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TRIUMPH OF PEACE

slumbers!
Men of action, men of peace!
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o Rouse ye! men of greater glory Rouse yr' nien of larger actions RN
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L> I'han the victory of war. han the conquest of the *
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Rouse ve! men renowned i story, Men of might, who fear no fuc- -.t.
N Kindled by a brighter star: tions ; ‘,:.
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With the battiecry of nations Men of courage. <peak tha .‘g"
=T - word ! o
alling on your listening cars. P’eace shall trinmph. though in R
<3 l & >
k4 Hush the nations’ acclamations, battle RS
Harken to the widows' tears, Fertile fields he drenched with &
gore, R
Though the muskets  deadly '.z"
3v Rousc ye! men of nobler passioms rattle '.:‘
U i . : . . 1
{ Than the sordid lust for gold— Hush the angels” song of vare, §
’ 134
< Gold  which, for the present, ) K4
N . Rouse vye Jrom your drowsy .x.
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This the time of peacciul greet- War has ;slain its  countless N4
. numbers. £
ing? v 24 131
Bid the cruel carnage ccitsc; '0:0|
“This the opening of the duwn? “And the whisper of the sages, »
While the Christmas hours are Mingling  with  vour voives. :0:0
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4 i . Shall repeat adown the ages: <o
Be the hostile swords with- “Peace on carth, good will tu 3
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men.”
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~HOW ENVIRONMENT ACTS

By R. A,

Luther Burbank, California,
the hoted scientist who assists
nature to make inmprovements in
plants, fruits, and trees, said:

“It took the cactus 1000 years
to develops spinies,

“When the cactus had to con-
tend with hungry beasts and heat
of the désert, it developed spines
and a thick hide; but even this
dumb thing can be taught in a
few years fo no longer bristle to
protect itself when properly
cared for.

“The human plant responds to
thousands of refined influences
which do not affect other organ-
isms, adapting itself quickly to
new environment and yielding
most rapidly to development or
blight.

“So the crust of uman bitter-
ness, the thorns which men have
retained from a harsh, barbarous
life. could be quickly removed if
selfishness and rapacity could be
climinated.

“A flower can be voaxed out
of almost any weed.”

Burbank proceeds to say that
it humanity could have good
government which would provide
proper environment for people,
especially for children, we would
soon see a mighty improvement
in humans, Continuing, he says:

“By good government I mean
enough to eat, first of all; fairly
good clothes to satisfy self-
respect; sunshine and music;
pleasant companionsship and the
training which fits a mature for
the enjoyment of its task as well
as to insure efficiency.

“There must be cleanliness in-
stead of filth; sunshine and air
and room to grew. Not conten-

tion and nagging and the chok-

Dague.

ing influences of the slums, with
coarse living, but a coaxing out
of the delicate tendrils of en-
deavor and idealism upon the
fundamental trunk of mere phys-
ical existence.

“Underfed, underpaid, igno-
rant and helpless folk, peopling
the deserts of our cities, go
through identically the same re-
adjustiment as the wild cactus.
They develop barbed, suspicious,
embittered natures.

“We can either work in unison
toward the development of a
better species, or at odds, with
animosities and a preying one
upon another; directing intelli-
gently, or groping blindly.”

There is more science. true
statesmanship, sound philosophy
and genuine religion in the fore-
going than can be found in tons
of books written on law, govern-
ment and theology. The clergy
may preach for a thousand years
about original sin, and threaten
sinners with endless damnation if
they do not be good, but if mill-
ions of them are underfed, under-
paid, ignorant, helpless folk peo-
pling the deserts of the cities, the
preaching will do no good; the
choking influences of the slums
will develop thorns and thick
hides instead of delicate tendrils
of endeavor and idealism. That
is what Socialists mean when
they present what they call the
“materialistic conception of his-
tory.”

Stated in other words, Social-
ists say: “Let us improve the en-
vironments and the material con-
ditions of the people, to the end
that we may coax out of them the
tender tendrils and beautiful
flowers that are now dormant in

them.” Truly does Burbank say:
“The ecrust of bitterness, the
thorns which men have retained
from a harsh, barbarous life,
could be quickly removed if seli-
ishness and rapacity could be
eliminated.” Socialists say that
selfishness and rapacity of a few
crafty men should be restrained
for the benefit of the many. The
advocates of the competitive sys-
tem of industrialism contend that
no restraint shall be put on the
incentive of men to exploit their
fellow-men and force them into
bankruptey and the slums,

Socialists urge the people to
put into activity, for the improve-
ment of humanity, the philosophy
and methods Burbank uses in‘im-
proving plants and fruits. ]!v
provides for the plants, good soil.
pure air and water, bright sun-
shine—in short, favorable envir-
onments. Socialists say let us
abandon the greedy, selfish,
grossly unjuét system of compe-
tition, and adopt in its stead co-
operation. Let us abolish the
slums, provide people with clean-
liness, sunshine and air, pay
working people the full value of
their labor, and, in that way.
break the crust of human bitter-
ness and remove the thorns and
thick hides which owe their exis-
tence to the barren deserts of
capitalism.

Burbank says: “A flower can
be coaxed out of almost any
weed.” Socialists say, "Let us
coax out of humanity the beauti-
ful flowers of kindness, justice
and good-fellowship.”

The fruits of capitalism are
thorns, thick hides, poverty,
crime and wars. Socialism would
eliminate all such evils and es-
tablish an industrial system that
would coax out of humanity the
delicate tendrils of endeavor and
idealism.
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WHAT LIFE MEANS TO ME

I was born in the working class. 1|
carly discovered enthusiasm, ambition,
and ideals; and to satisfy these be-
came the problem of my childlife.
My eavironment was crude and
rough and raw. 1 had no outlook, but
an uplook rather. My place in society
was at the bottom. Here life offered
nothing but sordidness and wretched-
ness, both of the flesh and the spirit;
for here flesh and spirit were starved
and tormented.

Above me towered the colossal odi-
fice of society, and to my mind the
only way out was up. Into this edi-
tice 1 early resolved to climb. Up
above. men wore black clothes und
boiled shirts, und women dressed in
beautiful gowns.  Also, there were
good things to eat, and there was
plenty to eat. This much for the
flesh. Then there were the things of
the spirit, Up ahove me, [ knew,
were unselfishnesses of the .pirit,
clean and noble thinking, keen intel-
lectual living. T knew all this because
T read “Seaside Library™ novels, in
which, with the exception of the vil-
lains und adventuresses, all men and
women thought beautiful thoughts,
spoke a beautiful tongue. and per-
formed glorious deeds. In short. a- T
accepted the rising of the sun. [ ac-
cepted that up ahove me was all that
was fine and noble and gracious, all
that gave decency and dignity to life,
all that made life worth living and
that remunerated one for his travail
and misery.

But it is not particularly easy ior
one to climb up out of the working
class—especially if he is handicapped
by the possession of ideals and -
sions. [ lived on a ranch in Califor-
nia, and | was hard put to find the
ladder whereby to elimb. I early in-
quired the rate of interest on invested
money, and worried my child's brain
into an understanding of the virtues
and excellencies of that remarkable

‘invention of man, compound interest.

Further, 1 ascertained the current
rates of wages for workers of all ages.
and the cost of living. From all thi
data I concluded that if I began im-
mediately and worked and saved until
T was fifty years of age, T could then
stop working and enter into participa-
tion in a fair portion of the delights
and goodnesses that would then be
open to me higher up in society. Of
course, I resolutely determined not fo
marry, while I quite forgoft to com-

NDON

By JACK 1

sider at all that great rock of disaster
in the working-class world—sickness.

But the life that was in me de-
manded more than a meager existence
of scraping and scrimping.  Also, at
ten years of age, 1 became a newshoy
on the streets of a city, and found my-
self with g chunged uplook. All about
me were still the same sordidness and
wretchedness, and up above me was
still the same paradise waiting to be
gained; but the ladder whereby to
climb was a different one. It was
now the ladder of busines Why
save my carnings and invest in goy-

JACK LONDON

ernment honds, when, hy buying two
newspapers for five cents, with a turn
of the wrist T could sell them for ten
cents and double my capital>  The
business ladder was the ladder for me,
and T had a vision of myself becom-
ing 4 baldheaded and successful mer-
chant prince

Alas for visions! When | was six-
teen I had already earned the title of
“prince.” But this title was given me
by a gang of cutthroats and thicves,
by whom 1 was called “The Prince of
the Oyster Pirates.” And at that time
1 had climbed the first rung of the
business ladder. T was a capitalist. |
owned a boat and a complete oyster-
pirating outfit. T had begun to exploit
my fellow-creatures. T had a crew of
one man. As captain and owner |
took two-thirds of the spoils, and
gave the crew one-third, though the
crew worked just as hard as T did and
risked just as much his life and
liberty.

This one rung was the heights [
climbed up the business ladder. One
night T went on a raid amongst the

Chinese fishermed. Ropes and nets
were worth dollars and cents. 1t was
robbery, T grant, but it was precisely
the spirit of capitalism. The capitalist

< ay the possessions of his fel-
reatures by means of a rebate, or
1 hetrayal of trust, or by the pur-
ase of senators and supreme court
nudges, [ was merely crude.  That
was the only difference. | used a gun.

