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Lord and Vassal

MODERN or Capitalist society is very sick. When
it is in good health it is not much to boast of. Even

then there are millions out of jobs. There are other mil
lions who work and see no future ahead of them but a life
of hard labor ending in the poor-house, or in a pitiful
dependence on children whose own means are slender.
Even then those who do the world's work generally live
in crowded, mean houses, wear shoddy clothes, eat second
rate monotonous food. When the machines of modern
industry work at full speed they demand, and receive,
their price in broken bones and dead bodies.

In good times industrial disease, most of it preventable,
claims its hundreds of thousands every year. In the best
of times the worker is haunted by fear: fear of illness;
fear of losing his job; fear of the landlord; fear of old
age. His happiest moments are clouded over by these
fears. He gives the best years of his life to a race with
want, and in the end he must lose.

This in the best of times.
In hard times, what then?
Then, instead of a million unemployed, in a land rich

as is ours, there are seven million or eight. Then savings
melt away and homes are broken up. Then come the
bread-lines, the miseries and humiliations of charity; the
far more common but no less poignant humiliation that
comes with dependence upon fathers and mothers, upon
children who ought to be free and unhampered in their
own struggle for Ii fee Then careers are given up, chil
dren withdrawn from schools and colleges. Then homes
are stripped of anything that has a value in the hope that
tomorrow there will be a turn in the road and that better
times are coming. The job that in the days of normal
economic conditions seemed harsh, exhausting and poorly
paid, would seem a little Heaven in itself.

There are those who, in good times, must not endure
the privations of which I have spoken above. They work,
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if they work at all, in pleasant surroundings, at jobs that
give them a sense of power and importance. They live in
comfortable, often luxurious homes. For them the grand
hotels exist. For them the finest cars are built, and swift
yachts. IFor them, as for the fabulous kings of old, men
risk their lives to get rare orchids, precious stones, fine
furs, rare foods. For them are built the great ocean liners
whose equipment rivals that of royal palaces. Universities
and churches bow to them. Theatres cater to their whims.
Newspapers trumpet abroad their smallest doings.

And in hard times? Then these few make a great
show of doing without a car or of selling a yacht. Then
they contribute to soup-kitchens and patronize the apple
vendor at the corner. Then they dismiss superfluous
maids, butlers, chauffeurs, as measures of economy. But
times of economic depression, hard as they are for the
worker, hard as they bear on the members of the Middle
Class, scarcely affect the rich or their ways. The Own
ers of Industry are still the Owners of Industry. Eco
nomic depression makes them, not poorer, but richer
than ever.

They are very few, these Owners. Not more thap
ten people in a hundred of the whole population of this
country live in any degree of security and comfort. Not
more than two in a hundred have what may. be called
wealth. The real Owners are a far smaller proportion
still. They constitute perhaps one hundred thousand
men in the whole country.

The rest are vassals of the Owners. Their lives de
pend upon them, as do their words, their thoughts, their
actions.

When in the past a Feudal Lord demanded service,
homage and money of his vassals and serfs, he claimed
these in return for services and protection that he gave.
What is it that the Owner of Industry gives in return
for the far greater services, homage and money that are
given him?

Does he protect us from poverty, insecurity and want?
Does he protect us from periodic unemployment and

the sufferings that come with it?
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Does he protect us from war?
Does he protect our days from the killing monotony of

labor whose purpose we often do not see?
Does he protect us from ignorance and superstition?
Does he protect us from mean houses, overcrowded

cities, shoddy clothes and second-rate food?
Does he protect us from industrial disease and indus-

trial accident?
Does he protect us in old age?
Does he protect us from fear?
If he did as his predecessor the Feudal Baron did in

the Middle Ages-if he did protect his vassals of low and
high degree from the dangers of the time-would we not
still be dissatisfied? Are we children, that we must always
be vassals and protected? Do you, who read these pages,
find nothing humiliating in being forever a vassal, hardly
better than a slave? Is it necessary to be forever de
pendent on another, no matter how kind and gen€rous
that other may be?

Can You Escape?
It was once possible for the vassal to escape from his

bondage. He might go into business for himself. He
might become a farmer. He might study and enter a
learned profession. He might become a member of that
other leisure class, the fraternity of tramps and hoboes.
It is still as easy to become a tramp as it ever was. The
other doors of escape are closed.

To go into business today with a capital of less than
$5,000 is to invite failure. Of all bankruptcies 95 per
cent occur among firms whose capital is less than $5,000.

