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Comment on Things Doing

BY CHARLES EDWARD RUSSELL

THE McNAMARAS AND BACK OF THEM

HAVE been looking all these two weeks for some °
signs that the events at Los Angeles have moved

the people of the nation to solemn and wholesome

reflection about conditions in this country of

theirs, but 1 find none.

There has been a wild outcry for blood; the man-hunt has
been cheered with enthusiasm; a thousand dull chumps have pon-
derously informed Jabor that it must purge itself of violence; the
Old Docs have shaken their heads and uttered endless platitudes;
bromidic horror of the dreadful union has descended upon us in
a flood; the Parrys and the Posts have shrieked and babbled ; sus-
pected or intimidated labor leaders have made mad haste to ex-
culpate themselves; various persons have declared that although
they are opposed to capital punishment they think the McNamaras
ought to be hanged; Christian clergymen have preached the doc-
trine of vengeance ; the Federal government has taken up the chase;
an army of spies is dogging suspected persons; and the country
applauds the idea that we must have mwore blood for the blood
already shed.

Meantime, nobody seems to think for a moment about the
causes that may lie behind the acts of these two men—and possi-
bly others.

They confess that they were engaged in a conspiracy to de-
stroy much property with dynamite and one of them says that he
exploded dynamite under the Los Angeles Times building, causing
the loss of twenty-one lives. They do hot say so, but elsewhere
the positive declaration is made that in all these violent operations
they have had the sympathy if not the assistance and connivance
of other men, perhaps of many other men.

The most obvious, simple, primary, rudimentary reflection,
therefore, would be as to why these men should engage in a plot
of a kind so strange, deadly and desperate.

Men do not do these things without some very powerful im-
pulse that sweeps thenyaway from reason and makes them willing to
accept the imminent peril of the most abhorred and loathsome
form of death. In this instance there was evidently no impulse
of gain or of personal advantage of any kind whatsoever. ‘T'hese
men risked hanging and could get nothing from undergoing
that risk.

What then was the impulse?

Why, they thought they were fighting the battle of their class.
That was all. They were undoubtedly wrong, but they had a
belief that they could terrify into decency the powers and the men
that it seemed to them were responsible for the war that was being
made upon the working class of America. That is perfectly evi-
dent from the public statements they have made and it is no less
evident from the nature of their deeds of
violence and the conditions under which
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like them! Above all, how wicked, to think that in
such a grave and terrible revelation we have no duty
and no responsibility except to stamp the spark of
life from these men and exult over our vengeance
upon them!. ‘

Is it true that as a nation we have no more power
of reflection than the national performance in this case would indi-
cate? Then I should say that we have other things to reform

besides the labor unions and one of them is the public school sys-

tem of this country that after so many years of effort can produce
an average mind so little capable of thinking and an average con-
science so little sensible of duty. And I beg leave to believe that
this fact, if it be a fact, is of infinitely greater consequence to the
nation than the explosion in the Los Angeles Times office or any
views of Harrison Grey Otis.

ROESST

THE REIGN OF VIOLENCE

HE, AM'Namaras and those associated with them believed
I that the working class of America was the victim of great
and intolerable injustice.
Whence came this sense of injustice?

In the fi=si place, like all men that under the present system
of society toi! to create wealth for others, they were vaguely sen-
sible of a great enduring fundamental wrong. Without having
reasoned to the end, they and all other workingmen felt that in
some way something was radicaily wrong in their environment
and conditions Thev saw that from the products of industry
capital took much and labor received very little, and without rea-
soning about this, either, they felt that it embodied a huge injus-
tice. They felt rather than perceived that labor created all wealth
and won from it merely a bare existence; capital created nothing
whatever and won from the work of other men luxury, superflu-
ity and colossal power. And without philosophical perception as
to the bases of this wrong theyv felt the sting of it.

They saw their own children growing up, inadequately edu-
cated, without opportunity in life, doomed from the beginning to
drudgery and insufficiency, and the children of the -capitalists
launched upon life with every conceivable advantage, and without
understanding exactly why this monstrous inequality came to be
the bare fact, goaded them daily to resentment.

They had also still more pungent causes to stir them to pas-
sion. Besides this vague sense of wrong all ahout them, they saw that
all society is organized 1o deny ordinary justice to the man that toils.

_ They saw that in the courts, pledged to deal justly between
' man and man, the toiler was always upon a
different footing from the capitalist.

those deeds weré committed.

A conspiracy existed to terrorize cer-
tain persons that were believed to have
treated laber with indignity. That is the

They saw that whenever the toilers
attempted to b:tter their condition or pro-
test. against the injustice from which they
suffcred, all the machinery of government
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established fact, is it not? Then how pre-
posterous is the notion, apparently all but
universal in this country, that these mien
were bloody-minded villains, who murdered
from the sheer love of murder and de-
stroyed for the sheer love of destriction!
How shallow to go about bellowing for
their death as if there was nothing to be
considered except how to znnihilate them!
How imbecile to think that any of the deep
lving causes of this most significant chap-
ter of history will be in the least affected if
you put these men to death or a hundred

The Big Change

Mystery Story

] 1 ] ‘ngel
Making History i L8 £18e1S8 1,
The Aldrich Carrency Plan |
The Othgr Betrayal MonBe?J. P
Social Effects of Co-Gperation
Railroad Men Co-Operate

BY ALICE SPENCER GEDDES

The Shadow Under the Roo?*—

was turned against them. The police and
the militia were employed to cow their
spirits and drive themx back to their work;
their revolt called forth bitter execration
from all the leaders of public opinion; the
press, controlled bv the employers, deliber-
ately misrepresented their cause and cov-
ered them with contempt and ridicule.

They saw, too, that the organized sys-
tem of justice was almost universally a
bulwark of strength to the employers, but
no defense to the employes.

They saw that in each great strike the
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courts, as if by pre-concert, took stronger
‘grounds against labor that had organized for
ts own defense. They saw that each adverse
ruling by one judfe became the precedent and
ground for a still more oppressive ruling by
the next judge and that against these rulings
labor had absolutely no recourse. It was
bound hand and foot and delivered helpless
to its enemies.

They saw that whenever a strike occurred
the employers went to the courts and secured
injunctions that practically defeated the pur-
pose of the strike, but there were no injunc-
tions to protect toilers from the conditions

that made strikes inevitable,

They saw that to aid the employers, judges‘

were willing to draw imaginary lines in the
public highway and to forbid strikes to cross
such lines, but working men could secure no
such assistance in their struggle against the
employer’s injustice.

 They saw that judges would enjoin work-
ingmen from talking about their grievances,
but if a workingman were to ask that employ-
ers be enjoined from planning new ways to
oppress labor such workingmen would be
driven from the courts with shouts of laughter.

They saw one judge forbidding a labor un-
ion to maintain a meeting place on the ground
that if workingmen met they would discuss a
strike. But they knew that if they were to
apply for an injunction against a rich man’s
club on the ground that plots against labor
were laid there, although the charge would be
perfectly true, the entire press would shriek
with laughter and make of the movers of such
a sugges'ion targets for endless abuse and
villification. while the courts would refuse to
entertain their petition.

They saw that the judges were determined
to make striking a crime ; that the settied policy
of the courts was to establish a condition in
which men must keep at their work so long
as their employers might desire; that one
judge enjoined a union from continuing a
strike, and a little later another judge {ound
that the motives for a strike constituted a
crime, and a few davs later another judge
decided that even to aid a strike was illegal.

They saw that while this judicial campaign
was going on against labor in the lower and
the state courts, they had just as little chance
for justice in that Supreme Court that had
been lauded to them as the embodiment of
wisdom and was the court of last resort in
their country.

They saw the Supreme Court of the United
States decide that the boycott is illegal, but the
blacklist is legal, although the boycott and the
blacklist are the same thing called by one name
when used by the workingmen and by an-
other when used by the employers.

They saw the same court hold that in the
case of a strike all resulting damages to busi-
ness might be assessed against a labor union
and collected by judgment against individual
members of that union, but they knew very
well that the court would not entertain the
idea that in the case of a lockout the losses
suffered by workingmen might be "assessed
against the employer.

They saw the nation pass a law against
great combinations of capital, They saw that
law a dead letter on the statute books so far
as combinations of capital were concerned, but
they saw it twisted from its original purpose
into an instrument to oppress labor. \While
witli impunity great combinations of capital
were being formed and were acquiring a men-
acing power, this law inert agamst them was
invoked to throw labor leaders iato jail and
to deprive them of the constitutional rights
of iree assembly and free speech.

They saw men sentenced to imprisonment
tor saying that they would not purchase a
certain brand of stoves. They knew it would
be utterly futile to invoke the law against any
employer that said ke would rot use a certain
brand of labor, and yet the *wo cases in any
_ just view would be equal ami parallel.

They knew, too, that to appeal to the Con-
gress of the United States for any relief from
these oppressions would be utterly useless. A
few years before the employing class in Great
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Britain had wrung from the courts there a
decision similar to that in which the United
States Supremie Couft held labor unions liable
for damages from a strike. In Great Britain

organized labor had askéd Parliament to cor-.~

rect so grave and manifest an injustice and
Parliament had within two or three¢ months

acceded to the request. B the United
States the Congress haci/%fj:s:ld\agﬁwand
again not merely to correct the wrong but to

consider it. For three years the representa-
tives of American organized labor stood hat
in hand at the door of the House Committee
on Labor and were denied even one moment
in which to make their statement.

Meantime the law continued to be enforced
against the labor unions that it was never in-
tended to reach and continued to be ineffective
against the combinations of capital against
which alone it was designed.

They knew all these things. They knew
also that all the time they were the objects
not merely of the dislike and opposition of
the employing class but of its active hatred,
contempt and ridicule. They knew that the
mere fact that they worked with their hands
made them contemptible in the eyes of the
rich and the fortunate. They knew that they
carried a brand of inferiority merely because
they worked. Theyv knew that in all respects
they were held to be different from other men
and inferior to them. They knew that “a
common working man” was the universal term
of reproach among those for whom they
toiled. They knew that they had become a
class apart; that their children were under
the stigma of society; that their wives were
not esteemed as were the wives of the pos-
sessing class; that they were at once the
pariahs and the jest of the wealthy and the

comfortable.
RERST
THE FRUITS OF INJUSTICE

UT of these conditions what would you
expect to come?
If there be anything that lhife so far

on this planet has demonstrated it 1s
that men will resent injustice.

Not wisely, always; not effectively, always;
not in the best way, always. But always they
will resent it.

And now we come down to the final springs
of this momentous tragedy at Los Angeles.
Because this spirit in men that makes them
resent injustice is the same identical spirit that
has given us all the liberty that we possess.
If it were not for the very same spirit that
at bottom moved the M’'Namara brothers to
their terrible deeds we should be today the
dish-rags of any power that might be pleased
to oppress us. Hate the M'Namuras’ deeds as
much as you will, from this fact there is ab-
solutely no escape. As soon as you begin to
ask concerning the reasons for the M'Nama-
ras’ crimes this is what you find and the only
thing you find. 1t is all very well to splutter
about these men as murderers and horrible
miscreants; but I defy any human beiing to
go one inch below the surface of this case
and find anything else. We have been favored
with & vast amount of flub-dub and hypocitical
nonsense about it. For once let’s see if we
can be perfectly frank and square about it.
No more pretense. :

Then I say again, that the moment you get
under the surface of the case this is what you
find, that the impelling motive of these men
was a resentment against a huge social injus-
tice, and that, however misdirected the resent-
ment might have been, the origin of it was
the origin of the very thing that has given
to the race all the political progress it has
ever known.

Men will revolt against injustice, law or no
law. You can pile any natior: knee-deep with
statutes and if in that nation is a body of men
that believes it is suffering from a great and
intolerable wrong it will resent that wrong.
And if you close against that class the natural
avenues of restitution and defense, it will blow

ur statutes at the moon, good praters about

w and order, and I don't care where you

%
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may go about this world you will find this to
be the fact. You may cry out against it until
you are blue in the face; you will not change
the basic truth. Law or no law.

RESSC
THE REAL CULPRITS

UT now you say, that admitting ail this,

B the means of protest chosen by the

M’Namaras was very wrong and de-

testable and all that. To blew up build-

ings and to kill men are very bad means of
resenting the wrongs of a class.

Without a doubt.

But here again, leave fustain and platitude
and look beneath the surface of things.

You take a man that because of the inevit-
able conditions of the present system of society
has little education and an untrained mind.
Take one that doesn’t know well the lessons
of history because he was not allowed to find
them out. Take one that has never had a
chance to discover that violence always de-
feats its own ends ; that force is not the means
to use against evil; that mind and mind alonc
is the determining factor in human action.
Take a man that because of his environment
has never had a chance to know that the sur-
est way to weaken the cause of labor is to
use violence in its behalf; a man that has
never reflected that the employing class pos-
sesses all the weapons. all the army, all the
navy, all the guns, all t..e expressions of public
opinion, and that it can never be unseated by
force, only by majorities.

Take one that because of defective school-
ing has never acquired the thoughtful habit,
and because of the environment that we pro-
vide, has been accustomed to regard violence
as the naturul protest against every insult.
Take one also that has in his blood an ances-
tral sense of wrong unavenged and a national
hatred unappeased.

Now let such 2 men believe that the class to
which he belongs is denied all the fundamental
rights; that it is daily despoiled and robbed;
that the most ordinary principles of justice
are perverted in behalf of its wronger; that
against all this no protest is of the slightest
avail or will ¢cven be heard; that his class is
utterly helpless and hopeless, the blind and
bound Sampson of enemies that gloat over his
impotence ; and what would you naturally ex-
pect to happen?

So I say to you that the real culprits in this
dreadful story are not the two men that in
our wisdom we have entombed at San Quen-
tin. The real culprits are the system of so-
ciety that produces these conditions and the
men and women that acquiesce in them. As
a secondary cause the courts have done more
to blow up the Times building than the M’'Na-
maras ever did, but I look beyond even them.
The blackest culprits are the men and women
that know well enough of the essentially un-
just conditions of modern life, that know the
vast majority of mankind is condemned to
insufficiency and intellectual darkness, and
still go their way content with the thought
that they at least have enough.

And if the man-hunters that with so much
decency have been going up and down yelling
for blood want something worth while to
pursue, let them pursue themselres, for they
are the real murderers in this case. I am
sorry for the twenty-one men that perished
in the 7¥mes building. They were the inno-
cent victims of a perverted idea and a stupid
blunder. But what really slew them was not
the explosion in the Times office. It was the
callous conscience of a naution that sees about
it the most nwonstrous conditions of injustice
and will make uo protest.

R =

T is well to be sorry for the twenty-one
l that perished in tlic 7'imes building, but we
ought to see to it with fervent care that
our sympathies ar. not limited to them
alone. We ought to be sorry no loss for the
thousands of men that are sacrificed every
(Continucd on page fowrteen.)



IGURES are not usually fascinating reading,
but the figures in the recent battle of ballots
in Los Angeles are full of interest. Decem-
her 5th the Socialists were defeated by 33,543
majority. That sounds like a staggering defeat.

But notice! :

On October 31st the Socialists polled 20,183, De-
cember 5th they cast 51,796.

This is the largest vote ever polled for a Social-
ist local candidate in the United States. It is
larger than Victor Berger's by more than three
times, although his was for an entire Congressional
district.

In that election the vote stood as follows: Ber-
ger, 13,497; Cochems, Republican, 13,147; Carney,
Democrat, 8,433.

Adding the opposition and multiplying by two for
the woman vote, it will be seen that under Los
Angeles conditions Berger would have been defeated
by 16,066 majority.

In other words, Los Angeles
fusion.

The fight was made also after the warning of
Jthe primaries in which Harriman had a plurality of
more than 3,000,

The community was frightened in unprecedented
fashion. The registration was phenomenal. The
system of registration is lax. Any one could be
sworn in as registration clerk and register voters
anywhere.

If there were not thousands of false registra-
tions and illegal voters, the “Old Guard” has lost
its cunning and it was the old corporation machine
that ran the election organization after the primaries.

The number registered was in the neighborhood
of 190,000. In the Alexander precincts they voted
about 77 per cent of the registration, something
quite unprecedented, here or anywhere. ’

Automobiles were rented in such numbers as to
embarass the management. They bribed the owners
of the machines engaged hy the Socialists, so that
we had almost no facilities for carrying voters.

Ambulances were in use by the opposition all
day carrying bed-ridden voters to the polls.

It will be seen, therefore, what the Socialists were
“up against.”

That they got two and a half times the vote of the
Primaries is a marvel.

Our most hopeful published estimates before elec-
tion only came to 60,000. There was no way to
imagine more except by miracle.

Under the ordinary percentage of voters to reg-
istration, not more than 120,000 voters were to be
expected, so we hoped against hope until the size
of the vote cast became apparent.

Look again at the vote in Wisconsin. Remember
Milwaukee is considerably larger than Los Angeles.
You will see then something of how awake the
coast city folks were to the value of the ballot.

Russell’s Clairvoyance

faced complete

What a campaign it was! Russell's summary of
the line-up in the Cominc NarioN for November
18th is accurate history.

