A Journal of Things Doing and to be Done

\

¢

LACL O SR Rl
-

{

"y

=i wiviwm

DOING ::,

By Charles Edward Russell

WITHDRAW THE TROOPS

INCE internal disturbances began to shake
Mexico and United States troops were or-
dered into the field it has been no part for
any Socialist, for any lover of human liberty,
for any American, to hesitate over the exact
significance of the revolt. Any hidden pur-
pose of a sinister character that might lie
behind the uprising has‘been no concern of
ours so long as the possibility of armed in-
tervention remamned. The important thing,
the instant thing, the only imperative thing, has been constant and
vigorous protest against the presence of the troops and the obvious
determination of The Putterer to mix in somehow for the benefit
of international capitalism.

This trnth still holds and must hold as long as American bay-
onets hover on the edge of the fray. Nothing counts a moment
against the damnable fact that our troops are under arms and ready

to become embroiled. ' K

They must be withdrawn.

Whatever the intention of the big money trio in regard to read-
justment in Mexico, whatever skulduggery and trickery they are up
to, whatever designs they have against government or faction in
that unhappy country, our participaticn can have but one aspect. It
is indefensible, criminal and by the very nature of the case inimical
to the cause of democracy. As long as the “manceuvres” continue
we have no room for lesser suspicions and anxieties.

The troops must be withdrawn.

Madero may be a mere tool of big financial interests. He may
have betrayed a popular movement for the abolition of czarism and
tyranny. We will be in position to judge of him and his motives—
when the troops are withdrawn.

There may be a plot on hand to seize half of Mexico for Mor-
gan, the Rothschilds and the Deutscher Bank to which either Diaz
or Madero or some other power is privy. We can form our own
conclusions—when the troops are withdrawn.

We know The Putterer hurled the army into the ficld at the
command of the money powers. We know that because he takes
his orders from his masters in all things, because the existing admin-
istration in this country is always and in everything the very humble
servant of the big interests. No capitalistic administration would
have undertaken such a move without-éirect pressure irom the
forces that control capitalistic world politics.

We need wait to know no more.

Whether, as some suspect, the directing powers hesitate in the
hope that shots over ‘he border or some other alleged outrage may
overcome popular _-tipathy and distrust in this country toward
intervention, or whether there has been an entire reconstruction of
the scheme because of developments menacing to Morgan and Roth-
schild capita! in Machuria, is of secondary :
moment.

ling, can go to a certain point because political tolerance and con-
servatism of judgment are national traits. But beyond that—

Let them look to it well. y

The monster petition presented by Congressiman Berger has
thrown a new bright light on the situation. With no extraordinary
effort, with no marshalling of agents, with no expense, nearly 90,-
000 signatures of American citizens were obtained within a few
days, is the demand for the recall of the troops.

The demonstration of popular feeling was spontaneous, start-
ling, illuminating. Some observers were inclined to be pessimistic
before. They can doubt no longer of the tone of public se~timent.

Ninety thousand protests.

Where does that leave cheap patriotism and the jingo? Where

does that leave our flabby foozler, The Putterer? Where does that

leave the Morgans and the Rothschilds?
Americanism is awake. Americanism is to be reckoned with.
Americanism means something.
Let them look to it well.
The troops must be withdrawn.
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THE OPPORTUNITY CALLS FOR HARMONY

ey & want a dozen Congressmen in the next House.
— & This is the time to begin to work for them, the time
to get the party organization to running efficiently,
% the time to start every branch and local to booming,
A= % If the Socialist party in America is ever to be any-
A%
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"'/"I{"“Q thing but a chain of clubs for academic discussion
of dry formulas, we Socialists must bestir ourselves now.

* Thete never was a bigger opportunity. For service.- For real,

vital, achicvement. For a wide leap toward industrial democracy
and the Co-operative Commonwealth.

Differences, cliques, personalities, are nothing less than crimes
against human destiny at such a moment." The member who would

make himself a burden and a hindrance upon the political effective-

ness of the party now is a traitor to all his professions of fraternal

thing but a collection of debating societies, any-
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interest and sympathy, a traitor to the working class in whose be- £¥

half he has pledged himself.

For years the party has stood forward as the siagle champion X

of industrial and social emancipation.

the horrors of capitaljsm. :

And now those who toil are beginning to give hced. Who can

doubt it? The recent vote should strike home with sobering effect
to every comrade. The Socialist party has passed the

paration and entered upon that of responsibility.
‘ Office? No Socialist cares
office.

What the Anerican people want and-
what they must kcep on demanding is the
withdrawal of the troops.

In This lssue

figure of liberty and worshipp

We are not a nation of lackeys.. We are
not wholly dead to primitive justice nd to
national dignity. We are 1ot a.cellection of
abject slaves. We are not organized on the
basis of a monatchical standing army, to
march here and fight there as we are told.

“We Are Brothers”

by A. M. Simons and Fred D. Warren
Edmonds and Its Socialist :l;yor.

Shali the Crucifixion of Russia Go On?

tains sordid self-seeking in his soul. Petty

light of that conception. :
It makes no whit of difference who goes
into office. so be that he is the instrument

Alexander Irvine

For years it has solicited
votes and support from the workers. For years it has offered itself
as the political mechanism by which something can be accomplished
to make life tolerable (o the great oppressed population, to abolish

ambitions cannot live in the strong, white "

era ot pre-

anything for {8
No man who has heard the im- K&
mense cry of the disinberited, who has
lifted his eyes to the splendid vision of
democracy, who has looked upon the pure
there, 1o

Capitalistic = doniination = has  never by Edgar White Burrill and the mouthpiece of the men and women  §
cruthed, can never crusii, the virile spirit On the Rugged Road to Copenhagen, ; who are fighting for the redemption of §
of Americanism. Befooled, betrayed, bam- by Sydney Greenbie the race. : HRE

boozled—yes. Often and often. But the The Man Who Had Never Been Civilized, But offices must be had. Many offic
heart of the people is true. Ataericanism, "by Edmond McKenns i They must be striven for in harmony and
in its esserr.e, means democracy and inde- A Silence That Spoke, by Elias Tobankir united effort. s Sy
pendence. Befooling, betraying, bambnoz- - — Comrades! The time is : ripe. ,iestxrl
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fain offéi'.' bélafed recog-

3y WOUL
mition of a recent article on So-

1ition

| bott—not the V
of the Little Rollo tribe. So used
¥ have we become to wanton mis-
3 ~representation and ignorant at-
| k that any attempt to deal with Socialism
in even-handed matner excites wonder.
 The Outlook allowed friend Abbott to get
by without accusing Socialism of breaking up
~ the home, defying morality or teaching an-

archy. Nor did the author fall foul of uto-
pianism. Nor did he construct a straw man

~out of his imagiuation, label it Socialism and
proceed to kick holes in it. He succeeded in
getting a fair and moderate definition of the
Socialist philosophy before the readers of the
~magazine, confining himself to points with
which Socialists are really concerned.
~ Being schooled 1o regard vicious lies of all
‘kinds with equanimity we are not apt to sim-
per in gratitude over reluctant truths. But
the incident is significant. The fact that friend
Abbott-—who is no Socialist—could write such
an article and get it printed illustrates a change
in tactics to which the enemy is slowly being
- forced. . '
~ You will observe, brethren, that what con-
stitutes a misty madness with 50,000 votes,
~and mania with 500,000, rises to the impor-
tance of aberration with a million at hand and
to the dignity of eccentricity with more mil-
hions in prospect. '
. It 18 slowly dawning upon the capitalistic
mind that the methods hitherto pursued in
combating Socialism have been without re-
sult. At very well to set the movement aside
as this or that or the other thing it never was
~or pretended to be. All very well to ignore it.
All very well to sneer and shrug. But with
the portentous total of the vote mounting
swiftly, with an unmistakable remoulding in
~ public thought on social questions, the futility
~of such weapons becomes apparent.
.+ The press has hitherto contented itself with
“closing its columns to news favorable to So-
“¢lalism and with occasional asinine rebukes
‘conceived in complete ignorance of the sub-
- Ject.
must inevitably adopt a more intelligent policy
of opposition. For its life, capitalism must
- summon keener blades to its protection, must
discover more convincing means of contra-
“diction. :
~ Such articles as this in the Outlook are the
_sincerest tributes to the growth of Socialism.
- Not through what they say, but through what
~they imply. The author has no sympathy with
Socialism. The publication certainly has none.
*But, subtly influenced by the abstract logic
“and unvoiced command of the situation, they
~are moved to indicate the necessary campaign
for capitalistic defense.
It is as if one said: ‘“‘Take notice—Social-
#»n must be combated as it is, nc. as some-
~thing it never was. To deny it its right to
~ define itself is merely stupid. Tg¢ attack what
s not Socialism leaves Socialism free to spread
~umolested. Here is the Socialist doctrine,
“Face it, learn it, that you may fight it.”
, Lies? We are not done with lies. We shall
- néver be done with lies while capitalism has a
~ bulwark left. But the lving must shortly take
"ﬁer form. Ancient roumd shot and vast
~clouds of smoke are nc longer effective. . Am-
. munition changes with the development of
‘ ‘warfare. Far sighted defenders of the exist-

ing order are looking to a more effective

‘ scheme of attack.

: v e
Officer, he's out again!
 They just couldn’t let him rest quietly in
hallowed obssurity. They just had to dig him
WO R ::gl st;rthh:im talking—
Wa : ro ¢ had never quit,
’.u i “ s gut at t);lat depth we were
I k*w ‘happily unaware—with all
v~ his rampant vigor. They
just couldn't believe that the magic of predace-
. ous teeth and raucous platitude had passed

ook by one Ab-
ery Reverend nor

It cannot continue on these lines. It

" THE COMING NATION

A weekly of some millions circulation, more
or less, lent itself to this untimely resurrection,
‘With rude and violent insistence it broke upon
the calm repose of contributing editorship.

“Where Roosevelt Stands Today.”
~ If the article bore any relation to the title it
might have been endurable. The resume of any
utter obliteration, the final record of a spec-
tacular decline and extinction, might have had
a certain interest. But this irreverent author
was not concerned with requiems, dirges and
cold hic jacets. One would think that he meant
to recite the cheerful regrets of a bereaved
public over the vanished hero. Not so. He
descended into the vault and lo! that buried
voice arose in brazen admonition and precept
as of yore. .

One discovery the author brought back with
him from the catacombs :

“Colonel Roosevelt’s greatest ambition is to
be shot on the field of battle.”

Where—in the back?

* X %

However, let us take comfort.

Such profanation is not likely to be repeated
very often. For one thing, it is calculated to
have a most depressing effect upon millions
of circulation. '

“‘I am not a candidate for the Presidency
and my real friends will do me a cruel injus-
tice if they seek to make me such.””

Hark from the tombs!

X ¥ ¥

Bits of comfort for vou this week when you
try to make vour pay envelope cover the bills ;
little gems of thought to keep youn satisfied
and contented whate'er betide :

The army “manceuvres.”

The Democrats.

“Gum Shoe Bill” Stone,

Reciprocity. (God save the mark!)

Free wool. (Yes?)

Champ.

Golf.

The Schenectady putter.

Prosperity !!1!!

The Supreme Court.

Los Angeles.

And the Pinkertons.

Child labor.

Compensation.

After repeating these words your soul will
be attuned to meek submission and you can
offer heart-felt thanks for the great privilege
you enjoy iinder our great and glorious system.

* x %

Fureka!

We have the solution at last.

Various able gentlemen from Doilar Bill

Bryan to old Doc Wiison
This Will Fix have pointed out to us the
The Trusts

extreme wickedness of
monopoly. We knew that
trusts were the great curse
of the age and must be suppressed. We were
familiar with the need of returning to compe-
tition as the basis of trade. But we were
rather hazy on the way to start.

Comes now that sterling statesman, Sena-
tor Williams of Mississippi and from his dome
of thought, bedewed with the sweats of mental
parturition, evolves the answer.

We are to prohibit corporations from en-

gaging in interstate commerce that are capi-
talized for more than $5,000,000,

Well, well. Think of the trouble we might
liave been spared if the Senator had only pro-
duced that gem before. Still, let us waste no
time ‘in bootless regret, but rather speed to
profit by the dazzling discovery.

Observe the beauteous simplicity of it. Al
trusts, monopolies, corporations, can now he
torn bodily apart, disintegrated and resolved
into their constituent elements. Combination,
efficiency and economy of production and man-
agement, which we regarded as steps i in-
evitable evolution, can be abolished off hand.
zing! And irdustry turns back a hundred
years. r

Where under the sun do the masters find
the men-and the minds that represent them
at Washington? Where do you suppose they
dug up Mr. Williams? It is conc.ivable, of

course, that they should seek among wearers
of a size six hat. But Williams—!
x kX * :

My, my, such doings these days! Used to
be if we had a Socialist official anywhere in
the country we grouped him with Cleopatra’s
Needle and Niagara Falls. Now we need a
classified directory to keep track of the bunch.

* x % 1

And have you heard the capitalist press
sputter? '
Also the radical demand for initiative and
referendum?
Also the promisc for many reforms?
Also the prediction of advanced labor leg-
islation? N,
Also the resolve for popular Senatorial elec-
tion?
Sacialism threw this scare.
AND WE CAN PROVE IT!
* %k Xk
When you get to squabbling with some Com-
rade-over a lifeless formula or a dusty phrase
stop and think of the Comrades who are try-
ing to solve the daily problems of living men
and women. That's the only thing that counts.
The exact meaning of a string of words may
be a highly important matter, but it is puerile
as against real accomplishment of good.
* - W
And Democracy—where, oh where was it?
Busily abolishing the plum tree by lopping
off a few minor sinecures, discharging a hand- -
ful of superfluous attend-

Forgot Nothing--- 2" about the Capitol. At-

. tacking the bulwarked rule
Learned Nothing ; capitalism by passing a

resolution for a new
method of perpetuating that useless relic, the
Senate.

Curing our multiple social and industrial
ills by do‘{l\euring aronnd with reciprocity and
mornkeying™with the tariff.

What a grand spectacle our first Democratic
House in sixteen years presents i the inquir-
ing gaze.

How competent it shows itself to deal with
the tremendous problems incident to the vi-
cious system we now endure.

A silent panic is upon us and hundreds of
thousands are out of work.

An army is gathered on the southern border
threatening a neighboring people with brand
new capitalistic shackles to be forged and
locked by the American nation. :

The figures as to prostitution shown by the
recent census reveal such a frightful state of
affairs that they have to be suppressed.

Tuberculosis and other preventable diseases
of ignorance and vice are so far from yield-
ing their hold that charity despairs.

Efforts to protect children from the crush-
ing greed of the employers not only fail, but
actually make conditions worse.

Toilers are slaughtered in batches as the
inevitable result of profit hunger, which means
blood hunger. '

Millions of their brothers and sisters,
scarcely more fortunate, drudge on in sordid,
helpless misery.

The greater part of the population never
know what it means to have enough to eat,
enough to wear, never know happiness or
health or light or hope. -

All chance of relief for injured workmen
or compensation for their starving families is
deliberately removed by the courts.

The judicial oligarchy strengthens itself and
perfects the domination of exploiters over
exploited. .

Concentration of power in a few individuals
responsible to no power on earth proceeds
unchecked.

Labor is flouted, tricked and spat upon.

The rich grow richer, the poor poorer.

Slums spread.

Insanity spreads.

Men die of starvation.

Ana what is the Democracy doing?

Playing the same old game of bluff and
guff, making the same old hollow pretense,
letting things drift in the same old way—and

§eating off the sawe old platityeies,



SECWSZSSISESSSSS)E

@7@

THE COMING NATION
N

BEEREREERESKERRB= EBEEE

We Are Brothers
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ELI—vyes, things may be

a little better some ways
today, but I can never for-
get that along with .the
noverty and misery of
those years there was al-
ways the fun of fighiing
and the enthusiasm of

propaganda, and then
there was the glory of vic-
tory in that greatest of all
fights.” The old man straightened up and it seemed
as if the toil of those other days had slipped off his
shoulders for a moment as his eye gleamed with the
joy and the enthusiasm he described.

“And were you really right there when that final
battle took place? The battle that was' all victory
and no fighting?” I asked. “And did it jreally look
like that great painting in the national gallery?”

“If you will sit down here for a moment 1 would
like to tell you the whole story from the time when
the great end came in sight. I saw as much of it
as any one man well could and was a part of much
that I did not see.”

“Just as the United States troops weve sent to
Mexico the whole thing began to draw to a close.
We all saw that the big change that had been evident
ever since the beginning of the twentieth century
was close at hand. Ever since the war between
Russia and Japan, the Japanese war scare had been
used as a means of Increasing appropriations for
the army and navy, and to help in gaining recruits
for the miltia.

“Some of us said at the very Leginning that there
was a desperate and more sinister purposs behind
this military madness than even the bloody one that
was avowed. We tried to tell the workers that
militarism was fostered because it brought profits
to contractors, and opened new markets for the
things that were taken from the workers, and most

HEEKZX By AL M.

“I saw a group of riders all Clothed in red”’

» 3 ¥ ! &
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Simons and Fred D. Warren M

of all, for the purpose of keeping the working class
in submission.

“These things look very plain to you now, bul
you must remember that all the widely circulated
newspapers were controlled by those who wanted
militarism. These talked about patriotisin and used
a lot of fine phrases that once had a meaning, but
at that time were used only to conceal dirty deeds.
But we were not all blind. There were thousands
who worked night and day to undeceive the workers,
and their work was not wholly in vain.