In days gone by the best avenue of escape for the
worker faced with unemployment and starvation was
farming on the public lands. To-day there are no public
lands. If there were, there are still thousands of old
homesteaders alive who could tell the city-worker that he
has one chance in a thousand to succeed as a farmer. -He
has not the requisite training to be a farmer. He has
not the capital. He cannot stand the life. To top it all.
the farmer is himself being squeezed to the wall.
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The learned professions-medicine, the law, dentistry,
are over-crowded. To enter them requires years of prep
aration, and after that years of waiting for a foothold.
For most, success in these, if it comes at all, is delayed
until forty.

No, the vassal cannot escape from his bondage.

The Workers' World

Then, is there nothing to do but be patient and await
your reward in the li fe after death? Must you, as an old
song of the workers has it, "live on hay" and "eat pie
in the sky when you die?"

What would it be like to live in a world so ordered
that there is plenty for everyone and luxury for none
unless there could be luxury for all? In a world in which
bread and butter, a comfortable house, good clothes,
leisure and rest are matters of course? In a world that
need not fear want, because it is so planned that the
surplus of a time of plenty is not destroyed to maintain
a market-price, but stored against a time of short crops?
In a world where labor is not only respected and called
dignified; where it is recognized as every man's first duty
and the only claim to the joys of existence?

Such a world is possible. More, such a world is neces
sary if we are to escape a tyranny worse than that of
ancient Rome.

The Machine

The basis of Capitalism is Ownership of the Machine.
Without the Machine, man is to-day helpless. For better
or for worse, we live in the Machine Age, and we must
face its problems.

There is only one remedy for our troubles: the workers
must own the Machine. In this simple statement the
whole of Socialism is contained. The workers must own
the Machine. Railroads and factories, mines and the na
tional resources, banks and the government, all must
belong to the worker if the diseases of Capitalism are
to be healed now and prevented in the future.

In such a world-a world in which the workers own the
6



Machine-the whole of the worker's product would be
long to him. Rent, interest and profit would not exist.

There would be no periods of "prosperity" alternating
with periods of depression. There could not be. Produc
tion would be regulated to meet the needs of the people.
Should machines and factory methods improve so that a
given amount of work produces more than to-day, the
hours of labor would be shortened, or the workers'
standard of living increased.

There would be no poverty, unless poverty were the
lot of the whole people. Where all are poor none are
poor. But there is no need for poverty. America is rich
enough to feed, clothe and house twice its present popula
tion in comfort. If all the food that is allowed to rot in
the fields, all that is dumped into streams and harbors,
were properly used, no one would go hungry. There is
material, labor and land enough to build houses for all.
There is plenty of clothing. Schools, theatres, libraries,
museums, parks-these could all be enriched so that edu
cation and recreation might be there for all.

There would be fewer industrial accidents. Accidents
occur chiefly because of defective machinery and fatigue.
Defective machinery is inexcusable. It is a consequence
of putting profit above human life. Long hours of labor
bring fatigue. In the world of which I speak there would
be no incentive to economize in repairs and replacements.
Workers who own the Machine would not knowingly
trust their lives, or the lives of their fellows, to machines
that are less perfect than man can make them. Nor
would they drive the human body to labor so excessive
that fatigue overpowers it.

In such a world there would be a war on industrial
disease. Many of these diseases are preventable. Some,
like radium paint poisoning, may not be. In such cases
a substitute for radium paint must be found; if
this is impossible, the use of radium paint will be aban
doned. In many cases industrial diseases arise because of
lack of proper ventilation, lack of safeguards, lack of
hygienic regulation. A W or.kers' World would care not
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at all for cheap production, if the price of such produc
tion is the health of the worker.

In such a world, a world in which the workers own the
Machine, there would be no overlords and no vassals.
There would be managers and superintendents, but these
would be chosen by the workers; the places of power
and trust would be open to all wh.:> qualify for such tasks.
Ability and the respect of one's fellow-workers would be
the basis upon which they would be filled.

In such a world there would be no reason to rush a
child through school so that it might, as soon as possible,
earn a little money to fill out the gaps in the family in
come. Schools would be open to all and school days would
last as long as the child, or the young man and woman,
continues to profit from what the schools have to offer.
Schools could then prepare children for a well-rounded
life; for their life-work, and for the enjoyment of the
world's cultural riches. Schools do not, cannot, do this
to-day except for the few. If the Owners of Industry
continue their rule, the store-house of the world's knowl
edge must forever remain closed for the many whose
way leads from the school-house door to the factory.
And this is a pity.

