic. 

"Whaddeye mean, plural is t ic?" 

"Why—why—there's more than one thing in i t ! " 
" G o d a'mighty, did you have to write a book about 

that!" 
Could you, I ask myself, even supposing you had the 

genius, be bril l iant and passionate about so obvious a 
thing? W e l l , you could i f you had stayed long enough 
trying to live and breathe in the atmosphere of academic 
metaphysics. Y o u would think that obvious thing 
needed saying terribly. W e don't yel l for open w i n 
dows when we are on the outside of the house. A n d 
we naturally think they look a little frantic in there. 

I feel that way sometimes about James. I told h im 
once, after his lecture at Columbia defining the mean
ing of an idea as "its result in action," that the mean
ing of that idea was to resign your chair of philosophy. 
H e pretty well agreed. 

But that is too true to be good. 
Af t e r al l , the sensible man is lucky rather than wise— 

he is free of metaphysical knowledge, but he is not 
immune. James offered the wor ld immunity from that 
disease, forever. H e died, as you might say, to save us. 
F o r his passing from science to philosophy was a k ind 
of death. 

Horace M . K a l l e n tries to do at the beginning- of 
Chapter I I I what he can not do—write reality like 
James. I didn't read that through. 

Bergson—it seems to me—talks well to science. Sc i 
ence might learn from him to be more philosophic. 

James talks to philosophy. Philosophy learns from 
him to be wise. 

4 "Wil l iam James and Henri Bergson," by Horace M . Kallen. 
The thesis of this book is that Bergson belongs to the philosophic 
tradition: James is the philosopher of a new age. 
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n ' t any e n e m y to f ight ." 

e'll get y o u an e n e m y ! " 

A B A L L A D 
THE Biggest man in creation? 

It was Joseph the Nazarene. 
Joe, the Yiddisher "carpenter stiff," 

The husband o' Heaven's Queen ! 
Joe, that was smitten o' Mary , 

Joe, that was game as g r i t -
When she came weepin' to 'is arms, 

Needin ' a father for it. 

Joe was as right as the compass, 
Joe was as square as the square. 

H e knew men's ways wi th women, 
A n ' M a r y was passin' f a i r ! 

Passin ' pretty an' helpless, 
She that he loved th' most, 

God knows what he told th' neighbors, . 
But he knew it warn't no Ghost. 

H e tuk th ' tale as she told it, 
A n d never th' bat of an eye, 

E 'en tho' 'is 'eart was breakin' 
Under the load of the l ie— 

Steady an' game an' tender, 
When she needed a strong man's care, 

A n ' then he saddled the o l ' jackass, 
A n ' took 'er away from there. 

Took 'er away from th' neighbors, 
That spoke o' th' fit of 'er gown, 

T o o k 'er away from th' gossips, 
Tha t made 'er th' talk o' the town, 

Comforted, soothed and coddled, 
Just as he might ha' done, 

I f it that was heavy within 'er 
Was Joseph's, the Carpenter's son. 

Joe, he was silent an' tender, 
Joe, he was game as grit, 

But I ' l l bet when he walked by Mary , 
T o have been the father of it, 

H e ' d a give all 'is 'opes o' heaven, 
H e ' d a shot l ike a bat into 'el l , 

The minute he knew for certain 
That mother and child was well . 

Patience surpassin' th ' mountains, 
Kindness shamin' the rain, 

When th' sickness came upon her, 
A n ' she cursed ' im in 'er pa in ; 

So he came to the manger, 
W i t h M a r y makin ' 'er moan, 

A n ' 'e 'eld 'er 'and while she labored 
W i t h a child than wa'n't 'is o w n ! 

H e looked at th ' brat in pity, 
A n ' 'e held it up to 'is breast,. 

That ached with an awful feeling 
That M a r y never guessed. 

A n d ' im an' th' brat they 'it it, 
(Carn't yer see 'im standin' there in th' shop lookin' at th' 
brat like 'is eyes u'd eat 'im up? Carn't yer see th' tenderness 
when 'e'd show 'im th' 'ow o' th' 'ammer an' saw? Carn't yer 
see 'im ust lookin' at 'im, and lookin' at 'im, an' a-goin' over 
an' puttin' 'is arms around 'im an' sayin' to 'isself underneath 
'is breath: "Yer mine, God dam it, yer mine any'ow!" An' 
carn't yer 'ear th' brat, lookin' up, an' sayin', "Daddy"? Yes, 
'im an' th' brat, they 'it it.) 

A n ' after th' years had run, 
Fo lks tho't no more o' th' gossip, 

But called in the Carpenter's Son. 

" W I L L I A M S . " 
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B U R L E S Q U E R I E : B y F l o y d D e l l 
With Illustrations by H . J . Glintenkamp and Stuart Davis 

" R E F I N E D B U R L E S Q U E ! " Undaunted by 
the adjective, crowds were hurrying in 
—sailors, dock-hands, toughs, young men 

wearing the latest A r r o w collar, and staid ci t i 
zens of Hoboken, sometimes accompanied by their 
wives. The unswept streets of Hoboken were being 
scoured by cold and inefficient wind which picked up the 
litter of dust, straw and paper and flung it into people's 
eyes and months, giving them a taste of the city. Over 
a low-lying brick building the rigging of a ship rose in 
confused detail against a cloudy sky. Against al l this 
shone the arc-lighted promise of the theater entrance. 

In the front row, in an aisle seat, was a white-haired 
man at least two hundred years o ld ; he had occupied 
that aisle seat once every week- for so long a time that 
the memory of man runneth not to the contrary. M i d 
way of the parquet floor sat a placid matron of fifty 
beside her complacent husband; their views on all sub
jects coincided exactly with those of Dr . Parkhurst ; 
they were solid blocks in the fabric of our American 
civilization. About them was a dark grey mass of 
padded masculine shoulders, in which, here and there, 
girls in twos and threes made spots of color. Above, 

the balcony buzzed and the peanut gallery filled sudden-
' ly like the breaking of a dam. A n orchestra of seven— 

the same seven who had played here since the theater 
was built—filed in. A hush, not of eagerness but of 
religious certainty, fell upon the theater. In fifteen 
hundred souls there was the calm which comes of abso
lute confidence in that which they are about to receive. 

No one had come there in quest of novelty, any more 
than one goes to confession for that purpose. They 
came for the familiar and satisfying benediction of 
burlesque. The old rites have changed a little since 
the time of our fathers, but the heart of the mystery 
is still there. The piece pretends, after the new fash
ion, to be a musical comedy. But the tunes are those 
invented by Jubal, the father of those that play on the 
harp and the organs,—revised a little, a very little, year 
by year; the first chord awakes ancestral memories. 
There is a trace of plot on the program, and the name 
of an author, just as if it were something new! but 
no one is deceived. T o put al l doubts at rest, and to 
betray the fact that this production is simply the 
io,ooo,ooo,ooo,oooth performance of the dream-play im
agined by Adam (after a hard day's labor pulling 

eucalyptus stumps in the wilderness to the westward o f 
Eden) , it is entitled "The Jo l ly Gi r l s . " 

The immemorial orchestra plays its immemorial tunes, 
the sons of A d a m lean a little forward with a beatific 
light on their faces, the curtain rises, and the dream 
begins. The stage is filled wi th Beauty, in the form 
of four dozen female legs, while in the right wings 
waits Laughter, in the shape of a little man with a 
putty nose. The legs burst upon the scene in a blaze 
of light and sound, a kaleidoscope of calf and ankle, 
a wh i r l of soft pink feminine contours, a paradisiac 
vision of essential G i r l : the whole theater breathes 
forth a sigh of happiness, and the sons of A d a m lean 
back in the seats, contented. The promise is fulfilled.. 
"Come unto me a l l yet that labor and are heavy 
laden . . ." 

The legs, encased in pink tights, move forward and 
back, up and d o w n ; forward and back, up and down. 
Somewhere above them are lungs and larynxes that 
pour fourth a volume of sound, in time to the hypnotic 
throb of the music. Gradually, in the melee, arms be
come visible, and vaguely connecting the arms and legs, 
pieces of colored cloth that finally become definite as 
golden tunics, green sashes, scarlet bodices. Moreover, 
they have faces, but they are not real faces of weariness 
or anger to disturb the illusion—they are masks, paint
ed to express an impersonal and uni form pleasure in 
the exhibit ion of their "nether charms. P ink cheeks, 
bistred eyelashed depths that emit glances at the corners, 
carmined lips set in an imperishable smile—these are 
the perfect and sufficient symbols of a joy that never 
was on sea or land. Bu t faces, after al l , belong to an
other wor ld , the wor ld of real i ty; i f one looks at them 
too long, one sees them, and the dream vanishes; they 
are extinguished presently by a row of flying legs, the 
scene becomes a chaos of feminine extremities, the mu
sic rises to a c l imax and stops as the chorus leaves the 
stage. Enter the little man wi th the putty nose. 

H e speaks to somebody—in a rapid, monotonous, un
intelligible voice; , it does not matter, he is telling what 
the plot of the piece is. H i s real function is revealed 
a minute later when two tramps, a tal l one and a short 
one, enter and the tal l one hits h im over the head with 
a stick. The vic t im falls on his putty nose. The house 
rocks with laughter, and the gallery storms applause. 
The cares of the day, the harsh realities of life, fade 
away when in the golden land of never-never a tall 
man enters wi th his short companion and hits the third 
man over the head with a stick. Nations may rise and 
fall, and Dean Swif t or Bernard Shaw may force to 
our lips a painful smile wi th his comments on our 
folly, but the true inebriation of laughter comes at the 
spectacle of a man hit over the head with a slapstick. 

W h a t secret wish is gratified when we see man who 
was created in the image of G o d fal l ing bump on his 
nose? Irresistibly, by a profound impulse, we laugh. 
In the course of the evening, the small man is hit over 
the head fifty-seven hundred t imes; he rises but to fall 
again, more hopelessly than ever. H e is kicked in the 
nose, in the ear, in front and behind. H i s nose is pulled 
into an infinite variety of shapes, being made to resem
ble every object under heaven f rom a telephone wire to 
a turnip. H e submits meekly. U p o n h im the desire of 
the whole audience to see mankind made ridiculous is 
visited and revisited time without number. 

Genially, casually, the tal l man kicks h im in the face 
whenever he notices h im. The tal l man has taken 

Drawn by Stuart Davis. 
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possession of the stage. Singing, dancing, clowning, 
guying, arguing, wheedling, mocking, bullying,—now as 
an unshaven tramp, a few minutes later as an unshaven 
Turk, then as an unshaven pirate—whatever a man can 
be without visi t ing a barber-shop first, in a dozen differ
ent costumes, always delightful, irresponsible and se
ductive, and always accompanied by his short comrade, 
he pervades the evening. H e speaks, and the audience 
laughs; he refrains from speaking, and the audience 
laughs. W h y ? 

H i s slapstick is a magic wand that has only to touch 
things to make them funny, and it is a symbol of h im
self. H e has slapstick shoulders, slapstick eyebrows, 
ears, nose, legs, posteriors; he acts wi th a l l of these, 
eloquently, and at each gesture some human dignity is 
overthrown, knocked over the head, tumbled on its 
nose. H e sings, walks across the floor, makes love; and 
these things, to the immense satisfaction of the audi
ence, are revealed as essentially absurd. The trick is a 
genial vulgarity—a hilarious cheapening of life. W h e n 
he speaks, with irresistible drollery, of women, of work, 
of marriage, of anything in the wor ld , it is clear that 
they are not worth—his eloquent gesture says what, and 
the stout matron in the middle of the parquet becomes 
hysterical with laughter. F o r the moment she is not a 
solid block in the fabric of our sober Amer ican c iv i l iza
tion, she is in a dream w o r l d where a l l burdens are 
lifted, a l l values transvalued. It seems to afford her 
relief . . . Then two dimpled soubrettes sing an
other sentimental song. 