But miy crew that night was one of
those inefficients against whom the
capitalist ic wont to fulminate, be-
cause, forsooth, such inefficients in-
credse expenses and reduce dhvidends.
My erew did both. What of his care-
iessness he set fire to the hig m i
and  totally  destroyed it.
weren't any dividends that night
the Chinese fishermen were richer by
the nets and ropes we did not get, |
was bankrupt, unahle just than to pay
<ixty-five dollars for & new mainsail.
I left my hoat at anchor and went off
on G bay-pirate hoat on a raxd up the
Sacramento River.  While away on
this trip another gang of bay pirates
radded my Loat.  They stole every-
thing, even the anchors: and. later on,
when I recovered the drifting hulk, |
sold it for twenty dollars. 1 had
slipped back the one rugeg 1 had
limbed, and never again did | at-
tempt the business ladder

From then on I was mercilessly ex-
ploited hy other capitalists. 1 had the
muscle. and they made money out of
while I made but a very indifferent
mg out of it. 1 was a sailor before
the mast, a longshoreman, a rousta-
bout: T worked in canneries, and fac-
tories, and laundries; [ mowed lawns.
and cleaned carpets, and washed win-.
dows. And I never got the full prod-
uct of my toil. 1 looked at the
daughter of the cunnery owner, in her
carriage, and knew that it was my
muscle. in part, that helped drag
along that carriage on its rubber tires
[ looked at the son of the factory
owner, going to college, and knew
that it was my muscle that helped, in
part, to pay for the wine and good-
fellowship he enjoyed.

but T did not resent this, 1t was I1
in the game. They were the strong.
Very well, I was ‘strong. 1 would
carve my way to a place amongst
them, and make money out of the
muscles of other men. I was not
afraid of work. T loved hard work. 1
would pitch in and work harder than
ever and eventually become a pillar
of society.




rk, and he was more lhau udlmg

“that | should work. 1 thought I was

learning a trade. In reality. [ had dis-

placed two men. [ thought he was

naking an elcctrician out of me: as a

- matter of fact, he was making fifty

“dollars per month out of nie. The

two men [ had displaced had received

~ forty dollars cach per month: | was

' doing the work of both for thirty dol-
lars per month.

l' This employer worked me nearly to
death, A man may love oysters, but
too many oysters will disincline him
toward that particular diet. Anil so
with me. Too much work sickened
me. | did not wish cver to sce work
again. | fled from work. 1 hecame
a tramp, begging my way from door
to door, wandering over the United
States, and sweating bloody sweats in
slums and prisons.

I had been born in the working
class, and 1 was now, at the age of
eighteen, beneath the point at which
1 had started. [ was down in the cel-
lar of society, down in the subterra-
nean depths of misery about which it
is neither nice nor proper to speak. T
was in the pit, the abyss, the human
cesspool, the shambles and the char-
nel house of our civilization. This is
the part of the edifice of socicty that
society chooses torignore. Lack of
space compels me here to ignore it,
and I shall say only that thé things [
there saw gave me a terrible scare.

1 was scared into thinking. I saw
the naked simplicigies of the compli-
cated civilization in which [ lived.
Life was a matter of food and shelter.
In order to get food and shclter men
sold things. The merchant sold
shoes, the politician seld his man-
hood. aud the represeutative of the
people, with exceptions, of course,
sold his trust: while nearly all sold
their honor. =Wonten, ton, whether
on the strect or in the holy bond of
wedlock, were prone to sell their
flesh. All things were commodities,
all peaple bought and sold. The one
commedity that labor had 1o sell was
muscle, The honor of labor had ne
price in the market place. Labor had
yuscle, and muscle alone, to sell

But there was a difference, a vital
difference.  Shoes and trust and
honor had a way of renewing them-
selves, They were imperishable
stocks. Muscle, on the other hand.
did not rencw. As the shoe inerchant
sold shoes, he continued to replenish
his stock. But there was no way of
replenishing the laborer's sfock of
muscle. The more he sold of hie

muscle, the less of it remained to him.

tau,1p i€ uld 1oL (e perore, IIC Rold
out and put up his shutters. Tle was
a musc)e bankrupt, and nothing re-
mained to him but to go down in the
cellar of sociefy and perish miscrably.

1 learned further, that brain was
likewise a commodity. It, too. was
different from muscle. A brain seller
was only at his prime when he was
fifty or sixty yedrs old. and his warecs
were fetching higher prices than ever.
Dut a laborer was worked out or
broken down at forty-five or fifty. [
had been the cellar of society, and [
did not like the place as a habitation.
The pipes and drains were unsanitasy,
and the ai? was bad to breathe. If [
could not live on the parlor floor of
society, I could, at any rate, have a
try at the attic. It was true, the diet
there was slim, but the air at least was

pure. So I resolved to sell no more
muscle, and to become a‘vender of
brains.

Then began a frantic pursuit of
knowledge. | returned to California
and opened the bhooks. \While thus
equipping myself to become a brain
merchant, it was inevitable that 1
should delve into sociology. There [

. found, in a certain class of books, sci-

entifically formulated, the simple so-
ciological concepts I had already
worked out myself. Other and
reater minds, before I was born, had
worked out all that 1 had thought, and
a vast deal mdre. I discovered that [
was a Socialist.

The Socialists were revolutionists,
inasmuch as they struggled to over-
throw the seciety of the present, and
out of the material to build the so-
ciety of the future. 1, too, was a So-
cialist and a revolutionist. I joined
the groups of working-class and intel-
lectual sevolutionists, and for the first
time came into intelligent living.
Here 1 found keen-flashing intellccts
and brilliant wits: for here I met
strong and  alert-brained, witha!
horn) -handed. members of the work-
ing class: unfrocked preachers too
wide in their Christianity for. any
congregation of Mammon- “Ol‘slllp-
pers; prolessou broken on the wheel
of university subserviencd to the rul-
ing class and flung out Wecause they
were quick with knowledge. which
they strove to apply to the affaird of
mankind.

Here' I found. also. warm faith in
the human, glowing idealism. sweet-
nesses of unselfishness, renunciation
and martyrdom—all splendid,
stinging things of the
life way clean, noble, and alive. Here
life rehabilitated itself, became won-
dert'ul and glorious; and I was glad to

aollars and cents: and to whom the
thin wail of the starved slum-child
meant more than all the pomp and
circumstance of commercial expan-
sion and world-empire. All about me
were uoblencss of purpose and hero-
ism of effort, and my days and nights
were sunshine and s(arslune. all fire
and dew, with heforc my eyes, ever
burning and blazing, the Holy Grail.
Christ’s owa Grail, the warm, human,
long suffering and maltreated. but to
be rescued and saved at the last.

And [, poor foolish 1. deemed all
this to be a mere foretaste of the de-
lights of living 1 should find higher
above me in society. I had lo¥t many
illusions since the day I read “Sea-
side Library” novels on the Californix
ranch. [ was destined to lose many
of the illusions™1 still retained.

As a brain merchant 1 was a suc-
cess. | cntered right in on the parlor
floor, and my disillusionment pro-
ceeded rapidly. 1 sat down to dinner
with the masters of society, und with
the wives and daughters of the mas-
ters of society. The women were
gowned beautifully, I admit; but to
my naive surprise I discovered that
they werc oi the same clay as all the
rest of the women I had known down
below in the cellar. *“The colonel's
lady and Judy O'Grady were sisters
under their skins"—and gowns.

It was not this, however, so much
as their materialism, that shocked me.
It is true these beautifully gowned,
beautiful women prattled sweet little
ideals and dear little moralitics; but
in spite of their prattle the dominant
key of the life they lived was material-
istic. And they werc so sentimentally
sellish! They assisted in all kinds of
sweet little charities, and informed
one of the fact, while all the time the
food they ate and the beautiful clothes
they wore were bought out of divi-
dends stained with the blood of child
labor, and sweated labor, and of pros-
titution itself. When I mentioned
such facts, cxpecting in my innocence
that these sisters of Judy O'Grady
would at once strip off their blood-
dyed silks and jewels, they becanie.
excited and angry, and read me
preachments about the lack of thrift.
the drink, and the innate depravity
that caused all the misery in society’s
cellar, When [ mentioned that 1
couldn’t quite see that’it was the lack
of thrift, the intemperance, and the
depravity . of a half-starved child of
six that made it work twelve hours
every night in a Southern cotton mill,
these sisters of Judy O'Grady at-
tacked my private Inft: and called me

sooth, stttled the arg\m;tnt.

Nor did 1 tare better with the mas-
ters themselves. 1 had expected to
nd men who were clean, noble and
alivee, whose 1deals were clean, noble
and alive. [ went about among#t the
men who sat in the high places, ‘the
preachers, the politicians, the business
men, the professdfs, and the editors.
I ate meat with them, drank wine with
them, automobiled with theri, aund
studied with them. It is true, I found
many that were clean and noble: hut,
with JTare exceptions, they were not
alive.” 1 do verily helieve 1 coulil
count the exceptions on the fingers of
my twe hands. Where they were not
alive with rottenness, quick with un-
clean life, they were merely the un-
buried dead—clean and noble, like
well-preserved mummies, but not
alive. In this connection 1 may es-
pecially mention the professors 1 met,
the men who live up to that decadent
university ideal, *‘the passionless pur-
suit of passionless intelligence.

L met men who invoked the name
of the Prince of Peacc in their dia-
tribes against war, and who put rifles
in the hands of Pinkertons with which
to shoat down strikers in their own
iactories. I met men incoherent with
indignation at the brutality of prize-
fighting, and who, at the same time,
were parties to the adulteration of
food that killed each year more babies

than cven red-handed Herod had
killed.

1 talked in hotels and clubs and
homes ang Pullmans and steamer

chairs with captains of industry, and
marveled at how little traveled they
were in the realm of intellect. On the
other hand. 1 discovered that their in-
tellect, in the business sense. was ub-
normally devcloped. Also. | discov-
ered that their morality. where busi-
ness was concerned, was nil.

This delicate, aristocratic-featured
gentleman was a dummy director and
a tool of corporations that secretly
rohbed widows and crphans. This
gentleman, who collected fine editions
and was an especial patron of litera-
ture, paid Dblackmail to a heay
jowled, black-brown hoss of a munici-
val machine. This editor. who pub-
lished patent-medicine advertisements
and did not dare print the truth in his
paper about said patent medicines ior
icar of losing the advertising, called
me a scoundrelly demagogue hecausc
I told him that his political economy
was antiquated and that his biology
was contemporaneous with Pliny.
‘Phis senator was the tool and’ the
slave, the little puppet of a gross,
educated machine boss; so was this

judge; and all three rode on railroad
passes. This man, talking soberly and
earnestly about the beauties of ideal-
ism and the goodness oi God, had just
betrayed his comrades in a business
deal. This wnan, a pillar of the church
and heavy contributor tQ fofeign mis-
sions. worked his shop x|rl~ 181 haure
a day on.a starvation wage aud there-
by directly encouraged proStitution,
This man, who endowed chairs in uni-
versities, perjured himself in courts of
law over a matter of dollars and cents.
And this railroad magnate hroke his
word as a gentleman and a Christian
when he granted a sccret rebate to
ane of tivo captains of industry locked
together in u struggle to the death.