In such a world as that of which I am speaking a
mother would have time for her children. Or, if she
wished rather to work than to give her time to her chil
dren, she could be sure that her children were in good
hands, under the care of women trained to handle chil
dren, while she is at work.

In such a world there would be leisure, not for a few,
but for all. Leisure to sit at home, to read, to talk, to do
as you will. Leisure for walking in the country, for
fishing. Leisure for the theatre, the movies, a concert, a
dance, a lecture. Leisure for travel.

I can hear you say: "This is a beautiful picture of a
world of phantasy. This is the Utopia of which men
have always dreamed. It can never come true."

It can come true. Always in human history changes
were dreamed of before they were realized. Always the
impossible has come true. The great discoveries and the
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great inventions have been made by men who have dared
to dream. The great leaders of men have been obsessed
with a dream.

Then do not be afraid to dream of a world in which
the workers own the Machine. When enough of you
share the dream we shall be near its realization. Dare
to imagine a world based on justice rather than injustice.
A world in which the many count for more than the few.
A world of opportunity and hope.

What Can You Do?

Dreaming and imagination are necessary. They are
not enough. Such a world as I have been describing
is not to be had for the asking. Action is needed. The
Owners of the Machine know well enough that the Ma
chine is their power. They are not prepared to give it
up, to step aside and say with a grand gesture: "Take it.
It is yours." Far from it. They are busily engaged at
this moment in a silent but bitter war with you. The
object of this war is to keep their grip on the Machine.
They are determined that you shall not understand the
world in which you live, nor your own power. They seek
to divert your attention from realities-from your pov
erty, your condition of vassalage, from the hopelessness
of your position as long as their power lasts. They give
you a moving-picture dreamland in which to escape from
your fatigue. They give you charity doles when you
are hungry. They bend the schools to their will and teach
your children that this is the best of all possible worlds,
and that your sufferings are your own fault or the will
of God. They print newspapers filled with sport news,
and sensation stories of lust and murder, so that you
might not become interested in questions of real impor
tance to you. They stage political sham battles, for all
the world like the horse-race with all its accompaniment
of roguery and gambling, to keep you from thinking about
vital political issues.

Do not expect the present Owners to step aside grace
fully.

It will be well to remember that the Owners need you
9



far more than you need them. Their machines would be
so much useless metal without you. They may perfect
their machines so as to dispense with thousands of work
ers here, and tens of thousands there. They will sti 11 need
workers. This is the beginning of your strength.

Your Union

You have your unions. They are important to you.
They keep up your wages, and keep your hours of labor
down. They protect your working conditions. They can
become more important. They can, if enough of their
members could be made to share the dream of a Workers'
W orId, be made into a powerful weapon in the struggle
for control of the Machine. There is no better weapon.

Every worker must become a member of a union. New
unIOns nmst be organized to include workers now not in
cluded. The unions must be so organized that they can
effectively meet all the aggressions of the Owners. More,
they must be able to carryon an aggressive fight of their
own when it becomes necessary to do so. The unions
must be organized simply. Red tape must be eliminated.
Personal pride, pride of place, careerism, must give way
to common interests. Jurisdictional dispute5 which now
waste the time of so many executive meetings and con
ventions must be set aside as trifling. The task of the
unions in days to come will not be to argue over cents per
hour, or hours per day (however important these matters
may be to-day) but to handle great questions of industrial
management. Their task to-day is to prepare the way
for the Workers' W orId. Through organization alone the
power of the workers can make itself felt. Through
organization alone can they be prepared to take over con
trol of the Machine.

Politics

Government is not a thing apart from us and outside
our daily interests. It is not merely a power that collects
taxes and performs certain services, like conducting
schools, building roads, or regulating traffic. It need not
be a strange and stupid power blindly trying to impose on
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us laws that are unenforceable. It is, or rather it can
be, our servant. We are numerically strong enough to
have any kind of government we want. If we wish it, our
government can be clean, honest and efficient. It can be
more. If we wish it, the government can be on our side
in the great struggle between the Owners of Industry and
the workers. It is to-day on the side of the Owners. If we
wish it government can manage industries as well as
schools, railroads as well as armies and navies; banks as
well as post-offices. If we wish it, the government can be
changed so that industry can be socialized, can in other
words, come under the control of the workers and so
help to create the world without poverty and fear of
which I spoke above.

