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Russia is reading Floyd Dell's Book on
Education

“Where You Ever a Child?”

Translated by Lunacharsky, People’s Commissar of
Education and published by the Soviet Government.

Have you read it in English?
At the Liberator Book-Shop—$2 net.

“MOON-CALF”

A Novel by FLOYD DELL

is im its fifth edition.

"Dirop whatever you are doing and read ‘Moon-Calf.’
Mo writer of our day has gone so fully or so deeply
into the heart of a child."—Heywood Broun in the New
York Tribune

$2.50 net

LIBERATOR BOOK-SHOP
138 West 13th St., New York

Industrial Unionism
and Revolution

PHILLIP EKURINSKY

A splendid exposition of the Industrial Union Move-
ment in America, with a friendly criticiem of the L
W. W., showing its prescnt trend, tendencies and a
survey of its effect on the American Labor Movement.
A truthful picture of the Radical Labor Movement,
pointing out itz famlts where they exist and giving
credit where credit is due. A large 48-page pamphlet
full of economie truths. 10 cents a copy, postpald,
WHAT I8 THIS SHOP STEWARD MOVEMENT? By Tom
Walsh, General Secretary of the Building Trades Depariment
of the Shop Steward Movement. A elear, concise sxplanation
of the shop steward form of organization, with dlagrams il-
lustrating the same. Price § cents each, 1307‘1-["“"'1-

ETHICE AND PRINCIPLES OF INDUSTRIAL UNIONISM.
Thiz in Jewlsh, Articles by Glovannittl, Haywood, St John
and Kurinsky. Undoubtediy the best pamphlet on Induatrial
Unlonism-in Jewish. " 10 cents, postpaid.

Revolutlonary Song Baok in Jewish, New and old songs of
Hevolution. Ilnsirated with pictures of martyrs and rebels.
10 cents, postpald.

Prices to organizations and book stores on reqoest.

'ublished by

MODEEN PRESS
Box 205 Madison Square New York, N. Y.

ESPERANTO

Have you ever stopped to think what a tre-
mendous advantage an international language
would be to the proletarian movement? The
leading radicals of Europe, men like Barbusse,
Rolland, MeCabe and Henderzon, as well as the
Soviet Government, understand this very well
and that is why they are supporting Esperanto.

The Metropolitan Esperanto Club is an organization of
radicals, formed for the purpose of popularizing a sin-
gle international lenguageé among the workers of this
country. If you have vision and foresight we will glad-
ly welcome your eooperation in our work.

METROPOLITAN ESPERANTO CLUB
138 West 13th Street, New York City

Btudents of Esperanto at home wild
find our complete text book and diction-
ary o grest help. The price is still
21.50 post free, and 25c. more in Can-
ada. - Personal class instruction at the
Rand Sehool and in all principal cities;
write for details,

GROPPER'S
CARTOONS

“My God, how can Sh{)uld bE‘ a feature
you have the heart

to make a revol- Of every labor and
tion i such a rich .
country?” radical paper.

Why not have your paper
run them?

Get the editor to write for terms to

Gropper Cartoon Syndicate

LOUIS RATNOFSKY, Business Manager,
138 West 13th Street, New York
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Communism and Christianism: Anal yzed
and Contrasted from the Viewpoint of Darwinism, by
Bishop William Montgomery Brown, D.D. Paper, pages
184, artistic cover, price 25¢. Six copies mailed for $1.00,

Comments by sleven persons: MT0ne of the most startline and
revolutionary books ever Issuei. It comes like a8 meteor
Beross 4 dark sky. YSend twelve coples. It §s the best book
ever read to open the eyes and set the brain working. TIt held
me tight. T call it a sermon, The text Is astounding: Banish
gods from the skies and capitalists from enrth. fTMEishop
Erown is the reincarnation of Thomas Prine and biz book is
the modern Age of Reazon. fEvery comrade buvs one and
comes back for more. It will do o wonderful work im this
the greatest crisis in all history. €T think it iz one of the
Imost important books of a Socinllst nature {ssued in 8 number
of ¥ears, It ig full of marvelously good materin] and will
open many  e¥es. f8old twenty-five In a Jiffy: send three
hundred for next meeting, 9The author, an Episcopalian
erclesinatic, has squarely renounced all theology and unre-
servedly accepted the Marxian phllosophy of economie deter
mination. In this book be approaches the subject of Soclalism
from g new angle and has produced a propagandns work that
will be of intense interezt to all. 91 ean sall three thousand
within sixty days.

Write for terms to book sellers and to organizations. ‘Twen-
tieth thousand now in press.
THE BEADFORD-BROWN EDUCATIONATL CO. INC.,
GALION, OHIO

Plaza GO0

ARTISTS’ MATERIALS

and Picture Frames
at HALPERN'S

Only store—510 Park Ave,., B0th & 60th Sta,
Telephone orders promptly attended to,

Phone Chelsea 7328

ADVANCE MAILING CO.

80 FIFTH AVENUE
Weekly and Monthly Publications
Addressing Multigraphing
Folding Maillng

ART YOUNG Has Gone
Out 0f Business

and is spending all his time poking fun at
people and things. You’'ll find him and a
dozen other humorists in

GOOD MORNING

Illustrated magazine of humor and satire.
Issued twice a month. 15c. a copy, $1 for
3 mos., $3.50 a yr.