In and out between these episodes floats the chorus, 
shaking its immortal legs. The legs and their owners 
classify themselves into three ranks or hierarchies of 
fleshly charm; in front the "little ones," the "ponies," 
in the next row the "mediums," and last and most 
sumptuous the "big ones," the "show girls." The "big 
ones" are the piece de resistance. N o frills, no sauces, 
but a satisfying superabundance. A l l that the hungry 
eye desires is bodied forth in these vast and shapely 
statues of feminine flesh, tipping the scale at not less 
than two hundred pounds. T w o hundred pounds of 
arm and leg, bust and buttock; here is riches, here is 
Golconda: two hundred pounds of female meat! A 
thousand hungry eyes feast rapturously on the sight. 

But this is not the ultimate magic of burlesque. 

A storm of applause, and a young women enters on 
one toe, k icking the zenith with the other. A young 
woman? A pinwheel, a skyrocket, a slender feminine 
firework! Feminine? No t with the obvious allure
ments of her sex. H e r figure is like that of a boy; 
boyish is the mischievous face that sparkles behind the 
tangle of her short curls. She is like a sword blade in 
a poppy-field. H e r soul is adventurous, like her legs; 
she kicks open the zenith with her boisterous boyish 
laugh. She defies the code of the dream-world in which 
women burn with the ready fires of miscellaneous i nv i 
tation ; she is remote, unseizable, bewitchingly unsexed, 
cold as the fire-balls that dance in the Arc t i c rigging. 
She mocks at desire as she mocks at the law of gravi
tation ; she is beyond sex. N o r is she mere muscle and 
grace. She has, shining in contrast to this impersonal 
wor ld of sex, a hint of personality, a w i l l of her own, 
and existence independent of the wishes of the audi
ence. She smiles scornfully, indifferently, mischievous
ly,—and triumphs. Th i s touch of reality heightens the 
il lusion. The dream goes on. 

The music pounds itself with endless repetition 
through the senses into the soul. The rhythm of legs 
becomes the rhythm of the universe. The audience are 
absolutely at one with each other and with the genius 
of the slapstick, who talks to them familiarly, as his 
friends. Cries and handclaps of applause mingle with 
the rhythm. The heart of the little theater beats gigan
tically, joyously, ecstatically, in unison. The play rises 
to its climax. T o the tune of "Yankee Doodle" the 
young firework appears, turning handsprings, an 
Amer ican flag on the seat of her pants. W a l k i n g on 
her ear, she crosses the stage, waving the flag in the 

.faces of the audience. The audience applauds in patri
otic frenzy. They would die for that flag . . . 

The curtain falls, rises a foot from the floor, and dis
closes a row of legs—legs—legs, twinkl ing across be
hind the footlights. Into those legs are concentrated 
an infinite magic . . . But it is time to go home. 
It is time to re-enter the wor ld of reality—Another leg-
appears, the eloquent left leg of the tall comedian, 
clothed round with heavy winter drawers and clasped 
by a Boston garter. It says: "Af te r all , my friends, a 
leg is only a leg! L o o k at this and know the truth." 
The spell is broken. W i t h a last laugh the audience 
files out, into the gusty, dusty, cold, harsh street of life. 

Drawn by H. J. Glintenkamp. 

S n a p s h o t 
"I W A S married once." 

Joe grinned, sunburn and a l l . I laughed i n 
credulously: was not the occasion Joe's twenty-second 
birthday party? 

"Sure th ing! It was back East, when I was a ma
rine. She was seventeen and I was nineteen." 

"Bu t you're not married now." 
"Oh, no, I got my divorce a year ago. L i v e d wi th 

her two and a half months altogether. She was a hello 
g i r l at Cent ra l ; that's how I met her. I was wai t ing 
for a number and I started to sing. Y o u know that 
song—'For when I walk, I always walk wi th B i l l y . ' 
When I got through she says, 'Great! T r y it again! ' I 
got to k idding her, and finally I says, ' I 'm coming up to 
take you home.' One thing led to another, and we was 
married.—It was a case of another man. I wouldn't a 
minded so much i f she'd confessed, but she wouldn't , 
so I got my divorce." Joe lighted a reflective cigarette,, 
and hitched up one sleeve of his bathing-suit. 

"Af te r the evidence I give at the tr ial , her father 
kicked her out of the house," he added, inconsequen
tially. 

"Where is she now, Joe?" I asked. 
"Don' t know and don't care." 
H e cast a casual eye toward the setting sun, and' 

yawned. "When's that man coming back with the 
beer?" he queried. "The last I heard, she was on the 
town." M I R I A M A L L E N DEFORD. 
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The Nature of Woman 
IF the value of a book is in its power to release 

those who read it f rom the tyranny of o ld ideas, 
then the three books I am go ing to ment ion in this 
c o l u m n are among the most valuable books I have 
ever read. If I had a shelf devoted to the literature 
of intel lectual emancipation, I should put these books 
alongside of Haecke l , Stirner, Have lock E l l i s and 
Berna rd Shaw. 

L e t me confess. A l t h o u g h I am a feminist, and 
believe in the h igh destiny of women, I have never 
been unable to disregard the h is tor ica l ' fact that men 
and not women have in general been the inventors, 
discoverers, poets, artists, in short the creative 
geniuses of the wor ld—I have not been able to regard 
this as an accident, due to environment and educa
t ion . I have believed that there was an inherent dif
ference in the nature of men and women wh ich 
w o u l d make this general ly true in the future, as it 
had been in the past. I believed that women wou ld 
be happier, and the w o r l d better off, if women were 
free, but I did not believe that women w o u l d ever 
successfully compete wi th men in dis t inct ly creative 
act ivi t ies . 

T h e reason I believed this was that I had been 
informed, in the most convinc ing manner, by the 
scientific authorities w h o m I held in most respect, 
i nc lud ing H a v e l o c k E l l i s , himself a feminist, that) 
women were nearer to the racial norm, and that men 
had a greater "var iab i l i ty" than women. T h i s greater 
male var iab i l i ty has made great cr iminals and great 
geniuses—so I believed. 

It was a pamphlet 1 by L e t a Stetter H o l l i n g w o r t h , 
repr inted f rom the A m e r i c a n Jou rna l of Socioiogy, 
o n " V a r i a b i l i t y as Rela ted to Sex Differences in 
Ach ievemen t " which first enlightened me. I do not 
m i n d confessing, for the whole socio logica l w o r l d is 
s t i l l apparently in the dark. F r o m this pamphlet I 
learned that this inherent var iabi l i ty , wh ich I had 
taken as a scientific fact, was as raw an assumption 
as was ever put forward, wi thout a shred of evidence 
to support it. It was pointed out that there was not, 
and could not be in the nature of the case, any scien
tific test of " inherent" var iabi l i ty . The only th ing 
i n the nature of a scientific basis for the assertion 
was the alleged, and disputed, fact that new-born 
male babies have a greater phys ica l var iab i l i ty than 
female babies. U p o n this uncertain basis had been 
reared a whole elaborate scientific hypothesis w h i c h 
has been handed on from one sociologist to another 
as the gospel t ruth. 

Bu t this was not a l l . In another pamphlet, 2 H e l e n 
M o n t a g u e and L e t a Stetter H o l l i n g w o r t h went into 
the subject of "The Compara t ive V a r i a b i l i t y of the 
Sexes at B i r t h . " T h e y made 20,000 measurements of 
new-born infants at a N e w Y o r k hospital—the most 
elaborate experiment ever made in this field—and 
ana lyzed the results. The conclusion is that there is 
no perceptible difference in the anatomical var iabi l i ty 
o f males and females. So the whole reasoning by 
ana logy f rom physica l to intel lectual var iabi l i ty falls 
flat. 

I had wanted to believe that it was only, as this 
au thor says, because "near ly 100 per cent, of their 
energy is expended in the performance and super-

1 "Variability As Related to Sex Differences in Achievement," 
t y Leta Stetter Hollingworth. Privately Printed. 

2 The Comparative Variability of the Sexes at Birth," by 
Helen Montague and Leta Steller Hollingworth. Privately 
Printed. 

3 Functional Periodicity: An Experimental Study of the Men
tal and Motor Abilities of Women During Menstruation, by 
I*ta Stetter Hollingworth, Ph. D., Teachers' College, Columbia 
University Contributions to Education, No. 69. Cloth $1.00. 
Paper 75 cents. For sale by Masses Book Store. 

vis ion of domestic and al l ied tasks, a field where emi 
nence is impossible," that women have not been e m i 
nent. I wanted to believe that not merely the prac
tical genius but the creative genius of w o m a n w o u l d 
add new splendors to the future achievement of man
kind . I was restrained by the weight of pseudo-
scientific authori ty. I have been freed f rom that 
obsession. 

T h e th i rd book, 3 also by L e t a Stetter H o l l i n g w o r t h , 
is entitled "Func t i ona l Pe r iod i c i t y : A n E x p e r i m e n t a l 
Study of the M e n t a l and M o t o r A b i l i t i e s of W o m e n 
D u r i n g Mes t rua t ion ." W e k n o w how the "rever
berations of her phys io log ica l emergencies" has been 
adduced by a noted Br i t i sh surgeon as a reason w h y 
women should not be a l lowed to vote. T h a t was 
going a l i t t le too far. But it is an extreme type of the 
superstitious prejudice which this book aims to de
stroy. 

H e r e is a fairer example, and it is f rom H a v e l o c k 
E l l i s : 

"It is but the outward manifestation of a monthly physio
logical cycle, which influences throughout the month the whole 
of woman's physical and psychic organism. Whatever organic 
activity we investigate with any precision, we find traces of 
this rhythm. . . Woman always lives on the upward or 
downward slope of a curve." 

T h e general medical and soc io logica l op in ion is 
certainly that this period, wh ich year by year occu
pies nearly the fourth part of woman 's life, is a 
period of mental and physical incapacity. 

N o w this book is an account of the first scientific 
experiment on a large scale to determine the facts. 
Twenty- three women and two men were subjected 

for an hour a day every day for a pe r iod of several 
months to tests of muscu la r con t ro l , steadiness, speed 
and accuracy of percept ion , and fa t iguabi l i ty . The 
subjects were of var ious ages f r o m 23 to 45 years or 
age. T h e resul ts are e labora te ly l is ted, analyzed, 
and charted. It sums up the resul t of this experi
ment to say that not o n l y is it imposs ib le to te l l by 
the chart of any g iven case when the menstrual 
pe r iod is o c c u r r i n g , but it is imposs ib le to tel l 
whether a g iven chart is that of a man or a woman! 

"Care fu l and exact measurement ," as the experi
menter puts it, "does not reveal a per iod ic mental or 
m o t o r inefficiency in n o r m a l w o m e n . " T h e rever
berat ions of her p h y s i o l o g i c a l emergencies appear to 
be a p roduc t of the male imag ina t ion , s t imulated by 
"the t r ad i t ion emana t ing f r o m m y s t i c and romantic 
novel is ts , that w o m a n is a mys te r ious being, half 
hyster ic , ha l f angel . " 

T o quote aga in : " F r o m wha tever source or sources 
the idea of woman ' s pe r iod ic i r respons ib i l i ty may 
have ar isen, it is ce r t a in ly ve ry widespread. M e n 
of the most va r i ed interests and profess ional equip
ment have w r i t t e n on the mat ter—histor ians , phys i 
cians, lawyers , ph i losophers , phys io log is t s , novelists 
and educators." A n d a l l that they have wr i t t en is, 
in the l igh t of exper imenta l science, not true. 

