











IT IS WAR

Irwin St. John Tucker

Forty-two strike breakers herded in the mines
of the Southern Illinois Coal Company at Her-
rin, hoisted the white flag of surrender after
twelve hours of terrific bombardment from a
force of five thousand coal miners surrounding
them.

Under the white flag they marched out and
were tied together by their captors. They were
sent running down a country road, and as they
came to a barbed wire fence they were shot down
in droves. Some were hanged. Some were beat-
en to death. Out of forty-two captured men,
twenty-one were killed.

A thrill of horror went round the world—that
world that had grown so callous to massacre
Newspapers that four years ago were hailing as
heroic feats the mutual massacre of millions of
soldiers raised holy hands to heaven denouncing
the crime of the miners.

Blood has flowed in mine quarrels since the
discovery of steam. Down in the burning pit
beneath the flaming tent colony of the miners at
Ludlow, cleven mothers and children were
smothered, while mine guards wearing the uni-
form of the State of Colorado sent a hail of ma-
chine gun bullets to stop all who escaped.

In West Virginia and Pennsylvania, men,
women and children of the families of the miners
have paid with their lives for daring to oppose the
sway of the coal mine owners.

In Little Falls and in Lawrence, Mass., lead-
ers of strikes were indicted for murder because
their fellow-strikers were killed by police. The
theory of the state was that if there had been no
strike the victims would not have been killed,
therefore those who called and managed the
strikes were guilty of their murder.

Always hitherto it has been the workers who
felt the weight of this injustice. Now it is the
workers themsclves who hold control of the local
law in the hollow of their hands. And because
they had this power they have used it as blood-
ily as the masters ever used theirs.

* x x

On April 1 the coal miners of the nation went
on strike, to compel the owners of the coal mines
to sign contracts recognizing their right of col-
lective bargaining.

Detective agencies had brought into the little
mining town of Herrin a swarm of dregs of the
earth, sweepings of the slums, and ex-convicts to
take the places of the home miners in digging the
coal where it lay exposed.

The public road that led through the mine ter-
ritory had been barricaded and fortified, and all
who sought to pass through it were turned back
with threats, insults and violence.

Then two union men were assassinated by the
strike-breakers. And from all the neighboring
towns miners came armed to clean out the nest
where the assassins lived.

Under heavy fire they surrendered — ther
came the slaughter, conducted according to the
approved methods of “Take no prisoners and
show no quarter” so assiduously taught on the
firing line.

It was a war over coal. It was a war motived
by the same purposes and aims as that which for
eight years drove the nations of mankind to
slaughter one another’s sons with all the hideous
forms of massacre that devilish ingenuity could
invent.

Over the battle line in Europe, piercing through
the murky clouds of poison gas and the drifting
fumes of lyddite, rang shouted slogans of high
and holy things ;—*“Liberty, Democracy, Justice.”

But when the fumes had cleared away and the
dcad had been buried and the moaning of the
wounded had stilled, it was found that the things
for which the nations fought were the same as
those for which the miners of Herrin massacred
their foes ;—namely, coal and highroads.

The chivalry of France was nerved in its on-
slaught against the German hordes by the desire
to recover for French shovels the coal and iron
mines of Alsace Lorraine.

The Coal and iron mines of Silesia and Poland
drove Germany against Russia. The barricaded
highroad of the Berlin to Bagdad Railroad way,
threatening the dominance of the Suez Canal
hurled England into the fight. Interference with
American traffic in war munitions by the German
fleet of submarines compelled America to leap at
Germany’s throat.

Coal is the motive power of industry. Without
it the furnaces would cool and the giant power
of steam would remain locked up in the silver
breast of the rippling streams.

Without it the railroads would halt, and the
trip hammers cease to fall. It is a public neces-
sity. \We must have it to heat our homes and to
drive our industries.