It was the same everywhere, crime
and betra betrayal and crime—
men who were alive, but who were
neither clean nor noble, men who
were clean and noble, but who were
not alive. Then there was a great.
hopeless mass, neither noble nor alive,
but merely clean. It did not sin posi-
tively nor deliberately; but it did sin
passively and’ignorantly by acquiesc-
ing in the current immorality and
profiting thereby. Had it been noble
and alive it would not have heen ignn-
rant, and it would have reiused to
share in the profits of betrayal and
crime.

L discovered that 1 did not like to
live on the parlor floor of society. [n-
tellectually 1 was bored. Morally and
spiritually I' was sickened. | remem-
bered my intellectuals and idealists,
my unfrocked preachers. broken pro-
fessors, and clean-minded, class-con-
scious workingmen. | remembered
my days and nights of sunshine and
starshine, where life was all a wild
sweet wonder, ;1 spiritual paradise of
unselfish adventure and ethical -ro-
mance. And 1 saw before me, ever
blazing and burning, the Holy Grail.

So I went back to. the working
class, in which | had been born and
where | belonged. 1 care no longer
to climb, This imposing edifice of
socicty above my head holds no de-
lights for me. It is the foundation of
the editice that interests me. There |
am content to labor, crowbar in hand,
shoulder to shoulder with intellectu-
als, idealists, and class-conscious
workingmen, getting a solid pry now
and again and setting the whole edi-
fice rocking. Some day. when we get
a few more hands and crowbars to
work, we'll topple it over, along with
all its rotten life and unburied dead,
its monstrous selffishness and sodden
materialism.. Then we'll cleanse the
cellar and build a new habitation for
mankind, in which there will be no
parlor floor, in which all the rooms

be clean,

air that i bre !hed will

noble and alive,

Such is my outlook. 1 look forward
to a time when man shall progress
upon something worthier and- higher
than his stomach, when there will be
a finer ipcentive to impel men to ac-
tion than the incentive of to- da)'
which is the incentives of the stomach.
I retain my belief in the nobility and
excellence of the human, 1 believe
that spiritual swectness and unseliish-
ness will conquer the gross gluttony
of 1o-"ay.  And. last of all. my faith
is in the working c¢la As some
Frenchman said, “The stairway of
time is ever echoing with the wooden
shoe going up, the polished hoat de-
seending.”

THE STRIKE

Ity Covington Hall

Say what ye will, ye owls oi night,

The Strike upholds the cause of
right:

The Strike compels the king 10

1c
The statesman 1o remould the laws.

Say what ye will, yet, without ruth,

The Strike drives home the bitter
truth;

The Strike tears off the mask™ of
things;

To mass and class the issue bfings,
Say what ye will, the Strike is good:
Lt clewrs things long misunderstoad:
It jolis the so mind awake;
It forces men a stamd o 1ake.

Say what ye will, all clse above,
The Strike is war for bread and love:
For raiment, shelter, ireedom, all
The human race can justice call,

A\ Fnglish  soldier” disabled at
N pres is now carning a living by
means of a barrel organ, to which this
notice is attached:

“Friends, | was discharged from the
East  Lancashire Regiment with a
pension of 10s. per week, and have
not drawn a penny of the pension, and
my cade is hefore the Commissioners

of the Soldiers” Reliei Fund. This is
my only method of supporting my
and three children until such

1s | vian get fome reliel frem

2 |
At Ypres he saw severe fighting,
and received a gunshot wound in his
left arm, which has rendered it use-
less.—Reynolds,
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People’s Socialist League and the Socialist Party
_TheDlmcmoGaYngngPeoph'sCircle i
By HARRY D. SMITH, Director, Cifele 2; Trooklyn, N, Y.

'ﬂle director of a circle must,
in a large measure, be like a
teacher. The .ideal teacher pos-
~Sesses  the following qualifica-
tions: \ 2

Neat and rclean personal ap-
-pearance,

. isareal live person with a few
faults, and sometimes makes mis-
takes just to show pupils that
teacher, too, can be human.

l?oes not preach precepts
which he or she violates or does
not follow,

Knows subject to he taught
thoroughly, and a little more,
besides,

Is a psychologist and under-
stands child-nature,

. Fatherly and motherly in na-
: ture, possesses a big heart, a
broad expanse of sympathy and

‘How to EndduWu

The young colored recruit fled
,at the first fire. His captain,
Member of ‘the Socialist Party wishing to infu.se him with cour-
in good standing. *. Age and patriotism, began thusly

Must have the respect and m..l grotnial tonf: .
good-will of fellow-Socialists for __ oo YOU Tam at first fire, did

you?
reasons that are obvious. Ty » “
Admit that e o she docs not Yes, sah. And I'd a-run sooner

: : e e e R VR Gy

knqw certain things on rare oc- “l-;laakn?\\cd ) wl.sdafcomtn_._

casions and let th ; MRALTL R el
e youngsters reputation "

look them up themselves, :

: “Mah reppytation ain't nuffin’
Should be really sociable and PP
s oo t "tall, s e si X
dertocratie and Sigagie 3y o me 'tall, sah, 'longside o' mah

Tk ; 5 -life, sah.”
Spirit to those being directed. “But even ii you should lose
Must be above petty personali- fe

B okt = your life, you'd feel the satisfac-
s an rfmrnlbey the great big tion of knowing that you died for
purpose of the Young People's

Organiaztion - ﬂ‘ul’. it
& . “No, sah, if Ah done los’ mah
Must  direct organization so  life, sah, Ah wouldn’t have no
that no cliques arise: otherwise, feelin’ 'tall. Ah wouldn’t have
the Director is a failure and the nuifit’, sah. Ah’d be daid, sah!”
t'l\lPJ doomed. ! “Does patriotism mean noth-

SI}ouIrl be strictly fair and im- ing to you?”
partial and “Nuffin’ at all, sah! Ah

must not encour-

4 age 1 sy - 7 . ¢ B . .

g has the knack of winning confi- ";": g""lf’“?‘ by developing  wouldn't put mah life in de

! dence ‘of the pupils, ]eac er's Pets, scales again no guvment. sah,
ns g x Teanise i = 3

Does less talking. ‘and. .o hort, he or she must be a ‘cause if the guvment lived on

mple of the-follewing: an’ Ah was killed, de los’ to me
A Socialist of standing who loves ctouldn’t be fixed. up, nohow,
young peoplé and can impart and sah!”
draw ‘out knowledge as well as “Why, if all the soldiers were
lead, encourage and direct prop- like you every government in the
erly. world would go to pieces.”
There are many members of “No, sah, on de contrary, sah.
. the Socialist Party who can come De¥'d last forevah, lessen folks
under these qualifications ang ¢hanged 'em by votin’, sah. Tf
become Directors of Young Peo- all soldiers was like me dere
ple’s Circles. There are, on the Ccouldn’t be no fightin’ "tall, sah.”
other hand, many yYoungsters
c!flm«)ring for just such direction. A bad millionaire lay dying.
:lli)t:::cs:\-::\-o fﬂrls of a great and He muttered weakly to the par-
annot be made to son by his side: “If T leave.a

meet, ‘is i
i ’;'_ ‘:'he:r !“:l 5‘0""““"3 hundred thousand dollars or so to
5 0 jcannok be s i Chnech Sl my salvation be

hrnuz]n together properly and 3
given just encouragement, s **SUred”” The parson answered

there not something the matter ~Cutiously, “I wouldn't fike to be
Wwith the Socialist Party and its , positive, but its. well worth. try-
ndividual membership? ing."—“Harper's.”

A _quest‘ioning—leading and guid-
Ing; instead of dictating,

Does not talk over the heads
of the pupils—speaks every word
so that it counts,

Inspires, leads ang trains
pupils in the right direction to
be.come useful citizens who can
think and act independently
without the aid of a prop. 3

The foregoing qualifications
look formidable at first sight, but

'H?e natural teacher, leader or

director will recognize therein
many points in his or her make-
up. However, the director of a
circle of the Young People’s So-
lcinlist League shonld be like a
teacher, and something more.
His or her qualifications could be
summed up about as follows:
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WHAT IS SOCIALISMF?

The student will tell you that
Sotialism is the name given by
scientific observers to that era or
condition which, as a perfectly
natural development, is taking
the place of our passing competi-
tive system. Just as competition
succeedd feudalism, so competi-
tion is being displaced by Collec-
tivism or Socialism. He will tell
vou further that there are three
great fundamental truths that
make the change to Socialism in-
evitable:

First—The Class Struggle. He
affirms that there has been all
through history a struggle, now
hidden, now open, between op-
pressor and oppressed, exploiter
and exploited, master and slave,
employer and employe; that each
economic. period ends in a revo-
lutionary reconstruction “of so-
ciety or in the ruin of the con-
tending classes. This struggle is
om to-day. It is a force at work
in society to be studied, inter-
preted and directed: this the So-
cialist seeks to do.

Second—Surplus value or un-
earned income. Labor applied to
nature’ is the only source of
wealth. Itis now easily seen that
those who labor are being ex-
ploited, and that the capital used
in production at present is the
result of the surplus value pro-
duced by labor and retained by
the employer. Those who do not
labor productively live upon the
labor of those who do. It fol-
lows, therefore, that those who
labor do not get what they pro-
duce. This exploitation of labor
is universal; the form changes,
but the practice goes on. It is
not quite so apparent under the
wage system as under slavery or
. serfdom, but it is there neyverthe-

By GEORGE H. STROBELL

less. It is hidden under the var-
ious processes of our business
system, in rent, interest, and
profit. The Socialist philosophy
points out the way it works, edu-
cates the social conscience to con-
sider the means of exploitation
immoral and describes the evolu-
tionary steps society must take to
eliminate the possibility of its
continuance.  Socialism, which
contemplates the public owner-
ship and operation of the means
of production and distribution,
might be defined as a system un-
der which it would be impossible
for any set of men to live on the
labor of others.
Third—Economic determinism
or the scientific interpretation of
history in the light of economic
conditions. In any given epoch
the most important and funda-
mental element in shaping social,
legal and political institutions is
economic. This doctrine points
out the determining element in
social movements and enables the
energy of man to be directed to
the strategic point, upon the real
issue. It does not deny that
there are other factors, even ideal
elements in history. It asserts
that for men in the mass eco-
nomic interests are decisive.
Based upon these three main
thoughts we see that Socialism is
the modern struggle of the op-
pressed class, the workers, know-
ing that they are exploted, know-
ing that good surroundings are
necessary for a full, well-rounded
life, to throw off the yoke of the
oppressor and exploiter and to
retain for themselves and their
families all that they produce.
As the knowledge of these
truths will permeate the working
class sooner or later, their self-

interest will lead them to unite
in the field of political action,
where, being greatly in the ma-
jority, they will be successful,
Thus we can assuredly say that
Socalism is inevitable.