Socialists are great clairvoyants. 'They can read
the future and see across continents.

Why?

Because they know the law underlying these
social movements. They know the power of great
forces. They know how subtly but surely intrenched
wealth penetrates a community to hold the minds
01 cven in subjection.

{"olitics makes strange bedfellows because capi-
talism is the manager at the political lodging lLiouse
and when the system is menaced no one dependent
on the system can afford to be fastidious as to the
company he keeps.

“Good Government” leaders who had made it
tpeir chiei boast that they had “put the corpora-
tion out of politics” when the “Socialist menace”
thr?atened, put their pride and their reforms in
their pockets and let the “Old Guard” and the
Southern Pacific machine take the management of
the campaign.

'.I‘he “right thinking people” and the whiskey ma-
chine worked with equal fervor “to save the city.”

The Newspapers

Fiye great daily papers each helped to save the
day in its own way.

The Times by raw abuse and shrieks of red flag
and dynamite, the Hearst papers—he has the Herald
t0o now as well as the Exanminer—made some show

of fairneu,‘tbe better to accomplish the capture of
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Mila Tupp!:{r Maynard

the voters for the corporation regime.

The Tribune and the Express are owned by E. T.
Earl, a man with large personal interests directly
affected by the city action in harbor matters and
the huge aqueduct project. He has been, through

his papers, a great help in pushing progressive

measures and the high tone of these papers is such
as to give them great influence. For this reason
persons demanding fundamental reform must fear
such papers more than any number of journals of
the Times brand,

To undermine the infuence of suck papers is an
essential part of a campaign of education. Their
proprietor’s heavy interests in telephones, land and
harbor companies, placed him under fire particularly.

The result may be seen in the following editorial
from the Tribune on the morning of election. It
will be noted that judicial calm on which the paper
has prided itself, has degenerated into cheap in-
vective and abuse,

REJECT HATE'S APOSTLE.

The apostle of hate at last stands face to
face with his judges. The man who would stir
up violence and disorder is brought to judgment
at the polls. This day Los Angeles renders its
verdict in the case of Job Harriman against
peace and prosperity. Who doubts that this
order-loving, law-abiding city will reject him
and cast him out?

The Tribune has no apprehension as to the
nature of the decision the men and women of
Los Angeles this day will render. It is not
believable that they will dismiss from their
service the honest men who have capably man-
aged the public business and give the conduct
of affairs over to a dangerous demagogue and
his political associates. Whether Mr. Harriman's
desperate candidacy be viewed from the stand-
point of the city’s moral or material welfare, in
either case it exhibits prophecies of dis»sicr.

Mr. Harriman deliberately Jcliver:d himself
to the forces of violence and disorder. By his
vehement utterances, his violent declarations,
his wicked incitations, his outrageous appeals
to class hatreds, he identified himself with
agencies that, did they gain ascendency in gov-
ernment, would destroy all order and all peace
and, destreying them, destroy government.

Defeat him and save Los Angeles.

A Municipal Paper

In this connection should be recorded another
great victory for the people. Los Angeles is to have
a municipal newspaper.

At this election a referendum was carried ap-
propriating funds for .he publication of a weekly
paper by the city administration.

A Charter Amendment providing for this was
carried last spring. It is to be printed weekly and
distributed free of cost to every residence in the
city. :

“A political tool”—you say?

Yes, but hear it all.

In every issue, one column is to be for use of
each minority party casting three per cent of the
vote. These columns are to be entirely uncensored.

Each councilman is also entitled to a column
when he cares to use it—insuring a hearing for the
minority in the administration if there is a division
in the administration camp.

It has become amusing to hear the Examiner and
Times proclaim the danger of a municipal paper.
Evidently the reading public should prefer to be
given its information as one millionaire shall dic-
tate rather than as a group of officials elected by
majority vote shall decide. Even without a chance
for the minority to tell its story, the municipal
paper would be preferable to a one-man paper ; but
with the minority column, such a paper will be
invaluable.

One of our Denver comrades, Henry W. Pink-
ham, has had such a paper on the brain for several
years.

We laughed »t him as Utopian, saying we could
not hope tc get it until Socialists were in power.

Thus do facts laugh at our theorics whken our
theories are not well digested.

Socialists must ask for everything they see to
be good. ;

“Progressive” politicians are scrambling now to

find half loaves to throw knowing that the people

~
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are demanding not only whole loaves, but the en-
tire bake shop. :

Let us keep them well posted as to slices and
half loaves. It amuses them to take our outposts
for us and gives us courage to fight harder for the
citadels.

Golden Rule Found

Speaking of coricessions one of the amusing fea-
tures of this fight has been the clamorous demand
(the last week before election) that Labor and
Capital get together in the spirit of the Golden Rule.

Conundruto: If twenty thousand voters and a
hot campaign leads Big Business to extricate the
Golden Rule from the rubbish heap, how many
votes will it take to get them to discover the Ten
Commandments?

I am willing to prophesy that the 50,000 votes of
this campaign wiil face a recognition of the “Thou
shalt not steal” command in ways most numerous.

Our Socialist boys from the unions promptly ac-
cepted the Golden Rule olive branch—if it leads to
any bread and butter concessions they will know
that they have the ballot box and political organiza-
tion to thank therefor. y

Whatever comes of this moue, it is safe to say,
that such brazen autocracy and persecution of Labor
from Big Business and the city administration as
has marked recent years in Los Angeles can never
be possible again.

Lahor's power has been shown in the only way
the masters fear it most and the effect will be evi-
dent in countless directions.

“Class Hatred”

This is the great truth upon which Socialists
insist—namely, the dynamic effectiveness of polit-
ical solidarity among the workers long betore they
win in elections.

The fact of class solidarity was the inspiration
of the movement in Los Angeles. But it did not
spell bitterness or hatred in the least.

All Socialists know that as socn as the big idea
of social movement through political solidarity takes
possession of men and women it makes quite im-
possible bitterness against persons and makes hatred
a thing absurd.

There was absolutely no bitterness on the So-
cialist side. There was deadly earnest in the efiort
made, the interest in the game was keen as in a
baseball championship, the intellectual pleasure of
watching truth strike home delighted the comrades;
but hatred—it was utterly absent.

Even Otis was only a joke--a perpetual cartoon.
Every one was as sure the purty was right as he
was of the multiplication table. What room then
for acid and gall?

Yet, as the above extract regards Harriman will
show, the chief cry against the Socialist was that
we were strrring up class hatred. The hatred, the
fear, the class bitterness, were all on the other side.
Hence the welding together of reformer and old
machine men, of temperance and saloon forces, of
virtue and vice in the common cause.

They did not know what ailed them. The Social-
ists did and smiled good naturedly or laughed up-
roariously at the enforced friendship of capitalist
self-protection. :

It was the “Good Government” people who sneered
at the Socialist candidates because they were, many
of them, manual laborers, who searched the tax list
to find out how much property they owned, who
talked about “the rabble” and “the mob” and “the
common workingman.”

One of the most abominable phases of this appeal
to prejudice came when one of thy Oid Guard
speakers at a mass meeting deliberately insulted
the Socialists, saying, among other things, that by
their success homes would become brothels and
vice rule unrestrained.

Naturally this led to howls of protest and the
exodus of a good part of the audienca from the
hall.

The papers used the occurence to show that the
Socialists were hoodlums and riotous.

Following up this impression the miachine politi-
cians put “canvassers” in the field wearing Harri-
man buttons. Their business was to go to Social-
ist or supposedly doubtful homes and while osten-
sibly arguing for Hairiman, to shock or startle or
even to insult the woinen—scornful expressions on
religion and violent speeches were the favorite

weapon.
The McNamara Bomb
Just what the effect of the McNamaras’ plea of
guilty was upon the vote can never be accurately
estimated. ;

Amoncthethoughtfulitwuaboommm
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it made too apparent the power of the mighty. It
won for us many hundred votes no doubt, but the
thoughtful were not the ones toward whom they
aimed in that blow at the head, as the French-
man says.

It would certainly be strange if it did not cost us
thousands of votes.
. There was no time to educate the voters n the

principles of the Socialist philosophy and pro e that
Socialism is the supreme preventive of violence.

We could not reach the one hundred and ninety
thousand registered voters with the truth that in
the 'Socialist party lay the one and only hope of
?a:tmg‘ such idiotic tragedies impossible in the
uture,

It was decided that the only course was to ignore

the incident as entirely foreign to the campaign.

With admirable team work and self-control that
very night forty speakers went before crowds larger
than ever before with the same campaign issues
and not a word was spoken as to the McNamaras.
The enthusiasm was increased in marked degree
for the remaining days of the campaign.

No paper but the Times had the audacity and in-
glecency to make the ending of the famous case an
issue at first. But Sunday morning and Monday
the attacks on Harriman as one of the attorneys
were open and virulent. :

The absurdity of this may be judged when it is
remembered that Joseph Scott, another attorney in
the case, was a candidate on the opposing ticket and
that two others were prominently in their counsels.

Unions Under Fire

'}‘he unique situation in California is that here
union labpr excites far more prejudice than Social-
ism. It is eminently respectable to be a Socialist,
but when Socialists will identify themselves with
labor unions they cannot expect the approval of
any one “of standing.” ;

Four of the five papers fighting the Socialists,
f:arefully refrained from any opposition to Social-
1sm as §uch. It was only the degenerate form of it
fou.nd in Los Angeles against which they warned
their readers. .

In other words, it is only when fine sentiments
get down out of the skies and, espoused by an
actual economic force, proceed to undermine specifiz
special privilege that they become formidable enough
to be. fought tiger fashion,

Thxp being the line of attack, it will be seen how
effective the McNamara blow was meant to be.

Persons in the Spot Light
It would be unfair to blame individuals for this
calam:_ty. Clarence Darrow would not have allowed
the climax before election if he could have helped
it. He was powerless,

A scientific Socialist would have placed less faith

in assurances—Darrow’s heart is in the right place.
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His head has always been a hopeless muddle on
political and social questions.

Philosophic anarchists make beautiful martyrs.

Jt is easy to place wreaths on their graves. But
as living factors in a present of deeds and princi-
ples and policies they are exasperating.

If they would only confine their Utopian visions
to Ibsen classes and woman’s clubs it would be all
right, but to meet the huge problems of this mighty

ETHEL WHITEHEAD
Active Speaker and Worker in the Campaign

civilization with no adequate understanding of the
forces at work is tragedy.

Lincoln Steffens’ attempts to bridge the social
chasm were the comedy of this stirring drama.

They asked him to speak at the City Club, a
luncheon club of men with capitalistic proclivities.
He took for his subject: “How to Beat the So-
cialists.” The chairman warned them he did not
know what gold bricks were to be handed them,
but ran the risk. Steffens assured them if he lived
in Los Angeles he should not want to beat the So-
cialists and proceeded to show that they could only

be beaten by an equal “idealism” and by surpassing
them in achievements for labor.

Later, apparently in all seriousncss, he proceeded
to anticipate the McNamara climax with that Golden
Rule carnival so widely advertised.

Before his capitalistic Golden Rule brethren had
ceased to be grateful for the excuse he gave themn
for making anpther campaign play. Steffens came
out in a card announcing that he would vote the
straight Socialist ticket were he a voter in Los
Angeles.

He succeeded in making everybody mad aund
everybody glad and added much to the gaiety of
nations. 3

Thesc free lances are good missionaries to the
capitalist heathen, but what would we do with a
Steffens inside the party orgamzatlon? S

One important fact must be noted in estimating
the influence of this campaign. Los Angeles always
has an enormous number of transient residents and
new comers. A year’s residence is required for
voting.

"“housands who heard our speakers and read our
literature will go as educators to every part of the
Union and the world. Other thousands will be
voters by another election. Los Angeles is “a city
set upon a hill” in unique degree. That the move-
ment here is 5o well established means far more in
education for the entire country than would the
same conditions anywhere else. y

The state election next year will be another eye-
opener. b

There will never again be a Tweedledum and
Tweedledee campaign in California until Socialists
have been so long in control that there are no
economic classes to divide into political camos.

The Women's Vote

I want to close with an emphatic protest against
any possible claims that “the women did it.”

Every real Socialist and every wide-awake sym-
pathizer was registered and voted at the Primaries.
The vote proves that we got a woman for every
one of these.

The other eleven thousand is all we had reason
to expect from the registration of men and the
corresponding women.

They were not able to stampede the women of the
working class except where they were quite removed
from Socialist influence.

That the trained women of the prosperous classes
were largely instrumental in securing the heavy
registration and vote is undoubted.

That they will be an important factor in bringing
the concessions which must inevitably follow this
exhibition of strength and purpose among the work-
ers is equally certain.

Any workingman who weakens on woman's suf-
frage because of this election will show little dis-
cernment as well as little loyalty to principle.

Social Effects of Co-operation

_CHAPTER 1V.
THE organization of the workers and the as-

sociation_ for co-operative purposes is gradu-
ally bringing about far reaching social

changes. * The co-operative, like any ‘other

tonl used as a means of production, is constantly
changing to meet new tasks and new conditions.
: he process of evolution by which the co-operative
1s produced generally runs about as follows.

-The peasant, angered by his oppression, revolts
violently, The rebellion is suppressed by the gov-
ernment. During the uprising and its suppression
the workers learn the need of organization.

At ﬁrs_t, this need of organization expresses itself
as a union fighting for small and temporary ad-
vantages. From this the step is short to a fight
for the possessica of the sources of ‘wealth: the soil.

But. the fighting, which has taught the need of
orggmzation. and brought a sensc of socia! soli-
dartty.r, caused the farmer to look upon the problem
of his misery and his work from a sociai point
of view. -

: I-'Ie. now fights for the collective instead of the
individual possession of the scil. He gives up the
idea that it is possible to raise his standard of
hving as an individual by uis own efforts, Little
by little the old selfish individualism drops away
and he gains a social conception of labor and living.

Freed from Exploiters
Through the co-operative society the peasant is
freed, first of all, from the chains of feudal servi-
tude, from personal obligations to land owners and
speculators, from the claws of the usurers and the
horde of little speculators that have hung upon him.

In the co-operative society the farmer introduces

By Odon Por

In previous articles Odon Por has told how the
struggle between the tenants and the landlords
in Sicily had exhausted the soil and reduced the
farmers to beggary.

Out of their very misery the workers drew
strength through union; first merely for the pur-
pose of fighting increases in reni, then for the
co-operative purfcse of renting farms and man-
aging the farms, and finally for the direct carry-
tng on of agriculture and the marketing of the
crops.

In this numbe;: he tells some of the incidental
effects upon the workers themselves of this so-
cialized production. ;

Other articles will follow contaning a lesson
for farmers everywhere. There is certainly no
place in the world wheve these thinas would seem
to be less possible than in Sicily, and no place
where .hey could be more effectively carried out
than in the United States.

better systems ot cultivation. At first these are
introduced on their individual lots and the fruits
are enjoyed individually. Then they socceed in
forcing the land owner to accept their point of view
and to grant them the long term leases that make
possible co-operative production. Then comes the
co‘llec_tive working uf the soil on a large scale,
bringing new resources, improving their own eco-

nomic position and creating the possibility of social-
izing and perfecting the whole field of agricultural
production.

In this process a class organization capable of
preparing the way for the social revolution is
created. Along with this knowledge has come a
vision of the future society, and the workers as a
factor in bringing about that society, and they be-
come imbued with a passion for the organization
which must be the means for the realization of
their vision, and for that society. They are then
ready to make the greatest sacrifice.

Relation of the Unions and Co-operatives

This new social morality and sense of sacrifice
becomes most evident in the struggle of the peas-
ants and in their relations with their fellow-
workers.

We have not yet considered how the co-operative
gets control of estates. It may be taken for granted
however, that the proprietors do not surrender their
proprietorship without resistance. Almost every
farm under the management of the co-operative
society of Monte San-Giuliano, and there are thirty-
one such farr.s, was gained only after long struggle

The land owner refused to rent his fields to the
co-operative. They see clearly that such socicties
are the rallying point for those forces that are
reducing their profits, and will finally depose them
from social rulership. )

The land owners present an organized resist
ance to the efforts of the organized farmers and
they are assisted in thai resistance by the whole
mass of smaller parasites, including the middle me.
the corrupt politicians, government officiais aad all
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those whose existence or property is threatened by
the working class o ’ 5

When they dare not offer open opgosition they
fight the co-operative secretly and indirectly. The
merchants refuse to supply seeds. fl‘he la_md own-
ers seek to stop granting of credit. Meanwhile,
the authorities are induced to throw the more
active workers into jail. This latter has been done
in some cases where the innocence of the .accused
has only been proven after years of suffering.

Hired Thugs Murder

The whole class of big and little parasites, crimi-
nal and corrupt government officials are united in
the struggle against the co-cperatives.

More than once Socialist organizers have forfeited
their lives in this battle. During the spring of 1911
hired thugs killed one of the most devoted organ-
izers of the Sicilian Socialist union, and co-opera-
tive movement. At lus grave thousands of peasants,
both men and women, swore to defend their move-
ment against the bloody warfare that is being waged
upon it. They swore that this defense would be,
not upon the old rule of “An eye for an eye and a
tooth for a tooth,” but by the bringing of greater
devotion and deeper sacrifices to their movement.