“It was just the same all over the world. Ger-
many, England, United States, Jz--n, Russia and
France were all ruled by a class eager to spring
at one another’s throats, or rather, to sic the work-
ers at one another’s throats. Each group of capi-
talists dreamed of ruling the world, and all of
them thought that a powerful army would help
them to keep the workers in subjection. There were
some who remen:bered that war had often been
used to attract attention from domestic questions,
and who hoped that a general war would stop the
propaganda of Socialism. At the same time there
was also the fear that such a war might possibly
be seized upon by the workers as an opportunity
of capturing the government.

“So the rulers of the great nations were moved
by all these vaious motives, At the time the
American troops moved toward Mexico the Japa-
nese war scare had another revival and there were
rumors of Japanese soldiers being ip Mexico,

“All your histories tell you how the Mexican
revolutionists, after © year of desultory fighting,
were on the verge of suacess, when that American
owned mine was blown up and the Superintendznt
shot. | see that a government cormamission has just
discovered that it was a Diaz spy that did this in
order to force intervention. That may be important
to you young fellows who want to be sure that the

comr as and semi-colons are all p.operly placed in

your histories, but it makes little difference in
results.

“At any rate, the regulars were rushed over the
horder toward the city of Mexico. A general mob-
ilization of the national guards under the uick
Military Law was called for, and that other portion
of the law that was practiczlly conscription was at
once put into actiomn. =

“Then came one swift, terrible happening after
another.

“You know I was one of those who had under-
taken the work of permeating the regular army
with Socialism, A chance Socialist paper, dropped
in my hands during a previous enl.naent, had
opened my eyes and led me to re-eniist, but with a
very different purpose than' the first time. %

“I was a blacklisted telegraph operator, and this
fact brought me an assignment with the wireless °
corps. 1 was not acting as an operator regularly,
but was only carrying the messages the few steps
that separated our tent from the commanding gen-
eral’s.

“I had been sitting at the door of the tent watch-
ing a great eagle that circled about the mountain
peak on which we were encamped, when 1 saw
sweeping by him, one of the swift scouting aero-
planes that accompanied the army. This coasted
down as upon some great mountain of air and
alighted in the open space before the genera's
camp. i noted the hurrying steps and anxious looks
of the aerial scout, and was idly wondering what
news he brought. when an exclimation from the
wireless operator turned my attention to him. His
face was ashen white, and he was listeming with a
fierce intensity to the receiver strapped to his ear
He turned sv¢denly !oward me, reackng out the
message he had been writing, 'The command
quick,” was all he said, : Gl

“A half dozen swift steps and I was in the gen-
eral's tent. He was just returning the salute of

-~




the depar g aenal scout, and I saw that he was

: _mkmg to control some strong emotion.
“He glanced at my message, and the effort at

cmefol failed, and he almost shouted it§ contents

5 ccnmsel over the previous message.
landed an army in the Philippiaes. Her navy is on

at his staff, who had evidently been called in hasty
Jap.m has

‘.the way to the Pacific Coast’

b’

~ *““That verifies your report,’ he Nodieh 4o b
_aerial scout. Then to the staff.
~and fortitications that we expected to rush in a few

“Those trenches

days are defended by fifty thousand Japanese veter-
~ans of Mukden and Port Arthur, wnth the most
- modern equipment,”

“A few hot s later came hurried orders to fall

- back toward the American boundary. Just before
- we reached the Rio Grande we learned that the
- American fleet had been hurried through the Pan-

traffic. This had enabled them to surprise and de- -

ama Canal, even before it was open to general

* feat the Japanese Navy off the Coast of Caiitornia.

to the city of Mexico.

No sooner had the wireless waves brought this news
than preparations were made ouce more to advance
Under cover of the frenzy

~aroused by the short struggle with Japan, the capi-

talist class had seized its opportunity to force prac-
tically the whole adult male population into the
darmy. It should have been evident to any one that
preparations haa been made for some great world
embracing movement.

“The documents which were found in Morgan-
heimer’s vaults when he committed suicide showed

‘that he had planned to send the victorious fieet to

- Asia, there to euter upon some strange scheme of

conquest intended to piace that vast coatinent, with

~its toiling millions, under the tribute of s power;
~while the conquest of Mexico was but to open up a
pathway and establish a connecting link with a

proposed South American empire.

In short, his

- towering passion had climaxed in the dream of a

dominion, bounded only by the poles and banded
Oy the equator. 3

“It was expected that the military frenzy would
permit the enslavement of labor at home.

“Of course, things didn’t turn out that way,” and
a reminiscent smile played once more around the
lips of the old man. “Morganheimer and his crowd

- were not the only ones dreaming of a world empire

of profit—creating slaves under capitalism. ~ There
were others to whom kings, emperors, presidents

~and governments were pawns and puppets, who
~aimed at the same prize.

having visions of a world-wide empire.
0f us had come to see the possibility of a great in-

“The capitalists were not the only ones who were
Millions

- ternational soiidarity of brotherhood and treedom.

~an army is across the sex line.

All the fury of war had not succeeded in stamping
out the sentiment of Socialism. Under the excite-
ment of militarism many Socialist papeirs had been
suppressed as treasonable and a few of the best
workers had been shot or impriscned by the mili-

tary authorities,

*“This had only driver us to underground methods.
In secret and by indirection we worked with multi-
plied energy. Owur literature was everywhere, and
most of ali among the soldiers. General conscrip-
tion had swept hundreds of thousands of Socialists
into the army, each of whom became a center of
the relentiess war upon war.

“The war itself made possible one methed of
propaganda which was destined to lead to that
strange, dramatic climax pictured in the 1ational
gallery. Each soldier leaves behind him a woman
wbo is closer to him than any other human being,
whether this be mother, wife, sister or sweetheart.
The life of the camp, the absence of women he
respects, the lure of home and of sex, and the love
of companionship—all those things that hold men
and women together—turn his mind constantly to
her he left behind.

"“The great flood of letters that rushes to and from
The >Socialist
women saw this and used their knowledge for the
cause they loved. A great secret campaign was

organized to arouse the women to the horrors of
~war, both militery and industrial.

This new appeal
based upon wonan's love, roused those whom in-

dustrial developmen: had not yet drawn out of the

.home into the fa. .y

“The centril figure in this movement was, of
eome. the woman who occupies the foreground in
that pnm..ng Long a devoted worker and effective
organizer in the Socialist movement; she now threw
herself with tremendous energy into this new work.

“Her beauty of face and character, to which the

~artist has not been able to do justice, for no paint

could reproduce the glowing energy and gentle

- devotion that made her at once leader, teacher aud

no little talk

‘ ~ friend, had led more than one of the comrades to

seek a closer relation in marriage. But she seemed

almost indiff¢-en: to that romantic love that draws

men and women together. Of course, there was
about this, especially among the girls

Jice.

- for a few minutes in silence.

THE COMING-NATION

of our young pcople’s organizations, to whom love
~and lovers were so much of life.

Jt was one of
these who ﬁnally found out the secret and told it
to me in ‘strictest confidence,’

“‘What do you think,’ she whispered to me once
when I was home on_a furlough. ‘I was visiting
down in her own home town and one of her school-
mates told me all about it. She had just left High
School when she fell in love with a man about ten
years older than herself. HHe had been raised in
the same town, had gone away to college, then to
West Point, and come back with his Lieutenant’s
commission. He loved her ever so much; my young
friend went on with all the enthusxasm of young
maidenhood. ‘But he wanted her to go with him
to the army post and she hated war even then and
begged her lover to give up that awful trade. Then
they quarreled, and they have never seen each
other since.’

“I laughed at her then because I thought her wish
to believe had been the father of the romance. I
never dreamed that the time would come when that
romance would change the history of the world.

“To such a woman the extremity of war was but
an opportunity for greater effort and greater sacri-
EverywWhere she urged the women to write
their soldier friends and relatives and impress upon
them the duty they owed to their iellow-workers,
and the treason they were committing to their fami-
lies and their class by fghting the battles of the
great capitalists. . Millions of leaflets, especially
printed to fit in letters, were sent into the army.
You could not stop such a propaganda, It was
impossible to inspect the loads of letters sent to the
front, and to have attempted it would have so en-
raged the soldiers as to completely alienate them
from the ruling class.

“We were doing our best in the army itself. In
spite of punishments the propaganda spread like
some contagion of health among the soldiers.

“You must always remember that during 2all that
time we knew nothing of what is now so familiar
to you; of how the German Emperor, as the agent
of the capitalists of continental Europe had been
dreaming the same world empxre dream that was
drawing Morganheimer on.

The old man’s eyes seemed looking back over long
lines of years at some thrilling picture, as he sat
We did not question
him. We only waited,

“I was sitting at the telegraph instrument that
united us to Washington that day. The fapanese
army surrounded and cut off from its supplies had
surrendered. We. had encamped along the railway
which brought our supplies. Every day new battal-
ions were pouring in until more than a miilion men
were gathered in onegvast army. We were all won-
dering why such a bot y had been assembledl when
ome-tenth of the number would have been sufficient
to accomplish the avowed purpose. But none of us
knew of the scheme of South American conquest
and the preparations that were being made to em-
bark the American troops at Vera Cruz.

“Then came this message from Washington: ‘Re-
port from Key West says fifty German war vessels
conveying more than two hundred transports are
moving due east.

“You have read how the agents of German capi-
talism had played upon the fear and hatred of the
ruling class of Argentina and Brazil vntil an alli-
ance had been formed, and of how the armies of
these countries had been added to the German
forces, together with two hundred thousand Ger-
man veterans who had immigrated to South Amer-
ica and were now impressed into the joint army.

“Then came such a race as the world had never
seen. A race for a great valley that formed the
gateway through which either army must® pass to
get to the other. Who first occupied this position
controlled the situation. 1 was sent ahead with a
small detachment of scouts to occupy the hills on
the north of the valley and maintain wireless con-
nection with the main army.

“Never shall I forget the beauty of that valley.
On either side the mountain rose full five thousand
feet, and half way up (marking an old geological
valley), was a broad bench varying in width from
one-half a mile to a mile aad a half. If either army
could locate on these great camping grounds, the
other could not hope to pass between,

*“'Ne climbed swiftly to the highest point on the

side from which our army would approach, and
'set up our w.reless plant I quickly got into con-
nection with our aeroplanes and began relaying their
messages to the army.

“My, the race that was! Men dropped by tte
hundreds, and the army engineers toiled like mad-
dened gnomes to dig away the forests and make
ready the roads for the artillery. The trail can
still be marked by the bones of the horses and the
wrecks of the motor cars with which they sought to
drag the machinery of war along.

“Now one army would gain a slight advantage.
Then some natural obstacle or accident or mis-
fortune would lose a few precious hours. The
strain was terrific. For ten days and ten nights I
knew no rest save for the intervals I ¢ould snatch
between the ever rushing messages.” Then, one
morning, as I trained my glass upon the uppér end
of the valley, I caught a glimpse of the first lines
of the solidly marching ranks of men that indi-
cated the advance guard of our main army. They
wheeled to the left and started to clamber upon
the northern slope. At that instant an exclamation
at my side attracted my attention to an aid who
was pointing away to the east. A glance through
my glass in that direction showed that the terrible
race had ended in a tie. The glittering helmets of
the German soldiers marked where they were al-
ready clambering to the top of the southern side
of the valley.

“For four days each side waited, hoping to gain
something from the recuperation of its troops and
new battalions that were always arriving with am-
munition, machine guns, artillery and all of the ter-
rible paraphernalia with which men once murdered
their fellow men.

“We, the Socialists I mean, were not idle during
those days. We opened communications with the
German soldiers. We learned that they also were
permeated with Socialism. It soon became cvident
that each commander feared his own army too much
to take the offensive. Yet when a week had passed
away this very spread of discontent made it certain
that the only hoge of either stde, or of the forces
that were behind both, lay in action. before the
armies should fraternize.

“Then one morning came the sudden orders that
set our whole army in motion. A glance through
my glass showed similar activity on the opposite
side of the valley. It was evident that the end was
to come in one terrible clash ou the broad stretch
of Mevel ground at the bottom. Swiftly the two
armies swung into motion. In another instant the
machine guns and the quick firers would begin to
mow lanes in these human walls and blood would
be poured out in rivers in the last great struggle
for human greed. But the orders to fire did not
come. The general was walking up and down by
his tent, and I noticed that his hair, whose raven
black had gained him the name of ‘Black Eagle,
had become streaked with gray since I had last
seen him but a few weeks before.

“He was evidently struggling with some emotion
that dominated his mind even more than the pros-
pect of battle. Then just as he had turned to an
orderly to give the word that meant the beginning
of the carnival of death, a great rolling volume of
cheers swept dcwn the valley from the upper end
and rolled and rolled onward in a mighty billow
of sound, which seemed to fill the height and depth
of the valley from tnountain top to mountain top.

“What can it be? What is happening? Went
from mouth to mouth.

“Then, through my powerful glass, I saw a group
of riders, clothed all in red. Another lo They

are women. Their leader bears high in the air a
great red banner, the staff of which rests upon her
saddle. She is riding like some goddess of horse-
manship and seems borne along on the billowing
wave of cheers.

“She is closer now. The wind turns the banner.

I catch a glimpse of the inscription in letters of
white reaching the length and breadth of the red
folds until they can be read by a keen eye a half
mile away. And this was the message, WE ARE
BROTHERS.
- “Behind her and her comrades the two armies
were coming together. But their arms lay behind
them and they were clasping one another’s hands
and weeping, laughing and dancing with joy.

“I turned to louk at the general. But his sight
had been keener than mine. He had seen with the
eyc: of a lover. T heard him say under his breath,
‘My God, it is she! Well, it is better so.” As the
two armies merged in one and the cheering died

N

away, sle came riding directly up to his tent. It -

was the general himself who lifted her from her

~horse. and welcomed her with words that few of

us un 'erstood. ‘You were right in those other
years. You have conquered, but the victory =
really mine, for now I hawe what I asked for years
380.“’



Edmonds and Its Socialist Mayor

went out along the edge of Puget
liSound for seventeen miles to
Nge [.amonds. There were only two
Pl Socialist cities in the country

4(_/71“ then and Edmonds was one of
@; - them., Walking up the main

street I met a little girl with a shawl around her
head—Dutch fashion.

“Where does Mr. Cook live, little girl?” I asked.

“Do you mean the mayor?” she inquired sweetly.

*Yes"

“I will_take you.” And she did.

“His Honor” is a man of about fifty years of age.
Looks, language and habitat denote the proletarian.
He even lacks the most characteristic endowment
uf his party—the gift of tongue!

He looked me over with an eye of suspicion until
I told him I was a sub getter for the Appeal to
Reason—then he invited me indoors.

The house and its furnishings were as plain as
his clothes-—he wore a blue woolen shirt and his
mud-bespattered trousers were tucked inside the
tops of his big heavy boots.

“It's a bit chilly,” he said and forthwith the Mayor
proceeded to split some wood and make a fiire.

I wanted to know where and how he was inocu-
lated with the virus of our propaganda.

“It was in Chicago,” he said as he dumped an
armful of wood into the stove. “I stopped to listen
to a ‘Jimmy Higgins’ on a soap box one night and
I was so interested that I forgot my supper!”

He gathered a handful of waste paper, stuffed it
in beneath the wood and as he lit a match on his
boot he said: “Then I took the ©ld ‘ComiNng NA-
Tron’ and that settled me!”

Twelve years ago W. H. Cook.came from Chi-
cago. He had just lost his wife and he brought
his iwo children to Edmonds which was then a
mere handiul of honses on the shore of the Sound.
As a union carpenter he has not only built with
his own hands his own house, but he has had a hand
in building most of the other houses in the town.
A few years ago he organized a Socialist local and
as there were scarcely enough Socialists to make a
ticket he was forced to be a candidate for some-
thing most of the time. Office holding was least of

THE OREGON

The people of Oregon in 1902 adorted a consti-
tutional amendment embodying the principle of
direct legislation, the vote being 62,024 for, 5,668
against.

This amendment is worth careful study on the
part of Socialists, firstly, because it is a measure
of political democracy in harmony with the Social-
ist party platform, and, secondly, because we should
bring detailed knowledge as well as general princi-
ples to bear upon our attitude toward the many
attempts being made throughout the U'nited States
to amend state constitutions and modify city char-
ters.

“Section 1 of Article IV of the Constitution of
the State of Oregon, shall be, anc hereby is,
amended to read-as follows:

“The legislative - thority of the State shall Le
vested in a legislative assembly consisting of Senate
and House of Representatives, but ihe people re-
serve to themselves the power to propose laws and
amendments to ‘hc constitution, and to enact or to

THE COMING NATION

By Alexander Irvine

his ambitions, but the force of the propaganda in
Edmonds gave him one day the helm, and now
with quiet demeanor and clear-eyed vision he guides
the little civic ship along the rock-bound coast of
capitalism. City fathering is an avocation with Com-
rade Cook—his vocation is carpentering, contracting
and wood-cutting. One gives him a living for
himself and twc children; the other gives him a
career. .

As I sat there conversing with him T could easily
understand why the codfish aristocracy felt hurt
about his election. He is not of their kind. As a

Mayor Cook and Children.

municipal show piece, either the city hall janitor or
the librarian of the Carnegie book house has him
skinned by a mile!

It occurred to Mayor Cook that the Appeal man
might be utilized while .in Edmonds, so he pro-
posed a visit to the High School. In an incredibly
short space of time the tang and color of the soil
had disappeared and the man who ntroduced me
to the principal of the High School looked another
man. He wcre a linen shirt and collar and in place
of the mud-stained clothing of the laborer he had
arranged himself in the outfit of an ordinacy business
man. There was neither explandtion nor apology.
The psychology was taken for granted. Mr. Cook

CONSTITUTIONAL

BY W. R. SHIER

reject same at the polls, independent of the legisla-
tive assembly, and also reserve power at their own
sbption to approve or reject any act of the legislative
assembly.