Since steam machinery was invented, posses-
sion of coal has been the driving motive behind
war among the nations. And now possession of
the coal mines is the animating lust behind the
struggle of the classes for it is the key to indus-
trial power.
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Current Comment

Walther Rathenau was assassinated in Berlin
almost at the same time that Field Marshal Sir
Henry Wilson was assassinated in London, and
the Herrin massacre occurred on the same day.
The seeds of war, so easy to scatter, are harder
to uproot than dragon’s teeth.

X x X

Whenever any group of radicals begins to get
radical, no matter by what name they call
themselves or how vigorously they protest their
innocence, they are immediately termed Social-
ists, Bolsheviks, and revolutionists. The Non-
Partisan League was a movement within the Re-
publican Party; but because the things it stood
for looked toward public ownership of public
necessities, Leaguers were reviled and vilified
with the same terms that have always been ap-
plied to avowed Socialists.

Before there can be any fusion or any concert-
ed movement for a political agreement, a funda-
mental decision must be made. What are we
after? Do we want to gain a little for our side
in the class conflict, or do we want to abolish the
class conflict by abolishing classes and instituting
a new order of society based upon the coopera-
tive principle, instead of the competitive princi-
ple?

* % %

The radical movement moves along all lines.
The Church Socialist League and the Church
League for Industrial Democracy are both or-
ganized within the Church, to make a united and
aggressive campaign for the recognition of the
social ideals of Christianity. The League for In-
dustrial Democracy is the old Intercollegiate
Socialist Society, organized to fight for freedom
of economic teaching in the colleges. All three
are active and enthusiastic champions of the ideal
of the cooperative commonwealth.

Wisconsin Socialists decided at their state con-
vention to nominate no candidate for the United
States Senate, thus throwing their strength to
Robert M. La Follette. In the last Senatorial
election Victor L. Berger polled 110,000 votes.
If all of these go to LaFollette he will be elected.
This action was taken in pursuance of the spirit
of the resolution adopted at the last National
Socialist Party convention, providing for fusion
under certain conditions. The National Conven-
tion action provided that under no circumstances
should this fusion take place with a Republican
or a Democratic candidate. LaFollette, of
course, is a Republican.

* * *

Slowly the Russo-German alliance is dissolv-
ing the Entente. France, deserted by Belgium
and by England, recedes from her opposition to

meeting the Russian delegation at The Hague.
Frantically insisting on reservations, desperately
striving to snatch at a shred of advantage here,
or there, France is slowly but inevitably forced
backward out of her grab-all attitude. Infinite
hunger and starvation marks the road.

x x X

Seventeen Socialists were elected to the Dail
Eirann in the Irish elections just closed. The
Treaty was overwhelmingly sustained by a vote
of approximately five to one. This bears out the
view of Debs Magazine; that it is infinitely more
important to consolidate gains already won than
to sacrifice all in the effort to seize everything at
once. De Valera’s idiotic statement that it might
be necessary for him to “save Ireland from it-
self” demonstrates how far the one-time defend-
er of Irish rights has sunk.

x *x *x

One of the most remarkable court decisions of
recent years is that just handed down by the Illi-
nois Supreme Court to the effect that “police
confessions” cannot be accepted as evidence
against prisoners. Not only does Illinois’ high-
est court have the courage to take a stand against
this decidedly brutal American institution but it
censures the police of the country severely for
using such criminal methods in their collection
of evidence.

* * *

To which the police department replies that
95 per cent of its convictions would be nullified
if sweat-box confessions are barred from the
courts. This is indeed a surprising confession in
itself and one that the most apathetic of our cit-
izens should heed. Many of us have long been
cognizant of the rottenness and depraved cruelty
of the police system, but we supposed they were
at least more than 5 per cent efficient. In other
words nearly all of our supposed criminals are
railroaded to prison upon sweatbox admissions
of crimes they never committed but were tor-
tured into confession thereof, because the police
were absolutely incompetent and could not bring
the real offenders to justice.