Politics is now a petty struggle between two parties, or
two men for a place on the public pay-roll. The politi
cian cares little about the services he renders and much
about himself, his promotion, his future. No sensible man
can be much interested in politics so long as it is only a
sham-battle. It can be a great adventure. It can become
vitally interesting and important. Even to-day the worker
can, through politics used, not in the old way, but in a
way never tried before, make laws that will remove many
of the evils from which he suffers. You can through your
political power, compel the Owner of Industry to take
care of you during periods of unemployment and depres
sion. He owes you at least that much. You can compel
the Owner of Industry to give you safeguards against in
dustrial accident, against fire, disease. You can do far
more than this. You can extend the present scope of
the government. You can, if you use your political power
to its full extent, invade the mines, the mills, the factories.
You can regulate production, regulate wages and hours.
regulate distribution, regulate profit. It is to help you
extend the scope of government, and to attain all these
ends that the Socialist Movement exists.

Some will say: "This is not the function of govern
ment." That is true, from the point of view of the private
Owner of Industry. It is not true for you. The function
of governn~ent is what you say it shall be. Government

11



has no functions except those that its managers give it.
Be the managers of your government. Then it will serve
you, as to-day it serves your masters.

You can, if you share the dream of a world in which
the workers own the Machine, carry political and indus
trial action further than they have ever been carried be
fore in America. Through them you can accomplish your
aim. You can become the Owners of Industry.

The Middle Class
Some of you are not workers. Or rather, you do not

think of yourselves as workers because you own some
property-a farm, perhaps, or a retail store, or even a
small factory. You do not receive wages; you may even
employ a few workers and pay wages. You may feel, as
you read these pages, that your interests demand that
you oppose the Socialism set forth here. Do they?

To The Farmer

What is the position of the farmer to-day? In the east,
in the country of the small dairy-farm and truck-garden,
farm after farm is being abandoned because it no longer
pays to work it. Those who are willing to work longer
hours for a mere livelihood, take over many of the deserted
farmsteads, and live on them as do the peasants of old
Europe. The former American owner has gone to the
city, to be swallowed up in the ranks of the industrial
workers. In the west, in the region of the big farms,
farms given over to wheat and corn and cattle, the bank,
the grain-elevator, the railroad-that Unsaintly Trinity
reap the fruit of the farmer's labor. With grain prices
falling, and with new surpluses of grain pouring in on
the world's markets from Russia, Australia, South Amer
ica, the farmer ceases to be independent. Nominally still
in business for himself, he is actually employed by the
bank, the grain-elevator and the railroad-to say nothing
of the commission merchant through whom he must
market his crop. He is becoming a laborer. As such
these pages are for him, as they are for the factory
worker.
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These pages are meant for the farmer whose land is
mortgaged; who works almost exclusively for the bank
that holds his land in chancery. They are meant for the
farm-tenant who is working to pay the rent. They are
meant for the farm-laborer, whose hours are longer,
whose work is harder, and whose wages are smaller than
in the case of most industrial workers.

Machinery is conquering the farm. The human hand
cannot comp~te against mechanical plows, reapers, bind
ers, threshers, tractors and what not. It is a good thing
that the farm is at last yielding to the Machine Age. The
sooner this happens the sooner will the farmer realize
that he is a worker, as is the factory hand, the miner
the printer, the brick-layer. Until now the farmer has
stood out against the city-worker. He has been jealous
of him, he has feared him, he has despised him. The
city-worker has returned these feelings with interest.
Much of that will be ended when the farmer and factory
worker realize that they are both tools of the Machine,
whose only road to freedom is to become the owners of
the Machine.

To The Merchant

You may be a retail-merchant. Before your pride in
being an independent business man moves you to set
yourself apart from and above the industrial workers,
remember this: You too are a vassal of the Machine.
True, your hours of labor are not set for you by a fore
man or a proprietor, yet they are longer than those of
any factory worker or miner. True, you do not receive
wages. But after you have paid wages, interest at the
bank, and the bills of the wholesaler and the jobber, you
often have left less than a mechanic's wage. True, you
cannot be dismissed at the whim of a foreman, or be
cause the factory is laying off men to reduce expense.
But any day a chain store may open in your neighbor
hood. How long can you hold out against the chain?
How long can you stand up a:gainst the mail-order house?
Against the department store?
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You, too, merchant though you are, are a vassal. These
pages are meant for you as they are for the factory work
er, the miner, the railway man and the farmer.