When these brutal, open attacks fail pseudo co-
operatives are started in the hope of dividing the
movement that cannot be conquered when united
against these attacks. The co-operative of Monte
San Giuliano, as have all the other Socialist co-
operatives of Sicily, has presented united and de-
termined resistance.

I have once before called attention to the fact
that every member of the co-operative must also
be a member of a labor union, and pointed out how
the co-operative is born of the union movement.
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It was the funds of the union advanced to its mem-
bers that enabled them to buy shares in the co-
operative. In some cases the whole treasury of the
union was poured into that of the co-operative to
insure the establishment of the latter. This mutual
assistance is constantly maintained, and by its means
the poorest member of the union may become a
shareholder in the co-operative, or a co-operative
society may be started wherever a strong union
movement exists. :

On the other hand the co-operative has been in-
strumental in retaining the fruits gained by the
unions, and this will be true in the future in a
much larger degree.

Only after a consolidation of the co-operatives
could the peasants and farm laborers force con-
cessions from the land owners. Only when it
seemed that the whole union movement would trans-
form itself into a co-operative movement were per-
manent gains assured to the union members.

The farm laborers who work both for the co-
operative and for the private owner, realizing that
they are backed by the resources of the co-opera-
tive, offer a much more vigorous resistance to ag-
gression by the private employer.

A Fierce Class Struggle

The landlord and their followers naturally respond
to this with furious resistance. As the fight grows
fiercer it grows wider and the co-Operative, increas-
ing in membership, extends o activities industrially
and geographically.

When the land owners refuse to lease the fields
required for extensions, the unions declare a boycott
on those refusing and the fields lie idle. There is
no doubt but what in times of fierce conflict, sabot-
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age and other forms of violence are resorted to
on both sides.

A few years ago a large land owner refused to
renew his lease with the co-operative of Monte
San Giuliano. He thought he could go back to
the old system of leasing it to individual tenants,
with the extreme exploitation which would accom-
pany this form of leasing. :

The peasants, however, refused to lease the land
except through the co-operative. The owner then
employed peasants from other localities to whom
he leased the land. These, in turn, were boy-
cotted by the local workers until they found it
impossible to buy food, or any of the things required
to cultivate the soil.

For more than two months a thousand peasants
encamped around the contested field, impeding by
the.: mere presence and without violence all work
of cultivation.

Finally the strike breakers were driven away, but
the estate remained uncultivated for two years and
naturally brought a great loss to the land owner.

When again a portion of the estate was leased to
a rival capitalist co-operative, the Socialists re-
newed the open fight. At last the Catholic peas-
ants, feeling that their class interests were more
important than their religious affiliation, refused
longer to fight their fellow workers and turned the
fields over to the Socialist co-operatives. A'though
the fight thus ended in victory, there are still a
number of Socialists in prison who were sent there
for having taken part in the organization of the
fight.

(This is one of a series of articles on Agricul-
tural Co-operation in Italy. Others will appear in
subsequent nimbers.)

Raill‘Oad Men CO-OpeI‘ate By Alice Spencer Geddes

HE railroads, both steel and electric, running
T into Boston, employ 100,000 men, 2,400 of

these have been organized within the last two
years into an Employe’s Purchasing association.

This is now being transformed inio a great co-
operative under the title of the Palmer Co-operative
Stores.

In its original form the Purchasing Association se-
cured ten per cent discount from a list of stores
in Boston. This form of co-operation was felt to
be imper_fect and so Louis D. Brandeis was asked
to draw up a charter in accordance with the sug-
gestions of Frank A. Palmer, train director of the
North Union station in Boston, for the establishment
of a closer fcrm of co-operation,

Membership is confined to the transportation work-
ers, but this offers a sufficiently wide field for many
years to come. Shares of stock are sold at one
dollar each. No one can own more than five
shares, and these must not be sold to an outsider.
Each co-operator has one vote without regard to
the number of shares held. Mr. Palmer and those
connected with him are nearly all active young So-
cialists, who see in this movement but a stepping
stone to bigger things.

The foundation plans of the Co-operative Stores
are¢ much the same as those of the famcus Glascow
Co-operative Association, which owns its own mines,
controls its own steamship lines and grows its own
teas and other essentials.

_ Two stores as a nucleus will be opaned immediately
n a central part of Boston, At first they will deal
only in groceries and provisions, but will as grad-
ually as is consistent with legitimate growth en-
large their scope until every essential of living will
be found within their walls.

(‘-rafluahl,w, one by one, a chain of stores will be
established throughout the United States, at first

for the benefit of railroad employes who at the last
census number in this country 1,600,420, but later
for every member of any labor organization.

The present organization includes members of thg
Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers, Order of

OFFICERS OF THE CO-OPERATIVE STORES
Standing from left to right: Jamed C. Nuntt, Joseph H. McDermott

and Carl T. Norberg. Sitting: L. H. Whitehouse and F. A. Palmer
Railway Conductors, Brotherhood of R_ailroad Train-
men, Brotherhood of Locomotive Firemen, prder
of Railroad Station Agents, Brotherho?d of Railroad
Signalmen, Order of Railroad Station Employes
and Maintenance of Way Employes and other_s.
The officers are Frank A. Palmer, president;
Leon H. Whitehouse, treasurer; Joseph H. McDer-

The Class War i Kentucky

REAL victory was won in Kentucky on

November 7th. It is true no jobs were

won; but a tremendous lot of people were

won to the Socialist canse. Official figures
are not available, but there is no doubt that they
will reach ten thousand. The véte of eleven promi-
nent counties has been sent in (o date by various
oyal comrades, and as a matter of comparison, I
am placing the vote cast in each of these counties
In the years 1908 and 1904 This will show the
trend of events better than argument:

Vote by Counties.

; 1911 1908 1904
Jefferson (Lounisville) ............1914 653 35

Muhlenberg (Central City)....... 984 90 5
Campbell (Newport) ............ 894 810 634
McCrack.n (Paducah) .......... . 728 100 8
Kenton (Covingion) ............. 686 505 313
Ohio (McHenry Mines) ......... 375 74 6
Henderson (Henderson) .......... 200 153 29
Prigg (Cadiz) .c.icoveivensonines 18 39 17
Greenup (South Portsmouth)..... 161 78 15
Lewis (Vanceburg) .............. 150 23 6
McLean (Livermore) ............ 88 20 12

6372 2555 139.6
The name of the largest town in each county is

_given for identification. The fgures show an in-

mott, secretary; Chester A. Merrill, Warren S. Keay,
Stanley G. Perry, James C. Nutt, Charles E. Bedell
John H. Fernald, Herbert O, Erskine, and Carl T.
Norberg, directors.

The capital stock, already two-thirds subscribed,
is set at $30,000 but it is intended to increase it to
$500,000 when the big chain of stores is established.
The enthusiasm among the labor unions connecte 1
with the railroad systems in and out of Boston is
tremendous. The officers are selling stock faster
than they can handle the certificates. And in addi-
tion, the Railroad Brotherhood Conference of Bos-
ton “1915” of which Mr. Palmer is one of the direc-
tors, has endorsed the movement, as has the Har-
vard Co-operative society—an organizaiion with a
flourishing co-operative store at Harvard square,
Cambridge, largely patronized by students attend-
ing Harvard and Radcliffe.

Edward A. Filene, owner of one of the largest
department storcs in Boston, has given his support
to the movement in spite of the fact that the Co-
operative Stores eventuallv will be in competition
with him. Joha T. Connor, who operates 65 gro-
cery stores in Boston and is suburbs, has placed
his wholesale buying department at the disposal of
Mr. Palmer and his associates.

All the founders of the Palmer Co-operative Stores
are of the younger generation of practical Social-
ists who are willing to stand by their conviction
that the one-man-bonus plan of present day com-
mercial undertakings must give way—and that very
soon—to co-operation for the public need. It is
not too much to predict, considering the ability and
the energy of these young Socialists, that the Palmer
Co-operative Stores started so unostentatiously just
now in Boston will eventually be able appreciably to
lower the cost of living not only for the milliva
railroad employes of this country buc also for as
many men among organized labor as care to join.

By_ Walter Lanfersiek

State Secretary,

crease in the counties given of 250 per cent over
1904 and 130 per cent over 1908, Applying these
percentages to the totals in the state in the re-
spective years, we find that the vote this year, by
either comparison will reath close to 15,000

The question will be asked, what i doing it? A
good deal of quiet work was done by the organized
party in the state, but we have been handicapped
by our poverty; we could not do much. The buik
of the credit must be given to the trusts, and espc-
cially the tobacco trust; assisting the frust were
hundreds of earnest loyal workers who make it
their particular bdusiness 1w spread the seed, and

(Continsed on page eight.)
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BY J. R. PERKINS

E regret, Excellency, that we cannot make

the loan.” The Procurator scowled at

the speaker, moved nervously, then bluntly

Jdemanded, *“Give me your reasons,
Malchus.” The little Jew, who was at the head of
the Brothers Malchus Banking Company of Jeru-
salem, made no direct reply. Instead, he rose and
called in other members of the firm.

“His Excellency, the Procurator, wishes another
loan of 5000 talents gold,” he began, eyeing each
man closely. “Such a favor at this time, so I have
told him, is scarcely possible. But what say you?”
he added, ag if he did not want the entire responsi-
bility of the refusal to rest on him,

Each man, in turn, concurred in the opinion of
Ben Malchus, who then turned and addressed the
Procurator.

“Thus, we are compelled to deny you, Excellency,”
he stated.

“Your reasons, Ben Malchus?”

Pilate had repeated his demand.

“Because there is no money,” the Jew returned
with cold courtesy. “The causes you know,” he
went on deliberately. “The Red Sea hurricane de-
stroyed the spice ships of the Seuthes ‘
Company; this affected Maximus
and Vibo of Rome. Moreover, word
camc yesterday that Leucippus’ Sons
of Corinth are inscolvent. The Via
Sacra is unsettled. So much for af-
fairs outside these provinces.”

The implication was so plain that
. the Procurator could not refrain
from asking,

“And what of affairs within the
provinces, Ben Malchus?”

The Jew made a quick gesture
with hands and arms. “Of ‘these
you know, Excellency,” he stated
vexedly. ‘“The Phoenician workmen
in the purple factories at Tyre refuse
to work. The same is true in the
mills at Magdala. The grain, the
fruit—everything is rotting in the
fields. The people are idle. They
are in every city, town, and high-
way disputing, fighting. The land is
filled with robbers and with those
that siir all Jewry. Prices—"

“And all this you charge to me?”

The Procurator had risen even as
he interrupted the cold-speaking
Jewish banker.

“You have judicial and military
power in Judea,” Ben Malchus de-
fended.

“Yes, and if I should use it I
would slay a third of your country-
men,” Pilate retorted heatedly.

“You can bLegin none too soon on
the Zealots and their kind, most no-
ble governcr,” the Jew cheerfully
consented.  “Crusn the rebels,” he
weni on hopefully, “restore order,
and conditions in the money world
in Syria will improve.”

The Roman official made no re-
ply to this advice, but bowed himsclf
with dignity from the chamber and
“joined his guard in the street. He
was troubled. The finances of the
legate were exhausted. Six months
before, he had borrowed 5,000 talents
gold at 12 per cent, and wouid gladly
pay double th.t rate of interest for
as many more. But he, the Procu-
rator, had been refused—refused by
rich Jews. And did not Rome rule
the Jews?’

“By Jupiter!” he swore, “I should
compel them.”

But he knew that such an attempt

frayal

had not. Even now the Emgeror, through the Sen-
ate, was sending him pertinent inquiries regarding
the conditions in the province. He knew that a
deputation cof bankers, aboard a government ship,
would soon land at Cesarea, consult with Vitellius,
Governor over all Syria, his personal enemy, and
then journey on (o Jerusalem to look into the affairs
of the Judean legate.

Pontius Pilate slowly ascended to the Council
House in the Street of the Temple, and sought an
audience with Hanan, ex-High Priest, and the rich-
est man in Syria.

“Five thousand talents gold is a large sum these
days, Excellency,” the aged ecclesiastic stated in
reply to the Procurator’s request for a loan.

“But I am willing to pay double the legal rate
of interest for this loan,” the Roman plead. "The
legate is badly in need of funds. There has been
a great falling off in taxes and customs for the
past two years.”

“And there has also been falling off in votive
offerings to the Temple, Excellency,” Hanan quickly
replied.

“Auod the cause?”

“The unscitled conditions in the provinces of Gali-
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lee and Judea,” was the unhesitant rejoinder of the
ex-High Priest.

The Procurator started. Here was the same
statement that the Jewish banker had made.

“But do you advise harsher methods than the
government has used?” questioned Pilate wonder-
ingly.

“If 1 had your power I would crush out rebellion
if it cost the life of every renegade Jew,” the old
man fairly hissed.

“Remember these are your own people.”

Hanan made a quick gesture of impatient anger.
“The Zealots will destroy the nation,” he cried.
“Already have they turned the people from the
Temgle. Sacrifices have grown less and less.  The
Temple-treasury was a thousand talents gold short
for the year. And a greater loss is expected for
the Passover which is at hand,” he added bitterly.

So religion was feeling the money panic over
Syria? Pilate found himself wondering what could
be done to replenish the treasury of the Temple on
Mount Moriah—an institation he had despised.

“What Jdo you advise?” he suddenly asked.

“Hunt every rebel leader down and crucify him,”
was the instant reply. “These are inciting the peo-
ple not to pay either government taxes or the corban.
Strike quick, strike hard, and you will do more to
relieve the money condition in all Syria than a
hundred grain ships could do.”

The aged Hanan had risen in excitement, and had
spoken as if addressing the Sanhedrin. Voice and
body shook, both with physical infirmity and fear.
And the Procurator at last understood fully.

“T shall proceed against these who stir the people,
and at once,” Pilate declared, lifting his hand as if
about to swear it.

“Tis well!” exclaimed the old man. “And the
hierarchy will work with you to that end,” he
added solemnly and significantly.

“Then, you will grant the loan?” Pilate began
hopefully.

Hanan stroked his snow-white beard thought-
fully; then he replied shrewdly:

“After the Passover I can answer
vou. But now, Excellency, like Ben
Malchus and the bankers, the Tem-
ple has nov the money. If this Pass-
over is attended by a large con-
course; if the people offer sacrifices
and pay the half-shekel, why the
loan perhaps can be made.” He
paused, drew near the Roman, and
touched the sleeve of his purple toga
and thus concluded: “If anything
should occur and there is a deficit,
the favor cannot be granted.”

As the Procurator passed from the
Council House, going in the direction
of the scarped Antonia at the corner
of the Temple area, he pondered the
words of Hanan, ex-High Priest.
Entering the Praetorium he went at
once to his privy cabinet and issued -
orders for all troops in Judea to as-
semble in Jerusalem. Within three
days the Ninth Legion was camped
in the Hippodrome, within the
shadow of the Bridge Xystus, and
the Tenth occupied the barracks in
the Fortress Antonia, overlooking
the Temple precincts.

Then the pilgrims began to come.
Jerusalem’s population swelled from
a hundred thousand to a half mil-
lion. Jews of the dispersion, devo-
tees, traders, merchants; Romans,
students, pleasure-seek:rs; Greeks,
athletes, actors, Egyptians, dancers,
gamblers—all came. Then, too, all
Jewry came—provincials in holiday
attire, legalistic Pharisees, haughty
Saducees, white-robed Essenees, rev-
olutionary Zealots, and the lowest
m:mbers of the Sicarii jostl.d along
the highways towards the drab walls
of the city.

And the Procurator was pleased—
pleased that so many were coming,
though heretofore be had dreaded
eachh. Passover. Now multitudes
meant large votive offerings. For
the first time the legate and the hier-
archy worked hand in hand. Bazaars
rose from Olivet and money-counters
filled the Porch of Solomon. To
procure the half-shekel was made
easy. The Passover was at hand!

Pontius Pilate rose earlier than
usual and went forth from the Prae-
torium an hour after sunrise. Cross-
ing the barracks court he ascended

would be folly. This house of Ben
. Malchus had good standing with
Tiberius C.esar, and Pontius Pilate

to the highest tower of Antonia and

Pilate questioned the_man carefully. He did net seem an enemy of Rome

looked over into the Temple area.
(Continued on Page Eight.)
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The Aldrich Currency Plan

HOW THE ALDRICH PLAN HANDS OVER THE PUBLIC FUNDS TO THE
CENTRAL RESERVE ASSOCIATION FOR THE BANKS TO SCRAMBLE FOR

\|
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F vou accept the principle of the Aldrich Cur-
rency Plan,” said an editor to me the other day,
“it is really a very splendidly worked out ar-

rangement.” I agreed with him, for that is
exactly the point. It is exceedingly clever. It is
an expert piece of work and Mr. Aldrich and his
confreres are entitled to a great deal of credit,
always provided, however, that we accept the prin-
ciple.

What is the principle? The principle is that the
government puts its funds into the hands of private
individuals and also delegate to these private in-
dividuals the right to issue currency based on pri-
vate and corporate debts.