* * *

Justice Duncan who rendered the decision then
points out that the police department has no
authority to enforce confessions. He further adds
that the only province of the police force is to
gather evidence upon the ground and array it in
court against the prisoners defense. If this proce-
dure is followed carefully, 95 per cent of our so-
called criminals will be found to be innocent,
and the police will have much more time to ap-
prehend the real offenders which in all too many
cases may be found close at hand.
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The American police system, and there is none
like it on the earth, has long offended even the
most stupid of our citizens and if this proves to
be an opening wedge by which it may be reno-
vated and be made endurable even to our cap-
italist civilization a worthy step has been made in
progress. Now let all the workers back up this
ruling of the Illinois Court, and we will soon
have some radical changes in labor cases. It is
but a little farther ahead to have all the frame-
ups and other notorious fakes of the plunder-
bund eliminated from court procedure.

* * *

Colonel Wedgewood of the House of Com-
mons seems to be much worried concerning an
alleged plan to restore the Kaiser to the German
Throne. He got little satisfaction upon inter-
polating the government though Harmsworth
speaking for the ministry admitted that such a
scheme had been discovered, but refused to dis-
cuss the matter further., It has long been known
that there is an clement in England that would
gladly restore the once hated Kaiser to his pre-
war power. However, there is little chance of
such a coup being successful for a moment. The
abject failure of the Kappist group to deliver the
German Government to the monarchists is still
in our memory. If such an absurd thing were
again attempted it would no doubt result in the
capture of the reins of power by the Independent
Socialists as well as bringing about a situation in
Britain that would lead to the accession of the
Labor Party with perhaps the complete over-
throw of the Crown. The powers that be in Eng-
land may be in the saddle but their seat is alto-
gether too insecure to warrant them in champion-
ing the Kaiser at this stage of the game.

* * *

Many will be glad to learn that Mrs. Anna
Olesen defeated the machine in the Minnesota
Democratic primaries, gaining the nomination for
United States Senator. Not that it marks any
step forward for the workers of that trust ridden
state, but it does indicate that women arc tak-
ing their rightful place in public life where their
influence has long been badly needed. We have
not shared the belief held by many that the ad-
vent of women to officc would make any appre-
ciable change in the body politic. The Socialist
parties of the world have, since their existence,
admitted women to their councils on the same
basis as men. These women attacked problems
naturally from the workers’ point of view. The
bourgcois women will also approach matters
from the narrow perspective of their class al-
though they can hardly be so absolutely ignorant
of economics as the men have been.

Many people were somewhat encouraged by
the stand taken on public questions by America’s
first congressman, Jeannette Rankin. She made a
creditable record if not a satisfactory one. No
congressman from Montana up to the present has
been in any degree so efficient as she was, nor
will any be in the near future. On the other
hand, the puerile and senseless remarks of Miss
Robertson of Oklahoma, in Congress, on matters
of great import to the workers, have utterly dis-
graced the woman’s cause. Not that woman
has a cause separate from that of the workers
in general, but shc thinks she has, which is about
the same thing. Be that as it may Congress has
been an intolerable vacuum for many years, and
until we can fill it with the workers themselves,
men and women, it will be a gratifying change
if we can only say, “There are some women
in it.”

* * *

The brilliant Attorney General of the Harding
regime has been unable to find any objection to
the two groups of steel companies now in course
of merging. So in Don Quixote fashion he steps
forth and calls upon all who may find fault with
the legality of the matter to come forward and
state their case. Well now, Harry, we have not
the least objection to this consolidation. In fact
we have not only prophesied it years ago, but we
have always approved the trustification of indus-
try. In the future, near or far, depending upon
the education of the workers, we are going to re-
lieve Mr. Schwab and Judge Gary of the onerous
duty of running these huge plants and make them
serve all the people. Before this can be done
casily the great industries must be consolidated.
First, the socialization of production, next the
collective ownership of distribution, with the
democratic management of both. Schwab and
Gary are doing marvelous work for the Indus-
trial Republic. \Who can deny it?