But what do the working class
propose to do with the ballot,
when they are united and have a
majority? Let us see. We have
vet to hear the wage-carner’s an-
swer to the question, What is So-

cialism?
The wage-earner will reply
somewhat in this wise. By So-

cialism | mean the movement
among the workers for the public
or co-operative ownership and
operation of all industries and
distributing agencies, which wil!
prevent exploitation so that 1
shall get the full product of my
toil,

Therefore,
vote for the public ownership of
railroads, telegraph and express
business, and of National, State
and Municipal utilities. Those
secured we shall take over the
business of those industries
where the process of consolida-
tion approaches completion. This
could be done without any severe
shock to the remaining business
interests. It is probable that the
land held by speculators out of
use would be mext acquired by
the nation and on it industry on a
gigantic scale, with up-to-date
machinery and scientific pro-
cesses, would be organized by the
public to feed, clothe and care for
its own employes.

These changes*would institute

we workers shall

economic equality, which we are
ready for and which we want and
must have; we demand it as our
right and not because of ability or

(Concluded on Page 10)
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Socialism has but one definite
object, and that is to forever
banish poverty and the fear of it
from the lives and minds of
every man, woman and child on
the face of the globe. When so-
ciety readjusts itself to a world
without poverty it will be the
most perfect civilization the
world has ever known.—Bris-
bane (Australia) Worker.

:‘L‘ife is a great bundle of little
things."—0, W, Holmes,

“Business, like charﬁ;‘. covers
2 multitude of sins,”

“Those wha struggle for for-
exgn markets blaze the way for
war.”

“Master and - slave—Socialism
will abolish botli*

“Capitalism being. the cause of
poverty, it cannot abolish pov-
erty without first abohsh:ng‘ it=
self”

" “Rent, interest and proﬁt rep-
resent the difference - between

t the workers earn and what
| St e

‘Silas Samuel Oppenhiem lit a
cigar. A deep and restful feeling
was with him ‘this Christmas eve
as he paced the dehcately»bor-
dered pathway that surrounded
his lovely residence. Now and
again he stopped and peered
silently across the half-mile of
distance that separated the
stately Oppenhiem mansion: from
a huger if less happy logking
block of buildings that went by
the name of Oppenhiem’s muni-
tion works.

" Silas Oppenhiem was rich; he
was, moreover, considerably
richer for the coming of the mu-
nitions. As he walked reflec-
tively up and down on this ex-
quisitely beautiful evening, the
red sun was sinking slowly into
its western cradle. He noted the
black outline of the workers lift-
ing itself in sharp relief against
the blood-red background. It was
a sight to catch the eye and the
breath of an artist, and maybe to
set him shuddering, for from
every’ crack and crevice of the
building there poured forth a
thick yellow vapour; it was the
steam emafiation that by day and
night rose from the long lines of
chemical cauldrons, which the in-
mates of the factory had face-

_tiously called the “Devil's stew-

pots.”

It was no new sight to the
Munition Master, but an impres-
sion came to him now that it
looked bad, that it ought some-
how to be stopped. i

It may have been that the
aroma of “ his fragrant cigar
wakened slumbering sympathies
within his worldly breast, or that
the spirit of Christmas—that be-
nign season—contrived: to dis-

THE BOY WITH THE HAMMER

By F: (';.

FOSTER

cover a kindly unhardened spot
ing his commercialized heart;
howbeit, his thought turned un-
accountably from the considera-
tions of asbestos packing, ex-
haust valves, and leaden tubing
to the human men and women
who labored by day and night
within the sombre walls and
dreadful atmosphere of his fac-
tory. He pictured the familiar
scenes: girls prostrated, stricken
senseless  with  the noxious
fumes; men and women vomit-
ing poison.

He was thus cogitating when
his eyes fell upon what was per-
haps the most amazing sight it
had ever been his lot to behold.
Seated on the edge of a daintily
trellised garden seat was a tiny
boy. He was colored a deep vel-
low tint from head to foot, and

“his chin had fallen forward on

his breast in profound slumber,
He wore a s:mple -clinging gar-
ment, which. was as yellow as
himseli, and in his hand he
clutched, staffwise, a long-han-
dled yellow hammer.

At the Munition Master's ap-
proach he suddenly awakened
and sprang to his feet.

“Are you Oppenhiem?” he
asked, blinking and excited.

“I am Oppenhiem,” replied the
other,  “W ha.t _is your pleasure,

“I've come to smash you,” said
the little .fellow in a most mat-
ter-of-fact tone of voice.

The Munition Master held his
breath in amazement, then he
burst into a peal of laughter.

“Well, T must say you're a
brawny d\ap for the job,” he
opined.  “Is 1t--er—-s my  de-
striction to take! place at once,

| ,

o—

“are! provided,

v
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or have you arranged it for some
future occasion? And is this the
implement?” he asked. pointing
to the hammer,

“Oh, I'm really not going to da
it with this,” said the boy with a
friendly smile. “This is what we
call a symbol, and it won't be ver
awhile, of course.” .

“May I ask who sent you upon
this interesting mission” asked
the Munition Master,

“Well, you see it isn't only e,
sir. There are lots of us. It was
all arranged in the place where
you stay until you are born; I've
been waiting vears for my turn.
I was to be an engineer, mines
were my specialty, (The little
apparition was quite talkative,)
Of course, I should have had to
study a lot; in fact, [ should al-
most have lived down the mines
at first, finding out things, bur
there’d have been no more acci-
dents in mines when I'd finished.
It was all mapped out.”

He paused and a curious catch
came into his throat, “Mother
went to work over there” He
pointed with his finger to where
the yellow vapor was bursting
through the appertures of the
big building opposite. “I've been
born yellow.”
“See here!” exclaimed Silas,
“the workpeople in that building
are happy and contented. We are
all doing our bit together. The
vellow on their hands and faces
is the sign of their faithful serv-
ice rendered in time of need. It's
their mark of honor.”

“Where's yours, then, Mr, Op-
penhiem ?”

The Munition Master ignored
the query.

“My workpeople,” he went on.
as one who discoursed on a
familiar theme, “have every

, comfort, baths and wash-houses
rubber overalls,'

patent respirators, huts to take
their meals in—"

“And ambulances when they're
gassed.”

“They recover irom the gas in
a few hours.”

“Seven years,” mysteriously
said the boy, The Munition Mas-
ter started. “See here, young
fellow,” he cried, suddenly grow-
ing stern, “I want to know who's
been telling you this tomfoolery
about my works? Tl have the
Defence of the Realm on 'em,
whoever they are’™

“The defense of whose Telm?"
asked the boy, innocently.

“*The Realm,” 1 said, not
‘their Helm." Who told you these
falsehoods? Our  with it.” he
repeated.

“Our mothers.”

“Full particulars?" cried Silas,
in the tone of a military repre-
sentative examining a conscien-
tious objector, “Time, place, and
circumstances.  When did “they
tell you?"

“They tell us when they are
sad and when they are happy.”

“And who told them—about
the seven years and the other
nonsense,” thundered the M.R.
voice.

“We did." This was too per-
plexing for the Munition Master.
“What do you mean? he de-
manded, getting red and excited.
“How could they tell you if they
didn’t know themselves until you
told them what they had to tell
vou before—*" He stopped; he
was getting frightfully mixed up.

“I'm afraid you'll never under-
stand,” murmured the boy with
the hammer., You're too big; be-
sides, yvou've been making muni-

tions.”
Silas glared at the two bright

eyes looking steadily at him. from.

the small yellow countenance,
He was growing savage. “If you

weren't so confoundedly young
I'd—I'd be mdmedk

“I'm not young,” mterrupled
the pathetic boy. "I haven't come
here to be young, have 13"

“Ah. no;  my mistake, of
course, Ha! ha! You've come
here to destroy me.” The Master
of Munitions laughed out loud.
te was laughing to keep back
the hot guilty thoughts "that
rushed up to him from the deep-
downess of his own heart.~ He
was laughing so that ‘he might
not see that wisttul look which
reminded him <*rangely enough
of the fair cheeks and bright eyes
own little queen child,
Estelle. "Yes, we're going to de-
stroy all of you,” went on the
little man, “every one.”

“Every one, eh?”’

“That is to say, you'll have to
go out of the business; you'll be
transformed.”

*Jiminny ! Sounds kind of seri-
ous for us, I'm thinking. D've
mind me smoking on it?” he
asked, still smiling, though a long
white crease shot across his pro-
phetic forehead. He took a fresh
cigar from his case,

Do you mind your
smoking " asked the bov
,lurn

“Not off the pr(-m\-tw

“Shilling cigars?”

“They &an please themselves,
of.course,” fibbed Silas. He it
up.  “Now fire away, youngster,
I'm interested to know when this
destroving is to take place, and
how. | don't quite like the look
of you, somehow.” !

of  his

‘hands’
in re-
i

“As soon as we grow up,” said
the boy.
“Who's ‘we,” ungrammati-

cally asked Silas.

“The boys and girls that are
left when the war is finished and
those _thaj.. aren’t  born. . yet.
We've arranged it all.”

“Up there, eh?" Silas began
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now to take his youthful visitor
‘ very seriously. “D’ye mean to
tell me,” he exclaimed, looking
quizucnlly at’ the bay, “that
babes are alive before they're
botn — before they are even
thought of "

The boy laughed. It was a
great joke — tremendous. He
looked at the Munition' Manufac-
turer pityingly. “I'm afraid you'll

- never understand,” he repeated,
and his shoulders shrugged.

“Anyway, what set you whip-
per-snappers up there’ discussing
the war? What had it to do withr
you?"

“Well  you see, we were
friends,” replied the visitor, “and
a serious position faced us. Chil-
dren are inter—what do you ecall
it?—international. They are the
same everywhere. When we were
born some of us would come to
live in England, some in France,
" some in Russia, and so on. We
have to go wherever our mothers
happen to call us to. Of course
we never think about the place
when we hear them. We're too
delighted. So vou see I might
have been German,” smiled the
boy.