F . D . 

A German Press Pear l 
"When the news of L u d w i g Frank ' s death had 

come and his wonderful part ing letter to a 
woman friend was published, Germany wondered at so 
much depth and at so much tenderness, in one who 
had proudly called himself a social democrat."—Anton 
Fendr ich in the Vital Issue. 

POEMS—By Jean Starr Untermeyer 
HIGH-TIDE 

I E D G E D back against the night. 
The sea growled assault on the wave-bitten shore. 

A n d the breakers, 
L ike young and impatient hounds, 
Sprang, with rough joy, on the shrinking sand. 
Sprang—but were drawn back slowly, 
W i t h a long, relentless pull, 
Whimpering, into the dark. 

Then I saw who held them captive; 
A n d I saw how they were bound 
W i t h a broad and quivering leash of light, 
H e l d by the moon, 
As , calm and unsmiling, 
She walked the deep fields of the sky. 

THE ONE WISH 

OH that you could walk the world in a visible flame; 
The flame of my love! 

People would turn to you—thrilled by this wonder; 
But who would dare claim or touch you? 
M e n and women would draw back as you passed in 

your shining and terrible garment. 

That fire would burn away the mists of Spring 
A n d shed a great light over the hills. 
Wrapped in that tender armor, 
Shielded by that valiant halo, 
Y o u would run the highroads of the world with a clear 

gaze— 

Y o u would look into a l l eyes and your own soul with 
courage and laghter. . . . 

A n d into mine wi th ecstasy and understanding. 

A TEACHER 
I T was late afternoon. 

Wear i ly a yel low streak of sunlight 
F e l l through the blue net curtains, 
M a k i n g greenish shadows on your face, 
A n d over your heavy shoulders. * 
I watched you strain to sit straight 
O n the stiff chair by the piano's side, 
W h i l e a heedless and hur ry ing g i r l 
Stumbled over her scales, 
A n d giggled out her excuses 
W i t h the gauche coquetry of fourteen. 

I thought of your reaching aims, 
A n d of how you were always giving 
F r o m your heart and b ra in ; 
Giv ing from the toi l of years— 
Giv ing yoursel f ; 
O f the many you urged to hardier s t r iv ing ; 
O f those who were eased and lifted— 
A n d of those—like this thin-souled ch i ld— 
F o r whom sacrifice was vain. 

A n d when a patient smile l i t up your face, 
W a r m i n g your eyes, but deepening the ruts of care, 
I was reminded of lamplight in a well- loved room— 
Lamplight that cheered, but whose drooping beams 
Revealed the shabbiness of near-by chairs, 
A n d deepened the shadows. 
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A N E W W O M A N ? -- By Dorothy Weil 
M R S . K N O X is my cleaning woman. F o r six 

years and more now she's been coming to 
me every Wednesday regular, and never 
missed a day. A n d there never was a woman 

like her to clean straight through from top to bottom. 
Wednesday morning, three or four weeks ago, 

when I was expecting her as usual, she called me up. 
"I can't come this morning, M i s ' Bu l lock , " she said. 
"Why, what's the trouble, M r s . K n o x ? A r e you 

sick?" 

" W e l l , " she answered k ind of slow, " I 'm going to 
the hospital." 

"To the hospital! Whatever is the matter wi th you?" 
"It's—it's—well, it's another chi ld comin ' ," she said, 

so low I could just barely get it. 
I almost let the telephone drop bang out of my hand. 
"W—what?" I managed at last. " W h y , how can i t? 

Your husband •" 
Her husband's a good-for-nothing that she's had to 

get away f r o m ; though she, being a Catholic, couldn't 
divorce him once for a l l . 

"Oh, yes, my husband right enough," she came back, 
with a bitter tone in her voice. "I told you he'd been 
givin' me money this last year. W e l l , no man ain't 
givin ' no woman money for nothin ' in this w o r l d ! " 

" W h y didn't you tell me about it sooner?" I asked. 
"Why, you didn't seem to notice, ma'am, and some

how I couldn't b r ing myself to be a' te l l in ' of it. I 'd it 
all fixed for someone else to cal l you up, i f things hadn't 
been kind of sudden." 

Wel l , what could I say? "There, there, M r s . K n o x , 
I hope it's a l l for the best," I said. A n d then I to ld 
her to send over one of the boys for some things I had 
around. 

O f course H e n r y had to know about it. H e talked 
about the "senseless follies of the work ing classes," 
which didn't have anything to do with it so far as I 
could see. I told him straight that K n o x was her hus
band right enough, i f he had been off l ike a vagabond 
for six years and more. 

"See here, H e n r y Bu l lock , " I said, "who're you and 
I, I 'd like to know, that we should set up as the L o r d 
Almighty to judge his creatures? I've an idea that 
we can't criticise a woman who slaves every day clean
ing people's houses and every night scrubbing out office 
buildings, to feed her family. It appears to me that 
most anything she does after that deserves forgiveness 
even if it were a lot worse than bearing her own hus
band's children." 

Wel l , I had to have a new cleaning woman. Tha t 
was how Jennie B r i l l came to me. A pleasant young 
thing, but frail and consumptive looking. She couldn't 
come up to M r s . K n o x , but she was awful ly wi l l ing . 
She seemed just terr ibly anxious to please me. 

The second week she had just got in and was dr ink
ing some hot coffee to warm her, when in came M r s . 
Knox , ready to go to work again. I hadn't the heart to 
send either one of them off without her day's work in 
that k ind of weather, so I to ld them I 'd keep them both 
and clean down the attic. Jennie looked so grateful, I 
was glad I'd thought of it. But they'd been work ing 
less than two hours when M r s . K n o x came to me a l l 
hot and excited. 

" M r s . Bul lock ," she says, "you ' l l have to get that 
critter out of here. I 'm a respectable woman, M r s . 
Bullock, and the honest mother of a family, and I ' l l 
not be work ing next a woman unmarried who has a 
child." 

F o r a minute I just stared at her. "How—how do. 
you k n o w ? " I asked. 

"She told me herself!"—and M r s . K n o x was so t r i 
umphant that, L o r d forgive me, I couldn't resist saying, 

" W e l l , what of i t ? " 

The minute it was out, of course, I felt as wicked 
as need be, but I wasn't going back on it for al l that. 
" W a i t a minute t i l l I call her down," I said, "and we' l l 
see what she's got to say for herself." 

When she came in, "Jennie," I said, "what's this 
M r s . K n o x is telling me?" 

"Yes 'm," says Jennie, looking from one of us to the 
other and t rying to see how to take us. 

" Y o u have a baby?" I asked nervous. 

Jennie's face crinkled up, loving—you know how I 
mean, i f you've ever watched a woman talking about 
her child. "Oh, yes'm, I've got him right enough, 
bless his heart. I just couldn't keep quiet about him 
any longer when M r s . K n o x here told me al l about 
her new one." 

" W h y should you keep quiet?" broke in M r s K n o x 
cannily. 

"I don't know. I can't say as I feel anything 
wrong. But everywhere, every job I get—as soon as 
they find out about the child, off I go. It appears like 
a woman trying to earn a l iv ing for her child ought to 
hold a job better than i f she's only got herself to work 
for." Jennie's big eyes were a l l troubled-looking. 

"Yes , but the father? You ' re not married," I couldn't 
help saying, and Jennie came back with my own words 
to M r s . K n o x . 

" W e l l , " she said, "what of i t ? " 

It was the vengeance of the L o r d upon me and I 
couldn't answer a w o r d ; but that didn't stop M r s . 
K n o x . 

"Wha t of i t ? " she cries. "What of i t? I f you 
haven't got no religion to keep you straight, Miss 
Jennie, you might consider us respectable women that 
has, and our children. It's only to keep my children 
from the likes of yours that I've put up with a drunken 
beast al l these years. It's only for that I've slaved 
through the days and nights. I won't work side by 
side with your kind. I know ye." 

" W e l l , " says Jennie, "my work's honest and I don't 
see as anything else matters. I 'm wi l l i ng as another to 
work for my child. I 'm work ing myself to the grave 
for him as it is," she said, and she coughed, stirred up 
as she was with excitement. 

"Yes , but Jennie," I said, "there are other things that 
matter. H o w could you have the child? H o w could 
you do i t? Y o u look like a good gir l , Jennie " 

" H o w could I ? " Jennie caught me up. " W e l l , I 
didn't do it for money from nobody, ma'am, whether 
he calls himself my husband or something else. I 
suppose you ' l l not think me so good, ma'am, but I 
did it because I wanted to. W e l l , look at me! It 
ain't folks like you in your comfort that can judge me. 
It's only the women that works day and night and year 
in and year out, and stands beatings and starvings and 
freezings like mine that might have a word to say. 
That was why it seemed to me just natural to be 
telling M r s . K n o x here. I thought she'd understand. 
But I guess"—with a mean laugh—"if a woman's got 
the intellec' to understand the Catholic religion she 
ain't got none left for ordinary things." 

I broke in quick at that. "Jennie, don't you dare to 
say anything about anyone's religion. That 's her busi

ness. I think you'd be the better for a little of it your
self. I feel as though I ought to call in my minister 
right away. I 'm sure I don't know what to do w i t h 
you, g i r l . " 

"Oh , please, ma'am," says Jennie at that, "I don't 
want none of your ministers. H e ' l l call me a 'case' a n d 
send me to Denver or some place and put the chi ld in. 
a Home. It's only to keep the child, ma'am, that I 'm 
l iv ing and standing al l this, I tell you. Y o u don't 
know what it is to earn for two of us, or you'd see-
I was dead in earnest to try it. Th i s out-by-the-day 
stuff's terrible irregular, and people are always a f ra id 
they'll catch your disease, or that you ' l l die on their 
hands or something. A n d for anything else you need 
decent clothes, and then they don't want you either i f 
you cough." 

" W e l l , don't you see from that," I broke out (I 
haven't been a W i l l i n g W o r k e r all these years without 
being equal to some arguments)—"don't you see you're-
putting the thing off? Y o u ' l l have to be separated f r o m 
the child sooner or later." 

" N o t as long as I can help it I won't," said Jennie,, 
and at that M r s . K n o x broke in again. 

"Oh, put the hussy out, ma'am," she said. "She's-
naught but a brazen thing, and we' l l never get the at t ic 
done at this rate." 

" M r s . K n o x , " I said, "be quiet. Th i s is more i m 
portant than the att ic!" Whatever had got into me 
to say things like that I don't know. But that stopped' 
M r s . K n o x , so I hurried right back at Jennie. 

"There's the authorities, my g i r l , " I said. " I 'm 
sure the authorities could take the child away front 
you on account of its health." 

"Oh , please, M i s ' Bul lock ," said Jennie, looking 
scared, "they can't i f they don't know about me, a n d 
they won't i f you don't tel l them, ma'am. I ain't asked 
no odds of no one yet, so they ain't no one has got 
a right to butt into my private affairs. Y o u won't tel l ' 
'em, M i s ' B u l l o c k ; oh, please don't tell 'em. The boy'd 
be lots worse off than if I cared for h im. I love the 
boy, M i s ' Bullock, ma'am." 