* * *

\While Supreme Justice Taft is hobnobbing
around the Court of St. James with our harvey-
ized ambassador he might be handed a tip or two
he had not bargained for, in reference to setting
aside laws the people want on the statute books.

However, it is too much to expect this puppet
of Wall Street to lcarn anything from English
Court Procecdure. He makes his laws as he goes
along serving the masters and living in luxury.
When the workers obtain control the Supreme
Court will be abolished forthwith for there will
be no nced of a parasite six feet around the stom-
ach and six inches around the head to tell us
when a law is a law. The will of the people will
be the law and the people alone can reverse it.







America--May the Thirtieth, 1922

By Ruby Herman

The Kid and I went “down-town” on Memorial
Day. The Kid wanted to try his hand at sclling
DEBS’ MAGAZINES and, being only a “kid,”
felt that he’'d be a wee bit safer if “mamma’ were
in calling distance, so I tagged along.

My memory of Seattle in the old days “belore
the war” had not prepared me for the dead calm
of the city streets. A few flags there were, float-
ing bravely in the breeze, and the closed banks
and other places of business added a holiday ap-
pearance, but the general atmosphere was more
that of a funeéral and the condition of the streets
reminded me quite forcibly of “The Deserted
Village.”

We first went to the Everett Interurban Depot
for the Kid had an idea that he could sell a great
many to the crowds on their way to the two
large cemeteries, to reach which one must take
the Evecrett Interurban car. Having promised
not to “butt in” I took a seat in a corner where
I could watch progress.

The old man with white chin-whiskers and a
bag of pop-corn bought a copy, eagerly, and
proudly displayced it to the world as he prome-
naded up and down. The sour looking individ-
ual behind the soft drink counter glanced at the
front-cover page, hissed “DEBS-S-S-S!” in pas-
sionate disgust, and flung the object of his dis-
approval back to the Kid with the injunction
“take that thing out ’o here; we don’t want
nothin’ to do with that man!” Then returned to
his task of polishing the counter with the su-
perior air which proclaimed his undeniable mem-
bership of that class designated by the vulgar as
“Plutes!” The little mother of five children (all
under ten years of age, all hungry for soda-pop
and candy and all more or less painfully con-
scious of unaccustomed finery (?) on their little
persons) looked through the pages, hesitatingly,
counted the change in her flat, worn purse, and
handed it back with a shake of the head and a
pitiful attempt at a smile. Three well dressed
men cach bought a copy and tossed a jovial rc-
mark at the immensely pleased Kid as they
passed on.

Business languished. The car arrived from
Everett and discharged a cargo of cighteen or
twenty persons and took on one of nearly twice
that number—if one counts babies and all—but
none of them, going or coming, wanted a maga-
zine. A half-hour passed. Another car arrived,
unloaded, loaded again and departed—and still
no more magazines sold. A thoroughly discour-
aged little boy sought my side and suggested
that “perhaps the T'acoma Interurban would be
a better place,” so we boarded a south-bound car
for the Tacoma Interurban.

His judgment proved good. After two hours
of patient labor the remaining twenty magazines
were sold and the jubilant Kid suggested a1 walk
through the streets of that part of “down-town,”
which looked very interesting to his unaccus-
tomed eyes.

The streets were thronging with men; almost
always one can find plenty of men in that scction
of Scattle, lumberjacks, mostly,—all workingmen
as one can see by a glance at their clothing. In
the days before the war they were a jolly, quar-
relsome, happy-go-lucky lot; but today they
slump along the street, with a complete lack of
the proud unconcern of other times. Nearly all
look shabby, even for working people, and it
used to be that a lumberjack in town dressed in
the best of woodsmen’s uniform.