“T'he frst power reserved by the people is the
inttiative, and not more then eight per cent of the
leyral voters shall be required to propose any meas-
ure by such petition, and every such petition shall
inclode the full text of the measure propesed. .

“Imtiative petitions shall besfile¢ with the secre-
tary of state not less than four months before the
election at which they are to he voted upon. 2

“The second power is the reférendum, and it

S

was about to appear before the youth of his town,
youth that contained his own son and dauchter, and

. he wanted their attention to be centered on what

he had to say rather than on what he wore!

The principal received us courteously and the stu-
dents received the address with applause.

After the visit to the school we went visiting.
Louis Engel is Socialist city treasurer and a promi-
nent business man of the town. We called on Louis
at his store. Then we climbed a hill and called on
Comrade Sweet, whose cottage commands a beauti-
ful view of the Sound.

Sweet is an old trapper whose cottage floor is
covered with bear skins—relics of the hunt—Colonel
Rush-of-words-to-the-face wouid give half his life
for Sweet's record.

We compared notes on the progress of the party—
how the eyes of the trapper gleamed with fire! He
was a rare type. He reminded me of what some-
one said of Paracelsus—"born in a pine forest and
inherited the knots.” As we left he tvok the skin
of a grizzly and held it up for inspection. Out there
beyond his tall form there was a sunset effect on
the Sound, the kind of thing Turner tried to put
on canvas. Between the sunset and the Sound lay
the strait of Juan de Fuca and as the trapper held
aloft the skin of the white bear, one fore paw cov-
ered Victoria and the other Port Angeles. As he
held it there he told of the encounter in the woods,
but I could not follow him. I was entranced by the
heavens beyontd. It was a mount of transfiguration
to me. :

“Aye,” Sweet said when I quickly changed the
subject, “some day our class wili have a chance to
enjoy what I enjoy here on the hill every day—I
think of them every time I see those colors in the
western sky!”

&

A small group accompanied me to the municipal
dock where I boarded the boat for Seattle. The
dock commissioner was a comrade, too. He was a
tall man with a Lincoin face.

I shall never forget that little group on the dock—
the boat was-a sort of Pullman car on a keel and
it shot out on the quiet waters of the Sound and
left them there—the officials—working class gov-
eqrnors of the second Socialist city in the United
States.

AMENDMENT

may be ordered except as to laws necessury for
the immediate preservation of the public peace,
health cr safety, either by petition signed by five
per cent of the legal voters, or by the legislative
assemb'y, as other bills are enacted.

“Referendum petitions shall be filed with the Sec-
retary of State not.more than ninety days after the
final adjournment of the legislative assembly that
passed the bill on vhich the referendum is demanded,

“The veto power of the government shall not ex-
tend to measures referred to the people.

“Any measure referred to the people shall take
effect and Ficome the law when it is approved by
the majority of the vo:es cast thereon, and not
otherwise. "

“The whole number of votes cast for Justice of
the Supreme Court at the regular election last pre-

’

ceding the filing of any petition for the initiative =

or the referendum shall Fe the basis on which the

number of legal voters necessmy to sign such peti-
tion shall be counted.” : Tt e

I have italicised the parts worth special a‘ted




ey ENATOR HARDECK JONES began
@ it. He had been talking fully five
3 minutes on the advantages of education,
wy before Professor Landberg could get
8 «n opportunity to introduce his friend
% Harrington. The latter was successfully
. CONEEEEET engaged in Journalism. He had de-
- clined the professor’s invitation to dinner on ac-
- count of a public engagement, hut had found time to
- drop in later in the evening “just for a little chat”
- he explained. : e

- Professor Landberg taught modern languages in
- a select Academy on High Street. He had re-
cently published a book on the subject of pedagogy
and experience had taught him how useful public
- men could be to a scholar in a commercial age.

“Lducation,” the statesman was saying, “is the
glory of our civilization.”

“Ah,” interrupted the professor, “the universal
study of languages would unite the people of the
earth in bonds of eternal peace and love.”

“I approve it with all my heart,” said the jour-
nalist, who had made himself comfortable in the
professor’s chair.

“I recall an occasion,” he continued musingly, “on
which I used it with a telling effect. I was doing
general work on a paper in a small town. It was
one of the few towns in which a newspaper man is
given just due for his greatness, where a knight of
the pen is held in that reverence which enables him
to deport himself in correct relation to the lower
forms of humanity. I had just retired for the night
or rather for the morning, when I heard the town
constable drumming loudly on the telegraph pole at
the corner. With a stick he was beating a pre-
viously arranged signal which I understood he had
important news to tell.

“A prisoner in the pen,” said Pete laconically,
when I had come down and joined him.

“Well, what's he in for?” I inquired.

“Dunno,” said Peter, “an’ nobody knows. Nobody
can talk to him. He hain’t never been civilized.
Guess he must be a Swede,” he added. ,

Swede was Pete’s designation for foreigner.

“You see,” he continued uneasily, “he haint never
heen civilized. He might be anything. An’ besides,
he can't talk to nobody. So I came fer you. Mebe
you come and look him over.”

I felt a proper pride in Pete’'s judgment with re-
gard to my linguistic attainments, so I consented to
accompany him to the town jail.

The morning was raw and misty, with enough
frost in the air to vaporize tii= constable’s breath,
which he emitted in short puffs.

“Have you been running?” I asked as we walked
together through the deserted streets.

“Well, ye can't never tell,” he explained. “Ye
see he might do anything. He haint never been
civilized, and he can't talk to nobody,” he repeated
in an undertone as if talking to himself.

When we arrived at the town lockup, Pete cau-
tiously unbolied the street door and slid into the
outer room. The jail occupied one large room,
partitioned by a row of iron bars, behind which
alleged lawbreakers were detained. :

I peered through the bars at the prisoner, who
was seated in a mournful attitude on a bench, his
head bowed between his knees,

“What are you in for?” I asked with the easy
cheerfulness of one who knows he is doing his
duty by the public.

The man only shook his head.

“You see,” said Pete gleefully, “what I told ye
was right. He haint never been properly civilized.”

“Oh, he hasn’t, eh?” - :

“Parlez vous Francais?” 1 asked with an assur-
ing smile.

Springing joyfully to his feet he advanced to the
bars and delivered a speech in French that would
have graced a banquet of the Societe des Immortels.

1 bowed my recognition with all the suavity I
could command.

- “What's he saying?” asked the constable, thor-
oughly alarmed at the man’s gesticulations.

“Will you please leave this matter to me?” |
answered patronizingly. Then I locked blandly at
the priscner and inquired: -

“Sprechen Sie Deutsch?”’ ;

The man surely looked a hit sheepish, but after
‘a moment’s relection he became voluble in Ger-
man to an extent that surpassed his eloquent efforts
in French. 1 puckered up my- eyes and looked

y at the gas jet.
s h;lr’i:c’n he ﬁnglaly’mbsidcd the constable became
_concerned for the safety of the public and inquired
" if I thought there was any danger of his breaking
ot , .
I gave him assurance that [ myself would attend
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to that matter. Meanwhile the prisoner was be-
ginning to look as though he were extremely grate-
ful that stout iron bars separated us. While |
was persuading Pete that the public was altogether
safe in my hands, the gentleman in the cell was
growing more and more dejected. After making
a few rounds of his den, he sat down heavily on
his bench. His head fell forward on his chest.

In the dim gas light we could see him swaying
back and forth on his seat. As he swayed he in-
toned what sounded like a prayer set to some weird
music.

“Hark at him,” said Peter in a startled half
whisper, “I jest know that there man haint never
been civilized.”

I pitied the poor fellow. 1In fact I pitied them
both, the constable for his ignorance and the pris-
oner that he should be enmeshed in evil circum-
stances. T bent closer to the bars of the cage, .the
constable following me protectingly and clinging to
my coat, lest I ventured too near. Outwardly T was
calm enough, but I confess my mind seemed to iose
its power of rapid decision. -

“Friend,” I murmurei feelingly extending my
arm between the rods, “Parlate [taliano®”

He gave me a quick, threatening look and re
mained silent.

“Parlate [taliano?” 1 repeated sharply.

“This time I struck fire. The detained linquist
stood up and waved his arms in circular motions,

BALLAD OF POOR BLOKES

BY FRED F. ROCKWELL.

M LL ve who sit at the top }:f things
And hold the piaces in Fame's white

glare,

Preachers and presidents, officers, kings,
Vested Authority everywhere:
Have you looked at the steps as you

climbed the stair?

Hove you thought of the “weakiings” shoved close

to the wall?
The hands at the game who drew deuce—and
despair:

Poor blokes cry you mercy Sirs, one and all.

Sleek-jowled semators, pulling the strings

For that or the other small “private affair,”
Captains of Industry, windng the springs.

Relieving !ne Public of all it can spare,

Returning a sep through some Charity chair.
Obedient Judges who pompously crawl

Where their Interests lead them, nor vary a hair—
Poor blokes cry you mercy, Sirs, one and all.

Priests who cover with skirts your wings,
And draw fat wage for your prosy ware,

IWith a bland, blank smile where gaunt Want stings,
Worn editors, hunting a twwo-cent scare,
Pickled “props of Societr.” debonaire—

Throw a coin to the curb on vour wey to the ball!
Have you thought of the guys whr got pinched in

the Fair?
Poor blokes cry vou merey, Sirs, one and all.

ENVOY,

Potentates, pause—see’ that crimson flare!
Pride hath made possible many a fall.

Hark !—the thunder is rumbling low whene'er
Poor blokes cry you mercy, Sirs—one, and all!

_ “The last word has seldum been spoken. Progress
1s the order of the day and ‘push’ the watch-word
all along the iini.. The heretic has his place and is
listened to by all but the hidebound, self-satisfied
or the down-and-outs-practically the same thing and
both bad to useless.”

Been Civilized

as if cleaving some invisible enemy. He went up
and down the whole oratorical gamut of Italian.
He reached notes that would have made Caruso,
could he have heard them, feel as if he wished he
never was. Then he emitted tones that growled
along the floor and died moaning out on the wet
street. The torrent of words that rolled from lips
that night has made me hypocritical and coldly un-
appreciative of all subsequent attempts at oratory
that T have heard. At last his breath gave out and
he stood gasping in the center of his stufiy cell.

By this time Pete was holding me tightly by the
hand, one arm around my neck. He was gazing
into my face with the agonized look of a deceived
parent.

For a silent moment he held his old face close to
mine. His eyes were open wide, like a young lover's
in the twilight. Through the open door I surveyed
the twinkling town lights with an air of profound
and serious meditation, which public men from time
immemorial have learned to substitute in hours of
uncertainty for mere, vulgar knowledge. With a
few tense, though not too stern, sentences I allayed
his fears, and assnaged his anguish, commended him
upon his unimpeachable probity and bade him have
good faith. He seemed satisfied.

While he was still under the spell of my eloquence
I turned to the lord of language. He was pacing
his den in paroxysms of rage which at my approach
seemed to change into a convulsion of despair.
Slinking into the shadowed corners he beat his
breast and moaned pitifully. Bent almost double
he hugged and cradled his sorrow and rocked it
back and forth. Some untellably old prayer song
struggled from his lips. The sound of it was in-
describably mournful and trailed off into a variety
of tunes that expressed every shade of woe.

His plight was exceeding sorrowful. T was in
much pain for him and would have obtained his
release there and then even at the risk of my repu-
tation had not the constable broke out again. He
put his old twitching mouth close to my ear and
gurg.ed diabolically:

“I knowed it all along, he haint never been civil-
ized, and what's more,” he added, with fiendish glee,
“he’s agettin’ worse.” ~

“Oh, bother civilization,” T
civilization ever done for you?”

The situation was becoming desperate. Some-
thing had to he done. To have Pete lose faith in
my learning again would have meant my undoing,
and he was not yet sufficiently impressed. I resolved
on another trial.

“Habla V. Espanol?” 1 called dramatically through
t!}e grating, thinking that would fluster the loqua-
cious one and at the same time re-establish my fail-
ing reputation in the constable’s mind.

But.not so, the prisoner was ready for a con-
versation in any tongue from Sanscrit to Gaelic.
He had evidently become satisfied that resentful
speeches, hgwever well delivered, were of no avail.
He had evidenily decided that he had to do with
mfd men and would try another mood.

_ “Habla V. Espanol?” 1 repeated slowly, aston-
ished at the transformation in the man. He was
now as gentle as a cooing dove and more suave
than an oil magnate on the witness stand.

_ In his looks was Castilian majesty. In his bear-
ing the most courtly grace. Lute lipped lover never
spoke sweeter sounds. His dulcet words caressed
the cage. I_ cpuld laugh at his fiery speeches, but
oh, that plaintive pleading.

“Release the prisoner,” I roared.

:'What?" stammered the constable
ﬂel?:?,liap;anr hai}g{ziven an honesl account of hi_m-
‘feq;leq;] iC I. i c]has .answerec! every question
th‘l;s ;naﬁ' ; n him there is no guilt. T_o imprison

s an offense against education, a blot
upon our civilization, a crime against intellect.

“But he haint never’—

“As a public man T will be responsible,” T inter-
rnpted.‘ taking the key from his trembling hands,
unlocking the door and throwing it wide open.

“Come forth, brother!” T exclaimed, “and enjoy
your freedom in this land of liberty.

“Never shall T forget that look on his face as
we parted that night. I have grown callous since
then and little care in what light the world regards

me, but T should like to know just now what that
fellow thought of my actions.”

snapped. “What's

“Well,” said the professor, speaking in an under-
tone, as if addressing no one n particular, “I
thought you were, horh of you. damned “fools.”

; “Professor Landberg,” said Senator Jones, aris-
ing to deparf, “it seems to me one should not con-
demn a man for lack of opportunities. You must -
rcmemb?r my father, Peter Jones, had little chance
to acquire education in his youth”



With the city’s one week's human offal,
Some hundred. the most without name,

A boat bore away through the ice-posh
On East River's dawn jath of flame,

Each passenger bound Potter's Field-ward,
Each nailed in his pine box the same.

The wind was due south, warm, delicious.
Face-iifting, a blown Polonaise;

Stilettoed with morning, the drift-ice
Quivered on in its devious ways

Before, at each side, and far backward;
The boat made a blot in the blaze.

Grey, white, golden-winged, rosy-breasted
Gulls hovered above and around;

They poised on the backward-blown smoke-drift,
Floated windward, all grace, with no sound:
Till one dropped, like a cloth, in the boat's wake,
And the rest screamed for carrion he'd found.

Blue crystal, wide panel on panel,
A-glitter, a-crowl, and a-swing,
Closed calmly as space on our banal
Grey bit of a man-guided thing.
We were one with the wind-shaken channel,
And one with the gold-bearing spring.
- - L J
The tale of the souls: there was Big Riggs,
The master; a deck-hand called Mole;
Another called Billy; a fireman
And engineer, colored with coal:
And, sent by a paper, myself with
“Red"” Lewis, a wise poet soul.

Of the soulless, each cased like his neighbor,
No men might declare name or life.

A flerce one, they said, had beeu strangled:
A grey one had filled his old fifo

With morphine, and piped himself sleepy—
Alore wise than that boy with his knife.

So now there was quiet among them,
Except for the engine’'s soft heat;

Each patiently lay where they'd put him,
Nor stirred in his stamped winding sheet.

The sunlight and waters were round them,
The March air was earthy and sweet.

As a stream to the sea that beget her,
As a cloud that has heaven to friemd,
As the light to the night like a daughter
Caught night-ward wherever she tend,
We were one wiih sun, air, earth and water,
And one with beginning and end.
L L ] *
Came the Mole with some words of the weather,
And some of the currerts and floes,
And some of our unpleassnt travelers—
Their past and their ultimate woes.
He added a pun to his comment
That several had tracts at their toes.

THE COMING NATION

No pennant was dipped to our cargo.
As to Thebes' barges bound over Nile
To the populous, rock-hewn Death City,
And Styx has run dry this long while;
Yet his talk had a strangely old savor,
And old seemed his jest and his smile.

‘*“T'he scarab is under his tongue there:
But the two-headed judge has four eyes!"

Or, “Two obols clutched tight for Charon:
One more than the fare—he is wise!”

So, “An old lady dropped some tracts on 'em:
Good stuff for the soles of the guys!”

I mentioned to “Red” these reflectrions,
Who found them both witty and sad.

He was moved to a sounding quotation
From a Yale course in Greek he had had:

He added, from Manhattan's poet,
Some stanzas that sounded not bad.

Aristophanes’ frogs left a silence
For Whitman to yawp a few lines:

0Old huckster, new hackman, were speeded
By song-makers affer their kinds;

And the ages’ back doors trembled outward
To the press of strange laughter and whines,

Dim shapes and dim faces made forays

On the deck where .he March sun was shed :
The unstoried waste of old stories,

Bent back, and dropped jaw, and bowed head.
We were one with great heroes angd glories,

And one with the shame that is dead.

* * * #
Mr. Rigzs, with big hands on the wheel's rim,
What cheer? Is mnot cheerful at all;
"' seems the engine is leaky, needs tubing:
Neither cylinder packed since last fall.
Used to be a falr steamer and traveler;
Now the best she can do is a crawl.

So we crawled on past billowing tugboats
With eagles a-gleam in the sun;
On slowly past drowsy black liners,
Past freight-schooners, -stained dirty dun;
On slowly before the street-canyons
That swung toward us, one bv one.

The Island crept up, trim and lonely,
Iced white on its black granite side:
A steel spring of a current bent toward us
Round a rock ledge worn smooth by the tide,
And met us with leaps as of torture,
With gasps as of something that died.