Was ever a woman in such a fix? Those big-
eyes of hers were running over wi th tears and I fe l t 
myself choking. A n d then M r s . K n o x , who has so 
many children I guess she'd as soon be r id of a few, 
gave a snort. " M r s . K n o x , " I said, " i f you'd rather be 
doin ' the attic you can go along. I don't know wha t 
to do, g i r l . I think you'd ought to tell me a bit more 
so's that I 'd see clearer. How—how did you come 
to do i t ? " 

I don't suppose I would have dared to ask a second 
time that way if I had been a real good woman, and 
remembered that the whole thing was taking place i n 
Henry Bullock 's bedroom; but I never gave H e n r y 
or his strict opinions one single thought! 

" I ' l l tell you all I can, ma'am," said Jennie. A n d 
M r s . K n o x , seeing a story coming, sat down to l i s 
ten. 

" W e l l , ma'am," Jennie began, "I was the oldest g i r l ' 
and my father had ten kids besides my oldest brother, 
who was always a regular tough and bum and is serv
ing his s ix years now. A n d I've been taking care o f 
babies and doing housework and washing and scrubbing 
always, so you can see I 'm used to it, ma'am. F r o m 
before I was twelve I been work ing a dozen hours a 
day in a box factory or a clothes shop or a hat fac
tory or something else, depending on where we l i v e d 
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Drawn by Arthur Young. 

"Waiter, have you forgotten me? 
"No sir, not yet sir. 

near, and I seen a lot of things that made me swear 
a promise to myself I 'd never in this world get married. 
Oh , don't think me a silly, ma'am; a l l that was only a 
sort of bitterness and working hard, I guess, because 
when J i m come along I forgot it quick enough and 
was right ready to marry him, But it was while we 
was going together, J i m ana me, that I got took with 
coughing so bad, and I knew then that i f him and me 
got married we'd not be able to go into the wor ld and 
make good like we'd planned. I 'd be sick al l the time 
and not able to help him, you see, and the doctors 
would cost, and J i m would never get ahead like he 
should. So we fixed it up that he was to go alone, 
and, you see, ma'am, before he left I—I done it, 
ma'am—because I wanted to." 

Jennie's large eyes looked into mine so steady I 
couldn't so much as breathe before the g i r l . Even 
M r s . K n o x kept quiet. "But the chi ld?" I said at 
last, my voice al l squeaky and rusty. 

A t first Jennie didn't understand, but after a minute 
thinking she said, "Oh, of course we didn't think of 
that, ma'am. H o w many people in their goings on do 
you suppose there is that do? But I was just as glad 
anyhow when I knew it, because, you see, ma'am, he's 
a child of love anyway. It was along of the child too, 
ma'am, that I got away from my father and my step
mother and the whole brood of little ones. So afeared 
they was of me causing 'em a bit more trouble, that 
they threw me out right, and I only got myself and the 
boy to shift for since." 

" A n d J i m ? " 

"Oh, he's doing fine out West, ma'am. Been married 
a year now to a big, strong woman as'll help him. 
H e sends me a bit of money now and then when he 
can, ma'am, and I know he'll take little J i m when I'm— 
gone." 

"The beast!" broke in M r s . K n o x . "Does he know 
about the boy then? A l l these men are alike, I tell 
you. Good-for-nothin's!" 

"Noth ing of the sort," came back Jennie. " H e had 
a hard tussle of his own, J im did, and when he heard 
about little J i m he was for giving it all up to come 
hack and fetch me. But I told him sure as he did I 'd 
k i l l myself right off, and he knew I meant it. That's 
why he went and married, like I told him." 

So certain-solemn she said it that I had an idea I 'd 
a done what she told me, too; yes, even if I 'd a been 
J im. She looked such a person, somehow. It 
didn't matter she was weak and worn and . shabby a 
bit ; I envied her knowing her own mind like that. I 
felt that I must say something, but goodness knows I 
couldn't think what. I couldn't talk religion to the 
gi r l like I ought, because it didn't seem to mean any
thing. "Jennie," I said honestly, "I don't know what ' l l 
help you, g i r l . I can't even tell you to come back 
here next week, because M r s . K n o x has been with me 
pretty nearly seven years now, and besides she's got six 
children while you've only got the one." 

"So I supposed, ma'am," said Jennie quietly. " I ' l l 
be going then." A n d she folded up her apron and put 
on her poor-looking coat and hat while M r s . K n o x 
and I, who had both gone downstairs with her, looked 
on without saying a word. F ina l ly I just couldn't 
stand the stillness no longer. I had to say something 
and I couldn't think of anything except, "I 'm afraid 
I can't recommend you to friends, either, Jennie, be
cause they feel just like everybody else." 

"Oh, I know, ma'am," answered Jennie. A n d after 
a minute, " Y o u was real good to listen to me." 

I couldn't say another word, but at last M r s . K n o x , 
after coughing a bit, says, " I ' l l tell you, Jennie, if you' l l 
keep quiet about the kid , and are up to scrubbin' a bit, 
I ' l l see i f I can't get a night job for you in the Rush 
Bui ld ing where I work. Can you be down by five-
thirty to-night?" 

Jennie looked at her, grateful. " I ' l l be there," she 
said. But I had such trouble making her.take the dol
lar and sixty cents for her day that I was glad Henry 
keeps me kind of close so I hadn't enough to give her 
more, l ike I first thought I would. 

"Take it, Jennie," I says at last, trying to joke, "and 
I promise I ' l l not tell my minister about you." 

"Oh, you couldn't, ma'am," she. answered calm, 
"because you don't know where I live or nothing." 

A n d the gi r l had me there. I didn't even know 
where M r s . K n o x lived, for al l she'd been work ing 
with me these six years and more. 

" W e l l , " I said, "take it anyhow, Jennie." 
She looked at me long and steady with those big eyes. 

" M i s ' Bullock, I wi l l , because I think you mean i t ! " 
A n d she went out, givin ' me a wisp of a kiss. 

F r o m G e r m a n y — R e a l N e w s 
Editor of T H E M A S S E S : 

Dear S i r : — I pulled h im out of a vegetarian restau
rant in Be r l i n and took h im to my room at the Kaiser-
hof, in the faith that because he was reading Vorwarts 
he must have ideas. 

" A r e you a Socia l is t?" I asked when we were com
fortably seated. 

"I am an artist," he said, "and artists are individual
ists. W e believe in the production of great men. So
cialism suppresses the Individual ." 

I did not argue. I wanted to find some one who did 
not believe in war. Some one who was not patriotic. 
I wanted to find a German who disliked the German 
government as cordial ly as most enlightened Engl ish
men dislike the Eng l i sh government. I have been six 
weeks in Germany and talked wi th Fursts and Furstins, 
Grafs and Grafins, Doctors o f 57 varieties, Geheimrats. 
Barons and Excellencies, Burgermeisters and Ober-
burgermeisters, Professors, members of the Reichstag, 
mere mill ionaires and real business men, bell boys and 
porters. They a l l agreed—Germany had to fight. 

I heard Liebknecht raise his lone voice in the Reichs
tag against the last credit of two bi l l ion dollars, which 
was almost hi lar iously voted by that composite body 
of Professors, aristocrats and shrewd business men 
which governs Germany. I wrote Liebknecht at once 
asking for an interview and received word that he had 
been sent to the front. H e w i l l not be kept there long 
—that is certain, for men like h im are more dangerous 
than French or German bullets. Bu t I could not talk 
with Liebknecht, and have not been able to find anyone 
here to curse Germany. I caught at my last straw— 
a vegetarian reading a Socialist paper. 

"Wha t do you think of the w a r ? " I asked. S lowly he 
took out of his pocket a little paper called Die Aktion 
for July 4th, 1914, and read me an article called V o n 
Patriotismus. It was the real goods, —a choice denun
ciation of the fetish of Patr iot ism, written just a month 
before patriotism began to make Europe and up-to-
date 20th Century H e l l . 

Nex t day after some inquiries I found the latest num
ber of Die Aktion, the issue, for Augus t 21st, 1915. On 
the first page is a sketch representing war, that would 
delight A r t Y o u n g . A sketch which is evidence that 
Germany grants more liberty to the press than many 
people suppose. The sketch is very modern art. Per
haps it is the art that enabled it to pass the Censor. 
Certainly it is not designed to br ing comfort to patriots 
in these strenuous days. 

It seemed to me the Edi tor , F ranz Pfemfert , must 
be worth knowing. So I looked up his address 
and called. I think he was glad to see me. U n 
patriotic editors are lonesome in Germany these 
days, and in spite of the fact that he knows no E n g 
lish, and my German is something l ike a Chinaman's 
Engl ish, we got along very wel l . I found that he had 
been in prison, which is sure evidence that he had not 
lived whol ly in vain. H e is also a graduate of the 
Univers i ty of Ber l in . That he has an accurate sense 
of values is clear from the fact that he did not show 
me his Univers i ty diploma, but did show with some 
pride his ja i l sentence of three days for pr int ing some
thing the judge thought he should not have printed. It 
was only three days and that three years ago, and since 
then he has written on Pat r io t i sm and published un
complimentary pictures of war, in war times. So don't 
get apoplexy denouncing Germany for lack of freedom. 
There is quite as much freedom in Germany to-day as 
in France or England, and the fact that Pfemfor t has 
published Die Aktion dur ing a year of war is evidence 
of it. (Rev. ) L . M . P O W E R S . 
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Drawn by Stuart Davis. 
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T H E M A S S E S 

" T H E W H I T E B R U T E . " 
To the Editor: 

A number of people have written questioning the truth of 
my story "The White Brute," printed in the last issue of T H E 
MASSES, and of my right as a Northerner to attempt to portray 
Southern conditions. 

It is eight years since a Southern white woman of the Gulf 
States told me the story. It was evening, we were in her 
home, and she was nervous because her husband was out. 
He had recently, in his little newspaper, espoused the cause of 
a colored man against a white man of the town. I have for
gotten the details, but he aroused the wrath of a dangerous 
element, and one night two rowdies assaulted him and so 
beat him that when he was brought home, his wife thought 
him dead. Hence her concern. She had not felt any especial 
sympathy for the Negro but perhaps because I was sympa
thetic she began to talk freely, and to tell me of the difficul
ties the colored girl met with who tried to live a virtuous life. 
And then, in just a sentence, she gave me my tale. 

What is impossible in it? The lynching? Last summer they 
lynched a colored man in Mississippi, making a holiday of it. 
The crowd was very large and by special arrangement many 
women and children were present to witness the sight. The 
fact that a colored woman was raped by a white man? Can 
any honest and intelligent person suppose that it is only the 
white girl who is in danger in the South? But the husband 
standing by? If I did not make the reader feel his inevitable 
helplessness, I shall never try to write again. I hope there 
are few brutes such as I have portrayed, but strip a race of 
its rights, make it a subject people, and sometimes, when the 
decent elements in the community are slumbering, the brute 
gets his chance. 

Perhaps I' made a mistake in putting my story in Missis
sippi, for that is one of the few Southern States that I have 
never visited, but I said Mississippi because the incident oc
curred there. Since 1904 I have given the major part of my 
time to a study of Negro conditions in the United States and 
to work for Negro betterment. I began with the Negro in my 
own home, New York City, spending eight months in resi
dence in a Negro tenement in a congested quarter, and visiting 
hundreds of neighboring homes. In the past ten years I 
have frequently visited the South. I have seen the Negro 
on the farm, as a farmer in his own right, or more often 
as a share tenant. I have entered his cabin, followed 
his children to school, and talked with him as he worked 
upon his crop. I' know some of the Southern cities well. 
There is no Negro quarter which I have not visited 

in Atlanta and I happened to be in that city just before 
the riots of 1906. T went back a month after the 
rioting and wrote articles descriptive of the courts and of 
the exodus of the sober class of artisans as a result of the 
massacre of the Negroes by the whites. 