A disabled World War veteran stood on a cor-
ner and offered shoe-strings for sale. No one
bought. (I've often wondered just why they take
up shoe-string peddling and have never yct found
any one who knows!) A little farther on another
World War veteran, legless, sat upon the side-
walk and offered a tin-cup to the passers-by for
the reception of donations—it was empty; and,
though we stood there for about fifteen minutes
to watch, it was still empty when we passed on.
The Kid wanted to know if he should give him a
dime, but I shook my head.

I caught sight of a woman at the next corner,
so went over, for I was getting a little self-con-
scious being the only woman on the street. It
proved to be a blind girl, with the inevitable tin-
cup for contributions, accompanied by a man who
was not only blind, also, but maimed in the back
and legs beside. Her face was the_ fair, pure,
sweet face of the innocent country lass of a gen-
eration ago; she was not over eighteen years of
age, and pathetically nervous over her occupa-
tion. The man played an accordion; it was really
pretty good music of its kind and would have
won satisfactory applause in the ordinary vaude-
ville theater. Men were crowded five deep along
the curbing, and all were deeply affected by the
pitiful sight of the girl’s sweet face so disfigured
as to eyes, and the man’s twisted body and big
dark glasses to hide the revolting lack of eye-
balls. “They worked in a munition factory dur-
ing the war,” said the keeper of the little cigar
stand at my elbow, “and there was an explosion
one day. I've known ’em for years. Used to
play with the little girl when she was a baby.
Cute little thing. He wuz awful patriotic and
wanted to go overseas, but his family nceded him
so bad; he just went into the munition fact'ry
instcad, and the girl went along too. TFamily's
dead, now, went off with the “flu” that first win-

ter it was so bad. Only them two left, and
(Continued on page 11)
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(Continued from page 9
they’ve got a hard row to hoe.” “Why doesn’t
the government do something for them?” I sug-
gested, rather than asked, and the man laughed,
scornfully—“Say, lady, where you been, lately?
Don’t you know a fella can’t get nothin’ out o
the government? Oh, yes, I know there’s a lot
in the papers about what’s being done, but if
you knew the boys that was in the army and the
munition plants and the shipyards like I do you'd
know that it’s all just newspaper stuff, that’s
all?” And he turned away to speak to some one
else. The music ceased; now was the time for a
general depositing of coins in the tin-cup—but
not a man moved. They cast sheepish, sidelong
glances at one another—and, one by one, melted
into the back-ground. One man passed me, his
face working with the emotion he could not con-
trol, and exclaiming, under his breath, “It’s aw-
ful! It's awful! That pore young girl, all
blind!” But not a coin had been dropped in the
cup. The Kid stirred uneasily at my side, and
put his hand in the pocket where reposed his
newly acquired wealth, looking anxiously up at

me. I nodded, and he marched resolutely up and
placed two dimes in the cup, looking around with
reproach at the rapidly dispersing crowd. One
shabby old man hesitated, slowly extracted a
nickel from his purse and added it to the amount,
The cigarstand man deigned to come back and
speak to me—“The fellas just ain’t got the
money,” he apologized, “ain’t any of ’em been
working any lately. God knows what they’ll do
next winter if things don’t open up pretty soon.”

Gentle reader, I could go on with this sort of
stuff for several pages—but what’s the use? The
Kid and T went through several blocks of it, till
our senses rebelled. “Let’s go home!” he begged,
“We can’t do anything for all these people,
NOBODY seems to be able to do anything—
Let’s go home!” And we went.

Your grand articles and editorials make me
wish I were able to fully explain the won-
derful work you are doing for the thoughtless
millions who are either unable or unwilling to
grasp and appreciate the lofty principles your
journal stands for.—Sig Dan, Los Angeles, Calif.