The express companies are very cleverly worked
out arrangements for carrying parcels, provided we
accept the underlying principle, namely, that the
express business sliould be carried on by private
persons, primarily for private profit. The trusts of
the country are cleverly worked out organizations
f_or the production and distribution of the commodi-
ties, provided we accept the underlying princinle,
namely, that private profit should be the first con-
sideration, and that the public welfare should be
subordinated thereto.

_But we Socialists do not accept the underlying
principle. It is the very thing we are opposed to
and the sentiment of all classes in the community
1s gradually changing in support of the conten-
tions of the Socialists.

: Why is it then that the Socialists of the country
Go not take more interest n this Aldiich Plan?
If it were proposed that the Postoffice at this late
date be turned over to individuals in face of a sen-
timent that is all the other way, the Socialists would
be up in arms at once and make the welkin ring with
their protestations. So also if the schools or other
established governmental functions were to be put
nto private hands. Why, then, do I find when- I
speak to Socialists upon this subject, they say in
substance, “oh well, what difference does it make
to us? Tt is just a fight between the capitalists.”

The ycason for this attitude is easily assigned.
It is because they do not understand it. In the first
place, the currency is a very complicated question.
It has been made so deliberately. Money is a tool
?f distribution. It is a social tool of distribution,
and yet we can hardly think of money except as
{i“"’atel}'_ owned. True, it must be privately owned,

ug the source and basis of it must be social.
mm?:;]»qi:gtlggoacglgﬁ : w? now havedtwo l!dndST (‘:f
invalvel o s untry; private and public. This
have Eiel in a misunderstanding at the outset. We
the gt moneydiand government notes 1ssue§l by
Bank Bit ment directly. Then we have National
nofed 1k :s 1ssued by private interests. -But be it
avthoritya even these bank notes are issued by the
United S.ta_nd backed directly by the credit, of the

ates Government.
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The policy of thus permitting private interests to
issue money is not a new one. It is as old as time.
But history shows that it has always becn a dan-
gerous power and even in the most lax of countries,
it has been found necessary to hedge it about with
restrictions. In our history, the tale of wild-cat
banking and over-speculation due in many cases to
the excessive use of the note-issuing power by state
banks is well known.

The financial record of the United States is an
interesting page in its history and those who have
the leisure will do weil at this time to refreshen
their minds upon the subject, but it is beyond the
province of this article to go into it at length.

We can go back only to the reconstruction period
when the present system of bank notes based upon
government bonds was-fastened upun us. This gave
rise to much argument. The radical opponents
wanted Creenbacks, notes issued directly by the
government, and this of course was and is now the
rational thing to do. The money question became
a prominent political issue and the Greenback party
was formed. But, for one reason and another the
reform failed and the bank notés remained.

The money fight around the year 1896 was some-
thing entirely different. It involved no underlying
principle. ‘That, in truth, was a fight between two
classes of capitalists. This fact and the accom-
panying fact that so much nonsense was poured
forth about that time accounts largely, no doubt, for
the present aversion among people of all classes
to opening up the currency question. The capital-
ists announced to us that the money question was
settled and we could g> on and stand-pat and talk
innocuously about other subjects,

But now we find the capitalists themselves are
telling us that the money question is not settled.
They told us this in 1908, following the panic of
1907. The who'e trouble, they said, "at that time
was due to the fact that our currency was not elastic.
We were more than half inclined to believe them.
They said that something must be done to provide
for emergencies, those easily foreseen emergencies
where the banks, in their greed for profits, endan-
gered their depositors’ money by lending it on un-
safe securily, or at least, on security which could
not be realized upon when needed. :

As a consequence, the Aldrich-Vreeland act was
pushéd through in the clcsing days of the Congres-
sional session of 1908. - Therc was but little oppo-
sition to it. This was partly because of a lack of
publicity, partly because it was an emergency meas-
ure, and partly because it was a temporary r easurc.
If was temporary because the act providcd both
that it should expire by limitation in 1914 and that
a National Monetary Commission shculd study the
question in the meantime and report a permanent
plan for the consideration of Congress.

The provisions of the Aldrich-Vreeland act, how-
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ever, whereby in an emergency the banks could
substituie other than Government bonds as security
for notes, was a distinct departure from our estab-
lished idea. They would not have dared to make
this proposition in the post-bellum -period when
financial discussion was rife and the public was alert.
If they had, they would have brought such a storm
about their heads as would have inundated them
in no time.

Whereas bank notes formerly stated on their face
that they were secured by government bonds de-
posited in the public treasury, they now state, many
of them, that they are secured by government bonds
“and other securities.”” If you happen to have a
bank note in your pocket, read what it says.

I have no doubt that the National Monetary Com-
mission, appointed under the act of 1908, and headed
by Senator Aidrich, were very much emboldened by
the meck acquiescence with which that emergency
act was received by the public. At any rate, they
now seek to establish as a regular and permanent
princinle, this idea of asset currency, the idea that
the banks, under certain regulation, shall be allowed
to issne notes, secured “at least one-third by gold
or other lawful money, and the remaining portion
by boads of the United States or bankable commer-
cial papers.”

These notes which the government gpermits the
banks to issue shall then circulate as money by
order of the United States. They “shall be received
at par in payment of all taxes, excises, and other
dues to the United States, and for all salaries and
other debts and demands owing by the United
States to individuals, corporations, or associations,
except obligations of the Government which are by
their terms specifically payable in gold, and for all
debts due from or by one national bank to another,
and for all cbligations due to a national bank.”

There we have the central principle of the Ald-
rich currency plan, stripped of its verbiage. There
is only one other point that is of general interest
to the public and that is the provision that the gov-
ernment is to deposit, for a period of fifty years
and without interest, all its funds with this Central
Reserve Association which the act charters. This
propusition to abolish the public treasury and turn
over the public funds for private interests to use
and scramble for is too absurd to permit of argu-
ment. It'is a plain, straightforward steal and that's
all there is to it. It is high-handed, highway rob-
bery. No milder words will do.

The rest of the text* of the Aldrich Plan is de-
voted to the highly intricate method by which these
revolutionary (backward revolution) schemes shall
befaccomplished. Tt is the device referred to by my
editor friend, which is so clever and for which Mr.
Aldrich is entitled to a great deal of credit, pro-
vided we accept the underlying principle. It un-
dertakes to arrange the steal in such a manner that
one banker will not get the best of anoiher banker.
The discussion that you see in the average capitalist
paper turns upon these details. You do not see a
word of warning s to the underlying principle.
First the trust companies ohjected that they were
being left out of it and thus s fairly dealt with.
Steps have been taken to satisfy them. The little
bankers are afraid of ‘he big bankers, the western
bankers are afraid of the Eastern bankers, the com-
mercial bankers are afraid of the speculative bank-
ers, but they are all in favor of the underlying idea.
It looks very good to them, provided only that they
get their full shares of the snoils.

Now what should Sociaits:: do about this situa-
tion? Manifestly they shouid not turn aside from
their broad propaganda and deyote themselves to
this. In one sense, of course, it i3 but a side issue.
In ancother sense, however, it is t'v; most important
(Continued on page fourteen.)
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Below the scene was one of activity. The smoke
from the sacrifices rose from the altars and floated
out over the brook Kedron, sifting through the
olive groves on Olivet; the musical notes from the
horns of attendant priests lifted from the sanctu-
ary and stole across the courts down into the city;
then the chant of the great choir rolled up in won-
derful melody and unison, swelling tcwards the
heavens. : :

The Procurator was interested. Never before
had he seen any beauty in the feast processionals
of the superstitious Jews. He had always scoffed at
them; sometimes he had even insulted them. But
they took on new meaning this day. The cynical,
pagan Roman felt a little stir around his heart, and
his breath came fast.

Suddenly, the massive gates swung open, and
through Shushan a multitude swarmed down Olive:
over the Red Heifer Bridge; as many more, ascend-
ing from the Temgle Street, poured through the
Parbar Gates; while a gyrating human mass twisted
across the Bridge Xystus, then heaved through
Horse Gate, past the Royal Colonnade, pell-mell
into the Gentile Court.

Tt was this last throng that held the attention of
the Roman Procurator. The people seemed excited.
They pushed towards the tables of the money-chang-
ers under the cedar beams of Solomon’s Porch.
They paused; they formed a circle; from it stepped
a man in a plain, brown smock. The babble died
away.

Surprised that the tumuit had ceased, Pilate gave
strict attention. He leaned far out over the balus-
trade. He could hear nothing. But all at once he
saw something; he saw the man swing a whip.
Thud! The sound had come up to the tower. The
blow had fallen on the back of a moneyv-changer.
Over went his table; the coins rang on the pave-
ments ; the people scrambled after them. The man
struck a second time. The whip lashed the face
of a second changer of coins. He struck back.
The people seemed to leap towards him angrily.
A sullen roar lifted from the mob. The shriek of
one stabbed cut the air. Then bedlam broke loose.
The mob heaved forward; it swayed back; then it
began to riot fiercely.

“Look! A riot!” roared the Procurator to a
tower-guard.

Instantly there sounded the blast of the riot-
trumpets. Out of the barracks the legionaries came
running. They poured through the secret passage
from Antonia to the Temple precincts. They darted
around the Court of the Women into the Gentile
Court. With pilumbntt and broad sword they beat
their way through to th~ rioters.

“The soldiers!” cried the peop'e.

And with fanatical fury they threw themselves
between the legionaries and those they sought.
Southward, through Ophel Gate, and down into the
narrow, winding streets the rioters escaped. The
man and his friends vanished with them. But the
court was cleared and the services went on with-
out interruption.

The Procurator was worried.
mean ?
that a certain Jesus, a Galilean provincial, necro-
mancer, and religious zealot had led in an attack
on the money-changers and those who sold the sac-
rificial doves.

He tried to dismiss the matter from his mind,
but could not. In the midst of his speculations as
to what effect this riot might have on the votive
offerings in the Temple treasury, he received 2
message from Hanan, ex-High Priest. Unrolling
the parchment he read:

“Excellency:

“The very danger I warned you against has
threatened the Passover. Another day of rioting
and the Temple-tribute will not be paid by a tenih
of the people. You should secure this- Jesus, a
Zealot who incites the provincials, and imprison him
until the close of the festivities.

What did it all

“HANAN.”

The Procurator swore a terrible oath. Ile saw
his only chance of securing the loan, and thereby
he able to Tface the deputation journeying from
Rome to Jerusalem, slipping from his grasp. It
maddened him. He -¢nt for the barracks com-
mander. He ordered him to search out the hiding
place of the man, Jesus, and arrest him and every
companion with him. X

“Operate with the Jewish Temple-guard” he or-

dered. “The Jews can give you more information
than a Roman. Hasten!”

Fhen he turned to his desk and wrote a reply to
Hanan.

 Pontius Pilate, Procurator, was arouse? quite
early the next morning. Word came to hm that
~ the Street of the Temple was filled with excited
people, even to the steps of the Praetorium before

He made immediate inquiry, and learned.
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the Judgment Seat. The rebels and rioters had
been captured.

He hastily donned his robe of State and went
forth on to the raised pavement. Below was a
sea of sullen faces. In the midst, like a frail bark
on an angry ocean, stood a man whose face seemed
the face of a god.

The Procurator stood marveling. The angry, im-
patient cries of the mob aroused him. He made a
sudden gesture of command, and all became quiet.

“What charge?” he demanded, wishing for some:
' reason to gain time.

“Treason!” they cried, and much to Pilate’s as-
tonishment, for this one had only rebelled against
the hierarchy.

. The Roman beckoned them to bring him up the
steps. They would not for fear of defilement, so
the man came alone and rested heavily on one limb.

He did not look much like an enemy of Rome. -

Pilate moved uneasily under the soft, but penetrat-
ing gaze. He questioned the man carefully. Then,
stepping to th» edge of the pavement he spoke to
the mob:

“Disperse! I find no treason in the man.”

“He forbids paying tribute to Caesar,” one
screamed.

“He destroys our customs!” cried another.

“Rebel I”

“Zealot!”

“Of the Sicarii!”

The voices rose in one wild roar. Back and forth
the mob swayed, now receding from the spear-
points of the legionaries, now advancing boldly on
them. And all the while they hurled curses and
accusations back and forth.

Something of pity stirred in the soul of the
hardened Procurator—pity for the Jefenceless Jew,
calm-eyed. though weary, and with a look likc those
who are hurt by friends.

“Crucify him!”

This wild demarid came whipping up into the
Procurator’s face, and he started angrily. Kill
without cause!

“Away, you dogs!” he roared, advancing threat-
eningly. “Go—"

His voice died away in a -whisper.
commotion in the crowd. It parted. Borne in a
letica came Hanan. The slaves lowered it at the
foot of the marble stairway. The old man, in
priestly robes, got out. He seemed not to fear
defilement like tle others. He slowly ascended to
where the official and the prisoner stood. Without
siving the bound man a single glance, Hanan looked
straight into Pilate’s eyes and said,

“T seek an audience with the Procurator.”

Troubled, but obedient, Pilate lead the way to
his privy cabinet.

“Well?” he inquired anxiously.

But Hanan seemed in no hurry. He seated him-
self, bending over a desk on which lay a waxen
tablet. He took a nencil and becan to mark. The
chamber became still. At last he said as he pushed
the tablet towards the Roman:

“The Temgle-tribute is not being paid, Excellency
The first day of the feast shows a falling off in
receints of a thousand talents. At this rate—and
no change is likely—the deficit will be fully iive
thousand talents gold this Passover.” He paused,
breathed deeply with his hearer, and concluded thus:
“The mnan who is a prisoner is responsible.”

The Procurator did not speak.

“The man should die,” cried Hanan fiercely. “Let
him be crucified. His power will be hroken. Tt
will be an example. The peonle will yet pay their
tribute money to the Temple”

“The government does not kill save for offences,”
Pilate replied hoarsely.

“But is it no offense acuinst your government
to have a rebel like this Jesus prevent the legate
from securing the loan of a certain sum?” the old
ecclesiastic demanded craftily.

The Procurator sank into a seat and bowed his
head in his hands. Hanan now became the im-
patient one. '

“Your legate now owes the bank and the hier-
archy 5000 talents gold. You have asked for an-
other. Rome has no money. A panic even now
shakes the Via Sacra. It is the hour of ecrisis.
Still, you hesitate. You will uot order the cruci-
fixion of a rchbel who stands between you and the
favor we would grant. What would your Senate
sav? And—Tiberius?” :

The old man’s voice rang through the chamber.
Pilate’s tongue cleaved to the roof of his mouth.
He feared Tiberius. From the Camgania the Em-
percr had already sent word to the Senate ordering
the last 100,000,000 sesterce of the government to
be distributed among reliable bankers in one last
desperate effort to stay the panic. Every procu-
rator was under suspicion in Syria, because that
ricb_ possesiion, instead of having money, was bor-
rowing.

There was a

“I must depa:t,” Hunan was saying, moving to-

wards the portal.

-raid, but that did not deter them.

1

-

“Stay!” cried Pilate springing to his feet and
clutching at the priestly robe. “Give heed! I can-
not order the man’s crucifixion. But I shall do as
well. I shall hurry him out of Judea tonight. By
dawn he will be far on his way towards Caesarea.
From thence, Rome will receive him. The people
will never know but what the legate has done away
with him, With their leader gone—"

“’Tis useless,” interrupted the old man, trembling
with rage. “You will let live an enemy of Caesar,
You would risk the future of your province for this
sentiment. And you a Roman. Bah!”

And the ex-High Priest of Israel drew his robes

_about him and turned once more. The Procurator

clutched at the silken draperies that hung from
the portals. His tongue was thick. His lips were
parched. He almost strangled as he whispered:

“Grant-the-loan, noble priest. Do this—now. 1
shall order the man’s—death.”

“Write it out first.”

The demand of Hanan was cold and uncondi-
tional.

Pontius Pilate, Procuratar f Judea, sank into a
seat before his desk and wrote out the death war-
rant of one, Jesus of Galilee, at a Jewish Passover,
in the reign of Tiberius Caesar, the year of the
great money panic. And at the same desk, a mo-
ment later, using the same pen, Hanan, ex-High
Priest of Israel, the richest man in all Rome’s far
eastern possessions, wrote an order on the Temple-
treasury in favor of the province legate for the
sum of 5,000 talents gold with interest at 12 per cent.

The Class War in Kentucky
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show the farmers and miners that they would either
have to own the trusts or the trusts would own
them. My own experience is that some of the
finest people in the world are working right now
in the Socialist movement in Kentucky. The pity
is that they are not all in the party.

Nearly all the above counties have some tobacco
farmers, and some are almost exclusively tobacco
growing counties. All are exploited to the limit.

Before the night rider trouble, the trust was pay-
ing 1, 2 and 3 cents for tobacco, ranging from the
poorest to the best grades. The farmers could uot
live at these prices, and each year found them-
selves deeper in debt than the year before. A slow
process of confiscation was going on. Because of
its lesser earning capacity, land was decreasing in
value, and it was said that the trust contemplated
owning all the tobacco land, and creating a kind
of modern serfdom in which it could extract every
penny of profit from the ground up.