But my Southern friends say, you cannot know the South
ern Negro and Southern race conditions unless you have lived 
in the South all your life. But in this they are wrong. I 
lived in the city of Brooklyn for twenty-eight years when I 
was offered the position of Head Worker at a settlement in 
Greenpoint, the city's northernmost ward. I took a car, which 
I had never before entered, rode through the sugar refining 
district, which I had never before seen, and reached a per-, 
fectly new and unfamiliar section of my native town. There 
I found a young woman from Michigan who had been in 
residence in the settlement neighborhood for two months, and 
in half an hour she showed me her knowledge and my ignor
ance of a part of my city's life. 

Such ignorance of the life of the workers among the employ
ing class is common everywhere, and in the South, added 
to this, you have a fixed principle that the whites shall not 
mingle with the blacks. So your Southern woman may know 
where her cook lives, and as mistress may go into her cook's 
home, but she never enters the Negro section to take any 
part in its life. She never visits the schools, never goes to a 
colored church, and especially never meets on any terms 
whatever, the educated, well-to-do Negroes who are becoming 
a fairly numerous body. The ambitions, the strivings of the 
growing Negro youth who is two generations removed from 
slavery she does not understand, she even refuses to believe 
they exist. To her the good Negro is still the faithful serv
ant, and her chief refrain is that the black youth of to-day is 
disrespectful and trifling and will not work with the old time 
devotion to the white race.—MARY W H I T E OVINGTON, Brook
lyn, N. Y. 

ANTI-SUFFRAGE P A P E R S P L E A S E COPY. 
"Yet so prevalent has the suffrage disease become that even 

the radicals have become inoculated with its vicious virus. It 
was only to be expected, of course, that Socialist paper like 
the N. Y. Call should champion the 'cause,' but it is rather 
disappointing to find T H E MASSES devoting an entire edition to 
'Votes for Women.' Perhaps Mother Earth alone has any 
faith in women. Perhaps we alone believe women no longer 
need dolls; that women are capable and are ready to fight 
for freedom and revolution."—EMMA GOLDMAN in Mother 
Earth. 

T W O POINTS OF V I E W . 
To the Editor: 

Please cross off my name from your list of subscribers—I 
do not enjoy the articles and fail to see how they can help 
any one. Probably my fault, but I do not want the magazine. 
Sincerely yours, MRS. H . M . PAUL. 

Washington, D. C. 

To the Editor: 
I haven't the time but I can't resist adding my mite to the 

discussion of whether or no one should cut out T H E MASSES 
because of the indecency of many of its articles—"The 
Heavenly Dialogue" in particular. I confess that I skipped 
that article and only read it as the result of Vida Scudder's 
letter in protest. I skipped it because I never had any in
terest in an anthropomorphic god. But if one is necessary 
I confess that I prefer him to be walking from star to star 
putting the acid test on the unchristian customs of our 
society rather than functioning as indicated in the orthodox 
hymn book. Candidly it is the hymn book that seems to me 
more indecent than the "Heavenly Dialogue." 

Were T H E MASSES to become decent, that is, decorous and 
proper, it would be denatured and useless. Its purpose is to 
shock the public mind into realizing the cruelties of organized 
society. I own that I have felt all the protests indicated by 
all the letter writers noted in the page headed "Editorial 
Policy." There have been things in the brave little magazine 
that I simply felt I could not stand, but 'it never occurred to 
me to stop my subscription anyi more than to discard a friend 
because I revolted against the color of his necktie. If I liked 
everything in it I should think that there must be something 
the matter with it, and I would better move along to one that 
would not put me to sleep but wake me up out of my smug 
complacency. 

I, too, have read my copy in secret, fearing its effect 
on that class of person who can be gently solicited along the 
path of reform but if shocked will kick back and even ques
tion whether votes for women would be safe or decent. "Edi
torial Policy" set me thinking and hereafter T H E MASSES shall 
repose on the library table ready and willing to shock anyone 
with a few idle moments. I enclose a dollar and the names 
of four persons to whom you can send T H E MASSES for three 
months. I think that will contain more possibilities than 
though I subscribed for one person—better by four. 

I believe that freedom of speech in the fearless expression 
of truth as any sees it is the most vital need in human 
society, and therefore it is that I am, sincerely yours, 

Hornell N. Y . A N N A CADOGANETZ 

GIVE BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS! 
SOME STRIKING BARGAINS IN COMBINATIONS OR SINGLE VOLUMES 

Combination No. 1 
$3.25 Postpaid 

T H E SOCIALISTS AND T H E W A R , 
by William English Walling. No Social
ist can adequately discuss the war with
out the knowledge that this remarkable 
new book holds. 512 pages. Price $1.50. 

W H Y T H E CAPITALIST? by Fred
erick Hal ler .LL.B. In this book a lawyer 
throws down the gauntlet to' the defenders 
of capitalism. The book is a brief in 
refutation of the doctrines prevailing in 
Conventional Political Economy. Price 
$1.00. 

P R A C T I C A L ECONOMIC POSSIBILI
TIES OF SOCIALISM. Comtesse de Ker-
men. An easy exposition of Socialism 
realized. Price 10c. 

ECONOMICS AS T H E BASIS OF 
LIVING ETHICS, by John G. Murdoch. 
A study in scientific social philosophv. 
Price $2.00. 

Combination No. 2 
$3.85 Postpaid 

T H E C R Y FOR JUSTICE, an anthol
ogy of the literature of social prqtest, ed
ited by Upton Sinclair Introduction by 
Jack London. Contains the writings of 
philosophers, poets, novelists, social re
formers, and others who have voiced the 
struggle against social injustice, selected 
from twenty-five languages, covering a 
period of five thousand years. 955 pages, 
32 illustrations. $2 net. 

W A R OF T H E CLASSES, by Jack Lon
don. A sociological study including a 
chapter "How I Became a Socialist." 12mo, 
cloth, 33 cents, postpaid. 

SCHOPENHAUER'S ESSAYS. With 
preface by T. Bailey Saunders, M,A. $1.25 
postpaid, 455 pages. 
. T H E SPY, Gorky. One of his best 
novels. $1.50. 

Combination No. 3 
$4.20 Postpaid 

F O R E L ' S T H E S E X U A L QUESTION. 
A scientific, psychological, hygienic, legal 
and sociological work. By Europe's fore
most nerve specialist. Special edition 
$1.60. 

F U N C T I O N A L P E R I O D I C I T Y : An Ex
perimental Study of the Mental and Motor 
Abilities of Women 'During Menstruation, 
by Leta Stetter Hollingworth. 75c. 

DR. ROBENSON'S T H E L I M I T A T I O N 
OF O F F S P R I N G B Y T H E P R E V E N T I O N 
OF P R E G N A N C Y . Price $1.00. 

S E X U A L P R O B L E M S OF T O - D A Y , by 
Dr. Wm. J . Robinson. A book every 
radical should read. $2.15. 

ORDER BY 
NUMBER F R O M THE MASSES BOOK STORE, 142 WEST 23rd S T R E E T 

NEW Y O R K 

O R D E R N O W ! 
The binders working on the cloth-bound volumes of T H E M A S S E S for 1915. By the time your order teaches us 
we wil l have the books. Of course you want to have T H E M A S S E S for 1915 in this permanent form. The 
supply is limited. Pin a $2 bill to a letter today and get this well-bound volume. T H E M A S S E S , 142 West 23rd St., New York. 
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THE MASSES BOOK STORE 
(Continued from page 3) 

A r r o w s i n the Ga le , by A r t u r o G i o -
vanni t t i , i n t roduc t ion by H e l e n K e l 
ler. T h i s book conta ins the t h r i l l 
ing poem " T h e Cage ," and hundreds 
of copies of it have been ordered by 
Masses readers. Sent anywhere on 
receipt of $1.00. 

D r a m a League Ser ies of P l a y s , s i x 
new volumes. 85c. each, pos tpa id . 
"The Thief , " by H e n r i B e r n s t e i n ; 
" A W o m a n ' s W a y , " by T h o m p s o n 
Buchanan ; " T h e A p o s t l e , " by P a u l 
H y a c i n t h L o y s o n ; " T h e T r a i l of the 
T o r c h , " by P a u l H e r v i e u : " A Fa l se 
Saint," by F r a n c o i s de C u r e l ; " M y 
L a d y ' s Dress , " by E d w a r d K n o b 
lauch. 

T h e Fa i th fu l , by J o h n Masef ie ld . Send 
$1.35. A four-act p l ay based upon 
the Japanese legend of the F o r t y 
Ronins . 

T h e Treasure , by D a v i d P i n s k i . A 
drama, t ranslated by D r . L u d w i g 
L e w i s o h n . A token of the renais
sance of J e w i s h cul ture . $1.10, post
paid. 

Songs of the W o r k a d a y W o r l d , by 
Ber ton Bra l ey . Songs of sai lors and 
miners and cowpunchers , of muck 
ers and t ra inmen and of a l l the O r 
dinary People w h o wear boots and 
get the wor ld ' s w o r k done. Send 
$1.10. 

N o y e s , A l f r e d . T h e flower of o ld 
Japan; and other poems. Send 
$1.60. 

T h e Col lec ted P o e m s of R u p e r t 
B rooke , w i t h an i n t r o d u c t i o n by 
George E d w a r d W o o d b e r r y . T h i s 
col lec t ion of poems consis ts of 
e ighty- two pieces, fifty of w h i c h 
were publ ished in his first vo lume in 
1911. O f these fitty, seventeen were 
wr i t t en before the poet was twen ty -
one. T h e r e m a i n i n g poems appeared 
chiefly in " N e w N u m b e r s " and were 
collected after his death and pub
lished in E n g l a n d under the t i t le 
of "1914 and O t h e r P o e m s , " twen ty 
thousand copies of w h i c h have a l 
ready been sold . Send $1.35. 

WOMEN 
W o m e n as W o r l d - B u i l d e r s , by F l o y d 

D e l l . " A n exh i l a r a t i ng book, t ru ly 
young w i t h the s t rength and da r ing 
of you th , " says C h i c a g o T r i b u n e . 
Send 55 cents. 

W h y W o m e n A r e So , by M a r y R o b 
erts Cooledge . A fearless discus
sion of the modern w o m a n . Send 
$1.60. 

C o m m o n Sense A p p l i e d to W o m a n ' s 
Suffrage, by D r . M a r y P u t n a m J a -
cobi. N e w edi t ion w i t h an in t ro 
duction by Frances M a u l e B j o r k -
man. Send $1.15. 

A r e W o m e n P e o p l e ? A co l l ec t ion of 
clever woman suffrage verses. The 
best since M r s . Gi lman . Geo H . Doran 
Co. 65 cents net. 

H o w I t Fee l s to be the H u s b a n d of a 
Suffragette, by " H i m . " I l lus t ra ted 
by M a r y W i l s o n P r e s t o n . P r i c e , 
50c ; postage, 5c. See adv. on page 
22. 

T h e T r a d e U n i o n W o m a n , by A l i c e 
H e n r y . Send $1.60. A concise ac
count by the secretary of the N a 
tional W o m e n ' s T r a d e U n i o n 
League. 

T h e M a r r i a g e Revo l t , by W i l l i a m E . 
Carson . I l lus t ra ted. $2.10 postpaid. 
A study of marr iage and divorce 
present ing evidence wh ich seems to 
indicate that a new system of mar
r iage is ac tual ly being evolved. 