FIGHT FOR THE 113

By C. M. Sweet

The fight for free speech and the release of
political prisoners in the United States is evi-
dently considered, by some people, as practically
won. Just because a few of those that were
leaders and well known in their respective move-
ments, and to the people at large, are now free,
the cause is not, therefore, won. For there are
113 still held prisoners. Until these have been
released, the fight has just begun. It is unfor-
tunate that there are some who are ready to call
it a good job and quit. They do not realize that
the remaining ones are unknown workingmen,
without the sympathy of great masses of the peo-
ple, and without great reputations. They are
not great orators, or officials of a large, powerful
organization of labor. Unknown, sincere, law-
abiding working people who have been outraged,
these make up the list of political victims who
are still unfree.

Such are the remaining ones, and as such, they
have received the greatest measure of ill treat-
ment. The full rigors of jail life with its tor-
tures have been accorded them. When released,
they have not a place to go for rest and quiet.
Their families have not had comfortable homes
with plenty to eat, while the father and husband
was in jail. For these families have lived in
shacks, and in despair. The little children have
had to go forth to earn their daily bread. Are

we going to lie down and let them serve their
time out, or die in prison, without fighting hard
to gain justice and freedom for them, just because
they are not leaders?

Most people believe in leaders, and think with
the aid of leaders. Their interest is centered in
the leaders of the various movements for the most
part, rather than in the principles of those move-
ments. Naturally they are aroused and indig-
nant when a leader is imprisoned or severely
dealt with; but they are with difficulty aroused
when it is a humble, unknown, one of their own
number, without followers.

It is an outrage that there is such a thing as a
political prisoner; but it will be a greater one
not to make as hard a fight for these 113 as has
been made for those that have been released.

Do not allow the children of the Children’s
Crusade who are now in Washington to make
the fight alone.

Order and sell the Debs Magazine. Gather
names to petitions, and take up collections from
individuals and organizations. Help make it a
political issue!

Act politically by becoming a member of a la-
bor party, which now becomes a necessity in this
fight for political freedom.

Do not compel the little Children to make the
fight alone!






Book Reviews

Up Stream. By Ludwig Lewisohn. Boni,
Liveright & Co.

I began reading this book with a strong pre-
possession in its favor. I finished it with a feel-
ing of acute disgust. A prolonged whine, a piti-
ful centering of the huge and devastating strug-
gle of the World War around the author’s loss of
a soft job in the University of Illinois;—this is
what Lewisohn hands us, under the plaintive
plea that American democracy is not all that he
used to think it was.

Lewisohn was born in Germany. His father
was a total misfit in business. He emigrated to
this country, landing in South Carolina, where he
obtained the position of installment collector for
a furniture house dealing mainly with negroes—
a damnable job, by which Ludwig was sent
through high school and college and later
through two years of post-giraduate work at Co-
lumbia. Then he found it difficult to get the posi-
tion he hankered for—professor of English Liter-
ature—because of his unmistakably foreign face,
name and accent. This difficulty he accentuates
through whole chapters of explanation of what
a wonderful student he was, and how much more
he knew than all the professors and all the other
students. He eventually obtained an excellent
position in the German department of the Uni-
versity of Madison. He threw this up to take a
similar one in the University of Illinois. From
this he was dismissed for anti-war utterances
during the heat of the struggle. With a thankful
heart he went to New York. “An atmosphere of
stale tobacco smoke, beer and Wiener Schnitzel
enveloped me. Here, at least, civilization ex-
isted”—this sentence gives an acid picture of his
mental equipment for the teaching of English
literature.

Lewisohn complains that the young men and
women who study in our universities come there
not to experience soul tragedies, but to become
expert engineers, agriculturists and physicians.
They are healthy, clean in body and mind—this
he regards as an affront to his literary soul. He
boasts of the grcatness of his intellectual conflict
against the war madness; and yet he whines like
a whipped pup when his boldness encounters the
inevitable result. He wants to be brave without
the danger of a wound; to defy the lightning in
perfect security from ever being struck.