A skeln of knit stee! high above us
Complained with its burden of lives,

And its heavy volce was as the humming
From a hundred enraged iron hives.

The smoke from ovr stack eddied upward
Like smudge that a bee-keeper drives.

Two ferries, packed blacx to the guard-ralls
With city-bound workers, passed close;
Our little grey boat, coming after,
Crossed the V of thelr tracks with her nose,
And a huge A, that broke at the transept,
Drifted down, roushly scrawled in the floes.

As a current that crosses anclher
Outhound from the land-sheltered bay :
As a by-wind that calls to its brother
Ere both take the great wind’s way.
We were one with the struggle and smother,
And one with the quick of that day.

F THE P
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Hell Gate spewed an ice-floe out at us,
But we broke it to jewels and flame;

The waters burned with it a moment,
Erased it, and dvifted the same.

On the boat’s grey side, their reflection
Moved shapes through a swift golden game.

Yellow radiance poured over the bulwark
As our low prow swung nearer the East:
It cast on the unpainted coffins
A cloth-of-gold pall, shadow-creased ;
But the goldenness parted in places,
And stains and pine knots were released.

The gulls and the shipping dropped backward
Like Everyman's friends: all alone

We entered a stretch of free water
Where the forefoot ceased mumbling its bone,

And the Mole's shadow, falling to larboard,
With a seraphic aureole shone.

Some strangeness grew out of the silence,
'The cloud that behind ns unrolled
Seemed, In its grotesque convolutions,
l.esg smoke than a spirit, black-stoled,
Who drove on the ship. wave and wind-less,
Like the Mariner's ghost-ship of old.

Yet the Mystery's presence among s
Showed nothing repulsive or proud:
Perhaps It stood there by the funnel
With its head, if It have one, though!-bowed,
And a light In Its eyes like still water's
When the sun makes a flame of a cloud.

It was kindly, It beckoned us under
The peace of I'ts hands and head;
Its face reft fears in sunder,
It touched all questions dead.
We were one with the ultimate wonder,
And one with thn. ul.timgte dread.

A black cluster of piles put a period
To our voyage: some drays waited there,

And a knowing old smoking head-drayman,
To take our dead ontcasts Iu care.

ile rapped with his whip-stock on boxes,
Listened wisely, blew smoke in the air.

“They're remarkable reticent, really,
The tourists that stop here,” he sald;

“Ags long as I've been in the business,
Never knew one to open his head.

Rut they seems most uncommon contented,
And pays me two dollars a bed."

So we took them and pileg them up seemly
In the wagon-beds. nine In a tler,

Like wasp-larve In their clay cellules.
We roped fast eacy multiple bler

And drew over each a thick canvas,
Lest anyons see them, and fear.

"Ar Hell Gate its floe, ns the cl

Spewed out in wheai's path, tzlull we say
Be sure It will break our poor burden
At least Into innocent clay:
And perbaps happy things will come of 1t
When “its man-semblance passes awav.

So thelr souls. left behind in the tumult:

The ghosts of their hopes rnd thelr fears,
The seeds of thelr many endeavors.

Their hearts’ blood and wormwood and tears:
These, also. perhaps ave npot wasted

On the long upward slope of the years.

0 n?_g south wind and the tender
Evight promise of soil and sun!
Shall the lcast dead leaf not render
Its life to the dayz undonef
We were one with the springtime’s splendor,
And one with thg II‘.M?M begun !
-

But these not agaln in the sunlight
Sha'l struggle with fate for a prize:

They are gone, there is nothing here for fiem,
For whom not the %illg nor the skies

Nor the oceang of sir nor of waters
May gladden their nostrils and eyes.

With faces as white as drained veal Is,
Thorough dregs. quite press'd out as to soul:
With histories diverse as the world is,
We brought all of them to one hole.
Mav each have attained his own heaven
Or whatever better-loved goal.



(Concluded)

ROM Paris to Basel in Switzerland is
about eleven hours’ ride. The govern-
ment owned railroads make riding some-
what cheaper by putting on third-class
and even fourth-class cars, as in Germany. But who
- wants it. It only lowers the standard of living.
The third-class coaches are box cars, the fourth-
class, freight cars. We rode all the way to Switzer-
land without a seat and there were many more
standing.

From Basel we walked to Zurich, from Zurich to
Luzerne, from Luzerne across the Alps by way of
the St. Gotthard pass down to Como and then across
the border line into Italy and to Milan.

All through Switzerland our experiences were
most delightful. The people are kind, frank, yet stern
and in every way bespeak a nation that knew polit-
ical freedom before ours was born. But commer-
cialism has eaten into the very hearts of the awe-
inspiring mountains. Where, even here, can you
go without suffering the permission of some land
owner. There is hardly a spot that has been left
for him who wishes to tread the dreaming earth in
solitude. “Verbot” seems to be the national motto.
The glittering lakes that once were Joved and ad-
mired by a people from their unassuming huts, are
now the objects of vain and meaningless ejacula-
tions. Where once they reflected their water-giving,
_snow-clad sentinels, now these mountains are im-
aged in the water but are marred by ugly, gaudy
hoteils. No more the paths lead like the knowledge
of a wise man, o sceiies of unimagined grandeur,
but like the words of a sophist, myriads of- electric
bulbs glare tc the world that vanity has gained the
top without an effort.

It is not enough that people admit that they care
more about being on the top than for the pleasure
of mounting and enjoying as they mount, but the
_ spirit of advertisement prevails, the company must
make profit. Of course, the elevator is an achieve-
ment and a worthy one at that, but man’s mechan-
ical genius should not flaunt its powers to the de-
struction of ‘the beautiful. It should merely relieve
man of the routine, of the tedious, so he may the
more understand and enjoy harmonious perfections
of form.

. The Spirit of the Night.

Ohi that the spirit of night were everywhere! I
hate the day, for it leaves us nothing to imagine,
nothing to want in understanding, nothing to search
for. It brings out in sharp detail the ugly so that
it detracts from the beautiful. How the mountain
of black peered out from the dark, star-lit sky!
I see it now as I saw it then. I hear the water
gushing and breaking and plunging and it makes me
think that the mountains are wailing for the world’s
wrong. Several nights did we plad our way across
the rugged roads. with the shadowless night about
us, and sometimes I thank capitalism for denying us
the opportunity to buy a bed, for the nights when
. .we were “outcasts” we felt more at home.

The beautiful night—ah, but have I not written of
one that was not beautiful, one that was horrible,
I must be more fair to the day, and say that some
nights are ugly, and some days beautiful. And what
- is more, I think that the light of day has made me
- Jose all fear of darkness of night. It must have
 been during thc night, perhaps towards the morn-
~ ing, that Wilhelm Tell shot the apple from off his
little son's head, for had it been during the day, he
~would have used his other arrow also. Now a
~ spirit of broader day is dawning and we will have
. to complete what he might have done while he was
- at it
- To see the wretchedness of people even here, and
- to descend, as we did, upon those in Northern Italy
~and on the outskirts of Milan, is enough ‘o con-
_vince one that something is wrong. Their crude
. manners in haying and farming are unjustifiable
‘when the improved farm implements are thought of.
Hzre the women, not the helpless, dainty women
about us, but stocky, muscular women carry more
hay upon their backs than two or three city men
could carry. I do not blame a man for rising to
- give some of our wwomen a seat in a car and leaving
an Italian woman stand. One needs the seat, the
other does not. In Belgium, Switzerland, Italy and

On the Rugged Road to Copenhagen
By Sydney Greenbie

Passing through Switzerland.

Germany we saw the women do most of the heavy
work, just as we read of the peasants of a century
ago. .

Over the Alps.

The heat at that time of the year, July, was en-
tirely tuo intense for walking and our money heing
too limited to allow us to ride to Rome, the language
also heightening the barrier between us and mcre
money, we turned back after one day in Milan, to
the Alps. We took the midnight train to Chiasso,
expecting to remain in the station until dawn and
then start out on the road. At Chiasso, however,
the station was closed, ours being the last train.
We were in a fix. It was too late to get a room, and
a little too hazardous to remain out all night in a town
where you can’t speak the language. They cannot
conceive of an Amepican but what he must have
piles of money. An Italian porter who could speak
German suggested that we wait till 2 o’clock when
two Italians wonld leave for Logane with two small
wagons loaded with goods, a miniature express com-
pany. They would take us on their wagons for one
franc apiece. This we did. At the said time we
got into the wagons and the rattling commenced.
Slowly we dragged along, hardly feeling safe in this
dark, lonely place with two men who stopped at
every village inn for a drink. But day dawned and
nothing of ill occurred.

I shall close our recrossing of the Alps, a distance
of one hundred and fifty miles, which we covered in
five days, with a page from my diary, dated August
14. We were at the time of the writing nearing a
little village called Weggis on the Vierwaldstatter
See, a few miles before Luzerne.

Sunday, 6 p. m.—Will I ever regret having lived
after such a day as this? Will T ever question my-
self whether life is worth while, when living permits
of the possibilities of such days? How wonderful
was the beginning—how inexpressibly wonderful the
close. Sunlight from the sky, nature dressed in its
most costly raiment, my heart and miud as free
from fear as the day is light.

At the International Socialist Congress.

We were but a few days in Germany, staying with
friends nad trying to make up for the suffering of
the preceding three months. Copenhagen and the
International Congress has been treated so exhaus-
tively that it would be imposing as well as imperti-
nent to treat it here. My disappointment in its lack
of actual constructive work was overbalanced by its
enthusiasm. I was grieved by the uncomradely spirit
of some of our comrades, but' was more thay com-
pensated by the lovahle attitude of many of them.
It was 2n experience that satisfied a longing of three
years, since the Stuttgart Congress, and I am satis-
fied with it.

Liverpool, the last place we stopped at in Europe,
would be the last pla:e on earth or even in Mars that
I should like to find myself stranded in. You see
more tattered, emaciated, loveless, homeless, hope-
less men, women and children who seem to be
stranded in a foreign land than almost anywhere.
It is no doubt due to the heavy influx of seamen
from all over the world. With such a living ex-
ample as Liverpool, hell isn’t worth writing about.

As to how we made our way is of little interest
to the workers. I had never thought myself capa-

“through the eye of a needle.”
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ble of enduring as much as I did last summer. But
surely the worker in the svdoriferous clutch of Capi-
talism lives every day of his life that which we had
to contend withon this journey. Would it interest
him to read of a simple adventure? This I do not
believe. That which is done voluntarily, entered into
for its sensation and left when the excitement is
lessened, cannot enlist his attention. I have avoidea
all sensation. I am in earnest. My experiences have
taught me the lesson of a foreigner.

A People Without a Country.

The majority of us are chained to one country
just as Prometheus was chained to a rock, and we
groan under the infinite number of scourges heaped
upon us. We are unable to move to another place,
for fear of meeting with worse circumstances. And
this clinging to a country we call patriotism. This
cowardly cringing is idealized. It is used to humil-
iate others with. It is not co-operation, for it dares
to exclude. Tt vulgarizes love by associating it with
a principle that is essentially based upon hatred. It
is demoralizing.

One of the accusations against Socialism is that
it is an importation. I do not think that these people
would make such statements if they stopped to con-
sider a few little matters. First, the foreigner,
even though he be a Socialist at home, leaves his
home for America thinking it a land where he can
vastly improve his life conditions. He dreams of its
glorious opportunities and longs to share them. If
it were true, then, that these foreigners are the
backbone of our movement, it would be a double
condemnation of American capitalism for their turn-
ing to Socialism after getting here would lead any
reasoning person to conclude that the cause is local.

We had booked for America from Copenhagen,
third-class, and had the pleasure of mingling with
the immigrants. I regret that we had our passports
and could flaunt the fact of our birth in the eyes
of the officials. But it is difficult for a person to
encourage abuse when he can so easily avoid it. But
I say, regret, because I should like to have been
handled like a genuine immigrant and feel the sting
of humiliation as these people feel it.

The Immigrant Welcome.

But this is what we saw. Every time the officials
felt like it, it seems, they would drive the eight
hundred people down into the lower part of the ship
and an examination tork place. It was not the
examinations that were out of place, but the atti-
tude towards these people. They examine for dis-
ease and then ailow only public towels for all the
people to use in common.

It was while down belcw during vaceination, and
the air was stiffling, that we led a promising Ameri-
can into a discussion on Socialism. There were at
least two hundred Englishmen, Irishmen, and Welsh
around us. The discussion was waxing well. These
people were open-mouthed; they were almost ready
to return to their own country; they had not dreamed
of Pittsburg, Colorado, Gary, and the vast host of
life-destroying centers.  They were yet to learn that
it was as hard to land as for a “camel to pass
They did not know
that there is a lubricant that will make this passage
very easy, or perhaps they could not furnish it

I know several people who might have had to go
to Ellis Island, but paid the two pound ten extra,
went into the second class and out as soon as the
boat landed. Even those of us who had our citizen
pepers were compelled to wait for over an hour
after the second and first class passengers had gone
to go through a process of red-tape. I heard sev-
eral people exclaim that this treatment had made
them see that citizens were not all treated alike
before the law. Why should we have to wait, and
wait and wait, anxious to see our people, just be-
cause we did not or could not pay the extra twelve
dollars? Were not our papers good enough? Is
this equality before the law?

We came back with less luggnge than we had
taken with us. T had two portfolios with Socialist
literature and the words INTERNATIONAL SO-
CIALIST KONGRESS printed in big gilt letters
across the front. The inspector looked at our grip
and then wanted to look into the portfolios. 1
opened them for him and said, “It is only Socialist

literature” He smiled, but went no further.

’,
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Shall the Crucifixion of Russia Go On? %

I By Edgar White Burrill (oo

IREAT Russia is falling into ruin, and
the hearts of the people are shattered.
Evil is rampant in oufr country and
 horror prevails. People are oppressed
by want. The patient and gentle Rus-
§ sian is perishing, and a heartless tribe
ferocious with greed is being born, a
race of wolves, cruel animals of prey. Faith is dis-
solved; persons of depraved minds aim at the de-
fenseless, and take them captive with satanic shrewd-

" ness.” s
Such are the words of Maxim Gorky in his recent

book, “The Spy.” His lament is not an exaggera-
tion. There are many inland cities where all noble
aspiration is officially ridiculed. There are numer-
ous villages throughout the interior where men may
not speak the truth for fear of death or exile. There
are officials who send detachments of Cossacks to
break up meetings and outrage the women, as was
the cazs with a convention of school-teachers in the
Caucasus : there are others who permit soldiers to
stand before a hospital firing volley after volley
into it simply to frighten the patients, who, as in
one town at the massacre of Jews in Grodno, are
forced to flee under their beds or up the chimneys.
Not even reprimands from those higher up follow
such barbarous manifestations.

It is useless to try to excuse thc government.
The government is criminally responsible. The an-
nual food famines, destroying forever a large num-
ber of families, is caused by the malad. ainistration
of the country’s revenue; the suicide of hundreds of
more people is the result of inhuman conditions of
imprisonment and of exile; general repressive meas-
ures which rob the peasant of all hope and of all
further initiative are part of the avowed policy of
the rulers.” There is no excuse under heaven for
this, except that of a corrupt and devilish self-intar-
est which cuts throats in order to perpetuate its
own misrule.

When you have been through the Russian prisons,
and have heard the cry of a people fighting for
freedom as no people has ever fought before; when
you have seen a noble manhood crushed to earth
simply because it was noble and self-respecting;
when you have witnessed the piteous struggling of
these men even in death to keep hold of the life
that was not worth living, for the sake of the silver
gleam of hope that had thus far been forlorn; and
when, unable to offer help or comfort, you have
listened with tears in your eyes to the screaming
delirium of poor prisoners in hospital wards, who,
mad through suffering, called vainly over and over
and over again upon a Christ who could not save;
and, finally, when you have looked into the fright-
ened eyes of victims in the Black Hole, whose
whispering voices told of nameless agonies in the
dark and of tortures that no public press would
print—with the memory of all these hideous night-
mares in your brain, you eannot and you will not
seek to find much vindication for the Czar or for
his pitiless administrators.

A Plea for Humanity

Nor can we rely upon the figures issucd by_ the
authorities as to the extent of the “repression.”
When that arch-fabricator, M. Stolypin, Prime Min-
ister of all the Russias, said that the number of
exiles sent to Siberia in a given time did not ex-
ceed 12,000, it was proved soon afterward, in the
columns of the London Times that the figures
should have been at least 78000; and when .he
admits that the total prison capacity of the Russian
Empire, exclusive of exile stations, is 107,000 per-
sons, and that the present holdings are 181,000, we
may well conclude that the actual figures would be

lly twice that.
quZ:d this ruthless over-crowding does not take
into account the thousands that are dying pf typhus
and of scurvy because of unsanitary condnpons; of
the wholesaiec murder going on almost daily under
merely technical charges, partly in an effort to re-
duce forcibly this overcrowding; and of the count-
less innocent men and women chained together and
held for torture as “suspects,” without the benefit
even of a trial. In Warsaw in 1006, ninety per cent
of the able-bodied men were thus imprisoned Tor
months, and the proportion is spll enormous.

This merciless, silent warfare in the prisons and

elsewhere has at last done its work. The party
that stands for progress, decency, and justice is
bquen. The people’s piteous gaze and frightened
whisperings show that they have lost faith in a
better future. Betrayed within their own circles

- by such false saviors as Azeff, they wait hopelessly
Only from

for another leader among themselves,
without can help now come.

The ruthless methods of the “supressive policy”
show that the officials count the peoples’ lives as of
no more worth than noxious flies: no, not so much;
for flies it would kill painlessly by one swift stroke.
The Russian government, intent upon stamping out
all pos:%ibilities of another outbreak like the great
revolution . of 1905-7, has had no regard for the
hlflCOUS cruelty by which it was to be done. In its
blind, pagan fear, this presumably civilized -and
“Christian” empire has not cared if it also crushed
the heart and soul out of the people; for certainly
the result of its iron repression has been a more

complete moral degeneration of Russia than ex-.

isted even before.