A S u r v e y of the W o m a n P r o b l e m , by 
R o s a Mayrede r . A profound study 
of the whole field, to w h i c h the au
thor devoted fifteen years. $1.60, 
postpaid . 

T h e U p h o l s t e r e d Cage, by Josephine 
P i t c a i r n K n o w l e s . T h e author con
siders that the feminist up r i s ing is 
the key w h i c h is to open the door of 
the woman-cage and give freedom. 
Send $1.60. 

W o m a n and L a b o r , by O l i v e Sch re in -
er. " A hear t - s t i r r ing book, con
ceived and brought for th w i t h p ro 
phet ic a rdor . "—Curr ren t L i t e ra tu re . 
$1.35, postpaid. 

W h a t W o m e n W a n t , by Beatr ice 
F o r b e s - R o b e r t s o n H a l e . A treat
ment of F e m i n i s m bound to interest 
everyone; to sum up and i l lumine 
the movement for those who already 
believe in it, and to persuade the 
conservat ive to a more modern point 
of v iew. Send $1.35. 

F e a r and Conven t iona l i ty , by E l s i e 
C lews Parsons . $1.50; postage, 10 
cents extra. 

TRAVEL 
T h e L o s of the Snark , by C h a r m i a n 

K . L o n d o n ( M r s . Jack L o n d o n ) . 
I l lus t ra ted . $2.65. H e r s tory of the 
celebrated cruise. 

PHILOSOPHY 
Nie tzsche , by D r . G e o r g Brandes, 

the discoverer of Nie tzsche . O u r 
price, $1.25. 

Af f i rma t ions , by H a v e l o c k E l l i s . A 
discuss ion of some of the fundamen
ta l questions of life and mora l i ty as 
expressed in the l i terature of N i e t z 
sche, Zo la , H u y s m a n s , Casanova 
and St. F ranc i s of A s s i s i . Send 
$i-85-

ESSAYS 
V i s i o n s and Rev i s ions , by J o h n C o w -

per P o w y s . Send $2.10. 

THE WAR 
E c o n o m i c Aspec t s of the W a r , by E d 

w i n J . C lapp . P r i c e , $1.50 net; post
age, ioc . 

T h e K i n g , T h e K a i s e r , and I r i sh F ree -
don , by James K . M c G u i r e . P r ice , 
$1; postage, i o c ; paper, 5 0 c ; post
age, 6c. 

BIOGRAPHICAL 
The Life-story of a Russian Exile. 

M a r i e Sukloff 's s to ry of her ch i ldhood 
in Russ ia , her impr i sonment , her es
cape f rom S iber ia and her c o m i n g to 
A m e r i c a . $1.50 net; postage, 10 cents. 

H o r a c e Gree ley and O t h e r P ionee r s 
of A m e r i c a n Soc i a l i sm , by Charles 
Sotheran. F o r e w o r d by W . J . 
Ghent and Reminiscences of Charles 
Sotheran and A l i c e Hyneman Soth
eran. Send $1.10. 

M y C h i l d h o o d , by M a x i m G o r k y . 
Send $2.15. T e l l s the s tory of the 
life of the famous Russ i an novel is t 
f rom his earliest recol lec t ion to the 
age of seventeen. 

SEX 
M a n and W o m a n , by D r . H a v e l o c k 

E l l i s , the foremost au thor i ty on 
sexual characterist ics. A new (5th) 
edi t ion. Send $1.60. 

A new book by D r . R o b i n s o n : T h e 
L i m i t a t i o n of Offspr ing by the P r e 
ven t ion of Pregnancy . T h e enor
mous benefits of the pract ice to i n 
dividuals , society and the race 
pointed out and a l l objections an
swered. Send $1.00. 

Sexual P r o b l e m s of T o - d a y , by D r . 
W m . J . Robinson. A book every 
radical should read. Send $2.15. 

Sexua l L i f e of W o m a n , by D r . E . 
H e i n r i c h K i s c h (P rague ) . A n epi 
tome of the subject. S o l d on ly to 
physicians , jur is ts , c l e rgymen and 
educators. $5.50. 

K r a f f t - E b i n g ' s P s y c h o p a t h i a Sexu-
alis . O n l y author ized E n g l i s h 
t rans la t ion of 12th G e r m a n E d i t i o n 
by F . J . Rebman . P r i ce , $4-35- Spe
cia l th in paper edi t ion, $1.60. S o l d 
on ly to physicians , jur is ts , c l e rgy
men and educators. 

T h e S m a l l F a m i l y S y s t e m : Is i t I m 
m o r a l o r In ju r ious? by D r . C . V . 
Drysda le . T h e question of b i r t h 
con t ro l cannot be in te l l igen t ly d is 
cussed wi thout knowledge of the 
facts and figures herein contained. 
$1.00. B . W . Huebsch , N e w Y o r k . 

N e v e r T o l d Ta les . Presents in the 
fo rm of fiction, in language w h i c h is 
s impl i c i ty itself, the disastrous re
sults of sexual ignorance. T h e 

' book is epoch-making ; it has 
reached the n in th edi t ion. It should 
be read by everyone, phys ic ian and 
layman, especial ly those contemplat
ing marr iage. C l o t h . Send $1.10. 

Unment ionab le , by R e v . E a l e r (pseu
d o n y m ) . A pla in statement about 
the most hidden of a l l subjects. 
Send 10 cents. 

W h a t E v e r y G i r l Shou ld K n o w , by 
Marga re t Sanger. Send 55 cents. 

W h a t E v e r y M o t h e r S h o u l d K n o w , 
by Marga re t Sanger. Send 30 cents. 

F u n c t i o n a l P e r i o d i c i t y : A n E x p e r i 
menta l S tudy of the M e n t a l and 
M o t o r A b i l i t i e s of W o m e n D u r i n g 
Mens t rua t ion , by L e t a Stetter H o l 
l i n g w o r t h . C l o t h , $1. Paper , 7 5 c 
Cont r ibu t ions to Educa t ion , N o . 69. 
Teachers Col lege , C o l u m b i a U n i v e r 
sity. 

L o v e ' s C o m i n g - o f - A g e , Carpenter . 
T h e t ru th about Sex, to ld frankly, 
bo ld ly , wise ly , cha rming ly . C l o t h , 
$1. K e r r & Co . 

H e r e is the great sex book of the day : 
Fore l ' s T h e Sexua l Ques t ion . A 
scientific, p sycho log ica l , hygienic , 
legal and soc io log ica l w o r k for the 
cul tured classes. B y Europe ' s fore
most nerve specialist . Chapter on 
" love and other i r r ida t ions of the 
sexual appeti te" a profound revela
t ion of human emotions. Degener 
acy exposed. B i r t h con t ro l d is 
cussed. Shou ld be in the hands of 
a l l deal ing w i t h domest ic relat ions. 
M e d i c a l edi t ion $5-50. Same book, 
cheaper b inding, now $1.60. A g e n t s 
wanted. 

P l a i n F a c t s A b o u t a Grea t E v i l , by 
Chr i s tobe l Pankhur s t . One of the 
strongest and frankest books ever 
wr i t ten , dep ic t ing the dangers of 
p romiscu i ty in men. Send (paper) , 
55c, (c lo th ) , $1.05. T h i s book was 
once suppressed by A n t h o n y Corn -
stock. 

T h e M a n and the W o m a n , by A r t h u r 
L . S a l m o n . A del ight fu l book on 
love and fr iendship. T h e true rela
t ionship of men and w o m e n cons id 
ered in a sane, heal thful spi r i t . 
C lean and clear in matter . Send 87 
cents. 

Composts of Tradition. A book 
of short stories, each enforcing 
some attack upon the tradi
t ional atti tude toward sex and 
domestic relat ionship, by Oscar 
M o r r i l l H ea th . A very aggres
sive cont r ibut ion to the present 
sex agitat ion. Send $1.10. The 
Cul tu r a l P u b l i s h i n g Co. , 37 S. 
W a b a s h ave., Chicago, I l l s . 

T h e Sexua l L i f e , by C. W . M a l c h o w , 
M . D . T h i r d edi t ion . P r i ce , $3. 
S o l d o n l y to physic ians , dentists, 
l awyers , c le rgymen, also students of 
soc io logy . 

N a t u r a l L a w s of Sexua l L i f e , by A n 
ton N y s t r o m , M . D . , S t o c k h o l m , 
Sweden. T rans l a t ed by C a r l Sand-
zen, M . D . P r i ce , $2. 

Selected Pape r s o n H y s t e r i a and 
O t h e r Psychoneuroses , by P ro f . S. 
F r e u d , M . D . A select ion of some 
of the more impor tan t of Freud ' s 
wr i t ings . Send $2.50. 

EDUCATION 
T h e M o n t e s s o r i M a n u a l , by D o r o t h y 

Canfield F i she r . Show h o w the 
mother o r teacher may apply D r . 
Montes so r i ' s p r inc ip les in a p rac t i 
cal way. T h e W . E . R i c h a r d s o n 
Co. , Ch icago . Send $1.35. 

Schools of T o m o r r o w , by J o h n D e w e y 
and E v e l y n D e w e y . I l lus t ra ted . 
Send $1.60. 

SOCIOLOGY 
T h e C r y for Just ice , an an thology of 

the l i terature of soc ia l protest, ed
ited by U p t o n S inc la i r . In t roduc
t ion by Jack L o n d o n . " T h e w o r k is 
wor la - l i t e ra ture , as w e l l as the G o s 
pe l of a universa l human i sm." C o n 
tains the w r i t i n g s of phi losophers , 
poets, novelists , soc ia l reformers , 
and others w h o have vo iced the 
struggle against soc ia l injustice, se
lected f rom twenty-five languages, 
cove r ing a per iod of five thousand 
years. I n sp i r i ng to every t h i n k i n g 
man and w o m a n ; a handbook of ref
erence to a l l students of socia l con 
di t ions ; a fr iend and counselor to 
a l l interested in human just ice. 955 
pages, i nc lud ing 32 i l lus t ra t ions . $2 
net. T h e J o h n C. W i n s t o n C o m 
pany, Ph i l ade lph ia . 

A r e you interested in the problem 
of U n e m p l o y m e n t ? A r e you 
seeking for a comprehensive 
plan for the abolition of pov
erty? T h e n read Rosenblatt's 
The Social Commonwealth. 
Clo th , $1 net. " I t is a book 
that ought to be i n the hands 
of a l l progressives, no matter 
what party they may belong 
to." Judge Ben B . L indsey . 

(Continued on page 22) 



22 

T H E M A S S E S 

THE MASSES BOOK STORE 

(Continued from page 21) 

Bankrupt ing a Great Ci ty (the story 
of Nejw Y o r k ) — M o s t remarkable 
story of a municipali ty ever told— 
90,000 words—str ikingly illustrated. 
Th i s book tells how Three B i l l i o n , 
T w o H u n d r e d M i l l i o n Do l l a r s of 
the people's money was spent i n 
18 years and how the city's re
sources were given away to indi 
viduals and private corporations. It 
shows how excessive private for
tunes were created out of public 
franchises while the city became 
impoverished. A story that w i l l 
awaken A L L the people. Clo th . 75 
cents; heavy paper cover, 40 cents, 
postpaid. Au tho r and publisher 
H e n r y H . K l e i n , Tr ibune Bui ld ing , 
New Y o r k Ci ty . 

Reflections on Violence , by Georges 
Sorel . A t last a translation of the 
famous philosophy of syndicalism. 
$2.25 net. B . W . Huebsch. 