A dark scow] overspread Silas’
face. “Huns,” he ejaculated. He
always said this, sometimes with-
out even noticing it, when he
heard the word “German.”

“And, of course, so might
vou,” continued the boy: “but,

then, munition makers are as
international as children, aren't
they? They're the same every-
where. So, vou see, if we didn't
want to say goodbye and then
in a little while be bombing and
munitioning each other, it was
necessary to make some arrange-
ment, so we promised — that's
how it happened. If none of us
make munitions or go to fight
there can’t be any war, can
there? You couldn’t expext us

to study you, could you?’ asked
the boy, suddenly. “You never
study us. Look at me!”

Oppenhiem looked at him, and
the cynical smile came back. (He
was thinking of the Military
Service Act.) “Wars will go on
as long as there are hunsl he
said—(the scowl! flitted mechan-
ically back at the word)—"and
Kaisers and Crown Princes.”

"“And munition makers and
merchant princes,” added the
boy. “Yes, we've thought of
that. They've got to go, and
slums will go too, and some
other thing< will go with them.
We're golng to mnke a clean
sweep.'

“Well, you've got a job om, a
mighty big one, Our children are
patriots (he said it proudly,
though there was the slightest
quiver of his left eyelid as he
spoke). You bet we see to that.
We train 'em. The schools are
ours, Picture Palaces, too, You've
got a job on, my son.”

“We shall do it,” cried the boy,

confidently, He shouldered his -
hammer shaft, and prepared to
leave.

“Well, before you go, tell me
of even one you've converted,
one that thinks like you any-
where hereabouts, Is there one?”
asked the Munition Master
triumphantly.

“Yes,” answered the boy quiet-
Iy, “your little girl.”

“To kill one is murder by law,

And gibbets keep the lifted hand
in awe,

To kill thousands takes a specious
name,

War's glorious drt, and gives im-
mortal fame.” —Gray.

“When the worker cheats, he is
a knave; when the capitalist
cheats, he is a shrewd business
man. Ever notice it>”

WHAT 1S SOCIALISM?
(Continued from Page 7)

fitness. \We are not at all doubt-
ful of our ability to create a bet-
ter state of society than the trad-
ing class has given us. As a class
we are honest, our labor is hon-
est; we render far more than an
equivalent for what we receive.
Therefore, as we are the victims
of the dishonesty of the trading
and exploiting class, we have an
interest in the establishing of
honest conditions.

Because we produce evrything,
we have been forced into evil
conditions that are due entirely to
the greed of the. exploiters or
arise out of our impotent rebel-
lion against our servitude. Ior
the profit of the trading class we
have been herded into slums,
tempted by the saloon, driven by
scanty wage into poverty, prosti-
tution and suicide, poisoned and
killed by the wholesale, made
criminals and tramps, only that
we might continue in subjection.
We shall, therefore, have a inter-
est in their removal. No other
class has the power, much less the
disposition, to free us from them.

We do not propose to eliminate
private property. It is only pri-
vate property used in production
that is to be abolished. The
worker’s share of the product is
his private property and may be
disposed of in any way he pleases,
and in no possible manner can he
be deprived of it. There can be
no way by which the present
means of exploiting by rent, in-
terest and profits can be used to
reduce the purchasing power of
his income. Under the co-opera-

tive ownership of the means of

production and distribution there
can be no non-productive class
living upon the labor of the pro-
ducer.
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THREE POOR DEVILS

Not nearly so many die of wobnds
received in battle nowadays as ior-
merly, becausc of the immediate sci-
entific attention that the wounded
receive, To-day soldiers can be shot
up a good deal without serious injursy.

Hiram Muxim

The nurse stopped beside
néar the window. “This is Bri
she said.

He lay upon his back, motionless:
only his head had turned slightly
upon the pillow as we neared him,
that he might more easily look at us.
But I did not notice his face, I was
looking at his feet, They stuck out
at the bottom of the bed, each bound
lightly to a thin board padded with
votton—Ilike a makeshift sandal They
were waxy white, and looked clean
and soft, like u woman's hands, The
white coverlet that hid all between
ankles and chin  lay  without
wrinkle.

The nurse e\pl.uncd “He's para-
Iyzed, from the waist down. Shrap-
nel. And we had to amputate his leit
arm. His back is sore, too—bhed
sores, you know, from lying still -0
long. Tt is onered wnh them. The
worst | ever saw. . . .

She turned to the wounded mun
and spoke in French. “Brissol, this
gentleman is from New York.”

He had been watching us, his eyes
glancing from one to the other. They
were eyes black and extraordinarily

brilliant, as though they had taken

over the vitality that had passed fron
that inert body. He spoke now for
the first time.

“Ah, New York."
see my petit bras?

“He «calls the stump his ‘little
arm,'" she explained, “I'll usk him
to show it to you. He likes us to
joke about it.” She turned again to
Brissol. Would he show us his petir
bras?

He nodded, and with his remaining
hand turned back the coverlet that we
might look. The sleeve of the flannel
nightgown had been cut away to give
freer play to what was left of his arm,
The end was neatly done up in intri-
cate platings of bandage. The upper
part, where the flesh showed, was

He smiled, “To

- white, waxy white like his feet, and

frail. 1 could have spanned it with
my thumb and forefinger.

He could move it, he said, S
The thing wagged grotesquely.
n'est pas trés long, mon p'tit bras”
he murmured, .

“How long did you lie wounded
before the stretcher-bearers found

vou? The question was almost in-
voluntary, 1 do not know why |
asked it.

“Two days. 5
time.” He paused a moment,
long time,” he repeated softly.

“Will he ever walk?" | asked the
nurse as we nlrmd away.

“No. Never."
ll—somehow it doesn't seem
quite so bad as if he were a younger
man, with a whole lifetime——""

She shook her head. “He is not
old, Many of them look like that.
He is only thirty-five.”

\We had reached another bed. No
paralytic, this, for he was sitting up.
dressed in his uniform, the faded coat
unbuttoned at the throat, and wear-
ing a pair of shabby black bedroom
slippers, He heard us coming and
turned his head; and I saw that he
was blind. The hali-closed right eye
was dull and sunken, while the
drooping left eyelid protruded, swol-
len und purplish, as though the eyve-
ball beneath were trying to force its
way out of the socket.

“One of my best patients,” said the
nurse. “Bon jour, Grangeon!”

At the sound of her voice his heavy.
patient face lighted up with eager
welcome. Ah, Mees Smeeth! Bon
jour, bon jour!" he babbled excitedly.
Then, suddenly, his mood changed;
he became mysterious, important,
“Attendez!™ 1 have something for
you!"

He furnbled under the pillow for an
instant, found the object he was
searching for, and held it out proudly
A little basket; a clumsy little raffia
Lasket about three inches across,
wobbly and lop-sided, with frayed
ends of straw sticking out of its un-
even rim,

*Ah, g'est joli!”
For me? Truly? Merci, Grangeon!”
Her eyes were very bright. She took
his hand and held it, patting and
stroking it ag she talked to me,

“Poor Grangeon! It's worse for
him than for some of them. He is
older—over forty—and he is only a
peasant, a farm hand. He is not
clever. He finds it hard to learn
raffia work and chair caning, like the
rest. It is too late, He cannot
1 don't know what he will

That is.a long

cried the nurse

She was talking in English, of
course, But Grangeon did not seem
to mind being left out of things, He
sat on the bed, his legs straight out
before him and his shoulders bent a
little. But his chin was raised, so
that he seemed to be peering at some-

By DENIS TAYLOR, Paris

thing very far off. 'The was because
he was but newly blind. When he
had been Dblind a little longer he
would not hold his chin up that way.
He would give up the fight, the un-
vouscious struggle to see. and the
taut muscles would relax.

Already the anxious, puzzled lines
on his face were commencing to
smooth out, were giving way to, the
awiul placidity of the blind, Peraaps
this was why he seemed so much
younger than Brissol; Brissol. who
was thirty-five and looked fifty. Sit-
ting there, clutching the nurse's hand
with his thick. calloused fingers, he
seemn o strangely like a child. You
thougnt of a little boy, in the dark,
halding fast to his mother’s hand for
comfort, . . .

“We must go,” the nurse said.
“The surgeons will be making their
rounds soon.” She gently dlS!'l‘ZdKC'l
hier fingers, “Au revoir, Grangeon.”

“Au 'voir, ma'mselle.”
closed behind us she
corridor  and

\s the door
glanced down  the

pointed in surprise, “Why, there's
Dupre. | didn't know he was well
enough to be up, We must stop and

speak to him. He's a very remark
Ne case—plastic surgery. When he
me, it didn't scem as though he
could possibly live.  But the surgeons
saved him. They've given him almost
a whole new fuce”

He did not look np as we stopped
before him. He was sitting in a low
chair, leaning forward, his elbows
upon his knees and his hands loosely
clasped.  His chin was slightly raised

as Grangeon's had been. Over
lm right ¢ye and half of his right
cheek was a black patch, His nose
was quite flat, the right nostri] a
mere flap of skin.  Part of his mouth
—the left side—was still normal, a
mouth But just under his nose a
thick, livid scar divided his upper lip,
ran down the lower lip and jaw, and
dhappcarcd beneath his chin. To the
right of this scar there was nothing:
nothing human, that is. There was
skin and flesh, bone, too, perhaps, A
slit to the right of the scar corre-
sponded to what was the mouth on
the left, But the thing had no lips.

Jean Dupré was twenty-four vears
old. He had once been a man, per-
haps even a handsome:man.

The nurse spoke, very cheerfully.
“Dupré, bon jour! How do you feel
now? ls your cold any better to-
da Ca va bien?”
on. Ca ne va pas hien”

He had not raised his head, nor
had his expression changed. But the
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terrible lipless mouth had mayed;
and. from somewhere, hell, T think,
- had come a voice, , . .

It was the nurse who first broke
the silence as we went on- down the
corridor, “He wears that black
pawch, you know . . . because there
18 nothing underncath. Just u red
hole."

“He has seen himseliz"

_"No. He hopes to get back the
sight of hig left eye—he can tell night
from day, " But he never will."