Yet the failure of the Russian people in that pre-
mature fight for freedom was not due so much to
the weakness of their movement as to the terrible
strength of the government. Even the silence that
has enveloped Russia from 1007 to the present time
has indicated not so much a lack of activity upon
the part of the revolutionists as a keener activity
on the part of the government. But ths peogie can
do no more. Help of some sort from without is
their only hope.

International Protest Only Remedy

Is it not time that something were done to check
this awful waste? Why should we raise millions
for a few hundred earthquake sufferers in Italy
and offer not a single effective protest when Russian
rulers slay their tens of thousands? The French
Revolution was slight and momentary compared with
this silent, mysterious, official slaughter. The Span-
ish War did not bezin to have so good a cause.
Our protest to King Leopold against the Congo out-
rage, through the voice of a united, international
publi¢c opinion, was not half so justifiable or im-
portant; and yet that protest was effective. With
such an example fresh before us, let no weak
patriot say that we can do nothing. Our voice,
backed up by England’s, can work wonders. And
France and Italy stand ready to assist.

The announcement at Rome in May, 1009, of the

Czar’s possible visit to Italy’s monarch aroused tre-
mendous excitement, no: only among the rank and
file of the Italian people, but also among the mem-
bers of the Parliament. The protest went so far,
even, as to by taken up in the Chamber of Deputies.
The same thing was true in France; but the French
press, subordinated to the interests of the moneyed
class, who supply Russia with loans, necessarily
restricted their agitation against the Czar to public
meetings and pamphlets.

Already the Czar’s government has beén compelled
to pay the reluctant tribute of respect to the im-
measurable force of the world’s opinion. Tolstoi
was allowed a freedom of speech denied every
other citizen of the Empire, because the brutal
Russian bureaucrats were forced to recognize the
universal respect in which he was held. And azain
in the trial of Tschaikovsky, the Father of the Rus-
sian Revolution, unlike other cases where a secret
session is held to take testimony for the defense
after sentence has been passed and executed, the
court assembled with open doors and the witnesses
for the defense were heard on egqual terms with
those for the prosecution. Even though the gov-
ernment’s main witness was a condeinned revolu-
tionist named Pateuk, who was compelled to bring
testimonv against Tschaitkovsky under penalty of
being ¢ .ecuted at once himself if he did not do so,
yet this method marks a sl‘ght advance and at any
rate a new way for Russia. It was due to the
weight of publi: opinion.

England, however, has made a bold stand for
Russian reform. Not only was there a great dem-
onstration of disapproval on the | rt of the English
people when King Edward proposed to entertain
the Czir, his marital relative; not only did a strong
hody »f members of Parliament, as wcll as many of
the most brilliant journalists and the most influen-
tial educators of the country, rise in stern protest
against this reception of the Russian despot; but

‘that status, and that she has no right, even

a Russian Parliamentary Committee, made up of
twenty-four ctrong members of Parliament, of bish-
ops, professors, and other representative men, has
been in existence for some time: and these men are
publishing the facts about conditions in the Terror
Empire as fast as they can be obtained. Tliese Eu-
ropeaps, being nearer the center of the trouble than
we are, know more about the real conditions.

But shall America do nothing? So far we have
made no protest. Notwithstanding the fact of the
many refugees among us; notwithstanding Russia’s
flagrant violation of the rights of our naturalized
[Russian Jews, and her wanton insult to such Ameri-
cans returning to their native land; we have made
no widespread objection. Even Tolstoi’s clarion
pamphlet, “I Cannot Be Silent!” aroused but mo-
mentary interest and horror. The newspapers de-
voted but little space to the awful facts he published.

Are we to let this wholesale degradation of human
life go on? Shall we stand by idly and watch the
stoning of these martyrs? Enlightened America
has stood for higher things than that. Our training,
through the Monroe Doctrine, as policeman of the
Western Hemisphere, gives us if necessary a right
to be one of the policemen of the world. And we
shall have plenty of help if we are brave enough
to take the first step. It is well for us to remem-
ber that this same despotic Czar is he who first
urged us to throw away our weapons and to war no
more upon humanity; let us remember also Kip-
ling’s warning against this Bear that walks like a
man. Remember, finally, that this same weok-
minded “sympathizer with the people” is the head
of the party responsible for this monstrous state
of affairs, and that, because, forsooth, his own
capital city, provided with sewage for drinking-
water, was reeking with a cholera epidemic in 1909,
he took a vacation abrcad, being dined by King
Edward, in the face of popular protest, feasted by
the bankers of France, and invited to share royalty’s
best in Rome—and then let us ask ourselves if this
cry of a people, this agonized appeal of a nation
nearly twice as large as ours, but helplessly bowed
down by suffering, shall go unanswered.

The Facts Misrepresented

- But it is not enough to pity the persecuted peu-\
ant. And by simply laying the blame at the feet of
the Czar and his associates, we ourselves become
tacit accomplices in his awful crime. Unless we
array ourselves actively on the other side. unless
we definitely declare for the peasant, we shall be
against him. Russia must hear the unmistakable,
organized indignation of the other empires. As we
assumed responsibility in stopping the Congo abuse,
so now we must feel our obligation towards wronged
humanity in Russia. T

Every moment that we delay, we are assisting
in this devilish profanation of human beings, and
must take our share of shame for it before God"
great judgment sezt. ;

We need not intervene by battle; we cannot
threaten by treaty. But a solid protest by the na-
tions could effectually boycott this barbarous power,
which hag again, in the coercion of brave little Fin-
land, defied the very conception of international
good faith. A group of distinguished European
jurists, representing the chairs of international law
a* the univcrsities of Oxford, Cambridge, Berlin,
Paris, Leyden, Brussels, and Gottingen, and in-
cluding such men as Professor Westlake, Sir Ed-
ward Fry and Sir Frederick Pollock among their
British compeers, with Professors Anschutz von
Bar, Lapradelle and Nys among their con al
colleagues, have issued a voluntary manifesto on
behalf of Finland, in which it is shown that Fin-
land has a solemn treaty right to the autonomy
which she had bteen enjoying, and that the comp
d’etat which the Ruisian government is con :
ing is a violation of her Consti‘ution. s ek

They show that Finland was taken a hundred
years ago by Alexander I, not as a conguered
province to be precariously endowed with tempo-
rary privileges, but as an autonomous orgunism
“from herceforth placed in the rank of nations and
free as regards internal affairs.” They show thit
Russia is today morally and I:gally bound to respect

to impair the con:titutional prerogatives and po
of Finland, save with the latter"t consent,
This deliberate judyment of distinguished

s
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' interested jurists must have much b ihe

_opinion of thc world. In fact, the case of

this wanton destruction of the liberties of Finland

by Russia offers a most apprapmte occasion for us

- Manifesto (1905),”

to speak forcibly. For if, in this case as in so many

.;ei those that have concerned his own people alone—

notably, the continued violation of the “October
and the open disregard of the
_edict abolishing political exile (1900) and of the

- much earlier one abolishing « corporal punishment

for unconvicted prisoners—if the Czar has no re-
spect for his plighted word, we ought no longer to

continue an entente cordiale with such an uncml-
ized and untrustworthy Power.

The Tragedy of Finland

 The fate of Finland certainly concerns us inti-
mately. More than the Poles, the Finns are our
essential relatives. Theirs is a race that is typically
Western, more so than any other race in the vast
Russian Empire. Its civilization has never been
Oriental. Its religion is Lutheran. The language
“that it speaks is akin to old English and almost
identical with Swedish. It has believed in Consti-

tutional and in representative government from re- -

mote ages. In inteilect, in its steady faith in order

and "in democratic ideals, in respect for woman-

hood, this race has been a leader among Western
peoples.

Runxa seeks now to crush Finland as she crushe\.
Poland and her own native people. She will un-
doubtedly try to wipe from memory the ancient
usages and traditions of this superior Grand-Duchy,
even as she is doing in Poland. = But even the Polish
school-children were filled with the spirit of revolt
when required to learn their lessons in the Russian
language, all the pupils in Warsaw one day going
on a strike, with the restult that the schools were
deserted, the parents could not compel their children
to attend, and the authorities, not daring to turn
Cossacks loose upon mere boys and girls, finally
arranged that Polish might be used in private schools.
The public school system of Polaud ever since has
been demoralized, while the private schools are
filled to overflowing.

Is the same thing now to occur in Finland? Is
there to be & similir repression of knowledge and
culture, as in Russia proper, where the school-
houses are turned into prisons whenever deemed
necessary, seventy-two buildings being thus con-
verted in three months of 1905, despite the crying
need of more educational facilities? Is private
‘mstrucﬁon, even, to be looked upon with suspicion,
when given by the father of a family to his son?
This was the case when an educated Russian, over-
heard translating Plato’s “Republic,” was denounced
as an anarchist, separated from his child, and fined
2,000 roubles for the “illegal exercise of scholastic
functions,” in addition to the expense of paying
for the boy's subsequent instruction at a statc school.
Is this tyranny to be extended now to enlightened
Finland, whose umversities have long contributed
to the intellectual life of their time? Is the iron
hand which has been applied to Poland, Esthonia,
and other regions, now to fall upon the unique civili-
zation of this land, so that its constitution shall
become waste paper and its long conspicuous and
splendid intellectunal and spiritual vitality a thing
of naught? Truly, this Land of a Thousand Lakes
deserves a better fate.

It is another iustance of the reactionary, autocratiz
despotism of the East in bitter warfare with the
clarion civilization of the Vest. Again there is a
conflict as appealing to our sympathies and to our
sense of fraternity as the conflict between Chris-
tianity and Mohammedanism in the miserable epoch
of Turkisk misrule. Of course, it would be foolish
today to organize crusades, or even to declare war;
but the world could use to good effect the keen
and powerful weapon of political ostracism. No
nation with self-respect would then enter into alli-
ance with Russia, or receive its sovereign with pub-
lic honors—much less visit him—or continue to
res d to its appeals for financial loans. While

: may still condone or ignore its base op-

~ pressions, while they may fear to intervene in its

flagrant breeches of public faith, respect for the
barbarous Russiza government, which is responsi-

~ ble for these crimes, must in future be lacking and

official relations no longer cordial.
: Insult to American Citizenship

Nor do we need to find a pretext for wholesale
indignation so far afield ws Finland. There is
&pe’uﬁc cause for x.omplaint in Russia’s flagrant and
-gratuitous insult to American citizenship v refusing
to recognize the  passports of naturalized Jews.
American citizens are entilled to civil treatment in

~ foreign countries, irrespective of race or creed, and

when Russia diseriminates against American Jews

: “holding valid passports who desire to visit her for

legitimate purposes, she is adopting a policy which
we ought not for a moment to countenance. It is

no excuse to say that Russia does not extend the
passport privilege to the Jews who claim: citizenship
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HE PEOPLE’S ADVENT

BY GEMLD MASSEY

. "Pis cominz u‘P
And this ol world is g:owing brlghter.
We may not see sublime,
Yet hlﬁh hopes make the heart throb

ter.
Our dust may slumber underground
When it :v’akel the world in wonder ;
But we hnve felt it gathering round-—
We have heard its volce of distant thun-

der.
"Tis comlng! yes, 'tis coming!

'Tis coming now, that glorious time,
Foretold by seers and sung in story,

For which, when thinking was a crime,
Souls leaped to heaven from scaffolds

They pmelz But lo! the work they have
wroug
Now the crowned hopes of centuries bics

The Xlxhtnlnz of thelr living thought

Is flashing throu;ih us, bmln and bosom :
'Tis coming! yes, 'tls coming!
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in other countries, and that to grant to American
Jews a privilege not extended to people of the same
race who bring passports from other nations would
obviously result in incalculable difficulties to the
Russian government. No doubt it would; but that
simply shows that reform of her mcthode should
be extended to them also.

The United States Department of State has been
very patient in the years of discussion about the
matter, and has cheerfully waited when all sorts
of difficulties have been raised by Russia, together

" with talk about the revision of her own laws relat-

ing to the Jews in and out of the districts in which
she compels them to reside, these laws and their
revision being supposed to bear vitally upon the
passport question. But now it seems as though
more active and vigorous measures should be taken
to compel her to accord equal treatment to all Amer-
ican citizens lawfully traveling abroad. Those who
point out that we cannot undertake to influence
her domestic legislation surely cannot deny that we
have a clear moral and legal right to insist on such
a full recognition of the American passport and of
the .equality of treatment which it bestows upon all
American citizens. -

If we do not do so, we may expect a repetition
of cases like that of ithe United States army soldier,
Strombach, who was executed by Russian officials
in 1909. This man, visiting his aged mother in the
province of Kursland, Russia, and taking her his
accumulated savings of fifteen years, with a formal
furlough in his pocket, was arrested on a trumped-
up charge of having deserted from one of the
Czar’s regiments long before, court-martialed, and
almost immediately shot to deali on his mother’s
farm. This, of course, was exceptional. But until
Russians get the impression that American pass-
ports have vital meaning, that American ideals of
justice and fair play will no longer tolerate dis-
crimination against her passports according to arbi-
trary conditions of creed and race, and that Ameri-
cans as a people will not be indifferent to wanton
insult and contumely heaped upon any of those who
bear such certificates of equality—until then, Russia
will not accord the necessary respect to our repre-
sentatives who travel in Ler aomains nor pay atten-
tion to any remonstrance that we may make against
other inhumanities or high-handed procedures.

. Many Precedents for Action

But there are people who will still contend, in spite
of these various‘chances for definite protest, that
there is no precedent for any <71.a international in-
terference with the affairs of unother country. To
show that such a statement is a miserable subter-
fuge, it is only necessary to point out that the
merciful and peace-loving nations of the world
have, for the sake of justice to others and for the
common welfare of all mankind, again and again
gong into the arena of international affairs, not least
of whom 'has been the United States.

The nations of the world gave liberty to Switzer-
land, taking it from the talons of the eagles of
empire; they gave liberty to Greece, taking it with
its cross from under the flag and crescent of the
Turk; they separated Belgium and Holland in 1830,
making the former neutral territory; and they eman-
cipated Bulgaria. They told the Austrians to take
care of Bosnia and Herzegovina: and although
Austria practically defied Russia when she took the
Serb provinces in 1908, she did so because of the
understanding betveen the St. Petersburg officials
and her own bankers, who have repeatedly loaned
:arge sums of money to the Russian government.
Though by that move Russian diplomacy was sadly
discredited and her authority flouted with impunity,
the fact that her resentment was unavailing and of
a merely nominal character seems to show that the
whole thing was tacitly allowed by Russia in view
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" or her heavy financial indebtedness to the Austrians.

However that may be, the nations acted jointly

: again at Paris in 1856 when they told Russia how far

it might or might not go in its march towards Con-
stantinople. They did this again ir Berlin in 1878,
They stepped between China and Japan in 1804
And lastly, in the person of the United States of
America, they stcpped between Japan and Russia
at Portsmouth in 1905. They made Russia more
than once keep its xmpenal eagles from swooping
down upon China and tearing it to pieces. All these
cases certainly do establish precedents for action
by the Powers in checking Russia’s barbarous re-
gime today; and it is peuxllarly fitting that America,
which has been so prominent in peace considerations
with Russia heretofore, should now be the one to
take the initial step.

Revolution Justifiable

Certain  easy-going, provincial-minded people,
however, will continue to turn aside with the remark
that the chief sufferers of Russia's “repressive
policy,” the Revolutionists and anarchists, deserve
the harsh treatment they receive. The reply, as
already pointed out, is that the anarchists by no
means represent any considerable percentage of this
stricken people, and that the sane reformers, called
broadly the Revolutionists, ~have far more righteous
cause for their unsuccessful protest' to the gov-
ernment than did our own forefathers for their
successful revnlt in 177 In this connection, it is
well also to remember that while a state of civil
war exists in any country, as the martial law still
in force in Russia proclaims such to be the case
there, terrorism can be justified in the same way
as warfare of the usual sort. Certainly if the de-
struction of human life by official pogroms and
massacres is admissible at all, then the Terrorist
method of assassination, though dobubtless more
novel, is equally legitimate, less destructive numer-
ically, less harmful to the country, more painless,
more discriminating, and more justifiable. But at
present the activity of the infinitesimal Terrorist
minority has ceased and so may rightfully be dis-
regarded in the dlscus:mn

The government’s act1v1ty. on the other hand has
only increased. The agitation against the Jews in
particular continues unabated. They are still being
expelled by hundreds of families from cities like
Kiefii Two hundred thousand Russian refugees,
mottly Jews, are already scattered over the earth,
20,000 of these having come to this country. Today
they are part of our cosmopolitan citizenship. Surely
this fact should give us the prerogative of speaking.
for we are more vitally affected by Russia's puni-
tive policy than any other nation; it has become
necessary for us to shelter, educate and save those
whom Russia drives by persecution from her doors.
Much as we may glory in our opportunity, it ought
not to be necessary for us to do this. Untrammeled
by any foreign entaglements with “balances of
power,” we are in a position most free to insist
that the conditions which make this a necessity shall
cease.