To The Owner of a Small Factory

You may be the owner of a small factory. You will
not be one long. You will either grow to be the owner
of a great factory, in which case these pages are of no
interest to you. Or your factory will be absorbed by a
combination, a trust. Or you will be forced by competi
tion to sell out or close your doors. In these two cases
you should be interested in the Workers' World that is
our hope. That world can use your technical knowledge,
your knowledge of materials and machines. The W ork
ers' World can give you interesting work. The world of
the great Owners can offer you only despair and the de
struction of your life's work.

The day of the small factory is over. The day of the
small store and the small farm is rapidly coming to a
close. With their passing the Middle Class, once great,
is dwindling in numbers, in power and in importance.
One day there will be no Middle Class. There will be a
very small class of Owners, and a vast class of workers.
The dri ft to that end is clear enough.

These pages are meant, then, for the members of the
Middle Class as well as for the industrial workers. It
must be clear, however, that the Middle Class can not be
saved. To save it from being destroyed would mean first
the destruction of the Machine. Only by going back to
small things and hand labor can the Middle Class be
rescued. It is too late to go back. The Machine is here,
and will not, cannot, be broken up. It can only be taken
over by the workers and managed in their interests.

War

I have spoken, in passing, of war. War is part of the
scheme of things in Capitalist society. No matter how
much the Owners of Industry may protest their love of
peace, wars come. The specific causes of any given war
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are complicated by a thousand and one details: a ship is
torpedoed, a flag shot down, the sacredness of boundaries
is violated. Anyone of these happenings is a 'cause' for
war.

These are really excuses. The cause of war is the
persistent competition between Capitalist nations for con
trol of markets, exclusive rights to exploit natural re
sources. Wars are not fought for 'national honor' or to
'make the world safe' for this or that. They are fought
for oil, or coal, or copper, or rubber. They are fought
to enable one Capitalist nation to destroy another, or to
keep from being destroyed by a competitor.

The same forces that were at work in the late nine
teenth and early twentieth centuries are at work to-day.
A great war is as easily possible in the future as it was
in 1914, despite the loud assertions of the politicians and
capitalists that they desire no war. In a way they are
honest in this assertion. They do not desi~e war. They
do desire power and wealth. They will obtain these by
peaceable means if possible. They will not hesitate to
exert violent means if they think them necessary. The
next war, like those in the past, will be fought by you.
You will be told that the national honor demands that you
sacrifice your life. You will not be told that the national
honor means oil, copper, iron and rubber. Or markets.

You will be called upon to fight men who, like you,
arC": slaves to the Machme and its Owners. You have
never seen them, or they you. You have no quarrel with
them, nor they with you. You will be asked to shoot
them down. You will be called upon to live in rat-infested
trenches, a prey to fever, dysentery, pneumonia, If the
bullets, the gas, the flames of the enemy do not destroy
you.

In the next war there will be no front and no non
combatants. The ocean can be crossed by air-planes and
dirigibles. Poison gas and pestilence can be let loose on
any city in the world. The next war-if it ever comes
spells catastrophe. A few such wars, and it will not be
necessary to talk about Capitalism and Socialism. Civil
iztion will be dead. The world will again belong to the
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wolf, and to savage men fighting each other with tooth
and club for a gnawed bone.

Can war be prevented? I think it possible. But not
so long as we think in terms of national wealth and
power. Not so long as the morals of the Capitalist world
prevail. In a W orkers' World, a world in which the
workers own the Machine, most of the present causes for
war will cease to exist. There will then be no point in
fighting for coal, oil, iron and rubber. All these things
will be the property of all to be used for the common
welfare.

N early a century ago two great men, Karl Marx and
Frederick Engels, gave us a slogan: "Workers of all
lands, unite ! You have nothing to lose but your chains.
You have a world to gain."

This is as true to-day as it was then. It is a clear choice
that confronts you. Either you will permit the Owners
of Industry to continu~ their mismanagement of our af
fairs, with the resultant poverty, disease, unnecessary
injury and death, and the perpetual threat of war and
ruin. Or you will join in the greatest adventure that man
has ever undertaken-the creation of the Workers' World,
and the conquest of want, fear and war.

The choice rests with you.
Through the Socialist Party you can remodel the world

so that it shall be a Workers' W orId. Through it you can
escape from bondage, you can cease to be a vassal.
Through it you can at last become master in your own
house.
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