Aside from one’s regret that the book was ever
written and published at all, the atrocious spell-
ing comes ill from one who expounds at great
length his mastery of the English tongue. There
is no excuse for a book of this sort coming be-
fore the reading public with typographical errors
on almost every other page. Professors of Eng-
lish literature should at least learn how to spell.

I.T.

“The Minds and Manners of Wild Animals.”
By Wm. H. Hornaday, director New York Zoo-
logical Park. Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York.

To all lovers of nature this book comes as a
refreshing shower in a land of drouth. Start-
ing with this trumpet word of truth, “Every
harmless wild bird and mammal has the right to
live out its life according to its destiny; and man
is in honor bound to respect these rights,” Mr.
Hornaday continues throughout the three hun-
dred charming pages of this work in the same
high magnanimous and humane manner. He has
indited an “Animal’s Bill of Rights,” which if
studied and adhered to by mankind would bring
many a ray of sunshine and happiness to the be-
nighted existence of those noble beings who have
as much right to earth’s good things as man him-
self, but who have been almost exterminated in
indescribable cruelty, by this bigoted “lord of
creation.”

Not since Dr. Howard Moore championed the
cause of these under races subject to man, has
there appeared a book of such great value on this
long neglected subject. Man in his conquest of
the earth has wiped out entire species of loving,
harmless animals that had the same moral claim
to life as himself. It is all but too late to awaken
this criminal to his depredations against common
decency even if it were possible to pry him loose
from his crystallized anthropocentric view of
things. Mr. Hornaday does not take an interest
in the question as a matter of maudlin sentimen-
tality, but on the contrary presents it from a
practical and reasonable standpoint entirely. “By
his vicious and cruel nature many a man is to-
tally unfitted to associate with dogs, horses and
monkeys.” How true this is, yet among the most
enlightened radicals there is little or no consider-
ation for our feathered and furry friends of the
fields and streams. I could continue indefinitely
setting forth the aspects of the situation that Dr.
Hornaday touches upon, but it would not be pos-
sible to do him or his book justice in this limited
space. You must read for yourself. If you are
a socialist, you will be a much better one after
becoming acquainted with your little comrades
of the outdoors. If you are not, these friends of
the wilds will teach you many things in mutual
aid and co-operation that you cannot learn else-
where. May we hear more from Mr. Hornaday
and that soon. C.L.D.

The Story of Mankind. By Hendrik Willein
Van Loon. Boni and Liveright, N. Y.

A boon on the human race was conferred by
the firm of Boni and Liveright when they pub-
lished Dr. Hendrik Willem Van Loon’s “Story
of Mankind.” Most of us are children, no mat-
ter how old we are. Dr. Van Loon, who is pro-







SHALL IT BE
AGAIN?

The True Story of
America’s Participation
in the War
by
John Kenneth Turner

The first book which em-
bodies a general and de-
tailed challenge to the theory

at our participation in the
war was an exploit in pure
righteousness. Point by point
the author takes up our pro-
fessed reasons for entering
the war and analyzes our
conduct in the light of those
professed aims. The result
is startling.

The author denies:

That our territory was at any
time either attacked or threat-
ened;

That Germany was ever in a
position to invade America;
That there was any justifica-
tion for the theory of world
peril.

The author asserts:

That our entry into the war
was caused

(1) by the deliberate un-neu-
trality of Woodrow Wilson:
(2) by the tremendous prop-
aganda conducted by the al-
lied powers.

That our participation pro-
longed the war unnecessarily
and was a crime against de-
mocracy and permanent
peace;

That the great myth of the
war was Wilson idealism.

Now, at last, the truth about the
war has been told. The foreign
policy of Woodrow Wilson—
virtually that of the present ad-
ministration—contains the seeds
of new wars. Only a knowl-
edge of the roots and sources
of that policy will prevent our
being again swept into an un-
democratic war—a war which
the American people do not
want. It is this which makes the
war the real issue of the day and

SHALL IT BE AGAIN?
the book of the moment.
By Mail, Price $2.50

A copy of Turner's Great Book
will be given free for a list of 10
subscribers to Debs Magazine at
31 per year.