The story is told that someone asked J. B. Duke,
the president of the trust, why he paid such starva-
tion prices for tobacco. It is alleged he answerel,
“I want to see how little the damn fools will grow
it for.” He found out. :

Although they paid only two cents on an aver-
age for the tobacco they bought, they paid more
than that for the tobacco they used, hecause mil-
lions of pounds of tobacco in trust warehouses
were burned by the exasperated farmers. They
struck back in the only way that seemed effective
to them; it was the only thing they could do.

The night rider has been a much maligned citi-
zen. The writer has met a number, and has found
them all to be earnest, respectable citizens. They
were not the criminals they were painted by the
capitalist press. Many crimes were charged against
them, in which they had no hand. If some mis-
creant wanted to injure someone, or wished to
wreak vengeance on an enemy, he burned his barn.
and then the whole neighborhood got on its hind
legs and brayed “Night Riders.” All sorts of crimes
were charged against them of which they were
perfectly innocent.

The night rider’s main activities''were directed
agaiust the trust and its representatives. They
made the trust sit up and take notice, and we are
proud of them for that. That is something the
Supreme Court has been trying to do for years
without success. Those best informed say that the
recent decision anent the tobacco trust means that
the trust will be able to rob us henceforth with the
sanction ‘of the government. One little bunch of
night riders catw. do more than the whole court with
the power of the government behind them.

The farmers of Kentucky may not be made of
sterner stuff than the farmers of other states, but
the facts do not warrant *hat belief. They have
shown that they are not to be trifled with when the
pressure gets too greut. They are all pistol toters
on occasion, and they will not hesitate to use them
if the right occasion arises. They knew they took
their lives in their hands every time they went on 2
They attended
to their little business and then ajourned to pick
some worms off the patch. They were absolutely

(Continued on Page Ninc.)
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CHAPTER XXXI.

E’LI, suppose that you are a patriot in
the brave old days of 76 when we threw
off the British yoke and put on the
American yoke. And we'll suppose that
] am a greasy mechanic, liable to be thrown into
jail for owing a shilling or for leaving one em-
ployer to work for another who will give me more
wages. You come up to me and say: “Will you
do me a favor?” : 7

And T'll answer: “Only too happy to oblige.
What is it* you want me to do for you?”

“I want you to go to war.”

“War? What for?”

Now, just for the sake of the argument, we’'ll as-
sume that you are on the level, and that you will
tell me the exact truth,

“Well,” says you,” it's like this: There are some
fellows in New England making a good thing out
of smuggling tea and such, and the accursed oppres-
sor has put a crimp in them with his Stamp Act,
and thcy’re sore about it. That’s neither here nor
- there with me, but however; there’s a patch of
ground of about 30,000 acres in the Scioto Valley
(that's away out West in the Ohio country) that
I've been trying to get my hands on, and the ac-
cursed oppressor says my ~'aim isn't legal. TI've
had Dr. Franklin lobbying the scheme before Par-
liament, but they won’t stand for it. So the smug-
glers and the land speculators and a few more of
us are thinking of going to war with Great Britain,
and we want you to help out. It'll be a big thing
for us if we can win.”

“Where do I come in?” T ask.
it for me?”

“Well,” says you, “it ought to be a privilege to
you to have the chance to fight for your country,
but, seeing you’re so sticking about it, T'll tell you
what I'll do with you: When you do get paid at
all which won’t be so very often the money won’t
be worth much of anything, and your wife and
family at home will probably have a pretty tough

“What is there in

time of it. That’s satisfactory, isn’t it?”
“Proceed,” I'd say. “Your story interests me
much.”

“And, after the war is over, we'll tax you and
yﬁx:,r descandants to the end of time to pay for it
all.

“Oh joy!" I'd exclaim and jump up and down,
and clap my hands. “And what would I have to
do when I went to war?”

“Well, for one thing, you'd have to march.”

“March?”

“Yes, walk in the mud from one place to another,
and then lie down and sleep on the wet ground
when night came. Riding and stopping at taverns
and houses would be for the big-bugs, not for you.

Of course, it wouldn't always be rainy weather.
Sometimes it would be hot and dusty, and some-
times it would be colder than Billy be-dam, with
the ground frozen rough so that it would twist your
ankles and cut your shoes. But you wouldn’t mind
that. If your feet were bleeding and blistered and
frost-bit, if you didn’t have much of anything to
eat, and no place to sleep, that would suit you
toa T.

“And then there'd be drill. A gun is something
you shoot with, but we pretend that guns haven't
been invented and that people still fight with pikes,
so you'd stand in a row and make silly motions with
a gun as if it were a pike. There’d be a man to
show you how to keep step because it is very im-
portant to keep step if you are going to shoot a gun
right, so you'll tie a wisp of hay around vour left
ankle, aud a wisp of straw around your right ankle,
and practice hour after hour, hay-foot, straw-foot,
hay-foot, straw-foot. And he’ll holler out to you:
‘Present . .. HUMP! Ordarrrrrr. . . . HUMP!
Carray-ay-ay. . . . HUMP! and you'll play it was
a pike. And if you don’t do it just to suit him he’ll
call you every name he can think of, names that if
it was anybody else called you, you'd beat his face
into a pulp or die a-trying, But you'll take it
meekly because if you give him any of your back-
talk or lay a hand on him he’ll string you up by the
thumbs or stake you out or have you whipped same
as if you were a nigger. Oh, you'll like it first-
rate.”

“Uh-huh,” T'd say.
around, is it?”

“Oh land, no!” says you. “You'll have to kill
folks. Say we're standing here and over yonder
in old Mrs. Davidson’s cow pasture are the British
invaders. Some of them are English boys drafted
away from home against their wills with their
mothers crying about them. Some of them are
‘Dutchies,” Hessians, sold hy their prince as if they
were so many cattle on the hoof. You never had
sny sort of a word with them, let alone a cross
word, but you'll shoot them dead. Thére they are
in old Mrs. Davidson’s cow pasture and coming
right at you. Now don’t you get excited and blaze
away recklessly. Powder is expensive and lead
has gone away up. When you murder a man go at
it cold-bloodedly. Wait till you can see the whites
of their eyes. Better say to the man next you:
‘See that pretty boy with the light wavy hair and
the rosy cheeks? Not the red-headed fellow with
the freckles; the one next to him, the one that looks
a little like my brother Charley. That's the one
I'm going to kill’ Like that, understand?”

And I'd say: “Why, I always heard it was wrong
to kill people.”

And you'd say:
’em for your own selfish ends.

“But war isn’'t just walking

“Well, so it is, when you kill
But when you kill

'em for other folks' own selfish ends, it isn’t naughty
then; it’s nice.”

“Yes, but supposing the British kill me?”

“Oh well, you'll have to take your chances on

that._ If you do, why ‘dulce et decorum est pro
patria mori.”
“How’s that? I didn’t quite catch that.”

“That’s Latin poetry. It means that it is sweet
and proper to die for one’s country.”

“Did the poet die for his country:”

“No, he says he ran away. But that's aside from
the point. Yes, you may get killed. A bullet might
hit on you on the head, and you'd keel over like
the cow you saw killed at the slauzhter-house last
week. Or it might hit you in the lungs and you'd
strangle to death. Or it might hit you in the in-
testines, and they say that hurts like sixty. But
perhaps it will only smash a leg. You'll lie there
on the field of battle with men and horses running
over you, dying for a drink of water and you won't
get it. If they aren’t too busy they may come for
you at night with lanterns, and throw you into a
cart with a lot of other wounded men, and the cart
jolting over stones zad -logs. And the surgeon’ll
say: ‘This’ll have to come off” And he'll take a
knife and cut through to the bone, and then he’ll
take a saw, and saw through the bone, tsee-hee,
tsee-hee tsee-hee, kaw-haw, kaw-haw, click! and
there’s your leg for the dogs to gnaw at. And you'll
lie in a filthy fly-blown hospital burning with fever,
and probably rot to pieces with gangrene. But
maybe you’ll get weil and be a burden on your
peogple till you die. It's hard enough for a well
man to make a living, but a cripple. . . .

“Well, what do you say? Are you with us on
this glorious proposition?”

You know that if you told me the truth about the
war you'd never get me willingly in the round
world. So, if you were a patriot of 76 who wanted
to lift the yoke of the British oppressor from my
neck so that you might put on the yoke of the
American oppressor you'd come out with a mighty
fine line of talk like: “We hold these truths to be
self-evident; that all men are created eqgual, and
endowed by the Creator with the right to life, lib-
erty and the pursuit of happiness,” and so forth
and so on with much more of the same sort. Will
I fight for that? Will a duck swim? Why, I'd
wade through Hell itself to gain life, and liberty,
and happiness.

And well the signers of that immortal document
knew that. They didn’t believe a word of it; they
knew it was the bull con. But it would get the
greasy mechanics and the low-born to fight their
war for them like dauntless devils. And after the
war was won—Why, that would be something else
again.

The Class War in Kentucky

(Continued from page eight.)
determined; it was practically a matter of do some-
thing or die, and they refused to die like dogs.

_The union striker beats up the scab who takes
his job, an action which all condemn, but which
¢very one recognizes is the natural thing to do.
The night rider struck back, too, but his blow was
a little more intelligent than that of beating up a
scab. He struck back directly at the real exnloiter,
and the proof that his blows did hurt is in the fact
that he is getting living prices now, where before
he was starved. His night rider banas are not in
operation any more, but if the same conditions
arise, the bands are still there.

They are awakening to the fact, that if they can
do _themselves some little good hLy violent means
which are more or less inadequate, they can do
themselves more good by iatelligent political ac-
ticn, by electing their own representatives to posi-
tions of power. One of the old party candidates
'nade that one of his isswes in the last campaign,
but it failed to have its effect. The farmers of

~

Kentucky today positively do not trust either of
the two old parties.

Never fear for the farmers of Kentucky. When
they have seen the true situation, they will fight as
fearlessly for the intelligent action proposed by the
Socialist party as they ever fought in the great war
between capital and labor, which is known to the
world as the Night Rider Trouble.

Class Consciousress

If you want approval, deprecate class conscious-
ness. Deny that impoverished masses really have a
common wish to better their condition, or else de-
plore that wish. ;

Now, of course, your own particular nationality,
church, school, lodge, business or profession enlists
only the very highest type of men who ought to
stand together. The place you are “from” or in
which you dwell is the only place where really brave
men and fair women flourish. “Gad, sir, when we
compare Old Virginiz with other states it makes
us proud of our fellow citizens.” “Whoopee, boys,

we're from the big, broad, noble west!” “Thank
heaven, the spirit of New England still inspires her
sons!” “My countrymen, there is no north, no
south, no east, no west. We are Americans, and 1
say America should be for Americans; and Euro-
pean scum should never sully our shores!” “This
is a white man’s country!” “We knows we'se
brack, but de brack men’s jes's good as de wite
men, en mebbe better” “My friends, it is the right
of men to govern and protect women. They should
not vote. They are constitutionally unfit—" “Sis-
ter women, I say, dowm with tyrant man! Too
long has he usurped—" “Aw, maw, lemme go an’
play with the kids—the gang’s waitin’ fer me tuh
umpire !” ;

Class consciousness? Nonsenseé. Of course, it
doesn’t exist. And if it doesn’t exist in race, nation,
age, sex, church, business, occupation, proiession or
anything else. how could it exist in those of common
economic conditions? And, anyhow, while we could
excuse it in all the other cases, the class conscious-
ness of the poor would be unjustifiable and vicious.
—Los Angeles Record. '
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$550.00 For Solving This Mystery

Eleventh Installment of the Coming Nation’s Great Mystery Story—Read
i the Rules Governing the Contest and Then Read the Story

~ the persons from whom the CoMING NATION
re:elve'{oby mlzil. and not otherwise, the bhest solq:
tions of the mystery in “I'he Shadow Under the Roof,
the following prizes will be given:

the best solution ............ R R 250
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reader, whether a subscriber or not, may
eo%pot%n l’nd win prizes, but only cne solution may be

ne reader.
enéeregn?ey l::{ fnstallment but one of “The Shadow

' * will be printed in the COMING Na-
gt%?terd:?:dniegfmary 10, ‘im‘z. An interval! of two
weeks will be allowed for the receipt of solutions,
and the final instailment will be published in the
{ssue of March 2, 1912. The latest moment at which
solutions will be received and considered will be ¢
o'clock p. m., February 23, 1912. : e

solutions must be sent my mail and In no
ot:ér :lnly. plainly addressed to “Mystery j;tory Edi-
tor, the COMING NATION, Girard, Kansas.

5. The prizes will be awarded according to the
conditions and rules here set forth and according to
the best judgment of the judges appointed by the
CoMING NATION. These judges will have complete
control and final decision in this contest, beyond all

appeal.

RULES AND PRIZES

6. The solutlons sre to be written in the English
language, briefly and simply, stating clearly as many
facts and detalls as are necessary to make up the
“best solution of the mystery.”

7. The names and addresses of all the prize win.
ners wiil be Publlshed‘ln the CoMING NATION at the
earliest possible date after the judges have de-
termined their awards,

8. Employes of the CoMING NATION #nd the A4p-
peal to Reason and members of their families are
not eligible for this competition.

Tell Your Friends About It

Thousands of persons who would not be
interested in Socialist philcsophy would read a
good story, and would try to win the prizes
that are offered for the best solution.

If every reader of the Comine NaTION will
hand his paper to a friend and call his attention

to this story, the circulation can be doubled
within a few weeks. It is still possible to supply
preceding installments and these will be sent to
any one asking for them when they subscribc

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

] a young man, head of the Robley-Ford
Bnumﬂ%ogo?sle’taun dea‘d fn an unused room, the top
floor of his factory. He kas been brought to his death in
a mysterious manner, bound fast to his oglce chair. No
wounds are found on his bbdy David Robley’'s slgter, Helen
Robley, Robley’s partner, Willlam Ford, John Frisbie and
Richard Horton, employes at the factory and Charley
Hinton a detective connected with Ford, are the principals
immediately connected with tbhe tragedy. Horton and
Frisbie pursue an lnvestlgutlon and discover ceriain facts
mwnl%: David Robley’s lut life. Robley's death re-

to the ce.’
m.l':’g.rd.‘wnl‘l{. been tug)ing money of the compa‘n{ to
his own pu , plans with Hinton to iavolve Frisbie
as the mnSerer. ?l'hey are cveheard by Ford's com-
on, a mystericus woman who communica‘es with
sble, He discovers be'rtto be a former friend who
become Ford's mistress,
"'Z'f«'»fm is found Iin Robley’'s room from a girl, who,
mnmﬂl:{ Robley, comr;:lltted suicide. Hinton discovers
loved this girl.
s~ $ fnstallmen's of the story will be supplied to
new subsci

CHAPTER XIL

HEN she again entered the house that
sheltered her, a great change had come
over Mollie Jessup. Her eycs were lit
with hope and upon her face was the
stamp of dJdetermination. If she was
merely alluring before, this new light
gave her something akin to beauty, in-
stead. Apparently the house was empty, as when
she left it. The parlor was dark and the air chilly
She lit the gas in the asbestos fireplace, then pulled
the blinds and sat down before the blaze, the sole
illumination being the blue and yellow flames that
danced about the log. The woman sank back in the
easy chair and gave herself over to revery.

One person, however, always hovered in her con-
sciousness—John Frisbic. Her mind went back to
her girlhood days in that little Indiana village, and
John Frisbie—a light-haired, blue-eyed youth—was
ever at her side, a faithful attendant. Then, there

in review the darker moments of her life,
and she felt 2 fear and a sinking at heart, for Fris-
bie was again present as the julge who might con-
demn, the judge whose clemency was desired. And
then she thought of the scene just passed, of John
Frisbie the man, of John Frisbie, faithfu! even to
the puint of avenging a loved one with death, so
faithful he would die rather thi». betray the con-
fidence of Ler who had believed in him. These
attributes made a powerful appeal to her primitive

nature. :
“Oh, God, suck a man!” she said.- :
Then she repeated io herself those words of his

that had brought so much comfort to her storm-
tossed soul. “There are some men,” he had said,
“who could understand, who could know what you
have suffered and see that you have gathered
strength from what you have undergone.”

Undoubtedly he was one who could understand
her and have faith in her. Why else should he
have spoken so? Yes, he could understand her, he
could know what she had suffered, he could know
that her heart was still good, he could believe in
her, he could—dared she hope for the rest? Why
not? He had promised to help her be a true woman
again, and there had been something in his voice
that had caused tears to start in her eyes. She put
her hand over her face—the tears were there again.

She got up, walked to the cabinet and took out
the photegraph of Frisbie the youth, then sat down
again, and, leaning over toward the fire, studied
the features by the flickering light.

The eyes of the youth looked straight into hers,
and as she gazed he grew into a man, an earnest
and just man, and she heard him say, “Undoubtedly,
Mollie, you can be as good and as worthy of love
as you desire to be.” As she desired to be. Yes,
yes, above all things she desired to be worthy of
love, fis love, the old love, the first love, the love
that is apt to lie sleeping in the human breast for
years, then spring up in all its pristine power.