We were both silent for a little
while. Then she spoke again, “Do
you know,” she began hesitatingly,
"I can't help thinking . . . these
thee men . . . perhaps it would have
been better——" 5
She did not, finish. There are
things that it is useless for nurses to
Ehmk about—or surgeons, either.
They are not the judges. This won-
derful civilization, of ours, so intri-
cate, so specialized, has set them a
single task: that of healing broken
men, of Keeping living souls in dead
bodies, There are other specialists
td®take charge of the killing.

To die for one's country! |, . If
one were only sure of dying.

IMPROBABLE' EPITAPHS

Here lies the body i
0 Henry R. Watkins,
late private, Co. K, Kentish “Rifles,
who !ell at Ypres, March 20, 1915.
H.e died to establish the supremacy
of British over German tin pie plates
in the markets of Tierra del Fuego.

Hence, this monument, erected in

grateful memory by e

The Sheffield, Manufacturers’ Asso-
ciation

Here rests the remains of
Hans Schmidt,

cook, 118th Regiment, Bavarian,
Landsturm, who died of exhaustion

at Pozieres, France, July 25, 1916, He
sacrificed himself on the altar of the
F?“\tf!ﬂ“d in order that its goods

r‘mgl'n no longer suffer unjust discrim-

i mation at the customs house in
A Shanghai, China.
Of such is the kingdom of heaven.

Here is the resting place of
Mikail Kikailovitch,
S?th_Siberinn Cavalry, who gave up
his life in battle at the ¢rossing of the
Stokhod River, July 22, 1916, in order
that th_e Russkoye Import and Ex-
port Company of Moscow ~might

have a warm port on the Atlantic
Ocean.

y R:m! of the Young Socialists’ Mag-
a; Confe Held on Sund:

I scorn your lily-bower dames,

{our and tower dames,

y
Afternoon, January 21, 1917, at
The Rand School, New
York City

Comrade Lunde of New Jersey
acted as chairman, - ‘The Brooklyn,
Bronx, Queens and
Leagues were represented by
gates.  The
was represented by Comrade Henry
Krause and Comrade Joseph Juelich.

The circulation work was the main
topic of discussion. The Circulation
Manager reported that the l.eagues
all over the country, with the excep-
tion of Manhattan, are taking greater
interest in the magazine than ever be-
fore. lts circulation has increased
from 1800 in June to 2,500 in De-
cember, 1910, These figures show an
improvement, but much more has to
be accomplished in order.to meet the
exceptionally high prices in  paper
and other materials incidental to the
make-up of the magazine, It is ab-
solutely necessary that all the leagues
give better financial support and par-
ticularly secure new subscribers, so
that within the next six months the
edition can be increased from 2,500
to at least 5,000. N

Comrade Juelich reported that the
special October issue involved an ex-
tra expense of $59.00, which has not
yet been covered. The Bronx League,
so far the only one, contributed $5.63
towards this deficit, and it is ex-
pected that the other leagues will act
accordingly.

Upon motion, it was decided to
call another conference for Sunday,
March 4, 1917, 2 P. M. sharp, at the
Rand School, 140 East 10th Street,
New York City. The Circulation
Managér was instructed to invite del-
egates from all the leagues of Greater
New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania
and Connecticut to be present. with

‘a view to discussing ways and means

of improving the magazine and in-
creasing its circulation, as it is im-
perative that the leagues give this
question their earnest attention,

b e
A MODERN KNIGHT
By Perrin Holmes Lowrey
Could you have loved the dainty girls,
The save-me-sir and fainty girls,
Knights crossed the world to vie
for?
They were such fragile, tender things,
Such willowy and slender things
For men to fight and die for!
Could you have loved the weepy girls,
The eight=o'clock-and-sleepy girls,
Of mediaeval story?
They were such leak-the-briny things,
Such tootsie-wootsie-tiny things
To make a country gory!

Board of Management”

Kpights crossed the world to vie
for.
But give me independent girls,
Our latter-day resplendent girls,
One-doesn't have to die for!
.

WHAT GREAT MEN SAID
ABOUT THE WAR
By Fred Haard

Thou shalt not kilL—Moses in the
Decalogue. 3

Take not up the sword. They that
take up the sword shall perish by the
sword.— Jesus, the Carpenter of Naz-
areth, .

Whenever there is war, the devil
makes hell larger—German Proverh,

Cannons and firearms are cruel and
murderous machines,—Martin Luther.

() War, thou son of hell—William
Shakespeare. X

War is a brain-spattering, windpipe-
slitting art—Lord Bacon,

War is the devil's gambling game.
—George Fox.

War is the business of hell.—Rev.
John Wesley.

There never was a good war
bad peace.—Dr. Benjamin Frank

War never decided any question of
right or wrong.—Thomas Jefferson.

War is the trade of barbarism.—
Napoleon Bonaparte.

A good man never makes a good
soldier, The worst man always
makes the best soldier., The soldier
is nothing but a hired, legalized mur-
derer—Napoleon Bonaparte.

The military profession is'a damna-
ble profession.—The Duke of Well-
ington, Napoleon's rival and con-
queror,

When a British oifficer came hur-
riedly to the Duke of Wellington dur-
ing the battle of Waterloo and told
him that with his field glass he had
located Napoleon and his staff. and
asked permission to open his artillery
on that spot, Wellington refused per-
mission to do so, and said: “It is not
the business af commanders to fire on
each other. I'll not allow it, sir, I'll
not allow it."

Napoleon was a .great gambler.
whose game was empires, whose
stakes were thrones, whose table,
carth, whose dice were human bones,
—Lord Byron,

War is the statesman’s game, the
priest’s delight, the lawyer's jest, the
hired assassin's trade.—Shelley,

My greatest regret is that I have
been the author of threeswars in
which thousands of lives were lost—
Chaneellor Prince Bismarck, accord-
ing to Dr. Busch, Bismarck’s biog-
rapher. Ty v
_The soldier is a‘hired. assassin—
Victor Hugo. *
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Upon consideration of the report
of the Young People's Department
by the National Executive Committee
the Jewish Translator presented a
complaint on the manner in which
stamps were sold to the Jewis
speaking Y, P. 8, L. Comrade Kruse.
Director of the Young People's Dept..
explained that they were heing sold
just as all ot’ecr due stamps were
handled, through the regular State
and county officers of the league. In
this way the Jewish-speaking organi
zations remained an integral part of
the rest of the Young Socialist move
ment,* Comrade Bailin held ony for
a different form in which a Jewish
National Office would sell the stamps
and remit the per capita tax to the
various regular league offices, similar
to the method used by the Party of-
fice, After considerable questioning
the committee declared that the pres.
ent method was best suited to the
case and ordered it continued. Com-
rade Kruse's report also dealt with
the general progress of the league
and with the National Championship
Contest now in forces the report
teing approved by the committee.

CONTRO-

LEAGUE DOINGS

Toledo, Ohio is the first league to
enter that great Natiomal Champion-
ship Contest. A dance on New Year's
Eve for the benefit of the striking tel-
ephone girls netted a good profit.
The lunch boxes brought by the
ladies were raffled off, and merriment
lasted far into the morning. At mid-
night they sang in the New Year with
the “Marseillaise” and “The Red
Flag.”

Omaha, Neb.. also enters the con-
test. On, January 5th they held a de-
bate on “Resolved. that we are civ-
ilized.” The affirmative argued that
we are civilized because of our prog,
ress in science and art, negative held
that mentally no progress had been
made, and that until the conscience
had been raised to a higher level we
annot be called civilized, Affirma-
tive won.

Reading, Pa., has elected new offi-
cers and is proceeding to work at a
high old rate.

The Pennsylvania State Organiza-
tion reports that the leagues at Eric
and New Bethlehem have gone out of
business, but that other leagues have
been organized at Scranton and
Greenville to take up the places left
vacant, There is also a report of or-

ganization at Wilkes-Barre, but noth-
ing definite has Leen heard yvet.

The New Jersey State League has
clected Comrade Abe Lunde of I'at
erson to fll the unexpired term of
State Organizer Picard, who resigned.
There are good prospects for advance
in the State, and they claim to he the
busiest in State affairs of any in the
country.

Comrade Jane Tait, Financial Scc-
retary of al Pittsburgh, Pa., So-
cialist Party, writes as follows in ac-
knowledging the receipt of $125.00 as

a donation on the Blum Defense
Fund:

“The Y. ' S L. did nobly for their
YVipsel  Comrade. As Secretary-

Treasurer of the committee that is
raising funds for the case 1 want to
thank the Yipsels for the contribution.
It will help materially in the detensc,
We are stil| awaiting the decision of
the Superior Court as ta whether or
uot those convicted will get a new
trinl

The Hartiord, Conn., Yipsels have
reorganized a league at New Rritain
and say that they are sure it is or-
ganized for keeps this time. They arc
going right ahead with their plans for
a State Organization Convention for
February 10, 1917, even though they
do need another league to put it
HCTOSS,

ACTIVITIES OF ROCHESTER
YIPSELS

At a meeting held Januvary 17, 1917,
the Rochester League had an elec-
rion  of officers and committe
Comrade  Isadore  Glickman  w
clected organizer and August Mars
<halky assistant organizer,

The Rochester Yipsels regret very
much  that our former organizer,
Hertha Vossler, declined another
nominition.  Comrade Vossler has
been one of our best workers, We
feel that the success of our league
has been greatly due to her efficient
management.  Comrade Vossler still
hopes 10 keep up her activities in the
feague, which is very encouraging
L g

o us.

On Wednesday evening, January
24th, we had a home talent evening,
at which a number of the Yipsels ex-
hibited their talent. The program
consisted of two vocal solog, a violin
solo, a recitation, and a reading on
Secialism.

The Educational Committee of the
league is -busily engaged in arrang-
ing educational meetings for the com-
ing months, We have been very suc-

cessiul in hooking several prominent
speakers of the city to address the
leagne,

We have a very active Entertain-
ment ©ommittee, and they are mak-

ing elaborate preparations for a box
social, which will he held Sunday
evening, February 11th.  They are

also arranging for a pedro party (to
be lield sometime in the near future,
The Rochester League is at pres-
ent conducting a erusade, for mem-
hership.  We are asking for” recruits
to enlist in the Y. P S, L, Army.
Cur slo “We must capgure
the young.”
Isadore Glicknian, Ovrganizer,
Y. P. 8. L. OF WATERTOWN,
N. Y.