Standard O i l or The People. The 
book that w i l l end the wealth-pow
er of Rockefeller and restore the 
government to the people. H o w 
Rockefeller and associates control 
the wealth of the nation. 25 cents 
paper; 50 cents half cloth, n e n r y 
H . Kle in , Tr ibune Bldg. , N e w Y o r k . 

The Fai lure of Regulation, by Daniel 
W . Hoan, Socialist Ci ty At to rney of 
Milwaukee. This radical jurist has 
thoroughly studied regulation as 
practised in the state of Wiscons in 
and elsewhere. H e proves that gov
ernment regulation of public utilities 
not only does not produce result for 
the people, but has actually bene
fited the corporations at the expense 
of the appeal. A book that every 
careful student of economics should 
read. Paper, 25 cents. Na t iona l 
Office Socialist Par ty, 803 W . M a d i 
son St., Chicago, 111. 

Causes and Cures of Cr ime. A popu
lar study of Cr imino logy f rom the 
bio-social viewpoint. B y Thomas 
Speed Mosby , former Pa rdon A t 
torney State of Missour i , Member 
Amer ican Institute of Cr imina l L a w 
and Criminology, etc. 356 pages, 
wi th 100 original illustrations. Pr ice , 
$2-

L a b o r in Pol i t ics , by Robert Hunter . 
Just out I The most scathing i n 
dictment of the pol i t ical pol icy of 
the Amer ican Federation of Labo r 
that has thus far appeared. It 
shows how this policy has corrupted 
many of the leaders and the rank 
and file of the labor movement, has 
robbed labor of some of its ablest 
men, and has made the organized 
labor movement the laughing stock, 
the football, and the tool of the 
Manufacturers ' Associat ion and its 
poli t ical henchmen. A book wor th 
reading and re-reading. Paper, 25 
cents. Nat ional Office Socialist 
Party, 803 W . Madison St., Chicago, 

Dr i f t and Mas te ry : A n attempt to d i 
agnose the curreht unrest. B y W a l 
ter L ippmann. Clo th , $1.50. M i t c h 
ell Kennerley. 

T h e Trade U n i o n W o m a n , by A l i c e 
Henry , formerly editor of L i f e and 
Labor . There are 8,000.000 women 
wage-earners in the Uni t ed States. 
This book shows the efforts they 
a r e m a k i n g to overcome the evils of 
their lot through organization. I l 
lustrated. Send $1.65. D . Apple ton 
& Co. 

Reducing the Cost of L i v i n g , by Scott 
Near ing, P h . D . M o r e interest ing 
than any novel . Clear, concise, and 
logical . $1.25, postpaid 

W h i t e Slavery—a necessity under the 
present c iv i l iza t ion. B y R a l p h 
Brandt. Send 80c. _ 

W h y I A m a Social is t , by Charles E d 
ward Russel l ; new section, "Socialism 
and the Great W a r " is the first gun 
fired in the world-wide socialistic 
campaign that is bound to follow the 
War . Y o u must read it to under
stand your part. Send 60c. 

Socia l ism i n T h e o r y and Pract ice , by 
M p r r i s H i l l q u i t . F o r m e r price 
$1.50, now 56a 

W h y the Capital is t? by Freder ick 
Hal le r , L L . B . In this book a l aw
yer throws down the gauntlet to the 
defenders of capital ism. T h e book 
is a brief in refutation of the doc
trines prevai l ing in Convent iona l 
Po l i t i ca l Economy. Send $1.00. 

Socia l ism Summed U p , by M o r r i s 
H i l lqu i t . Th i s authoritat ive w o r k 
first appeared in Met ropo l i t an M a g 
azine. F ine cloth edition, 25 cents. 

F i r s t and Las t Th ings , by H . G . W e l l s . 
A confession of F a i t h and a Ru le of 
L i fe . W e l l s sets forth the convic
tions and ideas wh ich constitute his 
social faith, and have provided h i m 
wi th a rule of life. Send $1.60. 

Social is t Enemies of Socia l i sm, by 
Rev. Ea ler (pseudonym). A state
ment of Socialist obstacles to the 
achievement of Equa l i ty of O p p o r 
tunity and N o Tr ibu te . Send 20 
cents. 

The Socialists and the W a r , by W i l 
l iam E n g l i s h W a l l i n g . N o Social is t 
can adequately discuss the war w i th 
out the knowledge that this remark
able new book holds. 512 pages. 
Complete documentary statement 
of the posi t ion of the Social is ts of 
al l countries. Send $1.50. 

Capi ta l : A Cri t ique of P o l i t i c a l E c o n 
omy, by K a r l M a r x . Ed i t ed by 
Frederick Engels . Clo th , three v o l 
umes, $6; also sold separately at $2 
each. 

E th i c s and the Mater ia l i s t ic Concep
t ion of H i s t o r y , by K a r l K a u t s k y . 
Send 50 cents. 

A n Introduct ion to Soc io logy , by A r 
thur M . Lewis . Send $1. 

A n a r c h i s m and Socia l i sm, by George 
Plechanoff, translated bv E leanor 
M a r x Ave l ing . Send 50 cents. 

The Struggle Between Science and 
Superstit ion, by A r t h u r M . L e w i s . 
Send 50 cents. 

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

Meadowcroft. A book for any 
ape. Cloth. 50 cents net. Har
per & Brothers. 

O n Dreams, by Prof . S igmund F r e u d . 
Author ized E n g l i s h t ranslat ion b y 
D r . M . D . Eder . In t roduct ion by 
Prof. W . Les l ie Mackenz ie . T h i s 
classic now obtainable for $ 1 . 1 0 . 
New Y o r k . 

H o w W e Th ink , by John Dewey, 
r rofessor of Ph i losophy and E d u 
cation, Columbia Un ive r s i t y . Send 
$1.10. 

Three C o n t r i b u t i o n s to S e x u a l T h e 
ory, by Prof . S i g m u n d F r e u d . P r i c e , 
$2.10. T h e p s y c h o l o g y of p s y c h o -
sexual development . 

T h e T h e o r y of P s y c h o a n a l y s i s , by D r . 
C. J u n g . P r i c e , $1.60. A concise 
statement of the present aspects of 
the psychoana ly t i c hypotheses . 

K n o w Y o u r O w n M i n d . A l i t t le b o o k 
of P r a c t i c a l P s y c h o l o g y . B y W i l 
l i am Glove r . Send 75c. 

H y p n o t i s m . H o w it i s D o n e ; I t s U s e s 
and Dangers . James R . C o c k e , 
M . D . T h e author divests h y p n o t i s m 
of the supernatural , shows h o w it is 
done, and explains its r a t iona l basis. 
Its dangers are carefu l ly descr ibed , 
and its usefulness o u t l i n d . $1.50. 
L o t h r o p , L e e & Shepard Co . , B o s 
ton. 

Freud ' s Theo r i e s o f the Neuroses , by 
D r . E . H i t s c h m a n n . P r i c e , $2. A 
brief and clear s u m m a r y of F r e u d ' s 
theories. 

D r e a m s and M y t h s , by D r . K a r l A b r a 
ham. P r i ce , $1.15. A l u c i d presen
tat ion of Freud ' s theory of dreams. 
A study in compara t ive m y t h o l o g y 
f rom the s tandpoint of d r eam 
psycho logy . 

T h e E v o l u t i o n of M a n , Boe l sche . 
D a r w i n i s m up to date, in s imp le 
language, w i t h comple te proof . I l 
lustrated, c lo th , 50c. K e r r & C o . 

A n c i e n t Socie ty , M o r g a n . T h e c lass ic 
work on P r e - H i s t o r i c M a n . C l o t h , 
$1.50. K e r r & C o . 

T h e M e c h a n i s m of L i f e , by D r . S te -
phane Leduc , Professeur A L ' f i c o l e 
de Medec ine de Nantes . T r a n s l a t e d 
by W . Deane Butcher , f o r m e r l y 
president of the R o n t g e n Soc i e ty 
and of the E lec t ro - 'Therapeu t icaJ 
section of the R o y a l Soc ie ty of M e d 
icine. Send $2.20. 

HISTORY 
Socia l F o r c e s i n A m e r i c a n H i s t o r y , b y 

A . M . S imons . A n economic in ter
pretat ion of A m e r i c a n h i s t o r y , de
sc r ib ing the var ious classes w h i c h 
have ruled and funct ioned f r o m t ime 
to t ime. $1.50. 

A n E c o n o m i c In t e rp re t a t i on of the 
Cons t i t u t i on , by P r o f . Cha r l e s A . 
Beard . $2.25, postpaid . 

GENERAL 
O s c a r W i l d e ' s W o r k s , R a v e n n a edi 

t ion . R e d l i m p leather. S o l d sepa
rately, each $1.35. T h e books are. 
T h e P ic tu re of D o r i a n G r a y , L o r d 
A r t h u r Savi l le ' s C r i m e , and the P o r 
trait of M r . W . H . . T h e D u c h e s s of 
Padua, P o e m s ( i n c l u d i n g " T h e 
Sph inx , " " T h e B a l l a d of R e a d i n g 
G a o l , " and U n c o l l e c t e d P i e c e s ) , 
L a d y W i n d e r m e r e ' s F a n , A W o m a n 
of N o Impor tance , A n Idea l H u s 
band. T h e Impor t ance of B e i n g 
Earnest , A H o u s e of Pomegrana te s , 
Intent ions. D e P ro fund i s and P r i s o n 
Let ters , Es says ( " H i s t o r i c a l C r i t i 
c i sm." " E n g l i s h Renaissance ." " L o n -
* ™ M o d e l s . " " P o e m s in P r o s e " ) , 
Salome. L a Sainte Cour t i sane . 

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

English Synonymes— G e o r g e 
Crabb The help of our fathers 
ourselves, and our children" 
Cloth , $1.25. F u l l leather, $2 en. 
net. Harper & Brothers. 

The small family Cook Book, by 
M a r y D . P re t l ow . Price, 75c.; post
age, 8c. * ' 

Drops Prom a Bleeding Heart by 
R e v E a l e r (pseudonym). A unique 
ana lys i s s h o w i n g the crazy condi
t ion to w h i c h man has arrived. Send 
28c. 

S y n o n y m s and Antonyms, by Edith 
B . O r d w a y . Pr ice , $1; postage, i oc 

F o r t y T h o u s a n d Quotations, bv 
Char l e s N o e l Douglas. $2.65, post
pa id . These 40,000 prose and'poeti
cal quotations are selected from, 
s tandard authors of ancient andi 
m o d e r n times, are classified accord
i n g to subject, fill 2,000 pages. 

In te rpre ta t ions of Eng l i sh Literature 
by L a f c a d i o Hearn . Two volumes* 
$6.40, postpaid. 

D r e a m s , by Ol ive Schreiner. New 
edition. 85c Leather, $1.35, postpaid. 

T h e N e a r i n g Case, by Lightner Wit-
mer, P h . D . , H e a d of the Department 
of P s y c h o l o g y , Universi ty of Penn
sy lvan ia . N o recent event in the 
s t ruggle for free speech has so deep
l y s t i r red the country as the ousting 
of Scot t N e a r i n g from the Univer
s i ty of Pennsylvania . 56c, post
pa id . 

I v o r y A p e s and Peacocks, by James 
H u n e k e r . Contains a critical article-
on Joseph Conrad, cordial to enthu
s i a sm; a piquant paper on Whitman,, 
cha rac te r i z ing the poet as well as 
de sc r ib ing a visit to him; articles, 
on the musica l anarchist Schoen-
berg, on R i c h a r d Strauss, on the 
I ta l ian futurists, on "Three Dis
agreeable G i r l s " (in novels), and a 
number of other topics of interest-
Send $1.60. 