Was it possible, ever, for him to love her? Would
not his memory cling to the girl who was dead?
Would not her image forever dwell in his heart?
A wave of resentment passed over her, then dis-
appeared. Well, let her image stay, she thought—
why should it be otherwse? She was content, as
she felt now, to abide within that shadow—yea,
and bless it,-if it were only possible for her to
abide there at all. Oh, if it were only po-sible !
But why doubt it? He himsalf had said it was,

She shaded her eyes with her hand, propped up
on the arm of the chair, and let her mind run on
and on, whithever way was p'easantest.. The pho-
tograph lay face upward on her lap. Not a sound
was heard, save now and then the rumble of a
vehicle on the street. The miutes passed and
lengthened into an hour, and outside the night gloom
began to gather.

Suddcn}y a hand was laid on her shoulder. She
turned with a cry, then, recognizing Ford’s laugh,
obeyed her second impulse and tried to hide the
photograph. He observed the movesient.

“What is it you have?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she answered, but there was guilt in
her” look.

“Let me see it,” he demanded.

“I tell you it is nothing—just an old photograph.”

“Why did you hide it? ~Let me have it then”
He made as if to take it, and she handed it over.

He made an impatient effort to examine the
picture by the light from the fireplace, then steppcd
back and applied a match to the dome that swung
in the center of the room. A flood of brilliancy
filled the apartment. The woman stood by the chair
wiatching Ford apprehensively as he studied the
photograph.

“It is no one you ever saw,” she said.

“That is uot true,” he answered. “I have seen
the face many times—there is something in the eyes
that is very familiar.”

“No. no—that is impossible.”

He turned on her suddenly.

“It 1s John Frisbie,” he said.

“No, no—it is not John Frisbie.”

He turned the picture over and read on the other
side the boyish inscription, “From John to Mollie.”

“You lie,” he cried. “What are you doing with
John Frisbie’s photograph? Answer that.”

“It is an old one. I had it when T was a girl.”

“What is he to you?”

“Nothing.”

“You are lying to me.” He scized her by the
wrist. “What were you doing with his photograph?
What is he to you?” -

She gazed straight at him without flinching, with
a look in her eyes he had never seen there before.

“Let go of my wrist,” she said—"you hurt me.”

He pulled her toward him and caught Ler roughly
by the other arm.

“Don’t talk to me like that,” he cried.
my question.
Frisbie?”

“Let go of me—you are a brute!”

“Will you answer me?”

“T won't”

He flung her from him, so violently that she fell
against the couch at the side of the room. Her arm
struck the wall and she gave a cry of pain.

“Did T hurt you? Forgive me.” He approached
her and this time put his hand gently on her arm.
“You know what a temper I Lave.” But his man-
ner changed again just as suddenly, and his face
went black.

“Tell me, what is John Frisbie to you?” he de-
manded.

“We were sweethearts once.”

“And what are you now?”

“Nothing.”

“That is not true. Why were you sitting there
with his photograph in your lap?”

“I had been locking at a lot of old pictures in
the cabinet.” _

“You're lying now. I was here when you came
in—I saw everything you did through the curtains
there.”

She was silent. He resumed:

“Where did you go this afternoon?”

“I tnok a walk.”

“You're lying again.
truth.”

The woman rose to her feet, defiantly.

“Stop saying that to me. I won’t stand it any
longer. You can’t trect me as you used to. Il
never again be as I was, and you needu’t try to
scare me— you needn’t threaten me.”

The man stepped back and stared at her in sud-
den alarm, his expression none the less ugly.

“If you use thut word ‘lying’ again, I'll lcave you
or die in my tracks,” she said.

In the years they had inent together there hal
been many quarrels, many vivlent scenes, but they
had always been followed by reconciliation. She
had threatened to leave him mauny times before.
but the very brute in the man had always triumphed
in the end, and he remained safe in the possession
of the woman without whom life to him seemed
not worth the living. Their quarrels had come to

“Answer
What is there between you and John

You'd hetter tell me the



be a matter of course; he knew always how they
would end. Perhaps they actnally_ made stronger
the crude bonds that kept the pair together. In
her company he gave way to all the turbulence of
sou! he suppressed in his life outside, and in this,
as in other things, she had become a necessity to
h"{;'ut now there was something in her bearing that
told him this quarrel was utterly different from any
that had preceded it and that she meant every worl
she was saying. In the face of this imminent dan-
ger he became the artificial Ford again—the cool,
calculating man of affairs, who relied en superior
keenness, and tact to carry the day. His whole
manner changed. The look of anger vanislied from
his face, and he approached Mollie Jessup, where
she sat on the couch, and put his hands gently on

r shoulders.
hc“Mollie,” he said, “why do you torture me in
this manner? Have I not proved faithful to you?
Hasn’t my love been tested? You are the only
woman I want. You are all there is
in life for me worth having and with-
out you I wouldn’t care to live. I
would go through fire for you, and
vou know it. Be good to me, Mollie—
don't drive me mad!”

His tones were so earnest they
aroused pity in the woman’s breast.
When she replied she spoke gently,
but as firmly as before.

“ “You think only of yourself—what

[ may feel never concerns you.”

“Have you ceased to love me?”

“T don’t think I ever did really love
you—and I certainly do not now.”

“Mollie !”

“Oh, what is the use of keeping this
up any longer? You have no right to
ruin my whole life. I have done
enough for you. If you care for me,
you'll let me go.”

“Mollie, don’t ask me that.”

“But I do ask it.”

“I can't.”

“From this time on, I'll be another
Mollie Jessup. I'm going to leave you.”

“You shall not.”

“T will.”

“Be careful what you say!”

The ugly look came back to his face,
and his hands closed. She sprang to
her feet again and stood facing him.

“Even if you kill me, I'm going to
leave you!”

Again the comprehension came to
Ford that he was dealing with a situa-
tion the like of which had never be-
fore developed in his relations with
Mollie Jessup, and again he became
perfectly self-possessed and the anger
faded from his face.

“Won't you tell me the cause of
this?” he asked, quietly. “Has John
Frishic anything to do with it?”

“".’CS."

“What do you mean?”

“I saw him—by accident—and talked
with him, and he has given me the
strength to do what I am doing.

“What did you talk with him about ?”

“Myself—that is all.”

“And me?”

“NO.”

“Do you care for him?”

“Perhaps I do.”

Ford turned away and began to walk the room.
He found it hard work to carry on his part.

“What if he knew ?”

This with a half sneer.

“He knows what I have been—I have told him.”

He stopped short in front of her. On his face
he wore the impenetrable mask he used in his busi-
ness life, and as he stood there, there came into his
mind, unperceived by her, a plan—a bold, ruthless
plan—that exactly conformed with the man’s nature.

“He is not what you think he is.”

This was the beginning.

“He is the noblest man alive.”

::Eh? Why do you say that?”

Because I think he is.”

“You do not know him. He is a schemer und will
do anything to get money.”

“That is not so.”

G can prove it. Why, cven now he is using all
his wits in the effort to marry into a fortune. He
has spent three evenings in the last five at the
home of Helen Rrbley, the sister of the man who

was murdered, and it is his intention to capture
the heiress if he can”

“Helen Robley—my God!”
_The rexl meaning behiud the woman’s exclama-
tion escaped Ford, because he was not aware that
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she knew of Frishie’s supposed connection with
the murder. Her consternation was not caused—as
Ford supposed—alone by dashed hopes, but was
due to the horror she felt that Frisbie, who had
killed the brother, could then pay court to the sister.
The revulsion of feeling mirrored in her face
brought triumph to the heart of Ford.

“So you see,” he said, “this man Frisbie is not
exactly what you took him to be. A fortune hunter
does not make a very good hero.”

“But it is not true.”

“Oh, yes, it is. I can tell you at just what hour
he has called each evening. It is all down in the
notebook of a detective”—he caught himself—“a
man who is looking after my interests in the firm.”

Not schooled, as Ford was, in the concralment of
her thoughts, Mollie Jessup in her looks reflected
all the anger and chagrin that she felt. Her pride

was wounded, she was stung by the thought that .
she had been deceived by the hypocritical Frisbie.
Added to this was the sense of loss of those pre-

Mollie snatched her hat and long coat

cious hopes that had sprung up out cof her last
interview with the chemist. She was both bereft
and made sport of, and all the resentment of which
her impulsive nature was capable was leaping in
her breast. She walked to the fireplace, to avoid
being observed by Ford, and stood there, her hands
clenched.

Ford approached her.

“Mollie,” he said, “I'm not going to give you up.
I need you and I've got to have you. You're mine
for all time.”

She turned upon him with the fury of a tigress.
Though her anger had Frisbie for its object, here
at least was an opportunity to vent it. She half
screamed as she talked.

“You need me—Oh, yuu need me, do you? You
needed me and ycu got me, but what did you do
with me—what have you made nf me? 1 hate
myself and I hate you and I wish I could die—
could die! I’m not fit to live. You made me what
I am. Oh, how I hate you! Deon’t you dare touch
me. I could kill you—I could kill you!”

She threw hersclf on the couch, face downward,
and clutched the silken pillow.

Ford surveyed her with strangely mixed feelings.
He was sorry for her, wanted to go to her and
comfort her, but he was also glad—for her on-
slaught was his triumph. Jlis knowledge of human
nature and of Mollie Jessup told him that she had

had her say, that she would weep awhile and that

11
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this would end the matter. If he had gone no
further—if he had been content to let good enough
alone—doubtless his hopes would have been ful-
filled and the woman’s anger against both Frisbie
and himself would have worn itself away in weep-
ing. But he made the mistake of carrying his point
too far, and thereby hastened the drama he was-
playing to a denouncement it otherwise might not
have had. : .

The door bell rang. Ford turned the light down
low and admitted Hinton, who had called by ap-
pointment. He brought his caller through the par-
lor, and, to Hinton’s surprise, stopped before pass-
ing into the sitting room, where_their previous
conferences had been held. The detective did not
see the woman on the couch.

“Is Frisbie likely to call on Miss Robley tonight,
do you think?” Ford asked.

“I have an idea he will—it seems to have become
a habit of his.”

“How often, do you say, he has called on her in

the last week?'’
+  “Three times in the last five days.

Why?”

The two men moved on into the liv-
ing room, and Ford pulled together
the wooden doors that, sliding in a
groove, could be made to separate the
two apartments.

Mollie Jessup arose, her cheeks
aflame. She hurried to the hallway,
snatched her hat and long coat from
the rack, quietly opened the door and
disappeared in the street, her mind
full of the resolve she had suddenly
formed.

(To be continued.)

The Reason

BY EMANUEL JULIUS,
{EN old Bartlett expressed his
willingness to tell us why he
had never married, Donald and
I were all ears. The aged lawyer was
a splendid fellow, but had long puz-
zled us because of his persistent aver-
sion towards the opposite sex.

“Yes,” said he slowly, “I'll tell you
the tale. . . . It all happened forty
years ago right here in New York.
I was then a young chap of about
twenty-five and had just begun prac-
ticing my profession. One day Judge
Henderson called me to his side and
informed me that I could take up the
defense of a young girl accused of
murder. She was too poor to hire a
lawyer, and so, the state assigned me
to a task which I gladly accepted.

“She was a beautiful woman—no, a
girl of eighteen. Her black, sparkling
eyes and girlish manners captivated
me. She seemed chaste as virginity
itself. I was charmed. And this
lovely girl had been charged with poi-
soning a maiden aunt with whom she
had been living. The motive, claimed
the State, was money.

“I gave all my energies to that case,
and soon I realized that it was love
that made me so determined to have
her freed. I never worked harder in
all my life. I fought like a tiger.
Her black eyes forced me to increased enthusiasm.

“And when I finally addressed that jury, I couid
see nothing except her beautiful face, her wonder-
ful eyes. Each word I spoke was fired with my
love for her. I was more than a lawyer defending
his client; I was a lover pleading for his heart.
And the verdict of the jury showed that 1 had not
struggled in vain. She was declared not guilty.

“I led her from the court room. In the street
I turned to her and said: ‘I won this <ase because
I wanted to win you” She blushed a deep red. ‘I
knew it was love that made you so strong. And
< have learned to love you with all my heart but—'

“*And we shall marry’ I interposed.

“‘No,” came from the girl; we must part now.’

“‘Part!’ T repeated. ‘Never! We must marry.'

*“‘No, we cannot marry. i'll love you as long as
I live, but I could never stay with you—'

“ ‘MIY?’

“Because I am guilty—'"

The Louisiana Planter and Sugar Manufacturer
calls attention to a growing tendency for comsoli-
dation among the cotton growers of the Y.zoo Delta
in Louisiana. Recently there has been manifested
a very decided dispositic* among the largest ani
most opulent cotton growers to consoliiate their
-anded holdings into incurporated companies. Some
of the ocmpanies that have been formed in response
to this movement are very largely capitalized,
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Especially for the Scouts
When the Cominc NATION started,
negotiations were entered into with a

news company for the distribution of

the paper. This company was ready to
take the ComiNc NarioN, but demanded
a monopoly of its distribution.

The publishers did not feel that they
wished to give over such a monopoly
to the company, but felt that they would
rather it would be handled through the
Socialist organization and members.

It was found, however, that this plan
required the maintenance of a rather
expensive machine and we, therefore,
decided to make a contract with the
news company on the basis of their
original proposition and notified the
scouts to that effect.

The moment this was done the newc
company refused to handle the ComiNG
NATION on the terms that it previously
grescribed, and the same it offers all
other papers. In fact, it refused to
handle the paper at all and this, not-
withstanding the fact that bundle orders
and news stand sales are far in excess
of many papers handled by this com-
pany.

Now, we do not propose to be sup-
pressed by any news monopoly, and we
do not believe that the readers of the
Comine NarioN will willingly consent
to any such suppression.

In order to insure as wide a sale as
possible we are going not only to ask
the scouts to continue at work, but we
are going to make them faor more liberal
offers than we have ever done before.

We believe that the Socialists of this
country possess a2 distributing machin-
ery far superior to that of any news
agency in the country, and that they
will respond to this discrimination
against the Socialist press.

The Cominc NATION is going to do
its part in this matter. We are going
to give to those who help build up a
bundle circulation all the profits and
all the money that has hithertc becn
spent in circularizing, advertising, etc.

We are going to put the price of
bundles at the cost of production.

From now on the bundle rate, where
ten or more are ordered at one time,
will be ONE AND A HALF CENTS
each for the ComiNe NarioN. This rate
appiies to those who wisk the papers
for sale at Lyceum Lectures, local meet-
ings, or any other place.

At this rate there will be no return
privileges, no credit accounts, no pre-
miums to scouts, and all orders for any
issue must be in by Tuesday preceding
the date of the paper.

This price makes the Comine NATION

- the most profitable paper for Social-
ists to sell, as it affords a profit of two
hundrec. thirty-three and 'a third per
cent,

Back Numbers and Bundles

As has been stated several times the
entire issue nf the Coming NATION is
usually exhaunsted within a few dayy
after publication, and it is impossible
to supply back numbers.

‘We are printing a few extra of this
issue becavse it is, we believe, the best
statement of the McNamara case and
the Los Angeles eclection that has yet

“We also have a few extra copies of
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the second farmers’ edition, number 64.
While these last they will be sent at

- the reduced bundle rate of a cent and

a half each in bundles of ten or more

As was announced last week, we can
no longer supply Social Forces in Amer-
ican History for three new subscribers.
The copies purchased at the advance
of publication rate are all gone, and

- hereafter it will be necessary to send
in four subscribers in order to obtain
a copy of the work.

Advice from Our Friends, the Enemy

HE capitalist press is very willing
I to tell the workers just what to

do in the McNamara case.
general agreement is that the Socialists
ought to be chased out of the trade
unions.
* The Indianapolis News says, “The
sooner trade unionism rids itself of
Socialists and all of the Socialist ten-
tacles of anarchy—such as dynamite—
the better off unionism will be.”

The Brooklyn Eagle, after praising
Gompers, Mitchell “and Morrison for
their antagonism to Socialism, thinks
that “the lumping of all labor demands
on the Socialisu wagon might not be
an unmixed disadvantage. The upset-
ting of the band wagon would clearly
restore normal conditions pretty ef-
fectively.”

This is as mixed in logic as in its
rhetoric.

The Aurora (Ill.) News sends out a
warning that “The thundering apostles
of Socialism should confine their ef-
forts to the work of building up polit-
ical organizations.”

The Milwaukee Journal screams in
two column ten point against the influ-
ence of Eugene V. Debs in the unions,
and says of the anti-Socialist element:

“At the head of this movement stands
Samuel Gompers, a practical idealist, big
of mind as well as of heart, loyal to
the institutions of his country and de-
voted to the interests of his fellow men.
That he is the chief of organized work-
ingmen at this critical peri>d of our
history is as fortunate for the country
as it is for them.”

The Minneapolis (Minn.) News,
after bewailing the fact that the Social-
ists had gained control of the central
labor crganization of that city, hores
that ti.c result of the McNamaras’ con-.
fession “Will be to inject more virility
into the rivalry which has been quietly
developing for the last two years be-
tween straight out Socialism on the one
side and trade unionisrn on the other.”

The Lancaster (Pa.) Examiner hopes
that after the Socialists are driven out
of the unions the remainder “will be
guided by men of the John Mitchell
type.”