It is some time since you hear)
from Watertown.  We are still alive
and carrymg on the good work

I passing | would like to mention
we adopted a yell. We held a com-
petition  amongst  ourselves
wha could write up the hest yell, [

i 48T

o sce

entered the same, and T am prond to
s they adopted my cffort.  Here
it s

olution, Revolution,
Capitalists minst g
Education, Co-operation,

That wealth more cqual fow.

Then give our yell,

Y—P—S—I

To show we dare in the fight.
Watertown—Watertown—MW atertown
For progress and the right.

On the twenty-fifth of last month
wé held a Y. P. S. L. rally at Glen
Park in the Town Hall. We had a

good program, consisting of songs
and recitals by the Yipsels. We ‘had
a short business meeting to  show

how aur husiness was carried on, and
finished the cvening by a short ad-
dress by myself, dealing with the
aims of the Yipse!l movement and the
hasic principles of Socialism,  We
had a dandy time. everyone enjoying
themselves—even thesrain could not
dampen our spirits.

We have planned to hold a Hallo-
c'en Party for November 8th. We
will hold the same at Glen Park
again, as we can reach and entertain
a bigger crowd. We are going in for
a general good time—games, songs,
recitals, all kinds of eats, and prob-
ably indulge in a little dancing while
we are masqued.  The aim of our
effort is to gather tagether the Yipsel
sentiment and organize the same,

We have u large program for the
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coming month, and look for big re-
sults, The Waitertown Yipsels did
all possible to boost the campaign—
distributing literature, etc., ete,
' We are growing in numbers. The
spirit of our league is pregnant with
new life. We are looking forward to
making history in the coming winter
session.
" Keeping the red banner
knowing no dismay, 1 am |
Yours in the Cause,
Harry J. Amatt.

flying,

Pennsylvania Young People's
Socialist League

Scranton Cirele is in the limelight.
A lecture on “Economic Evolution”
by Dr. Lee B. Woadcock, a mnovel
sketch by Comrade John Paul entitled
“At the Recruiting Station,” and a
lecture on “Evolution,” followed by a
dance, are some of the activities that
have been interesting and entertaining
the comrades,

Reading Circle has elected the fol-
lowing live wires for the coming’
term: President, Oswald; Vice-Pres-
ident, Rachard; Organizer, Leconard
Moser; Rccording Secretary, Walter
Sifrid:  Financial, Secretary, Alfred
Kionard. The Ordering Committee
are: Lulu Weber, Burt- Stine and
Spohn. The Sunday night meetings
are very successful. A meeting was
held on December 24th, at which time
un appropriate lecture, “The Evolu-
tion of the Christmas Tree,” was
given hy Comrade Wickle. The big
event in this circle's history will be
the annual banquet which will be held
on January 6th.

Eriec Circle and New Bethlehem
Circle have been compelled to give up
their hard struggle, We regret very
much this condition of affairs. but we
are by no means dismayed. The
comrades will rally again at a later
date and will go forward, Just u-
long as the spirit of youth is coursing
through the veins, some expression of
revolt must be and will he shown. A
working-class organization may be
suppressed for a time, but not per-
manently, This report may dismay
some, but then we have but to rem-
ber that two circles have been organ-
ized in their place, Greenville and
Wilkes-Barre.

North Side Y. P. S. L. are busy as
usual. A dance was held at Sexton's
Hall on December 16th for the ben-
efit of the Westinghouse strikers, and
another dance is being planned for
January 16th for the same reason,
The Rand Class meets every Tuesday
night, and some lively discussions are
always in order. The Pittsburgh
English Circle received the decision
in a debate over the Northsiders on

December 24th,  The subject was
“Resolved That Strikes Are Beneficial
to the Working Class.”

Pittsburgh Circle is conducting
cducational meetings every Sunday
night.

Pittsburgh  Jewish Circle held a
raffle for the benefit of the Jewish
Federation of New York and raised
$50.00. Last month they had a “but-
ton day" for the benefit of their
library that will be established in the
new Labor Lyceum, and also a collec-
tion  among the comrades which
netted $175.00. This circle is one of
the hardest working circles in the
State, and they are doing their share
towards the Labor Lyceum.

A dance engrossed the attention of
the McKeesport Circle last month.
and they are now looking eagerly for-
ward to fanuary 16th, when the So-
cialist Party will act as host at a
lmnq,uce_

KARL HAVLICEK CLUB OF
WEST HOBOKEN

A special meeting of the Karl Hav-
licek Club Y. P. S. L. of West Ho-
hoken was held on Saturday, January
4. 1917, at Nepivoda’s Hall, to pre-
pare details for the lecture and dance
to be held January 27, and also the
tourth annual mask and civic ball,
February 17, 1917. Comrade L. Zar-
parka presided. The Farewell Leap
Year Dance held December 3lst was
a social success, the Guttenburg Yip-
sels sending the largest representa-
tion. A supper was served at mid-
night.  Dancing was enjoyed until
early the next day.

All details for the great lecture and
dance to be held January 27 are de-
cided. Comrade Frederick Krafft of
Ridgefield will speak on “Militarism.”
Admission, 25 cents, including ward-
robe, The mask and civic ball was
postponed to Saturday evening. Feb-
ruary 17, 1917, on account of inability
to get a hall. Tt will be held at Nepi-
voda's Hall, 420 Spring St, West Ho-
boken, An active and enthusiastic ar-
rangement committze was elected to
arrange all the details, and the Hud-
son County Yipsels are assured that
this ball will be one long to be re-
membered,  All new features of en-
tertainment will be introduced, in-
cluding electric lighting effects, dec-
orations, surprises, etc. Admission
will be .25 cents. All Socialists and
Yipsels should attend, and an enjoy-
able time is promised to all.

On Wednesday evening, February
21, 1917, the <lub will hold a lecture
and social at Nepivoda’s Hall. Com-
rade Harry D. Smith, of.Brooklyn,
will speak on “Organization.”” Ad-
mission is free and cveryone inter-
ested should attend.

An organization committec, cnm-
posed of Comrades Schejbal, Zar-
parka and Texel, was elected to visit
members not in good standing, and
also prospective members, to try to
get them interested in the Y, P. S. L.,
movement. They are also to carry
on all organization work in the cir-

cle, It is expected to get quite a few °

more members within the next few
months. The circle will attend the
Hudson County Convention of the
Y. P. 8. L. January 14, 1917, at Nepi-
voda's Hall, in a body.

The circle urges all Yipsels and
friends to attend the two plays which
will be produced on February 24,
1917, at Sokol Hall, Guttenburg, by
the Hudson County Dramatic Circle.

Fraternally submitted,
Raymond TexelJr..
See, Karl Havlicek Circle,

AN EMBARRASSED ALDERMAN

A western man wanted to put a
slightly projecting bay window upon
the second story of his house, He
sought the services of a builder, who
explained that matters could be
speedily arranged by a letter to an
alderman,

Armed with such a letter he re-
paired to the aldermanic chamber and
mct the alderman, who he found

knew him. He explained his wish and -

was promptly promised the desired
permit.  Thanking the alderman, he
thought it but courtesy to hand him
the letter which he had until then
forgotten, The alderman jumped
up in great excitement, frantically
pushed him from the chamber, and
whispered in his ear as he went: “For
the love of Heaven, don't hand me
that here—send it to me after you
have received the permit!"—E. T,

. Parents and children are invited to
inspect the methods of the Ferrer
Modern Sunday School-Yorkville, a
school conducted on strictly Socialist
principles. Look what we offer you:
_Object Lessons ( Ansthaunngsunter-
richt) rendered by four Socialist
teachers. All objects concerning the
life and struggle of the working-class.
Singing of English and German
songs with Socialist tendency.
Esperanto. Violin School,” Stenog-

l’l&hy.
indergarten (Sundays only).

An excellent German School. Off-
springs of eight different nationalities
vigit this department with the most
brilliant results.

Fees are so minimal, that every
worker can afford to send his children
to this school.

Registration, Sundays, between 9
A.M. and 1 P.M. Saturdays, from
2 to 4 P.M,, at Sackl's Union Hall,
1591 Second Ave., between 82nd and

83rd Sts. (Advt.)
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Kriegserlebnisse

Der Drang, die deutsche Par-
tei- und Jugendbewegung. wih-
rend des Krieges kennen zu ler-
nen, trieb mich trotz des Krieges
von zu Hause fort. Ls war im
Dezember 1915, als ich in Leo-
poldshdhe bei Basel die Eisen-
bahn bestieg und Berlin zu fuhr,
Bei der strengen Grenzkontrolle
fanden die Beamten trotz griss-
ter  Gewissenhaftigkeit nichts
“Verdichtiges” unter meinen
Sachen. TIch lachte und dachte,
was ihr sucht, ist in meinem
Ropf, und das kénnt ihr beim
besten Willen nicht herausbrin-
geu. In einer siiddeutschen Stadt
verliess ich das Dampfross und
besuchte die dortigen Jugend-
genossen und iberbrachte ihnen
die Griisse, die mir von Schweizer
Freunden mitgegeben wurden. In
dieser Stadt fand ich die gan»
gleichen Verhiltnisse, wie ich sie
spiter in Berlin fand.