D r i n k and B e Sober. Y o u know'how 
" E a t and G r o w T h i n " has been sell
i ng . W e l l , Vance Thompson has hit 
the hundred mark again. "Drink 
and Be Sober" isn't a sermon, it 
isn ' t an essay, it isn't a lecture. It's 
a b r i l l i an t outpouring of what a 
famous connoisseur thinks about 
d r i n k i n g . Send $1.10. 

W a r Le t t e r s f rom the Liv ing Dead 
M a n ; wr i t t en down by Elsa Barker; 
w i t h an introduct ion. Author be
lieves these letters to have been 
insp i red by " X . " the inspiration 
of her "automatic writings," "Let
ters f rom a L i v i n g Dead Man." She 
c la ims that the letter on the sinking 
of the L u s i t a n i a was written nine-
hours before she knew of the event. 
A b o u t a th i rd of the book was writ
ten in the presence of M r . and Mrs. 
V a n c e T h o m p s o n , who agreed to sit 
w i t h her to make a better "focus. 
Send $1.35. 

RELIGION 
H i s t o r y of the Conflict Between Sci

ence and Re l ig ion , by Wm. J-
Drape r . A classic on the subject 
Send $1.75. 

T h e R i s e of Rel ig ious Liberty iff 
A m e r i c a , by Sanford H . Cobb. A 
h i s to r i ca l w o r k of prime importance. 
Send $2. 

T h e R e l i g i o u s Revolu t ion of To-day, 
by Prof . James Shotwell. Send $1.10 



Gift

Books
at P r ices

“ Below Cost” , is my motto 
this Christmas Season— and it ’ s 
your opportunity to buy your 
presents on t h e most econom
ical book plan ever offered. !

These are truly beautiful 
books, worth EVERY i CENT 

; ’o f  the original price, but this /  
is *'war year’,’ and everyone 
is conserving cash. I want to 
convert this stock into -cash S' 
before Christmas and YOU 
CANNOT LOSE.

Act quickly, for  they w ill 
not last long.

15 Whale-Big Bargains
TISSOT’S LIFE OF CHRIST.
; — Over -'500 o f the magnificent 

Tissot color plate illustra
tions. M orocco binding,. 3 ;
volumes Published at $25.00. >:

My price $6.75 
R IDPATH ’ S HISTORY OF 
. THE UNITED STATES.—

My price $1.50 
EVERYBODY’ S ENCYCLO

PEDIA.— 5 Vols. Published 
at $18.00.

My price $3.50 
EVERY GIRL’S LIBRARY.

—-A Library o f the Selected 
Literature of the W orld 
which Girls like best. Ten 
Volumes Published a t $20.00.

M y-price $3.00 
LIFE AND TIMES OF 

WASHINGTON, by^Schroeder-, 
Lossing. /Two volumes Pub- 

l ished at $12.00.
. My price $1.75

D O C TOR ’S GUIDE TO 
HEALTH & BEAUTY, by 
Prof,. John V. Schoemaker. 
Published a t $3.00^ v &£

My Price $1.50 
DICKENS—15 -VOLS. Beauti

ful Reinforced Cloth, ‘Bind
ing. : Gilt tops. Published at
$25. "  1  'é

, ■■ Price '$8.00 
Leather Binding (Pub. at 
$32) $12.00)

BALZAC— 18. VOLS, of the '• 
Complète . i Works o f this - 
Great French Master. Gilt 
tops. Cloth. Published at

My Price : $10.00 
Leather Binding (Pub. -‘at 
$38) $15.00 I  ,

VICTOR HUGO— 10 VOLS.
Gilt tops. Cloth.' Published 
at $19.

My Price $5.00 
Leather Binding (Pub. at 
$25). $8.00

DeMAUPASSANT— 17 VOLS>- 
Complete Works. Elegant 
Cloth Binding, Gilt tops. 
Published at $25.

My Price $10.00 
JACK LONDON— 20 VOLS.

Cloth. $5:00 
R U D Y A R D KIPLING— 10 

VOLS. Published at $17.
My Price $4.00 

STEVENSON— 10 VOLS. Gilt 
top, Cloth. Published at $22.

My Price $5.25

MY BIG SURPRISE
For $7.90 I  w ill send, pre
paid in the U. S. the m agnif
icent, flexible leather, India- 
paper edition (worth $21.00) 
o f  W EBSTER’S MODERN 
ENGLISH DICTIONARY—  
$25,000 was spent on the color 
plates alone. There are 2,300 , 
pages, 8^ x11  inches, thumb 
index— money back i f  you 
want* it.

D.J. RANDALL
171 MADISON AVE. 

NEW YORK

“WOOD AND STONE”
By JOHN COWPER POWYS, is a 
completely 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.  A’ novel you cannot af
ford 'to miss. More than 650 pages, 
$1.50 net.

“VISIONS AND REVISIONS”
B y JOHN COWPER POWYS is a 
book of essays on great literature 
which provokes the New ‘York Times 
to say “ It is too brilliant, that is the 
trouble” ; this, dioweveiy did not go "un
answered, for The Rochester Herald, in 
an editorial two;; days later,  ̂ asked, 
" Can one be too brilliant ?”  while The 

z Oakland Enquirer said,. “ It is a good 
thing for us to meet a book which 
causes us to reel from it as from a 
•blow; t o  read an author who is dram
atic as is no other now writing.”  Send 
for it to-day. 8 vo,, 300 pp., $2.00 net.

G. ARNOLD SHAW , New York.

TO

Art Students:
There is room for a few 

. more pupils in the Art. 
Class at the FERRER 
CENTRE, 63 East 107th • 
Street, New York. The 
Class is /held on Monday 
and Friday evenings. The 
Tuition Fee is two dollars 
a month. The Instructors 
are Robert Henri and 
George Bellows.

The M ost Beautiful 
H oliday G ifts

“ARTBRONZ”
PRO D U CTS

■¡Book Rocks in seam- : 
less deposit o f Gov
ernment bronze on 
heavy base. , ,

Su b j e c t s : Rodin’s 
“ Thinker,”  “ Gladia
tor,” . “ H i s t o r y , ”
“ Goose Girl,”  “ Ele
phants,” and many 
other titles.

Send for illustrated 
catalogue.

THE MASSES BOOKSTORE 
142 West 23rd Street 

New York

TYPEWRITERS 
R E N T E D  4  Months For $5.00 & Up
Initial Rental Payment applies on purchase Price 

A sk for Illustrated Catalog and Price Lis t

AMERICAN WRITING MACHINE CO.
345 Broadway (Phono Franklin 5408)N. Y. City

R E A D  “ The Socialists and the W ar," 
William English Walling’ s 

wonderfully comprehensive statement of 
the events of the World War and the 
Socialist position.

SEND $1.50
THE MASSES BOOK STORE

142 West 23rd Street New York

What they are 
Saying of 

Forel’s
The Sexual Question

“ . .  .It should be read by every
one interested in not only the 
scientific, but also the sociolog
ical side of the sexual ques
tion.”—New York Medical Jour

nal.

“ ¿» .The entire subject has been 
studied from every side. The 
volume (The Sexual Question) 
shows a wonderful knowledge 
of human nature.”—Medical 
Record.

“ . . .  Although this is a very 
delicate subject, the author has 
handled it in such a way that 
it has not been injured; on the 
contrary, he has so surrounded 
it by scientific explanation that 
he has made it strong and sen
sible.”—- Review of Reviews.

“ . . .  Forel proposes this general 
axiom: , The relations between £ 
two individuals, with mutual 
deliberation and causing no 
harm to a third person, should 
be considered as a private af
fair, and "should have no, con
nection with either civil or 
penal law. Here Forel takes a 
stand in opposition to custom, 
morals, law and/religion, but it 
is not so bad as it sounds.”— 
Journal of the American Med
ical Association.

“ . . .  Professor Forel always 
evinces an exalted and dignified 
attitude, coupled with serious
ness of thought and width of 
outlook.”  —  Interstate Medical 
Journal.

“ . . .  Many other books have 
been written on the same sub

je c t , but few to our knowledge 
have approached it from the 
standpoint of such wide expe
rience and in so comprehensive 
a fashion.”—Boston Medical 
and Surgical Journal.

“ . . . Many an abominable recent 
scandal might have been pre
vented had ‘family physicians’ 
given timely sexual counsel 
. . . ’ ’—American Journal of 
Clinical Medicine.

Unquestionably this is the 
great Sex book of the day. It 
is being read and used by 
physicians, lawyers, clergy
men, educators, writers, social

 workers and EVERY
ONE should read it. It is in 
plain language—This volume 
is printed from identically 
the same type as the edition 
which sold only to physi
cians at $5.50.

Price now $ 1 .6 0
THE MASSES BOOK STORE

142 West 23rd St., New York City

DID YOU K N O W
That WILLIAM PENN 
approved BEER as a tem
perance drink?
That PATRICK HENRY 
was a tavern keeper and 
m a n u f a c t u r e d  malt 
liquors?
T h a t  JEFFERSON en
couraged brewing and 
said, “ I want to see the 
beverage (beer) become 
popular” ? » •;.;/
T h a t  WASHINGTON 

s made liquors and sold 
them at a substantial 
profit?
That SAMUEL ADAMS 
was a Boston Brewer?
That LINCOLN did ' not 
believe in Prohibition and 
at one time held a license 
to operate a tavern?
That FEW if ANY of the 
world’s greatest  men 
have held narrow "views 
on the subject of drink?
THAT IN B E T W E E N  
DRUNKENNESS A N D  
¡NARROWNESS you will 
find practically all the 

, world’s greatest men, its 
healthiest men and its 
happiest men.
WISE MEN shun both 
drunkenness and narrow
ness.
WISE MEN SEEM TO 
PREFER BEER. W HY?

(adv.)

Books You Should Hove

THE SEXUAL LIFE
Embracing the natural sexual im
pulse, normal sexual habits, and 
propagation, together with sexual 
physiology and hygiene. By C. W. 
MALCHOW, M.D. Third edition, 
6 x9  inches, 318 pages. Price, $3.00.
(Sold only to members o f  the medical and 
dental professions, to lawyers, clergymen, 
also recognized students o f 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, 6 x 9  inches   Price, $2.00.

CAUSES AND CURES OF CRIME
A popular study o f Criminology 
from the bio-social viewpoint. By 
THOMAS SPEED MOSBY, former 
Pardon Attorney State of Missouri, 
Member American Institute of Crim
inal Law and Criminology, etc. 356 
pages, with 100 original illustrations.

Price, $2.00.

SUGGESTIVE THERAPEUTICS, 
APPLIED HYPNOTISM AND 

PSYCHIC SCIENCE
A manual of practical psychotherapy 
and hypnotism. By HENRY S. 
MUNRO, M.D., Omaha, Nebraska. 
410 pp. 6 x 9  inches, frontispiece. 
Third Edition   Price, $4.50.

The C. V. Mosby Company, Publishers
801-807 Metropolitan Building

St. Louis, U. S. A.



Revolution
An y o n e  can write Revolution— Revolution 

' is written

By pale young men with the new  conven
tional mind;

Though it causes, indeed, / no such havoc ’mid 
humankind

A s Samson’s did when the Philistines were 
smitten.

It is easy to preach Revolution— Revolution 
in pink reviews,

O r flourish a Phrygian cap from  the top o f  a 
steeple:

But i f  ever it came to an uprising o f  the people,

H ow  many pale poets w ould stand in the 
leaders’ sh oes?

W ILLIAM  ROSE BENÉT.
E. HIGGINS
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