Stop Foreign Loans

Now there is one very practical way, as pointed
out previously, by which the power of the regime
could be crippled. They must have money, much
money, in addition to the internal levizs, to pay their
soldiers and carry on the work of repression. Rus-
sia's own financial resources were exhausted lonz
ago, even before the war with Japan. But she is
still able to borrow all the money she wants, in
Austria, in England, and especially in France. If
these foreign loans were stopped, the government
would have to suspend operatinons for lack of funds.
The suffering peasants, already taxed to destruc-
tion, cannot understand why it is that these coun-
tries, although professing friendship and sympathy
for them, continue their oppression by lending money
to their tyrants; again and again they ask the help-
less traveler how these things ¢an be. Now na
genuine protest on our part, while aot amounting
to an industrial boycott—a method practiced else-
where most effectively by China—would tend to in-
fluence these oither countries. It is practicable: it
can prevent further lcans. But.first, there must
be a resolute concerted public opinion e\prc:.sed by
the Aimerican people

That sori of public opinion by itself is enough;
it can do anything, even to checking the power of
the Russian autocrats. For “public opinion” binds
one tighter than any chains that may be forged.
It is more powerful than all the material forces of
this universe.

When this public opinion rises sure ena firmn and
strong, no material force on earth can stop it. For
it is “God Himsclf moving among men.” Let hat
the united opinion of the American people be once
spoken, sternly, inexorably, and this voice of the
people will indeed be the voice of God, causing
corrupt Russia to cower. Her fires of hel! can be
quenchied by hwi own people if we will only sound
such an alarm.
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- A Silence That

ALF a million people marched in mourn-
ing. The skies above them wept and

g mingled with ithe warm tears of the
marchers. The banners, black banners
8 with white letters, thickly interspersed
" among the marchers, told the sad legend
of the silent procession. On March 25th, their sis-
ters and brothers, shirt w=ist makers, to the num-
ber of 146 met death in the flames of the Triangle
shop fire nine and ten stories above the earth. And
on April sth, the day when the last seven bodies,
charred beyond all recogniticn, were buried by the
city half a million of New York’s toilers marched
in mourning for their dead and in silent protest
against the system that murdered them.

For class intensity and class solidarity the silent
procession of April sth stands unparalleled in the
history of the Western Hemisphere. It was by all
odds the most sustained and most impressive work-
ing class demonstration the New World has yet seen.

In a large measure the class intensity and class
bitterness which the silence of the parade has shown,
was caused by the authorities, by the government
of New York City. As in life so in death the work-
ing men and women were betrayed by the master
class and their servants, the authorities, the police.

Three days after the Triangle shop fire the coro-
ner granted the Ladies Waist Makers’” Union per-
mission to take charge of all unidentified fire vic-
tims and bury them at the expense of the union
and with union honors. The city authorities were
at that time the target of attacks from nearly all
‘quarters. They were charged with having caused
the death of the 146 girls and men by official negli-
gence, by failing to enforce the law with regard to
fire escapes and fire safety. The city authoriti.s
wanted to placate the workers and consequently
promised to turn over the bodies of the unidentified
victims to them for burial

A _few days later, however, the authorities col-
lected themselves. They seemed to realize that the
burial of the unidentified fire victims by their fellow
workers would evoke a demonstration of labor that
would be far from reassuring to the system that
was responsible for the fire and the ghastly toll it
exacted. And a scheme was found to break the
promise to organized labor.

It was announced that the coroner had nothing
to do with disposal of the unidentified bodies. The
man who had charge of the charred fire victims
was the commissioner of charities, and the commis-
sioner of charities refused to surrender the bodies
to the union. The city, he said, would bury the
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the cold rain drops of the clouds inter-

By Elias Tobenkin

unidentified in one oi the plots it owned in Ever-
green cemetery. The city hall approved the decis-
ion of the commissioner of charities.

There was nothing the workers could do but grit
their teeth at the betrayal by the authorities of New
York. It was decided, however, to hold a demon-
stration all the same. The demonstraticn was to be
held on the day of the funeral of the unidentified
victims. The authorities then got busy and tried
to block the demonstration. They would hold the
bodies of the unidentifi~d victims for ten days, they
announced. This, of course, was a skillful move to
give the masses time to “cocl off.”

But the working masses announced sulienly: “We
will hold a demonstration on the day of the funeral
whenever that funeral will be held.” It was a case
of Greek meet Greek. The authorities then took
the matter of granting a pQ{mit for the demons.ri-
tion “under advisement.” A

“Permit or no permit, we will hold a procession,”
the workers announced. That had its effect The
city authorities feared to meddle with public senti-
ment any longer. A permit was granted. Only
the workers were to “behave.” They were net to
have any “violent” banners in the processicn.

Wednesday, April sth, the twelith day after the
Triangle fire, was announced by the authorities as
the day when the funeral of the unidentified victims
would be held. The Ladies Waist Makers’ Union
announced that Wednesday would be the day of the
Silent Procession.

Through the Socialist press and circulars the an-
nouncement was spread from tenement to tenement,
from sweatshop to sweatshop. “Lay down vour
tools on Wednesday. Desert your shops. Let not
a wheel turn. Let not a machine buzz,” the message
ran from mouth to mouth.

Wednesday, April sth, came and New York, cold,
cynical New York, lost its self-satisfied grin of
complacency and took om an expression of serious-
ness, of apprehension, of vague tear.

The weather was such as to preclude a’l possi-
bility of a march or demonstration on that day.
A drizzling rain lashed against the gray tenements
and swept through the streets. But the rain did
not matter. The day’s wages whicih thousands
upon thousands of workers could ili af-
ford to lose did not matter. The fecar of being
“fired” for staying away from work lost its sting.

i

Spoke

Individual interests and discomforts were forgotten
and the great wrony the wrong done to their class
was alone remembered. :

A million men and women, fathers uaving fami-
lies to support, children having uged parents to
support, all stayed away from their shops.

By eight o'clock Wednesday morning every train,
street car, subway, elevated that leads to the East
Slde_ emptied thousands of pecple who came to
participate in the procession. Rutgers Square, a lit-
tle .brcathing place in the heart of the ghetto, was
designated as the. starting point of the demonstration.

By 10 o'clock there were 50,000 people on the
square and in the neighboring streets. Three hun-
dred mounted police arrived on the scene. Traffie
was suspended for blocks and blocks.

. Noon found a quarter of a million people standing
in the rain waiting patiently for the parade to start.

It started at a quarter after 1 and ended at 7
o'clock in the evening. At first the people marched
five abreast. Then when the police saw that there
was no end to the procession they ordered them
to march eight and finally ten abreast. Even march-
ing ten abreast it took nearly three hours for the
entire line of march to pass a given point.
~ The rest was silence. The black banners with the
inscriptions “we mourn our loss” and “we mourn
the death of our sisters and brothers, Triangle fire,
March 25th, 1911,” alone spoke.

The line of march led through the streets where
many of the fire victims lived. Every time a tene-
ment was passed where one or more of the victims
had lived sounds of weeping would come from a
score of windows; on the sidewalk, a woman, per-
haps a mother or sister of the victim, would faint.
There would be a commotion for a moment or two
and then there was again silence and suppressed
sobhing among the marchers. .

Girls predominated in the procession. Their thin
clothes afforded but little protection against the cold
rain. They were drenched and chilled to the bone.
The hours of waiting before the march and the
hours of marching weakened many of them. But
the patience they displayed was wonderful.  Not
one yielded to weakness and exhaustion. Not one
of them dropped out of the line.

And when the march was over New York stood
aghast. The silence of a million workers, who on
a week day laid down their work and emptied thou-
sands of factories to honor their murdered dead,
was a spectacle of class sensitiveness and class loy-
alty which industrial America had never yet seen..
It was a silence that spoke; a silence that brought
home the indignation ¢f the masses. It was a silence
that spelled revolution. :

GARDEN NOTES—Home and Market Cucumbers

====tUCUMBERS are wanted in every
family, and they are good for slicing,
pickling and mixing with other vege-
tables, in making chow-chow and such
combinations as delight the appetite.
They have been used, by civilized peo-
ple for more than four thousand years.
Now, every up-to-date garden contains
a few hills of cucumbers. Many speci-
alists make good money, in planting cucumbers, in
green houses, or open ground, to cater to .the
market demands for something green at a time
when most plants are asleep. 2

Any soil that produces good garden crops will
grow nice cucumbers. The chief requirements of
the vines are rich, deep worked land, thorough gul«
tivation, shade for the cucumbers and early picking
of the fruits. One ounce of seed will sow one
hundred hills and three pounds will seed an acre.
The seed can be bought of any seedsman, for one
dollar per pound, but a packet. costing ﬁye cents, is
enough for the ordinary family. May is the best
time for planting as the frost is then over.

There are several varietics of cucumbers, some
introduced for forcing in greenhouses, others hav-
ing marks for pickling and others being of special
beantv fo:ms to sell on the public markets.. For the
home gardener, and the one who wants to dispose of
surplus cucumbers, either on a private or open
market, the Long Green and White Spine are proba-
bly the hest sorts to plant. They bear heayy crops.
keep fruiting until frost and do not require extra

care in handling. Nl
kg Q'Kﬂm'liﬂ may stand three feet apart in the

BY JOEL SHOMAKER*

rows and do well. Some plant six feet either way,
and put rows of bunch beans between the cucumbers.
The beans do not injure the cucumbers, in fact, they
are assistants in supplying shady spots for the
fruits to set and grow to perfection. Early beans,
such as Valentine or Wax sorts, come off before
the cucumbers are in bearing. Both may be planted
in most latitudes, after the first of May, without
danger from late freezing.

My (xperience, in growing cucumbers, tells me
to top the vines after they et about four feet long.
They set more fruits that will mature and branch
out and cover the earth. The fruits must be picked
just as soon as they are large enough, before they
begin to ripen, and the best wax is to cut the stems,
from the vines, with a sharp knife. The more fre-
quently the vines are watered, and the full-grown
fruits picked, the more cucumbers you may expect
from the acre.

Many green houses contain nothing but cucumber
plants, as the cwners have discovered they can
make more mor.ey in that way than from growing
roses or other flowers. 1 have often paid thirty
cents each ‘ur hot-house cucuv abers, and once 1
remember paying fifty cents for a nice specimen,
from a neighboring green house. Some growers
plant the new Japanese Climbing sort and train the
vines on trellisses, the same as morning glory or
ornsmental gourds.

Cucumbers shoul! be picked when they are from :

s

five to eight inches long. If wanted for slicing the
largest fruits are generally in demand, that is, if they
do not show any yellow. For pickling the small

ones are the best. They should be gathered and

handled the same day. Farmers, who make a busi-
ness of growing cucumbers for market, find it dif-
heult to get help just at the right time, anc keep the

vines ‘vell picked of marketable-sized fruits. They &

generally have seven to twelve tons of cucumbers
0 the acre and get fair prices, if the fruits are
green and fresh. ‘ S

For early cacumbers seed many be planted in the
house and set out later in the season. Some grow-
ers use old strawberry cups for starting the plants,

others sow the seed in tomatc cans and many make

paper cups, by fulding newspupers or wrapping pa-
per and filling with earth. Of course the roots of
the cucumber must not be disturbed during the

transplanting pened, and if paper is used for fore-
ing cups, it should be lified and put into a hole in
the ground, without breaking. Moisture will seon

cause it to decay and allow the roots to collect soil-

Cucumbers are generally sent to market in paper-

tined hoxes and displayed os other vegetables. Of =
course the general market crop is not handled so

carefully, as it does not pay the grower to pack se
carefully. But, cucumbers, like everything else,
put on the competitive markets, must have an at-
tractive appearance. For many fruits a»i vege-
tables are sold on their appearance in ths marke

stand, and not on merit or special qualitie
gardener will soon find {lis to be a fact.
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Soon to be Published

Next week the Coming Nation will
publish the first installment of one of
the most valuable series of articles that
has ever appeared in any Socialist pub-
lication.

They are written by W. J. Ghent, au-
thor of “Our Benevolent Feudalism,”
and now acting as private secretary for
Congressman Victor L. Berger.

They treat of “Workingmen's Com-
pensation,” and will be the firet articles
appearing in any Socialist publication
that adequately cover this subject, now
of such burning interest to workers all
over the world.

The first article will deal with the ex-
tent and consequences of industrial ac-
cidents in America, The figures which
Comrade Ghent has gathered are almost
beyorid belief, but they are buttressed
with unimpeachable authorities.

There will be numerous illustrations,
and this whole series will prove a store-
house of knowledge for the Socialist
workers.

This issue will also contain the open-
ing installment »f “What Is the Army?”
by Leonard O. Cowdrey. The autnor
served six years in the regular army,
and was honorably discharged. He,
therefore, speaks not only from knowl-
edge, but cannot be accused of trying to
“get even” because he did not give sat-
isfactory service.

He takes up the story of the methods
by which men are enticed into the army,
tells the whole story of the breaking in
of new recruits, the brutality and the
humiliation which they are compelled
to endure. and describes the toadyism
and bullying that 1s characteristic of
army discipline. All the degradation of
the soldier's life is depicted, and the
picture as a whole, is one that, if it
could be circulated as widely as the al-
luring lies with which workers are
drawn into the army, would go far to
stop this trade of butchery.

Keir Hardie has given an interview to

Desmond Shaw, the Britiss correspond-
ent of the Comine Nation, which will
appear next week. In this we get the
views of the foremost British Socialist,
not only on conditions in England, but
also some very suggestive remarks on
the American movement as seen from
the other side.

There will be some splendid fiction,
Alexander Irvine gives us in “Mike's
Story” something which is as thrilling
‘as any fiction, and yet wnich is only the
_ simple truth. It is a story of peonage
_in southern lumber camps. Comrad:
_Irvine spent some time as a laborer in
/. these camps himself in order to gather
\ material, and this story is one that,
hen investigated by the United States
jorities, had much to do with the

of the slave drivers in the

he story is illustrated with a num-
of photographs taken by Comrade

Goods ond Rights

L S BY ELLIS O. JONES

 There are two kinds of things that
‘may be stolen; goods and rights.
Respectable people do not steal goods,
‘not because they are any more honest,
but because the authorilies can come
long and recover the goods. This
ows the wisdom of respectable peo-
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also to kéep i, which is really the im-
portant thing.

man who grants the franchise; we may

THE CO{ING, NATION
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THE SAME OLD PLOT

BY A. M. SIMONS

BN OT even in the details of its devilment is there any
W originality in the plot to hang the officials of the
Internationa! Bridge Builders and Structural Iron
Workers. The whole scheme is so manifestly
copied after the one which failed to hang the ofli-
cials of the Western Federation of Miners that a
large portion of the capitalist press are refusing
the conspiracy and are pointing out the weakness

to be a party to
in the story.

In both cases the unions struck at are those which are closest
to the great United States steel trust. The Western Federation of
Miners was encroaching upon the production of the raw material
The iron workerT were the first to use the finished

of that trust.
product.

All organization of labor between these two extremes had al-
ready been crushed.

These unions were logically the next to be attacked. ,

In each case the murderous conspiracy was the climax of a
long war. The Mine Owners’ Association in the mountain states,
and the Merchants’ and Manufacturers’ Association on the Pacific
Coast had fought by every means in its power, including all forms
of legal and illegal violence, to crush organization among its workers.

In each case the climax came with a great explosion. In the
miners’ case this was the Independence Depot. With the iron work-
ers it was the Los Angeles Times.

In the first case the work was done so clumsily that evidence
was at once in hand that the mine owners had done the work. Con-
sequently there was no investigation, no prosecution and the work-
ers who were blown to atoms remain unavenged.

With the Los Angeles Times all evidence points to the explo-
sion being due to gas, and it was, therefore, impossible to fix crim-
inal blame upon the Merchants’ and Manufacturers’ Association.

It made a starting poini, however, from which a widely ad-
vertised detective could start in his efforts to fix the crime upun
union labor.

Here the paraﬁc] goes even closer.

McPartland had gained much notoriety from his work against
the Mollie McGuires. William J. Burns had been touted for his
prosecution of the grafters in San Francisco. McClure’s Maga-
zine, the same periodical that published the disgusting mess of lics
poured forth by Orchard, has been touting Burns for months.

So the stage was set.

But the parallel would never have been complete without the
same illegal kidnaping. So, on a Saturday night, in Indianapolis,
just as six years ago on a Saturday night in Denver, a union office
was broken into, its head official seized, given no opportunity to
appeal to the law, and hurried in secret across the continent.

Such action is a confession of guilt on the part of those respon-
sible for the kidnaping. Burns and those behind him knew that
every advantage lay with them in an appeal to the courts. These
courts are controlled by the class that Burns represents.

Yet they did not dare to appeal to their own courts. They
feared to grant the henefit of even this class-made law to the work-
ers, lest thercby the conspiracy be exposed.

"Then came the same weird tales of wholesale dynamiting such
as would disgust the reader of a nickel novel.

We are asked to believe that two men, whom Burns himself
states knew they were shadowed and had been shadowed for months,
were. in spite of that shadowing, carrying suit cases filled with in-
fernal machines about with them waiting for the moment when
Burns should wish to arrest them.

We are asked tc helieve that the President of a great Inter-
national Union engaged in wholesale murder, and kept the instru-
ments of destruction in his office where they could be seized at
any time. .

In short, we are asked to believe that these men were at once
the most cunning, shrewd and farseeing criminals of the age and, at
the same time, the most hopeless fools.

Every force at the command of the capitalist class and at the
command of the most powerful forces in modern society, have been
marshalled to accomplish the murder of these men.

There is but one force powerful enough to prevent that mur-
That force is an aroused working class.

With the memory of what was done in the cases of Moyer,

Haywood and Pettibone. the working class is entering upon that

fight with a solidarity and a determination that promises victory.

der.
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& .Respectablc people steal only rights,
herwise called franchises. A franchise
something that enables one ngt only
take what belongs to another, but

the whole thing is iniquitous,
But

o We cannot touch the franchise.
We may expose and jail the council-

bility of contract.

expose and jail the man who hands him
the bribe; we may feel right sure that

(And here we place the great But.)