In Berlin hatte mein Freund I,
schon Fithlung mit den Jugend-
lichen genommen und ich musste
nicht lange selbst solche suchen.
Man wird nun erstaunt fragen,
wie das moglich sei, dass man da
lange zu suchen brauche, wenn
doch iiberall Jugendheime seien.
Das stimmt nun allerdings, dass
man sich nicht allzu lange bemi-
hen muss, um die *“Arbeiter-
Jugend” zu finden. Jugendheime
befinden sich in allen Stadtteilen
der Weltstadt, aber die Titigkeit
in der “Arbeiterjugend” kann
cinen politisch denkenden und
auch darnach handelnden Ju-
gendlichen, wie wir es nach unse-
rer Erziehung in der schweizeri-
schen Jugendorganisation ge-
wohnt sind, nicht befriedigen.
Die Mitglieder der “Zentralstelle
fiir die arbeitende Jugend” mit
Sitz in Berlin stehen durchaus
auf dem Standpunkt derer, die
glauben, am besten dem Sozialis-

in Deuntschland

mus zu niitzen, indem sie die Re-
gierungspolitik unterstiitzen und
den Arbeitern den Burgirieden
und das “Lurchhalten” predigen.
Die Tatigkeit in der Jugend ist
auch danach, wenn sie auch nicht
gerade so chauvinistisch ist, wie
in einzelnen Jugendgruppen der
Gewerkschaften.  Die Themata
der Vortrige sind hauptsichlich
aus dem Gebiete der Naturwis-
senschaft, Kunst, Technik usw.
gegriffen, und wird in diese~
DBeziehung Hervorragendes ge-
leistet.  Die Berliner Jugend-
genossen haben bei der Auflé-
sung der selbstindigen Organisa-
tionen vor einigen Jahren auch
den letzten Rest von Selbstiandig-
keit sich nehmen lassen, ganz im
Gegensatz zu ihren Kollegen in
andern Orten,

Die Leitung der Jugendheime
liegt fast durchwegs in den Hin-
den der [Lrwachsenen und wird
von diesen und leider auch von
cinem grossen Teil, der jugend-
lichen Funktionire die Arbeit in
der Jugendbewegung als Jugend-
“pllege’” betrachtet, ganz dhnlich
wie in biirgerlichen
und anderen Vereinen, Die jahre-
lange Erzichungsarbeit der Ar-
beiterjugend hat aber doch die
Wirkung gehabt, dass sich ein
tuchtiger Stamm  von  Jugend-
lichen gebildet hat, die, unzufrie-
den mit der “Jugendpflege”, for-
dern, dass diec  Arbeiterjugen!
andere Dahnen einschligt. Diese
Jugendgenossen, die nach einem
cinheitlichen  Aktionsprogramm
in ganz Berlin arbeiten, sind auch
dazu itbergegangen und haben
ilire eigenen Organisationen ge-
schaffen. Die ganze Bewegung
ist noch im Entstehen.

Niheres mitteilen kann man
heute mnicht ohne die Jugend-
freunde in Gefahr zu bringen.
Bekannte revolutiondre Partei-

filhrer sympathisieren mit diesea
Jugendlichen, und es ist allge-
mein nur zu begriissen, wenn sicl
dic jungen Proletarier von dem
Gedanken und der Praxis der
“Jugendpflege™ und der unpoli-
tischen ¥gziehung der Arbeiter-
jugend freimachen,

Dass diese Jugendlichen, wie
auch diejenigen, welche die Poli-
tik der Parteiinstanzen nicht un-
terstiutzen, von der Polizei hart
bedringt werden, ist selbstver-
standlich.  Oft passierte es. dass,
wenn wir eine Zusammenkunit in
einem Lokal verabredet hatten,
dasselbe  polizeilich  iiberwacht
war, wenn wir zur angescizten
Zeit anriickten, und zwar immer
so, dass, wer sich nicht umsah,
hineinging und dann wie¢ in einer
Mausefalle gefangen sass. Wenn
ein Lenosse nur etwas “'verdach-
tig” ist, wird gleich seine ISorre-
spondenz  kontrolliert, von Gie-
heimpolizisten tberwacht u. s w.,
kurz, ihm jede Tatigkeit fast un-
miglich gemacht. Wenn der Ke-
gierung die Titigkeit cines Ge-
nossen allzu sehr lastig fallt, so0
wird er ganz einfach in Schutz-
haft genommen oder es wird ihm
jede Titigkeit, wie: schreiben,
reden in Versammlungen, korre-
spondieren u. s. w. untersagt; er
darf arbeiten und essen, wenn er
noch zu essen hat. Denn dass die

Lebenshaltung ungemein niedrig
ist, weiss ja jeder von den Le-
sern.  Wenn man den héchsten
Lohn bezicht, muss man alles fiir
Nahrung weggeben, und dann be-
kommt man nichts Kraftiges, so
dass man, besonders bei schwerer
korperlicher Arbeit, dic ausgege-
benen Krifte nicht durch
sprechende Nahrungseinnahme
wieder erneuern kann, Die Fol-
gen sind auch uberall zu spiren,
Es greiit einem ans Herz, wenn
man die bleichen, hungrigen Kin-
der morgens in die Schule gehen
sieht, wo sic dann, welche [ronie,

ent-
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‘;\':ﬂué_hheinlich 'Kai'selft_'reue. Gott-
ergebenheit ung deutsche Helden-
~geschichte zu lcrnen haben.

% . “Die Angst vor der Abrechnung,
- die dann endlich das Volk doch

elnmal vornehmen kénnte, zwingt
die*Regierung, jede ibr schidliche
Titigkeit' sofort zunichte' zu ma-
chen. Besonders verhasst ist ihr
die oppositionelle Jugend. Mit
allen moglichen Schikanen geht
man gegen sie vor. Verhaftungen,
Hausdurchsuchungen, Einkerker-
ungen sind an der Tagesordnung.
Und so war es auch kein Wun-
der, dass man uns zwei Schweizer
auch packte. Seit dem Augen-
blick, wo wir an den Zusammen-
kiinften der oppositionellen Ju-
gend teilnahmen, wurden wir
fortwiithrend bespitzelt, Da mein
Freund den Vertrieb der “Ju-
gend-Internationale” in Hinden
hatte und ich durch Vortrige,
Ansprachen u. s. w. mich beti-
tigte, waren wir natiirlich sehr
“lastig”. Von eingn Tag auf den
andern waren wir gefasst, verhai-
tet zu werden. Mitte Mirz wur-
den nach einer Versammlung, an
der ein bekannter revolutionirer
Parteifiihrer gesprochen  hatte,
sechs  Jugendgenossinnen inhaf-
tiert und fand die Polizei cinen
Briefwechsel. der fiir uns “be-
lastend” war. * Das war an einem
Sonnabend. Am daraufiolgenden
Mittwoch kamen zwei Kriminal-

beamte, holten mich aus dem
Geschift und  machten  Haus-

durchsuchung zu Hause. - Ausser
cinigen Zimmerwalder  Mani-
festen, andern verbotenen Flug-
blittern und Broschiiren fanden
sie nichts wichtiges bei mir, denn
sie suchten nicht am richtigen Ort.
Nach der Durchsuchung erklir-
ten mir die . Herren, ich miisse
jetzt zur Vernehmung mitkom-
men. Als ich bemerkte, diese
Vernehmung werde wahrschein-
lich Wochen lang gehen, und ob

ich nicht mich umZichen kénne,
wurde mir das verweigert und
musste ich in meinen schmutzi-
gen  Arbeitskleidern  mit  zum
Polizeiprasidium gehen. Mit mei-
nen beiden lichevollen Schutz-
engéln unterhielt ich mich ganz
gut, nachdem sie gesehen hatten,
dass “ich rein gar nichts wusste.”
Beim Polizeiprisidium wurde mir
erkldrt, ich miisse diese Nacht
hier bleiben. Nach einer korper-
lichen
cinem alles, ausser der notwendi-
gen Kleidungsstiicke, abgenom-
men wurde, wurde ich in eine
Zelle gesperrt und konnte nun
uber meine Lage Betrachtungen
anstellen.  Am darauffolgenden
Morgen \war Verhor, bei dem
allerdings fiir die politische Poli-
zei  wenig  Positives heraus-
schaufe.  Alles mogliche wurde
meinem  Freunde und mir zur
Last gelegt, wie: Wir seien
Spione im Afiftrage der Feinde
Deutschlands mit der Aufgabe,
durch unsere Hetzereien die bra-
ven deutschem Sozialdemokraten
und Arbeiter aufzuhetzen und die
Revolution in Deutschland her-
beizufiihren. Als ich iiber dieser
bombastischen  und  “schreck-
lichen” Erklirung, die uns nur
Angst machen sollte, in Gelichter
ausbrach, bekam der gute Mann
fast einen Tobsuchtsanfall, gleich
wie bei der Erklirung meines
Freundes, der auf dic Frage, ob
er Waffen trage, sagte, anstin-
dige Leute trigen keine Waffen,
Nach einem ca. Istiindigen Wort-
gefecht wurde ich wieder abge-
fiihrt und in Einzelzelle gesperrt.

In Einzelhaft brachte ich nun
vierzehn Tage zu, deren Eintd-
nigkeit fast zum Verriicktwerden
war. Meine Biicher zu lesen
wurde mir nicht gestattet, schrei-
ben durfte ich nur wenig; trotz-

dem gelang es mir, ein Tagebuch

zu fihren. Durch Klopfen gelang

Durchsuchung, bei der’

es mir, mich mit den anderen Ge-
fangenen zu verstindigen und
hatten wir interessante Gespriache
miteinander. Die: Nahrung war
s0 schlecht und so wenig, dass
wir, als_wir nach der ersten
Woche in den Hof zum halb-
stiindigen  Spaziergang  gefiihrt
wurden, Schwindelanfille beka-
men. Nach vierzehn Tagen ka-
men wir in den Militirgewahr-
sam, wo wir uns grosserer “Irei-
heit” erfreuen konnten, und nach
weiteren vierzehn Tagen Haft,
die wir dazu verwendeten, Bebe)s
“Frau und Sozialismus” und die
“Lessinglegende” von Mehring
zu studieren, wurden wir an- die
Schweizergrenze abgeschoben,
ohne dass man uns verurteilt
hitte. Man gestattete uns nicht
einmal, unsere Wiische und Klei-
der zu wechseln. In Begleitung
eines Gendarmerieoffiziers uni
eines Beamten der Kommandan-
tur machten wir die Reise von

Berlin nach Singen im “Extra-
4

coupe” und befanden uns am 15.
April wieder auf Schweizerboden.
Mit ausgehungerten und von der
Geféingnishaft bleichen Gesich-
tern stiirzten wir uns auf den
nichsten Béckerladen ind still-
ten unsern *Wolfshunger. Ein
nicht endenwollendes Halloh em-
pfing uns im Jugendheim in Ba-
sel, als wir dort am gleichen
Abend unvermutet einfrafen.

Wihrend unseres nicht allzn
langen Aufenthalts in Deutsch-
land konnten wir feststellen, dass
die: Arbeiterjugend mit grosser
Begeisterung ihrer Aufgabe ge-
recht zu werden sucht und kon-
nen wir die grisste Freude
haben, in unsern Freunden in
Deutschland,  speziell in den
Jugendgenossinnen, so mutige
Kimpfer fiir den Frieden, fiir den
Sozialismus zu besitzen. Thnen
rufen wir zu: An' die Arbeit
trotz alledem und alledem! E. A

~