Of course, not one of these papers
is honest enough to tell that the Mc-
Namaras had always supported Mitchell,
that they belonged to his faction in the
unions, his church and his political
party and supported his principles and
personal ambitions, including the Civic
Federation at all times.

The regular Milwaukee lie this week,
which is endorsed by the Elmyra (N.
Y.) Advertiser and the St. Louis KRe-
public, is that the Socialists of Mil-

waukee have “Re-arranged the pay rolls-

so that about thirty thousand dollars
more will be paid out a.nually in sal-
aries.”

This is varied with the wide circula- -

tion of the now thoroughly refuted
faisehood that was first started by the
Neéw York Evening Post, that the So-
cialist rule in Milwaukee “Will cost the
tax payers nearly one million dollars
more this year than would the-old order
of things in the ist year of the admin-
istration of Mayor David S. Rose.”

It is when a capitalist editor starts
to talk on the philosophy of Socialism
that he really gets humorous and no
where is this humor of ignorance more
striking than in the professional Cath-
olic opponents of Socialism.

" The Catholic Citizen of Chicago, com-
merting on the fact that two new

The .

monthly periodicals have just been es-
tablished by the Catholic Church “de-
voted to the task of combating the evils
of Socialism,” complains because the
Socialists—

“Have arrogated to themselves and
claimed as exclusively Socialist doc-
trines, economic questions which do not
antagonize the moral law nor conflict
with any form of government, but are
to be considered con their intrinsic mer-
its and their practical relation ‘o the
public welfare. Among these questions
are the nationalization of land, the na-
tional ownership of public utilities, and
so forth.”

This is really too bad. Socialists
ought to defend whatever their oppo-
nents ask them to, it would be so much
easier to whip them if they did.

The editor of the Citizen continues
to complain that conditions are con-
stantly getting worse. “The rich are
daily becoming richer arnd the poor are
daily becoming poorer. The compen-
sation for labor is at a standstill and
the expenses of living are running away
from us. The profit of the low wage
and the higher price paid for necessi-
ties goes into the pockets of the wealthy
few. Extravagance and moral rotten-
ness, unsurpassed by the paganism of
decadent Rome, is the example set be-
fore the nation by the beneficiaries of
our unjust and inequitable economic
system.” ,

Then he concludes, “The time has
come when thesc men must surrender
their usurped rights, disband their ille-
gal combinations, and retain the por-
tion of wealth that in equity belongs
to them or lose all in the fatal mael-
strom of triumphant Socialism.”

Occasionally we meet an old friend
in the way of argument. On the staff
of the Marion (Ohio) Star we locate
the cheerful idiot who used to arise at
Socialist meetings and ask why Social-
ists do not “Pool their property, their
labor and their interests and give to
the world 2 convincing demonstration”
of Socialisui.

The fossilized cranium that used to
protest that Socialism “Utterly destroys
personzl| initiative and ambition” has
found a place with the Lewiston (I11.)
Democrat.

The Sovereign People

In Cumberland County, Pennsylvania,
ten emplcyes of the Pennsylvania rail-

road are candidates on the Socialist

ticket.

Each of them recently received the
following lecter from the Pennsylvania
yardmaster.

“It has come to the notice of the
Superintendent that you have alloweld
your name to be used as a candidate
for public office without obrtaining per-
mission of your employers. Please ad-
vise why you have done this and what
you intend to do in case of your elec-
tion.”

“In this country,” say the party ora-
tors about this time of year, “the people
are sovereign.” Well, here is a splen-
did old instance of sovereignty. They
are so much sovereign that they can-
not exercise the simplest right of citi-
zenship without the permission and
supervision of the railroad company
they happen to work for. The ten men
that received these letters construed
them as intimations of discnarge if they
continued on the Socialist ticket.

In view of the record ¢f this im-
perial company their construction was
undoubtedly correct. This is the same
concern of infamous political history
that bulldozed its shopmen at Altoona
to vote for railrcad counditions, ‘:eeps
tab on its employes that attend Socialist

(
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meetings and has discharged employes
for taking active part in the Socialist
movement.

We Americans have the most abso-
lute freedom in the world so long as
we do what the corporations want,

Bound Volames Going

The bound volume containing the
issues of the ComiNc Narion for last
year up to No. 52, went to D. A. Young
this week for thirteen subscriptions.

D. A. Young is ahead of all other
competitors so far by one subscription.
Four others have sent in twelve subs,

This bound volume is given each week
to the person sending in the largest
amount for subscriptions during the
week.

Hamankood

BY T. ALEX. CAIRNS,

Humanhood is being written large
over modern life. It is the open sesame
of philosophy, the touchstone of morals.
With it politics becomes statecraft;
without it pulpits are repudiated. It
holds the balances in civic affairs and
writes again the “Republic” of Plato,
the “Prince” of Machiavelli and the
“Social Contract” of Rousseau.

Humanhood shifts the storm-center
of Truth from the rostrum to the soap
box; from the chair of ethics to the
bench in the park. It is the soul of elo-
quence, the salvator of didactics, the
hope of progress.

Humanhood counts the curly-headed
boy above the coffers of Croesvs. It
looks to the baby's shoes rather than to
the rich man’s ermine. It weeps with
drunken genury rather than sing with
prodigal affluence. It puts the home
above the club and the meat market
above the stock uaiket.

Humanhood sits broovdiug broken-
souled today over the toll men pay to
Greed and sees with anguish, innocence
immolated on the pyre of avarice. Hu-
manhood hales to judgment the equivo-
cal and apathetic and points io Rachel
weeping for her children.

Humanhood raises her voice like a
clarion in the concourse of humanity
and pleads in words as sweet as the
tones of a Stradivarius in the hands of
a Paganini for men to withhold the
dead sea fruit of poverty and eliminate
the lazar house of hunger. What an-
swer will you give to Humanhood?

The Future

One age moves onwerd, and the nex!

builds up

Cities and gorgeeus palaces, where
stood

The rude log huts of those who tamed
the wild,

Rearing from out the forests they had
felled, :

The goodly frame-work of a fairer
state;

The builder's trowel ard the settler's ax
Are seldom wielded by the self-same
* hands;
Ours is the harder task, yet not the less
Shall we receive the blessing for our
toil
From the choice spirils of the after-
fime.
—James Russell Lowell.

A DOLLAR BOOK FOR 25 CENTS
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" The Jolly Christmas Pantomime?

HAT'S a Christmas
pantomime?” I can
hear many little
voices ask.

You don’t know
what a pantomime
is? A real, big
beautiful, jolly,
mirth - provoking
pantomime? I'm
sorry for you, chil-
dren. That's be-
cause you live in
America and not in
Great Britain, where
pantomime is  as
much a fixture as
old Santa Claus
himself.

As I write this, all
little boys and girls
, in the British Isles are talking about

the Christmas pantomime and looking

forward to it perhaps even more than
they are to Santa Claus’ coming.

Yes, all the children, rich and poor
alike, for there’s hardly a child over
there but will see at least one panto-
mime at least once. For the children
whose parents cannot afford to take
them, or who may be left without par-
ents or homes of their own, will surely
go in big parties from schools and or-
phan homes and other places.

You who never saw a Christinas
pantomime can’t imagine what it's like
and why it is so popular with British
children and I can’t begin to tell you
all about it, so I won’t try. 1t's a good
many years now since I saw one my-
self, but althongh I've gone to the the-
ater many times since then, somehow
nothing has ever given me the same
enjoyment that came from seeing a
Christmas Pantomime.

You see, I was a boy in England my-
self once, though I was born in this
country, and I lived in Liverpool, one
of the largest cities in England, and
there we used to have pantomime that
rivaled in splendor and gayety those in
London, which is the great home of
pantomime, and especially at Drury
Lane Theater, an old and historic play-
house.

I can remember well how I used to
save my pennies for weeks in advance
until T had enough to pay for a seat
in the theater, and then it was usually
away high wp, far from the stuge, but
I would sit there perfectly happy, lost
to everything else but what was going
on down on the stage, and wake up
when it was all over as if I had been
m a dream.

And I am sure you would feel the
same way about it, if you had a chance.
Just imagine seeing “Cinderella,” “Rob-
mnson Crusoe,” “Red Riding Hood,”
“Mother Goose,” “Sindbad the Suilor,”
“Ali Baba aud the Forty Thieves,”
“Babes in the Wood,” “Aladdin and
the Wonderful Lamp,” “Blue Beard”
and the other tales with which you are

so familiar acted out to the life, with -

glass slippers, fairy godmothers, desert
lslan'ds, robber caves, greedy wolves,
magic geiii, old Men of the Sea, wicked
uncies, scheming barons, gorgeous pal-
aces—all the wonderful thingc you read
at:out shown right before your eyes.
Well, that will give you some idea what
a pantomime is.

But that isn’t all. It's the fun that
goes with it that makes pantomime so
delightful to the children. How they
scream with laughter at the queer antics
of Cinderella’s ugly sisters and the
widow Twankey, Aladdin’s mother, and
Dick Whittington’s cat and Crusoe’s
man Friday and his parrot and the rob-
bers who kill the two innocent babes
(though they are not really killed, you
know) aud Mrs. Sindbad and the other
extraccdinary people who joke and
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play tricks on each other and dance
and sing and tumble in all sorts of
extraordinary ways in all sorts of ex-
traordinary places under the most ex-
traordinary circumstances.

Then there are the other characters
you never read about in the stories but
are introduced into the pantomime just
to make fun—not to forget the dogs
and roosters and cows and bears and
whales and other creatures who do the
most remarkable things—things that real
animals could never hope to do and
that would make' them very jealous to
see done at all.

For instance, it’s great to see a cow
come apart in the middle and the fore-
part and the hindpart go wandering
around looking for each other, or a
horse climbing up on a cab and taking
the driver’s seat away from him, or
the genii of the lamp suddenly spring

that flash and glow until one is quite
bewildered with it all.

But even that is not all. For after
the hero and heroine have reached the
end. of their wonderful adventures,
coming out alive and happy through the
most miraculous escapes, there is a mar-
vellous transformation scene, in which
one beautiful picture changes into an-
other until the children—and even the
grown-ups, sometimes—can’'t help ecry-

ing out “Oh! Oh!” they are so dazzled

and delighted.

Then after the transformation scene.
when you think there couldn’t possibly
be anything more, there comes the
clown and pantaloon and harlequin and
columbine, and these play outrageous
pranks—though nobody gets hurt—
upon policemen, shopkeepers,

such a terrific rate that they, as well
as the children watching them, are quite
breathless at the finish.

Then, at last, everybody goes. homie,

tired, but wishing they could see it all.

over again, and the actors who have
worked so hard to make such a lot of
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Scilors, Robbers, Village Damsels, City Maids, Fairies, Gnomes

out of the ground when Aladdin rubs the
lamp, going straight up in the air and
coming down whirling and twirling like
a big top, or Sindbad dancing a horn-
pipe on top of a giant whale, which
doesn’t seem to mind it a bit. One
never gets over the many surprises in a
pantomine and one nevcr learns just
how all these surprises are brought
about.

Then there are the multitudes of
other people that accompany the heroes
and heroines—who are usually very
pretty and very charming and very
brave, you may be sure, or they wouldn’t
be so popular—and. all these people are

,dressed most beautifully and gorgeously
—the sailors, robbers, village damsels,
city muaids, fairies, gnomes—hundreds
of them, appearing and disappearing at
the most unexpecied moments, sailing
through the air, diviog under the sea,
swarming over rocks and ships and

trees and in and out of palaces—ell the .

time illuminated with changing colors

fun, take a well-earned rest to prepare
for the next performance.

The history of pantomime is very in-
teresting, but it would take me too long
to tell you all the details. Like Punch
and Judy, it began in Italy centuries
ago. At the beginning there were no
words spoken, the word “pantomime™
meaning “all dumb show.” Gradually
its form changed, though the original
panctomime is still popular in France and
Italy. Pantomime such as I have been
describing had its beginning in Engiand
two hundred years ago, but it was not
until one hundred and twenty years
ago (in 1788) that nursery tales were
used, when “Aladdin” was first pro-
duced. “Robinson Crusoe,” which is not:
a nursery tale, as you know, was used
seven years earlier.

Since then pantomimes have developed
until there were no less than two hun-
dred being given last Christmas through-
out Great Britain. In the early Brit-
ish pantomime the clown was very
prominent, but he only appears at the

barbers .
and other people, going throughout at
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close of the show now. The most fa-

mous clown that ever lived was Joey
Grimaldi, whose life was a very inter-
esting one.

The theater managcis expend a lot
of money on the pantomimes every
year, engaging popular actors and get-
ting up very expensive costumes and
scenery, for they know they will al-
ways get their money back with big
profits, as the pantomimes are becom-
ing more popular every year.

The regular thing is for the panto-
mimes to open on-Boxing Day, as the
day after Christmas is called over there,
and then everybody tries to go to the
theater. People who never go to the
theater at any other time go to the
Christmas pantomimes, so you see this
has become a British institution. For
hours crowds stand in line to get in
and when the doors open the pushing
and scrambling is terrible, but nobody
loses their temper. It's Christmas, you
know.

And when the theater is packed from
the. pit to the roof, there’s so much
excited murmuring and whispering the
music of the orchestra is hardly listened
to, until at last the curtain goes up.
Then there’s a hush for a moment.
Then a great cheer goes up and as each
favorite actor and actress appears, they
are greeted with a great roar of wel-
come, for the Britisa people are very
loyal to theit pantomime favorites.
Sometimes an actor or actress, or sev-
eral of them, will return to the same
theater in the same city every Christ-
m~s for years, until the people come to
loocupon them as their own particular
friends.

The pantomimes often run from
Christmas to Easter, playing every night
and sometimes twice a day. The prin-
cipal actors usually have special bhenefits
given them toward the end of the sea-
son and on the last night there is always
a great farewell between the actors and
the audience, everybody joining together
in singing “Auld Lang Syne” as the
curtain falls for the last time. '

Isn't it jolly to think of such a fine
spirit of comradeship and merriment?
That is the spirit which makes every-
body, no matter what their age, feel
young when they go to a pantomime
and sends them home happy to tell their
friends and playmates all about it and
make them happy, too. Many a time,
along with Oglir young people, I have
acted what we've seen at a pantomime
over and over again, but not near so
well, of course.

So do you wonder that I wish I could
see a pantomime just as I did when I
was a litile boyr That was quite a
long time ago, but I am sure I would
enjoy one just as much now as I did
then. And I wish all the little boys
and girls who read this could be with
me, for I know they would enjoy it, too.

W. M.

What Happened in the Elevater

A child who lives in the suburbs went
shopping to the city with her mother
for the first time. She had never been
in an elevator before.

“How id you like it?” said her father
at supper. ;

“Why, it was so funny, Papa” an-
swered the child. “We went into a
Tittle house and the upstairs came down.

Panctuation Marks

Returning from school the otier
afternoon a little girl proudly informed
her mother that she had learned to
“punctuatc.” _

“Well, dear,” said her mother, “and
how is t done?”

“You see, Mother,” amswered the
child, “when you write ‘Hark!’ you put

a hatpin after it, and vhen you ask a,
question you put a buttonhook.”
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- Where Combination Didn’t Win

Standing—from left to right: R. Nelsom, Carl Bauer, Jehn Church
Seated—W. H. Bacon, A, L. Mitchell, J. P. Griggs

Four years ago the Socialist- won in
Eureka, Utah, with Republican and
Democratic tickets in the field.

Two years later the two parties com-
bined and gained a victory. This year
the Socialists beat the combination.

This is the result of careful propa-
ganda.

Local Socialists say that a large share
of the credit is due to George J. Fox,
state organizer of Utah, who has vis-
ited Eureka once every month during
the past year and built up a local of
a hundred members. The distribution
of 1,200 copies of Victor Berger’s speech
on the wool schedule is also reported
to have produced good results.

The mayor is Andrew L. Mitchell,
member of the carpeaters’ union. He
was also the mayor in the previous
stage of Socialist rulership.

Wm. H. Bacon, a member of the
Western Federation of Miners, was
elected recorder.

Anabel Mooney, a class-conscious
school teacher and recorder at the time
of the previous victory, was elected
treasurer this time.

Every Socialist elected to the council

ANABEL MOONEY

is a member of the Western Federa-
tion of Miiers. This gives tlie Social-
ists a majority on the library board also.

The Aldrich Currency Plan

(Continued from page seven.)

of all the side issues. It strikes directly
at the heart of the whole Socialist idea.
The more I reflect upon it, the more 1t
seemas to me the very last word the
acme, of predatory assault upon the cita-
del of the Government. It is so pal-
pable a subj?&tion of public to private
interests, of ‘the interests of the many
to the interests of the few that one
must needs stand appalled at the very
audacity of the thing. 3

If this thing should be carried
through, now, in view of the strength
which the Socialist movement has gained
in this couniry, withour a storm of
protest it seems to me it would be a
sad commentary upon the ability of the
Socialists to recognize their own inter-
ests ¢nd to keep in touch with what's
going on

Opposition to the Aldrich Plan does
not necessarily involve a comprehensive
knowledge of the currency, although it
would be well if more of us were quali-
fied to speak intelligently upon the sub-
ject. It is not necessary to be able to
put forward at this time » rational sub-
stitute, although this will cotve in due
time and may indeed prove incidental
to the present discussion, just as eman-
cipation of the slaves became incidental

to the details of the extension of slave
territory. Indeed, it is quite within the
range of possibilities that this discus-
sion, so bold is it, might prove a defi-
nite body blow to the whole capitalist
crowd of politicians, for they cannot
show their hands in it without ¢hoving
their whole predatory spirit, and -aeir
class attitude toward the public interests.