FAMOUS OPTIMISTS OF
TODAY
John Flannagan

The Republicans that think
President Harding will be re-
elected by seven million majority.

Republican Congressmen that
ask to be re-elected because of the
good work they have been doing.

Hopeful individuals waiting for
the landlord to reduce rents.

Ford owners who are still ex-
pecting to get arrested for speed-

ing.

Ex-Vice President Marshall
waiting for his good five cent
cigar.

Secretary Hughes waiting for a
shave.

Wm. J. Bryan advocating pro-
hibition.

Old fashioned folk who expect
the girls to soon go back to long
skirts (instead they have blos-
somed out in knickers).

The man who thinks the sa-
loons are going to re-introduce
the free lunch.

Uncle Sam patiently waiting to
collect the cleven billion foreign
debt.

Ex-soldiers that expect to get a
bonus from this administration.

The happy old soak that asked
the prohibition agent to give him
the pledge.

MARRIAGE

as it was, 1s, and should be. By Annic
Besant. An  intensely  interesting
brochure, 25¢. “Law of Population”
(Birth Control) by Annie Besant, 25c.
“The Scarlet Review,” 25¢c. “Diana,”
a psycho-physiological essay on Sex
Relations, 25¢c. “The Crucible” (ag-
nostic), 4 different samples, 10c.

RAYMER’S OLD BOOK STORE

1330 First Ave., Seattle, Wash.

ERIE LABOR PRESS
17 West 16th Street, Erie, Pa.
A Weekly Newspaper with a Pur-

posc and a Principle. Its goal being

the Socialization of Industry.

Live, Snappy, Militant, Breezy
and Progressive
Published, cdited and controlled by
the T.abor Movement
Sample Copy on Request
Trial Subscription, Ten Weeks, 25c.
$1.50 Yearly by Mail.

For a Tighting Labor Weekly
Subscribe for
ST. LOUIS LABOR
940 Chouteau Ave., St. Louis, Mo.
—$1.00 for Six Months—

* %k ¥

TO EUGENE DEBS
Position does not make the man,
Position is but dross.
The character of man’s the gold
That gives to it its gloss.
A Christ upon it glorified
A malefactor’s cross.

Unworthy men to honor’s place
The country often calls.
Their presence serves but to disgrace
The legislative halls.
A Eugene Debs in durance vile
Ennobles prison walls.
—B. H. Davis,

ILLINOIS BEST LABOR PAPER
THE SEARCHLIGHT
Published Weekly
Liberal, Constructive,
Progressive

Featuring Federated Press, A. F.
of L. News Service, Babson Stat_ls-
tical Organization and Co-operative
News.

Owned and controlled by the Wage
Earners of Bloomington, Ill. Sub-
scription Price, $2.00 per year.
JOHN V. ROSS, Editor and Manager

724 W. Washington St.
BLOOMINGTON, ILL.

H. B. HILGER
Pub. and Editor
THE WORKER
and the
PEOPLE’S DIGEST
Fearless in the Truth as Concerning
THE WORKING MAN
F. K. HILLS, Bus. Mgr.
606 CLINTON ST., WAYNE, IND.

Subscription $1 per Year
to laboring men.

(Continued from page 12)
sought to convert the Russian to the
American plan.

The workers in the Unitec States
must come together some time if they
would be saved from the jaws of the
capitalist shark. Their unions now
are flung apart about as far as they
well can be and still be called unions,
and in a political sense, the workers
were never weaker than they are at
this very moment.

The time was never better than
right now for unity between the fac-
tions of the industrial and political
movement of this country. Divided,
the workers will gain nothing. United,
the world and all its treasures are
theirs.

Let us cease bickering and quarrel-
ing, do the work that is necessary and
within reach of our hand, and walk
arm in arm toward Socialism.