To
do so would be to violate the inviola-

- The Socialist Scouts

Boys and girls who have not entered the
foclalist Scout organization ought (o read
“Scout News” and see how other young
Socialists are getting alonz with the work.
What they are doing others can do.
There's room for more Scouts If applica-
tions are filed before warm weather. Scouts
gell the CominNg. NaTioNx aud Appeal to
Reason and take subscriptions for both
papers. They make 100 per cent omn all
sales and earn valuable preminms Dbe-
gides. It costs nothing to begin the work.
A bundle of ten NATiONs will be sent to
nl:iy boy or girl who agrees to remit half
price for what papers he sells and to re-
turn heads of unsold copies. Address re-
quests to “Scout Dep't.,"” Appeal to Reason
Girard, Kans., and first bundle, letter of
instruction and prize list will ba sent,

JAMES DALE RUICE,

Morgantown, W. Va.,, boasts a number
of staunch Socialist agitators. Among
them jis the young Scout whose photo ap-
ears above., [e is increasing {)us route
n the face of much opposition aad plant-
i)xigt Sociallsm under the very noses of the

es,

I sold them quick. There is one man
that gets the ComING NATioN all the time
and one that gets the Appeal all the time.
—Harry Henchey, I'a.

I have sold every one each week ex-
cept two of the third bundle. Times are
very hard. The Consolidated Coal c¢om-
pany is only working one day each week.
I expect to do Dbetter when work is bet-
ter. 1 received my badge and I like it
very much.-—Bennie Holdsworth, . Va.

We are doing fine with our CoMING
NaTIoNsS. We have eighteen regular cus-
tomers. We hope to get more when the
weather gets better. We want to do all
we can towards the movement.—Myrtle
and Lillian Jones, Pa.

I find it quite easy to sell papers. My
brother belongs to the local at pflamlltn?-
St. at Allentown, and my sisters are in-
terested in Socialism, but are mnot old
enough to join the party yet. 1 like the
children's page in the COMING NATION best
but the whole paper Iis good. It's a
“dandy"” through and through.—Eleanur
M. Herriger, I'a.

I can hardly give my NATIONS away
guicker than I sell them. I am only ten
years old and belong to a family of So-
clalists. 1 attend every meeting of the
branch of which my father is recording
secretary and go to the Socialist Sunday
School. I expect to increase my order to
thirty soon and then hustle for more.
Yours for the Co-operative Commonwealth,
Eva M. P. Barr, Pa.

Please send five of each kind. I sold my
bundle of ten in two hours Sunday evening.
This is a small place toa. 1 am the proud-
est boy you ever saw because I am helping
the Cause. Your little Comrade Decader,
Bruce, Mo.

We . have just received the
They're fine. Also the badges.
Leon Wooby, N. J.

lanferns.
Robert and

SONG WRITERS
SEND US YOUR WORK

We will arrange, publish, copywright, and adver-
tise it among musie buyers. Sone Poems, and Mus-
ical Compositions Wanted. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Send your Mss. today. Address Desk 24

‘K. \IRKUSJDUGDALE CO., Washington, D. C.

S Tend
O, 5733 Wayne Btreet, DAYTON. OHIO

tial
THOMAS NF6.

i WILL MAKE YOU
PROSPEROUS

and help you make big money at once.

Unusual rtun without
3 u%}u‘?;mm&
~ Nirits today.

NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE REALTY 0.
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The AJuutum of Red Feather and
Poppy

BY K'TTIE SPARGUR HULSE

How Red Feather Got a Name
(Copyright, 1911, by Kittie Spargur Hulse)

(Concluded)
JOPPY wore a buckskin
dress that was really more
like a sleeveless shirt reach-
ing to her knees and a
pair of beaded moccasins.
Around her neck
queer necklace of beads,
bear-claws. Her hair was

was+ a

shells, and
braided in two braids and tied with fine
buckskin strings.

When Poppy’s mother went to gather
fruit or seeds she wore a great basket
shaped like a cornucopia, called a “jo-ki”
hanging down her back, the point al-
most touching the ground. The buck-
string strap that held it passed around
her head, across her forehead. This
left both hands free to gather fruit or
seeds which were tossed over her shoul-
ders into the basket. Down Poppy's
back hung the little jo-ki that her grand-
mother had made her, exactly like her
mother’s.

Red Feather was dressed much like
his sister. In his hair he wore a red
feather. His necklace was made en-
tirelykof bear’s claws and elk teeth.
His arms were bare and he wore sev-
eral armlets of beads and a brass brace-
let that had come from the white man’s
land. He also wore a bead belt and
quiver for his arrows that his dear
mother Sunflower had made him. In
his hand wids a bow that his grandfa-
ther had made.

It would have surprised you had you
seen how far and how straight Red
Feather couid shoot. He had shot a
rabbit, two or three ground squirrels
and a magpie before they reached the
plum patch, more than a mile from
home. He stuck some of the prettiest
feathers in his sister's hair. Do not
think that the little Indian boy killed out
of mere cruelty. The lives of the In-
dians depended on their skill with bow
and arrow and it was necessary for
them to have living, moving marks to
practice on.

They had taken no dinner with them,
but they found plenty of service-berries,
wild currants, anfl‘}ulﬂower seeds and
seeds of other kinds. They drank from
the spring at the foot of the cliff. They
painted their faces red with the red
powder they foumd near the roots of
the wild rose-bushies. They played hide-
and-seek, also, but not as you do. They
would hide and then find each ‘other by
tracking or trailing, which was not easy
to do in the plum brush where the
moccasined feet left little trace.

The shadows grew very long. The
two children were so interested in their
play that they failed to notice the gath-
ering thunderstorm. A peal of thunder
frightened them. They started for home
at once, but they had gone only a short
distance when great rain-drops com-
menced to fall.

“Let us run to the cave!” shouted Red
Feather. Away they went as fast as
they could go, Poppy's little jo-ki bob-

bing up and down and around like a
ship in distress, spilling secds and ber-
ries all the way. They ran laughing
through the low eatrance to the cave.
They had often played there, The cave
was some fifty feet long, but narrow
and low. Never since the Indians had
made their camp on the river bank had
wild animals made their homes in it,
probably because it was so often visited
. by the Indians.

“Look!” said Red Feather, pointing
to a great foot-print in the soft sand

near the eantrance and which in the dim
light could not be plainly seen when
they first entered the cave. At the
same time he heard a dreadful sound

and saw two round, shining objects in-

the darkness at the farther end of the
cave.

“Run, Brother!” screamed Poppy.

Poppy and her mcther

“No! You run! T stay! said Red
Feather, fitting an arrow to the string
as quick as thought and dropping to one
knee as he did so. Poppy realized the
danger, young as she was, but she would
not desert her brave little brother. She
caught up a large stone, nearly all che
could lift, and waited.

Red Feather aimed at one of the
shining spots and let go the bowstring.
There was a terrible roar and the lunge
of a great body toward him. But he had
sprung to one side and in front of his
sister. A great panther, mad with rage
and pain, rolled on the ground at his
feet, striking out in every direction
with his powerful paws. The arrow had
entered the panther’s eye. Rushing in
as near as she dared, although Red
Feather tried to stop her, Poppy hurled
the stone, striking the great cat on the
nose. One arrow followed another till
the arrows were all gone from the boy’s
quiver and the panther stopped strug-
gling and lay still. Red Feather had
drawn his flint hunting knife, but it was
some time before he dared approach the
dead animal. After awhile he went up
very cautiously and touched it with his
foot. The beast was realiy dead. Then
the two children danced a war-dance
around their fallen foe, as well as they
knew how. _

“Father will surely let you go hunt-
ing now!” said Poppy.

There was a lull in the storm and the
children were thinking of venturing out.
It was now dark. Suddenly two men

- glided like shadows through th: en-

trance.
“Father!
children.
Great was the surprise of the two
men when they saw the panther and
heard the children’s story. The panther,
while not a very laige one, measuring
only some six feet fro.n end of his nose
to tip of tail, would have been a dan-
gerous foe if Red Feather’s first arrow
had not gone straight to the mark.
The men had returned from the hunt
to find the children gone and their
mother very uneasy. She had seen them
in the plum patch and feared that they
had met with some accident in cross-
ing the river, on their return. The
rain had washzd out their footprints,
but they had been tracked by the berries
and seeds that had spilled from Poppy's
bobbing jo-ki.
Uncle Swim-Like-a-Fish carried the
big cat bome o his back and Poppy

Uncle!” shouted the two
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rode home on her father’s back, while
Red Feather ran along behind. Every-
one in the camp had to see the panther
that night and hear Red Feather's story.
He was very modest and bragged more
about Poppy’'s bravery than his own.
The cld men patted him on the head
and said, “Brave hoy!”

“After this we will call him the Pan-
ther-Killer!” said the hunters, and that
was what he was calied oftenest when
he was a man; while Poppy herself was
often mentioned as the Girl-not-Afraid-
of-a-Panther!

Their mother did not say much, but
she shuddéred and said “O-h-! O-h!”
in her sweet, plaintive voice, every time
she looked at the panther. She put her
arm around her little girl and held her
close to her, and her soft black eyes
looked very proudly and lovingly at her
brave son; and she gave each ¢t the
children a great piece of apaw bread
with wild honey! -

The panther’s skin made a fine rug
for the campoodie ‘that winter; but
many a time when they lay sleeping
on it they lived over the fight in their
dreams.

The Story of the First Buiterflies

children

and all
are very
to know
RO.

children often

grown-ups, too,

anxious what

makes  thinygs You

know

smash things just to try
what is nside of them.

to find out
And they iike to believe that faines
have a great deal to do with happiness
and good-luck or bad-luck. Very wise
grown-ups who are trying to find out
about things and what makes them go,

we call “scientists.”” Some races of
people are just like children, and since
they are not as wise as the scien-
tists, they make up stories of how all
things came to be. Here is one such
primitive story about the butterflies and
it was told first among the Indians.

The Great Spirit thought, “DBy and
by 1 will make men, but first [ will
make a home for them. It sha!l be
very bright and beautiful. There shall
. mountains and prairies and forests,
and about it all shall be the blue waters
uf the sea.”

As the Great Spirit had thought, so
he did. He gave the earth a soft cloak
of green. He made the prairie beau-
tiful with flowers. The forests were
bright with birds of many colors, and
the sea was the home of wonderful
sea-creatures. “My children will love
the prairies, the forests, and the seas,
he thought,” but the mountains look
dark and cold. They are very dear to
me, but how shall I make my children
go to them and so learn to love them?”

Long the Great Spirit thought about
the mountains. At last, he made many
iittle shining stones. Some were ted,
some blue, some green, some yellow
and some were shining with all the
lovely colors of the beautiful rainbow.
“All my children will love what is
beautiful,” he thought,” and if I hide
the bright stones in the seams of the
rocks of the mountains, men will come
to nnd them, and they wiil learn to
love my mauntains.”

When the stones were made and the

Great Spirit inoked upon their beauty, :

he said, “I will not hide you all away
i the scams of the rocks. Some of
you shall be out in the sunshine, so
that the little children who cannof go
to the mountuins shall see your colors.”

Then the southwind came by, and as
he went, he sang softly of forests
flecked with light and shadow, of birds
and their nests in the leafy trees. He
sang of lorg summer days and the
music of waters beating upon the
shore. He sang of the moonlight and
the starlight. All the wonders of the
night, all the beauty of the morning,
were in his song.

“Dear Southwind,” said the Great
Spirit, “here are some beautiful things
for you to bear away with you to your
sunuuer You will love them

: 13‘

and all the little children will love
them.” S

At these words of the Great Spirit,
all the stones before him stirred with
life and lifted themselves on many-
colored wings. They fluttered away in
the sunshine, and the south wind sang
to them as they went. ;

So it was that the first butterflies
came from a beautiful thought of the
Great Spirit, and in their wings were
all the colors of the shining stones
that he did not wish to hide away—
Florence Holbrook in the Book of Na-
ture Myths.

(In this same book you will find
out “Why the Woodpecker’s Head Is
Red,” “Why the Bear has a Sho.t
Tail” and ever so many other “Whys”
that we have all wanted to know about
since we were born. Get the little
book from your publle library and
read it-—Ed.)

About Our Rooster

I am a boy of eight. I live on a farm
and I have several pets. One of them
is a big rooster and I have named him
Rozyvelt. The old fellow is very noisy
and very busy. He is always telling the
hens a lot of things that they know very
we'l before. He often calls them around
him to get a nice grain of corn or a
worm and when they come there is
nothing there. Then he will crow
loudly and say: “Oh, you hens, why
don’t you lay more_eggs?”

And if one of. them does lay one he
cackles twice as loud and twice as long
as the hen docs.

It seems to ne that he is always
cither cackling or crowing or coaxing
the hens to make nests, and yet the hens
and chickens think they could get along
very well without him. Oh, he is a
funny old rooster.

Don’t you think Rozyvelt is a pretty
good name for him?

Yours fraternally,

Covina, Cal. JiMmy SANDERS,

A Little Story Writer

Dear Editor—My father and mother
are both Socialists. Father takes the
Appreal, Chicago Daily and some other
Socialist papers.

I might go down to hear Debs this
afternoon.

My brother is a Scout and sells the
ComiNnc NatioN. 1 enjoy the stories
in it. 1 like to write stories myself, |
have made a little book and have writ-
ten four stories for it. I call it “Short
Stories for Little People” 1 am go-
ing to write a Socialist story if I can.

We have some friends that are cori-
ing from England. They will sail the
fifth of this month and will get here
about the sixteenth,

Goodbye. Hoping this will be wel-
come, | remain, Yours,

Marcarer H. WHzR

St Louis, Mo.

v o

“Cm‘;':. Bull, no use hanging lu.‘ud here”
~—Harper's Weekly.




Two schemes have been suggested for
the use of Madison Square Garden.
This building, one of the largest as-
sembly halls in the United States, has
never been a financial success, and the
swners now are threatening to tear it
down.

One suggestion is, that it be made into
a great people’s palace, similar to that
in London, with permanent amusement
features of all kinds, assembly halls,
club rooms, etc.

Another scheme is to make it a great
business block for women exclusively.
It is pointed out thar enough women
are now in business, and have offices in
New York, to fill a large office building,
and that there will be certain advantages
if these were all brought together.

The Everlasting Servant Problem

In Germany and the Scandinavian
countries the servants are beginning to
have something to say on the servant
problem. In both countries they are
organizing and have succeeded in rais-
ing wages, and also in securing a large
number of social privileges, including
the abolition of late hours, or else extra
pay for overtime, and with nearly a full
holiday on Sunday.

In the Scandinavian countries the
servant’s organization, which has head-
quarters at Copenhagen, Christiania,
and Stockholm, the following demands
have been made and enforced wher~ver
possible :

1. The suppression of all mught work;
servants to knock off at 9 o'clock in
the evening and to rest until 7 o'clock
fiext morning.

2. Extra pay for servants should
they be requested to work after ¢
o'clock, as, for instance, when company
is being entertained.

3. A night out from 5 o'clock every
week, Sunday off from 10 o'clock in
the morning every fortnight, and a fort-
night’s summer holiday, the regular
wages and in addition bnard wages to
be paid.

4. ancrease of wages when the work
of the house is satisfactorily per-
formed.

5. The servant’s room to be light
and warm and to be so situated ac to
catch the sun,

City Scientists
Miss Jessie V. Be;\'-y is city chemist

for Oakland, Cal, and Dr. Pauline
Nusbauner is the city bacteriologist.

Woman Policeman

P

Milwaukee has its first female police-
man, the new Socialist plan for protect-
ing the woman workers of the city. Miss
Edna Finch, a trained nurse, stood the
highest in competitive examination, and
is expected to be appointed. She will be
on duty about factories to make certain
that sgnitary conditions are correct.

Woman to Erect Statue

Miss Helen Farnsworth Mears, a
native of Oshkosh, Wis.. and a favorite
pupil of the late Augustus St. Gaudens,
has been awarded the commission for

- a colossal figure to surmount the new
~ state capitul dome at Madison, Wis.

“Well, I will now let my claims for
decent life stand as I have made them.
First, a healthy body second, an active
mind in sympathy with the past, present
and future; thirdly, occupation fit for
& healthy body and an active m'ud;
and fourthly, a beautiful world to live
in'—Willlam Morris.

“There is but one issue irom the
standpoint of labor; and that is—labor
versus capital."—Eugene V. Debs.

“Better conditions in society are born

from somebody’s travail”
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Socialists; Who Won in Colfax

The farms and the small towns are
usually the last to be captured for So-
cialism., That they are faliing into the

Socialist ranks in the United States this

" early in the fight is a prophecy that when

the

whole of society will be ruled by Labor.

Colfax, lowa, is a city of. 3,000 peo-
ple, twenty-three miles from Des
Moines, surrounded by coal mines, and
boasting the finest Chautauqua grounds
in the state.

The Socialists have recently clected
a councilman at large and a member of
the school board.

Thomas Hynds, school board member,
is a miiner, who was born in Scotland
48 years ago. His education began in
the mines at 13 years of age. He took
lessons as a member of the Fabian so-
ciety at 21 and came to America the
nexi year, where he has worked in the
mines until the present time. For five
years iie has been Financial Secretary
of his local union of the United Mine

the industrial centers are won,

Workers He has always realized that
in education is to be laid the.founda-
tion of the future, and in his present
position his energies will find a scope in
bringing the schools closer to Labor and
making them more effective in the fight
for a better society.

Frank L. Evans, councilman at large,
is a native of Iowa, 39 years of age. At
eleven he left the country schools to take
up work on the farm. At eighteen he
went to the city and became a carpenter.
At twenty-nine he became the manager
of a corporation.