If it weren’t for this overt attack, the
Socialists could well continue to igriore
tiie currency question. At present it is
relatively unimportant. The system 1s
bad enough, but not so bad a2s other

things which need nore immediate at-

tention. Left to itself, it will tend to
work itself out. But the greed of the
financiers will not leave it to itself. The
banks need more support if they are
to keep afloat the topheavy system they
have built, the system Ly which thev
are trying to collect three or four rates
of interests on a single dollar, the sys-
tem by which they are trying to make
a dollar be in several different places
at the same time.

Thev have built up this system them-
selves. The Greenbackers told them haif
a century ago that it wasn’t scieutific.
Now they admit themselves that it is
not scientificc. The only way it

can be made scientific, they say, is
for the Government to give them
more money and more power. But
that would not make the currency mors
scientific. It would make it less so. It
would make the bankers richer and the
people poorer which is far from being
recognized as scientific in these days.

They must be check-mated. We should
buiid such a fire under them that noth-
ing would do them bur an asbestos
currency.

*Complete text of Aldrich Plan as re-
vised by the American Bankers' association
and with brief comments, will be sent, post-
paid. on receipt of five cents. Address the
author. Ellis 0. Jongs, 17 W. 3lst St,
New York.

The McNamaras and Back of Them

(Continued from page two.)
year to the greed of capitalism; the
men that are killed unuecessanly in
mincs and factories and on the rail-
roads; the men that are killed because
employers are too greedy to provids
proper safeguards; woinen that are poi-
soned in factories, sweatshops and ill-
ventiiated department stores; children
that are killed in factory work or broken
down before their time with the dis-
eases of the slums. Lec us be sorry
for them all, and not forget that it is
for the sake of the same capita.ism that
all this blood is shed, and that so long
as we tolerate capitalism, not one of us
1s guiltless for ail these horrible slaugh-
ters any more than we are for the
twenty-one lives that perished in the
building of the Los Angeles Times.
*¥ ¥ ¥

“Blood!” yell the people that believe
in vengeance. “These twenty-one lives
must be avenged!”

With exactly as much reason and
good sense one might stand over the
statistics of industrial murders demand-
ing blood. A human lifc is a human
life; to sacrifice one for the sake of
profits must be as bad as to sacrifice
one for the sake of a mistaken princi-
ple. Let us have an end of all this
disgusting reversion to thec jungle-wolf.
All zlike are guilty. If equal and exact
justice were done upon those responsible
for the Los Angeles Times explosion
only those would now be at liberty that
have never consented to the system that
produces these horrors. Instead of cry-
ing for blood we ought humbly to admit
our fault that we have suffered to grow
up n this country a condition of hatred
and injustice s> appalling and repair
our crror by abolishing the system un-
der which these things are absolutely
certain,

Auastrian Socialists on High Prices

The increased cost of living was the
principal question discussed at the con-
vention of the German-Austrian Social-
ist party, which was held the first week
in November. A resolution was adopted
which after declaring tha: the rise in
prices is due to the private ownership
of the means of production and dis-
tribution of goods, and demanding that
this be abolished, concluded with these
words:

“While the power of the working
class has not yet reached the point
where it can completely abolish the
causes of the rise in prices, it can im-
prove these conditions by strengthening
its economic generations. The work-
ing class must strengthen its co-opera-
tives in order to increase their influ-
ence on the price of goods. The work-
ing class must strengthen its uiions
until they shall become strong enough
to raise wages to correspond with the
decreasing purchasing power of money.
- “In the wuge struggles to which the
rise of prices inevitably lead, the work-
ing class meets with the bitterest re-
sistance on the part of the emgloyers’
association. Only strong organization
of the proletariat wil] have the power to
break the resistance of organized capi-
tal. This convention, therefore, pledges
all its organs and all the organization
of the party, with their whole strength,
with all the means at its aisposal for
propaganda, to tbe service of extension
and strengthening of the unions.”

What’s That?

I met . little person on my land,
A-fishing in the waters of my stream
He seemed a man, Yot could not under-
stand o
Things that to most men very simple
seem,

“Get off,” said I; “this land is mine,
my friend!
Get out,” said I, “this brook belongs
to me!
I own the land, and you must make an
end .
Of fishing here so free.

“I own this place, the land and water,
too!
You have no right to be here, that
is flat!
Get off it! that is all T ask of vyou!—"
“Own 1t?” said he; “what's that?”

“What's that?” said I.
common sensc!
I own the water and the fisiving right
I own the land from here to yonder
fence;

Get off, m» friend, or fight!”

“Why, that

He looked at the clear stream so neatly
kept;
He looked at teeming vines and laden
tree,
And wealthy fields of grain that stirred
and slept;
“I see,” he cried, “I sce!

“You mean you cut the wood and plowwed

the field,
From your hard labor all this beau'y
grew,

To you is due the richness of the yield .
You have some claim, ’'tis true.”

“Not so,” said I with manner very cool,
And tossed my purse into the air and
caught 1t; i
“Do I look like a laborer, you fool?
It's mine because I bought it!”

Again he looked as if 1 talked in Greck,
Again  he stratched his head and
twirled his hat,
Before he iustered
speak.
“Bought it?” said he. “What's that?”

wit enough 1o

And then he said again, “I see! I sec!
You mean that some men toil with
plows and hoes,
And while those worked for you. ycu
toiled with glee
At other work jor those.”

“Not so!” said I, getting a little hot,
Thinking the man a fool as well us
funny;
“I'm not a working za,
I bought it with my money

you idiot;

’J)

And  still that creature stared anl
dropped his jaw,
Tili I could havé destroyed him wher
he sat
“Money,” smd I, “money, and moneycd
law !’ ,
“Money,” said he, “ what's thot?”

—Charlotte Perkins Gilman

@

I WILL MAKE YOU
PROSPEROUS

are honest and ambiticus write me
btd!n,y'.m No matter where you liveor wha:
occupation, I will teack you the Bn}
m business by mail; appoint you Specia
Representative of my Company in your town
start vou in a profitable business of your own,
and help you make big money st onca.'m' .
nusual opportun for men ou
enu ital to ’boeo” me Independent 'o'rmléli.
¥ Valuable Book and full particulars .
4l Write today.

Marden Buflding
M.@.ulll-ztot. D. C.

E. R. NARDEN
President

SOCIALIST PARTKER
WANTED, FOR A PLAY

& da

I can farnish “The Socialist”a Socialisi propagan
m in throl.!l acts which exposes Capitalism and expl-.ltn_s
alism, also the ability to organize and produce 't
partner to furnish enough money to make it an 3:‘“ %o
success, There is no play on the stage to cext
e-urht&?o rising lmht ‘?! mol:l’l';o fﬁ’.‘&':“:f:&é b

ear opportunity—thesev.

represented und all 'who are politically inclined w‘lllt:“!;‘f

terest i . Address immed
NARLIN TALBERT, CHCARE, ILL. 201 W, WASH. ST., %131
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ome Have a Smile With Us ﬂ

Flings at Things

BY D. M. S.

Qaite Immediate

1i'est to east sends greeling ;
Last to west repiies,
Also, for good measure,
South the message flies,
Saving each to other
As the end they vow
Of the present system,
“Soctalism now.”

Not in future oges,
Not when e are dead,

Not when time has ripened
Will it forge ahead

And with mighty blessing
All the world endow,

But the very present—
Socialism nozo,

How the citics tremble
As the way they see

To a better living
And the jubilee;

With the hands determined
Grimly at the plow,

See approaching harvesi—
Socialism nozw.

Threatening His Job

“If we want to be really progressive
why not extend the recall to Santa

Claus”
i'(;nt it in for the old reindeer
driver?”
“Why not? A man on the job

.ﬂx«nl]dn't know the difference between
rich and poor.” .

——

Testimonial

Dear Editor—For years 1 suffered
from mental narrowness, bigotry ard
‘andred ills. My case was regarded as
hopeless.  Friends had given me up. My
We.st symptom was that I was com-
Plicent and contented with my condi-

& ]
= N

torn. I took one dose of Socialism and
immediately my mental vision was
cleared. Three doses wrought a com-
plete cure. I now see things in a nor-
treatment to all sufferers, Yours for the
Ircatment to ai) suffers. Yours for the
wider outlook. JoNaTHAN Wisse.

X ¥
First Aid
h(“lif:e' just can’t get Socialism into his
ad,

_Some day a policeman’s club will
apply it externally.”

[

Ravenous

Lhe Standard Oil is now competiug
gainst itself, so it is said,

Each little octopus is ealing
Another for jts daily bread.

_All Right Already

L5
| I suppose you will turn over a new
eaf at New Years”

‘I won't have to.”
Why not?”

am votin ialist ti o
oo g the Sccialist ticket al

Hard Nut to Crack

“I would like to know just what La-
Follette wants to do if anything.”

“Why don’t you ask him?”

“Does he know himself ?”

Modest But Insistent

“What do you want for a Christmas
present?”

“Just the earth.”

“You talk like Pierpont Morgan.”

“No, like a Socialist.”

A Problem Solved

“Who is going to do the dirty work
under Socialism ?”

“Until we get the machinery going
we might hand that part over to the
capitalist politicians. They are experts
in that line.”

No Consideration for

His Fellow Men

“What are your politics?”
“l was born a Democrat”

“And T suppose you will die one.”
“That T will.”
“Yes, but you are so slow about it.”

Little Flings

FEven Carnegie could see that the
greatest murderers were not the big
men of history.

What Taft doesn’t kncw about polit-
ical economy would make a comprehen-
sive volume.

Justice is a matter for the courts, yet
in Los Angeles the case was decided
by a group of the leading business men.

There is some class to the class strug-
gle in Butte, Schenectady and such
places.

Capitalism is so brazen that it isn’t
ashamed of itself.

Before proceeding to big things the
Socialists will show the cities how to
govern themselves

Cagitalist p-pers talk as though a con-
fession justified kidnaping.

An insurgent is one who thinks that
noise is radicalism.

Told at the Dinner Hour

Tail of a Deg

BY DORA NELSON,

A hunter became lost in Canadian
woods. He tramped for three days
without finding anything to shoot and
became desperately hungry. He thought
he would kill his dog, but when he
called him up to him the dog looked at
him in such a friendly way and wagged
his tail so appreciatively that he hadr’t
the heart to do it. Besides, the dog
was a family pet, and he knew what he
would catch at home if he ever returned
without the dog. But the pangs of
hunger were so stroug he had to do
something, so he cut off the dog’s tail,
roasted it and ate it with great gusto.
Then he thought the dog might like the
bone, so he called him and the dog
trotted up and got what belonged to
him.

The average workingman produces
about ten dollars a day for the man he
works for; he counts himself lucky if

he carries home two dollars of it. On
Saturday night he trots up and gets
what’s coming to him in his little pay
envelope. Savvy?

Johnny Defines a Good Boy

A distinguished visitor was making a
short address to the Sunday school.

“I am glad to see so many nice boys
and. girls assembled here today,” he
began. “You are the kind of boys I
like. You know there are several kinds
of boys. There are boys that are always
ounctual at school, always have their
faces and hands washed, always knov-
ineir lesscns and never play hookey.
We call them good boys.

“Then there are the boys tiat like to
torture cats and rob birds’ nests ana
bully boys that are smaller than them-
selves and steel apples from the grocery
stands and smoke cigarettes and all
that sort of thing. These we call bad

~

WAy can’t you children act like pigs and not like greedy Capitalists

hoys. Yes, there are several kinds of
boys. Now perhaps you can tell me
what kind of boys go to heaven?”

Up went Johnny’s hand like a flash

“Well, my little man,” said the visitor,
smiling complacently and nodding his
head at Johnny, “what kind of boys go
to heaven?”

“Dead ones!” shouted Johnny at the
top of his voice—Brookiyn Eagle.
I have been trying for years to find

LISTEN A preparntion for Washing Clothes

that would be barmiess and do away with heavy wash.
ing machines. I have been successful. Please wend
B0cts, for mlﬂ

MRS, ViVl LOVEL, FLORENCE. COLORADO.

| Your
Heritage

individual has been
the theme of philosophers since
history began. During the
centuries, men of far-seeing
ninds—prophcts, seers, have
declared for a wider, richer
But the ““ schemes ”’
have, in the main, been of the
tissue of dreams.

e

as a free

freedom.

It is good to meet with an
uplifting and upbuilding work
that is vitaily practical; that
declares with fervor and backs
with logic, tenets of new social
conditions: that shows us the
fallacies and absurdities of our
present day civilization and
government: that unearths the
very root-causes of our present
“social uvnrest” — and then,
withal, goes one step further
and suggests a remedy.

Such a Book is

MAN'S
BIRTHRIGHT

. RITTER BROWN

You will be interested from
preface to ““ finis.”” Your men-
tal horizon will be broadened,
your point of view must change
for the betier, the broader, the

“wider, when you have read this
truly masterful work.

Sert posipaid upon receipt of
$1.50

Desmond Fitz6erald

156 Fifth Avenue

! NEW YORK

hn




Efficiency! that's the thing. Here's a suggestion for another book on the subject
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. Babng pocms the Spirit of Rovelt in
N

'xy,
L

Selecied and annotated by
FRANK STUHLMAN

Theodore Roberts, the author of the following ringing lyric is rapidly mak-
ing a place for himself in American literature. In a dark and blood-stained era,
when the greed of kin}g’: drove the people to slaughter each other for persomal

or political gain only ¢

unselfish and holy, giving all for an ideal.

e pure soul of the Maid of Orleans shines forth, noble,

It matters not that tricksters made of

Shadows the poor French king and the
might of his English foe;

Shadows the charging nobles and the
archers kneeling a-row—

But a flame in my heart and my eyes,
the Maid with her banner of

Instraction Form for'New™ Citizens

BY AGNES THECLA FAIR.

Questions usually asked an applican:
for naturalization.

Question: What is our form of goy-
ernment?

Answer: A form of robbery.

Q.: Who is the ruler in the United
States?

A.: King Morgan.

Q.: What is the highest law in the
United States?

A.: Gold.

Q.: Have you ever read the Con-
stitution?

A.: Yes, in the newspapers.

Q.: By whom was the Constitution
made?

A.: By a number of wise men who
gained independence from one king to
have their posterity give it to another
king.

Q.: How is the government divided?

A : The government is divided into
two parts; the common herd and the
money king.

Q.: How are the general laws of
the United States made?

A.: For the rich and against the
poor.

Where does Congress meet?
In Wall Street.

What laws can congress make?’
Any laws the “Gang” wants.
How 1s Congress constituted ?
Congress is composed of two
houses; a money house, and a bunk
house.

Q.: How are the Senators elected?

A.: By their own or predatory
wealth.

Q.: How long do Senators serve?

A.: Six years, except when the peo-
ple arc wise, then they serve six months.

Q.: After Congress passes a law
what is necessary for it to go into
effect?

A.: Money; lots of money.

Q.: Who elects the President?

A.: The President is elected indi-
rectly by the Special Interests every
four years.

Q.: What is the Supreme Court of
the United States?

A.: To humorists, a farce; to the
poor, a calamity; to others, a fake.

Clerk: Your wisdom will make you
one of our best citizens. Brains are
better than paper.

> O PO PO

her and her devotion but counters in their game and at iast gave her over to
death; it was the Maid and she alone, with her white banner, gleaming star-bright
a;:’t'd the dark rout of kings, nobles and statesmen, that stood for Truth in
that age.

So in the time to come when the people look back to these days of turmoil
and struggic for industrial freedom, the millionaires and money-lords of today
will be held in the same contempt as we hold the brutal barons of the Middle

:1'):;3, while high-above, like a crimson [ame, will glow the memory of those
followed the ideal embodied in the Red Flag of the World’s Brotherhood.

The Maid

BY THEODORE PROBERTS.

Thunder of riotous hoofs over the quak-
ing sod

Clash of reeking squadrons, steel-
capped, iron-shod;

The White Maid and the white horse
and the flapting banner of God.

Black hearts riding for money; 7ed
hearts riding for fame

The Maid who rides for France and the
King who rides for shame—

Gentlemen, fools, and a saint riding in
Christ's high name!

"‘pnt to dust!” it is written. Wind-

scattered ~re lance and bow.

Dust the cross of St. George; dust the
banner of snow.

The bones of the King are crumbled,

and rotied the shafts of the foe.

Forgotten the young night's valor; for-
gotten the captain’s skill;

Forgoiten the fear and the hate and the
mailed hands ratsel to kill;

Forgotten the shields that clashed and
the arrows that cried so shrill.

Like a story from some old book, that
battle of long ags;

The Real Santa Claas
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