He has continued his education by the
well-established  working-class  method
of wide reading and correspondence
schools. He is already gaining a name
as a defender ¢* the interests of Labor
in the city government.

Arthur T. Woodside was one of the
striking machinists at Fort Scott lest
winter. He was arrested for picketing,
but he will never be sentenced, nor will
any of the other machinists whose cases
are still pending, for the Socialists have
just elected him prosecuting attorney
of Fort Scott, Kan.

ARTHUR WOODSIDE
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FIVE DOLLARS A WEEK
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There!
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Hold!
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Why, as I live!

N Ay,
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Thus is it dowon on Beelzebub’s books;
“August the seventeenth—Isabel Brooks;
Blonde; splendid figure; big, violet eyes;
Dimples; fair coloring: feet of small size;
Home in the country; her parents quite poor;
Character excellent; morals still pure;

Came to the city today and found work;
Wages five dollars; department-store clerk.”

Wages five dollars! To last scven days;

Three for a miserable hall room she pays;
Two nickles daily the street car receives;
One dollar-forty for eating, that leaves.
One-forty has such a long ways to reach—
Twenty-one banguels at seven cents each.
Ewvery penny of wage has been spent—
Squandered for feasting and riding and rent.
Spendthrift! She doesn’t remember life’s ills!
How in the world will she pay doctor's bills?
What if she's furloughed (there’s always a chance) ;
Isabel ought to save up in advance.

We've not mentioned her clothes; she must

Dresses. hats, shoes, stockings, ribbons for hair—
How did she get them? Suppose that we stop;
Perhaps it's as well if we let the thing drop.

You good meth’'maticians may figure it out;

It's a matter of figures or fiyure, no doubt.

Carry this picture, it's better, I'm sure:

“Character excellent, morals still pure?”’

IV hat else is written, we won’t try to see;
Beeizebub thinks much the same way as we.
There’s a tear in his eye!

What in Hell can make Reelsebub cry?

Surely the devi! is feeling his age,

Look what he's writing ou Isabel's page;
“Virtue's a luxury hard to afford

When a girl hasn't money enough for her board.”

—Herbert Kaufman, in Woman's World.
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THOMAS HYNDS

Mankind has reached a point where
the means of satisfying its needs are in
excess of the needs themselves. To im-
pose, therefore, as has hitherto been
done, the curse of misery and degrada-
tion upon vast divisions of mankind, in
order to secure well-being for the few,
is needed no more; well-being can be
secured for all without overwork for
any.—Prince Krepotkin

Every proud man who hates his
brother is our enemy, every idle man
too lazy to think is our enemy, every
loafer who seeks a living without work-
ling for it is our enemy.—Wendel Phil-
lips.

You may build your capitol of granite
and pile it high as the Rocky moun-
tains; if it is founded on or mixed
up with iniquity the pulse of a girl will
in time beat it down—Wendel Phillips.

“The recipe for perpetual ignorance:
Be satisfied with your knowledge.”

“Man can never advance and leave
woman behind.”

DR. ETHEL BENTHAM

Woman Suffragette, speaking on divorce at!
Leicester, England

NATURE

OLYMPIC wsses

The FOREST CONSERVATORY

Wild Fruits, Flowers and
Evergreens

Oregon Grape, Huckleberry, Salmon-
berry, Blackberry, Rhododendron, Flow-
ering Currant, Ferns, Madrona, Fir and
other natives of the Pacific Northwest
Coast.

MAIL COLLECTIONS: Ten plants,
by mail, postpaid, for 50 cents; 24 for
$1.00. Plants well packed and delivered
in good condition. Money returned if
not satisfactory.

Joel Shomakor
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Flings at Things
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Drawing Nearer
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From here and there and everywhere
We get the welcome note,
For wictory is in the am
And swelling is the vote.
As rises steadily the siwell
Well may the doubter say
If this keeps on a little spell
We'll see it in our day.

To keep our courage trimmed and bright
Our faith renewed and sweet

He took defeat election night
As though it were a treat,

Declaring as returns zwere read
In sad and solemn tone

That some day we would be ahead
And rumning all alone.

And notw that day is in the cast.
Its dawning fills the sky.
Soon we will gather at the feast
And there our wants supply.
The cities tumble onc by one
In most engaging style
And .comrades, there will be some fun
In just a little while.

P

Time-Tried Decoy Duck

“But do the interests know that the
Socialist party is on earth?”

“Yes, I observe that they do.”

“By what sign?”

“Hadn’t you noticed the revival of the
Bryan boom?”

The Real Culprit

The haughty osvner of the trust
Who boosts the thing along

Cannot be made of common dust
For he can do no wrong.

But oh, some trembling under clerk
Who must the vouchers sign

Does all the law defying work
And he must pay the fine.

The government is onto that,
It doesn’t seek the head
And make his nibs disgorge the fat
As public wrath is fed;
No, i is after bigger game,
The root it must destroy,
So, in the law's terrific name
It fines the office boy.

Strange Coincident

Taft's brother owns a packing plant

In Texas, where the troops were sent.
I's nice to be a cousin, aunt

Or brother to a president.

Pobr Middle Man

“He proposes to run his own business

-in just the way he wants to without any

outside interference.”

“The trusts don't care if he does.”

“l was speaking of the tyrannical la-
bor ‘unions.”

“Neither do they.”

Little Flings

Without Japan as a bugaboo the army
contractors might have to earn an hon-
est living.

If a bank employe's expenses are
larger than his income the president
throws-a fit when he hears about it and

hires a detective. Such a condition with
a public employe is considered normal

. and only a slanderer will make a fuss

about it

The courts know the hand that feeds
them.

If there is honor among thieves it is
only among little thieves.

It is only people without brains who
think that brain workers will not be
duly rewarded under Socialism.

Under capitalist control The Hague
tribunal will be about as useful to the
workers as an automobile bouleyvard or
a set of dining-room chairs in a golf
club.

Mexico's curiosity to know who we
are—if it had any—is being gratified.

There is a reason for La Follette's
radicalism and the reason is Milwaukee.

Quite a number of cities are deter-
mined to be satisfied with only the best
there is to be had in government.

It would be more to the point to re-
move the cause of Lorimerism.

An Opportanity Lost

BY HENRY JAMES,

A farmer in a small western town
went to the theater with his wife and
took a seat in the front row where
they could see all that was going on.
The play in question was “Henry The
Eighth” introducing some bzarn-stormer
billed as the leading actor in the country.
In the second act the rotund trespian
made a rush out onto the stage and
with a wave of his sword, uttered th=
immortal words: “A horse—a horse,
my kingdom for a horse.”

Silas Hawkins turned to his wife with
a look of pain and disgust written upon
his face. “Jest our luck that we walked
into town. We might hev hed thet
kingdom as well as the next fellow!”

Followed Instructions

BY L. J. LEWIS.

The editor of a capitalistic sheet ac-
quired the services of a new reporter;
to him fell all the odd jobs and beats
of no consequence. On one occasion
the editor thoucht he would try the cub
out, so he s.at him to cover a speech
made by a well-known senator.

The reporter returned pretty late and
would have just about time to rattle it
off on the typewriter. But he needed
space to think and the®afternoon edi-
tion was about to go to rress. The
editor called for copy and the new re-
porter had but two-thirds of the speech
down.

“End where you are,” shouted the ed-
itor,” put “thunderous applause” after
the dash and let it go at that” The
reporter did so and when the editor
looked over the afternoon edition he
read as follows at the end of the sena-
tor's speech: “Friends, 1 will detain
vou no ‘onger.” (Thunderous applause.)

That is why the new reporter los
his job.

Knew What to Expect

BY J. MANUEL.

The whisky handed over the bars in
some of the western towus is of the

yind known far and wide as “rot-gut”

| gl r T\

and “red-eye” and is of the most deadly
kind when imbibed of to excess.

A tenderfoot went into a western
saloon with the idea of noting the effect
of the liguor upon certain individuals.
He did not have long to wait before a
tall, tanned fellow came in and saun-
tering up to the bar called for a drink.
The bartengder slid over the bottie and
the glass and then laid a whisk-broom
beside it,

The curiosity of the tenderfoot was
at once aroused; what was the object
of the broom? The man tossed ®off
the liquor and then picking up the
broom, went over to a cornér, brushed
a place free from dust, lay down and
had a fitt The tenderfoot turned a
square corner and left the place with
a shiver.

Needed a Big Start

BY R. PAGE NINCOLN,
A group ot men were discussing the
bravery of soldiers in war and at the
same time enlarging upon the hercism

of the commanders. An old soldier
who was present did not look upon
things in the same way that the others
did and for example related a story
of an engageuicnt he had veen in.

As the soldiers were nearing the scene -

of an encounter witk the shells screech-
ing above their heads and mingling: with
the groans of the wunded, the'Captain
turned to his men. 3
“Now go after them, boys, zud give
them Hell. When you are out of am-

munition run.”

Tien he added with a look of pain
upon his face. “I am rather lame, so
I will start now!”

Wrong Cue

BY R. PAGE LINCOLN,

The young woman was receiving a
caller, a bashful young man who loved
her very much. She was not particularly
anxious that he should go and so they
sat in the dimlit parlor hovr after hour.
At last the curtains parted and her
father appeared, his aggressive jaw
thrust out and looking as menacing as
éver. The young man sat up very
straight.

“Young man,” said the parent, “do
you know what time it is?”

The lover took out his watch and
voiced the fact that it was fifteen min-
utes to twelve.

“Are you morally certain that is the
time?” asked the father.

This seemed to be a cue for the young
man’s exit and without a word he went
into the hall, took down his coat and
hat, opened the door and disappeared
into the murky night. The father turned
to his daughter. :

“Why did your visitor leave in such
a hurry? My watch has stopped and. I
wanted the right time so I won’t miss
the eight-thirty in the morning.”

Going South

Returns have shown that in our town
we surely did the thing up brown; and
that is but a sample fair of how we
did it everywhere. The folks who .al?
life’s burdens tote are just now le_arnmg
how to vote and Plutes are feeling on
the bum; they know the time has
almost come, when they'll be forced to
hit the road or bear their share pf
Mankind’s load. The day is not far fi'xs-
tant when the workers, standing up iike
men, will cast a shadow over those who
greet them now with upturned nose.
We've truly got them going South, and,
though they prate and loudly moutls and
vow that they no sleep 'wiil lose, they're
really shaking in their shoes. They see
the hand upon the wall; next time they’ll
have no chance at all. They'll simply
have to pack their grip and take a never
ending trip—Rolla V. f{onyhton, son
of Secialist Mayor of Girard.

No Risk _
 BY W. JONES. '
A man with a severe attack of appen-

 dicitis went to a doctor, throwing him-

self at his mercy. The doctor told him
he must be operated upon at once,

Whereupon the man made known the

fact that he had no money. “Are you
insured ?” asked the doctor, with his pro-
fession entirely at heart. Assuring the
doctor that he was, the dector tapped
him smilingly on the shoulder. “Thh:
we will operate on you this afternooa,
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THE COMING NATION

Being poems incarnating the spirit of

afm#lul?mf:i‘m

annotated b
FRANK STUHLM AN

Nore—There is no event in modern history more falsificd or misunder-

stood than the Paris Commune of '71.

It was not a communistic progreu

at all, but an attempt to administer a democratic government, in the interes's
of the producing classes, in the commune (meaning corporation) of Paris,

with complete home rule. Says the

-
Encyclopedia Britannica, surely o con- Z

- tinged with communism in the economic sense of the word.”

servative guthority, “It is sufficient to state that tts doings were not even 2

and doing the work efficiently.

It was a people’.r/gavemment with its officials receicing ordinary wages

famous massacres o

At its overthrow ensued one of the most in-
history, exceeding that of S: Bartholomew's awful

night. Men and women were shot to death by the thousands, without trial,

The following verses are from a poem called “Seventy-one,” by the Scot-

for no other crime than wearing the badge of the Commune. 2

tish Socialist poet, John Leshe, and were reprinted in The Comrade:

Seventy-One

When Pu-‘l rose in Labor's name and
gave the foeman battle,

And sealed her faith with bhecatombs
of dead.

Yes, memory lives upon the great de-
feat victorlo

Made hol’ by the life-blood of the brave

The sacrifice triumphant, for the peer-
less cause, the glorious,

An? the
grave,

The two proud months! Now many
times the enemy's lines were routed
'Midst thunder from the cannon came

the May,

Yet Paris held the Red Flag high and
still deflance shouted,

With the life-blood ebbing from her in
the fray.

t resurrection from the

The tine of battle broke at
every street and aulley
Unflinen ngly are crossed the bayonet

blades,

last; in

Anl inch of ground Is fought
where Freedom still can rally

A single man b:hind the barricades.

Not yet the time! The curtain falls,
and 'midst the lurld darkness,
Death ltooh on Freedom's soldiers face

to face;

Now memory through the lapse of
years recalls the cannon’'s rattle—
Br back again the time so grandly

all his gbutl{ starkness,
They meet him with the daring of thelr

race.

BY. YOHN LESLIE.
And uwow, the time to try men's souls In

t
' o can tell the glory of the strife,
so great, titanic?

Or who depict the glory of the fall
That shook the globe and scattered
wide the dragon’s teeth volcanic.
To grow the armed crop to break the
thrall ?

We ftreasure in remembrance, too, the
awful week of slaughter
When the butchers in their fury killed

a N
The murder of the thousands of the
people’s sons and daughters,
And ’tline mitraillades upon Satory's
plain.

The glorious dead! 'They left their flag z
and willed us to preserve it,

As red as when from thelr dead hands
it fell, >

To keep it free from spot and -stain,
and loyally to serve it,

As they did against the powers of earth
and aell.

The Blood-Red Flag of Liberty! We'll
guard it from pretenders,
From those who its red meaning wouid

impugn,

And when it floats in battle Dbreeze
prove we as true defenders

As those who fought and died In the
commune,
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M‘G an Fermer: ‘‘l thought you said that Socialism would never take root on

the A~erican farm!"

Bark at the old stand again

Shaw Woald Pay Them All Alike

RERNARD SHAW, in an
interview in the London
¥ Labor Leader, says that, by
g Socialism he means just
what the man in the street
thinks it means—absolute
, equality of income to each
person. He defends his position, which
some people think is only another one
of his jokes, as follows:

“When you first suggest equality to
a man, he says it is Utopian. ‘It never
‘can come’! The thing to do with that
man is to-put yourself squarely oppo-
site him and say, ‘Not only is equality
possible, it has been and is the only
thing that is possible’ When he talks
his nineteenth century jargon about
giving to a man according to his service,
he is talking utter nonsense. Men
have never been paid that way, When
you hear a man saying we want equaality
of opportunity and not equality
of nature, ask him how he is going to
establish equality of opportunity be-
tween the stupid man and the cliver
man. It simply means that the stupid
man goes to the wall.

Archbishop and Boxer!

“But let us admit for the sake of
argument that the man of gorgeous
talents should have more money than
his less-gifted brother. Let us test the
principle with two hig men. Take the
Archbishop of Canterbury on the one
hand and Jeffries on the other. How
will you proceed to judge their respec-
tive merits? That is a puzzles to begin
with, but let us commence by testing
their ability in theological coutroversy.
In the first round the Archbishop will
probably have the bLest of it; in that
final stage to which theological contro-
versy always comes my own belief is
that the Archbishop would be nowhere—
I won't say nowhere, hecause I know
where he would be. He would be on
the floor.

“Could any man possibly decide as
to the proportional value of the Arch-
bishop and Jeffries? Or take two fur-
ther examples. There is Sir Thomas
Lipton. He 15 not lalf such a clever
man as I am—except at money-making.
Who is to apportiun our incomes?

“Don’t argue with the man who says
equality of income is Utopian. Ask him
to begin his practical scheme. - Take
Asquith, Balfour, Jeffries, and Dr. Crip-
pen—put down their respective incomes.
The very moment e attempts it he will
see that wilder nonsense he never talked
than the theory of income according
to ability.

*‘I said equality was the only thing
which has ever been possible. And so
it is. The ability theory came into fash-
ion at the beginning of the ineteenth
century to excuse the fact that some
~were richer than others. But I defy
anyone to show a single instance where
difference between incom: is accounted

for by talents. As a matter of fact
equal payment has been the real rule.
Take the army. In the rank and file
you have every description of human
character. You have good characters,
bad characters, smart men, slovenly
men. Yet you give them all the same
pay. With the judicial bench it is the
same. Judges are very different types
of men. Fillemore is not like Grantham
—thank God!—but they both receive
£5,000 a year. Similarly General Roberts
and General Kitchener both get the
same pay. Supposing Kitchener came
forward and said, ‘I want 15 shillings a
week more than Roberts because I was
in the firing line more often than he’
What feeling would you have about
Kitchener? I don’t think you would
laugh at the absurdity and unreasonable-
ness of the man. You would say, ‘this
man, who ought to know better, is a
cad’

“Exactly. . My complaint of existing
society is not that it violates economic
laws, but that we are a society of cads.”

A Noble Ideal.

Then came this fine peroration, de-
livered with fervor and glorious self-
reliance.

“The ideal you have got to get into
man’s mind is that by the labor of his
prime he must pay back the cost of the
education of his childhood, and must
provide for his retirement. That he is
bound to do. If every man does not
do that, the world must be in a bad
way. But every man or woman who
has dignity and character and pride
must do more. He must be ready to
leave his country in his debt. He must
be prepared to give more than he re-
ceives. He must sc live that when he
dies he can say ‘My country is the bet-
ter for my having lived in it” But there
must be no counting on reward for the
benefit he has been to his country. He
must give his best, asking nothing, not
claiming more than his fellow because
he gave more. Then he will be able to
pass into the unknown, not only with
his country in his debt, but with his
God in his debt also.”
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