GOOD MORNING CO., Inc.
7 EAST FIFTEENTH STREET NEW YORK

SCOTT NEARING

has packed the results of eight vears of
observation, investigation and study inte a
book of 272 pages that was published Jan-
uary 22 under the title

e
American Empire

The book makes these points:

First—
That the United States has become an empire in all
but name;

Second—

That the present position of the United States
threatens the peace of the world:

Third—
That the situation can be met only by fundamental
economic and social changes,

You want the facis on which these con-
clusions are hased.

You need several copies of the book te
pass the facts on to vour friends.

By a special arrangement, the book i

priced at a fizure that will enable you te
buy it and to give it awav,

In cloth:
Single copies, $1.

In paper:
Single copies, 50c.
3 copies, $1.25. 3 copies, $2.50
10 copies, $3.50, 10 copies, $7.

All postpaid

SPECIAL RATES ON LARGER QUANTITIES
ORDER TO-DAY

THE RAND BOOK STORE
7 E. 15th St., New York City

THE LIBERATOR, a monthly magazine, Felbruary, 1921 Twenty-five cents a copy, $2.50 a year. Vol. 4, Ne. 2, Sepial
No. 35. Published by The Liberator Publishing Co., 138 West 13th Street, New York, N. X. Apg% 0
cntry as second-class matter at the post office at New York, N. X., under the mct of March 3, 1570. Copyrizht, W1,

Ication pendimg for
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Locl(ed OUt"’"’By Mary Heaton Vorse

EARLY in the lockout of the Amalgamated Clothing Work-
ers, I went to one of the shop meetings which ceaselessly
sueceed each other in many halls. A flood of men was pour-
ing down the steps and spreading out in dark pools on the
street where they stopped in the mild evening to talk together
while children played gravely under their feet paying no at-
tention to them. I asked ome of the men—

“What's the main issue of disagreement between youn and
the manufacturers?”

He said: “There's only one.
organization, all the rest iz talk.”

I said: “Can they do it?"

He answered without excitement, “Not a chance.” He added
a8 he moved to one of the groups of talking men: “We've
suffered before—we can now if we pot to.”

This man is right. The lockout is about one thing only.
The seven points of the employers have a single meaning.
The demanded reduction of wapes is not important nor even
tha pressing question of piece work. The meaning of these
seven points which the manufacturers presented to the Amal-
gamated in December was this: “We manufacturers are going
1o give you terms which we kmow you cannot accept. When
vou don't accept them we will lock you out. Our pockets are
bulging, your pockets are lean with five months of slack
geason. Winter is on us. When you refuse to accept our im-
possible eonditions; we will break your organization. Hunger
will be our ally. We will use hunger and the anxiety of your
women to break you. When we drain the red from the faces
of your children maybe vou will see yvour way to doing without
your organization.”

In their private meetings the emplovers have been predict-
ing that before the winter is over they will “have labor eat-
ing out of their hands."

They mean by that phrase that labor will be at their merey,
that the organizations will have been broken and that the
open shop shall have become a fact.

The Amalgamated’s answer to the Manufacturers was a
mass meeting where 30,000 clothing workers shouted “No,” to
the manufacturers’ terms.

The lockout followed—65,000 clothing workers *stnpped
working.

The lockout iz a situation new to me. I have never seen &
big lockout before. 1 have seen plenty of strikes, I have
seen masses of people—miiners, steel workers, metal miners,
raflway men, rise up in thousands in long heaving waves of
dizeontent. I have heard their eclamorons demands for a
chanea to live. I have seen them sit down tight, dug in for
mreths for a principle—for the recognition of their union.

They want to smash the

Always these demonstrations were an advancing tide. I have
never before seen workers fighting to keep from returning to
the slave conditions of sweat shop days.

Five months ago—only a few months after the time when
the cry “Produce! Produce!” was being dinned into labor’s
ears, it began to be slack season in the clothing trade.

Men were laid off. Men worked three days a week, then
two days a week., The lockout merely was an emphasis of
conditions—eomplete unemployment instead of partial un-
employment,

At a slack and stale moment, the sluggish wheels of indus-
try slowed down altogether. There was nothing dramatie
about it. There was no thunderclap to make working people
throughout the country realize that this had the importance
of an historical moment, since it was the first time that com-
bined greed was organized well enough to start a concerted
battle on organized labor—combined greed with all its sinister
forees at ite command.

Now I will ask you to comsider again the nature of the
open shop and the weapons which it uses.

The Open Shop Campaign iz a conspiracy on the part of
the few to destroy the many. It is the first, direct, concerted
attempt of the entrenched employers to destroy utterly the
only weapon of the workers—their organization. It iz moth-
ered by panic and fathered by repression.

I know a cheerful voung man who poes around organizing
Chambers of Commerce. His place of business is a respecta-
ble one with a fine address to it of & well known firm, which
undertakes organizing work of various kind. Tt has organized
for the government. He iz highly paid for his work., The idea
is, of course, to organize the country one hundred per cent,
into chamberz of commerce and employvers’ and manufactur-
ers’ associations, whose purpose shall be to fizht organized
labor,

These chambers of commerce have no other object than
fighting labor. They have lost all the other legitimate objects
for which employers might band themselves together. When:
a town hasn't enough white-terrorist feeling to do this of it-
self, some bright young man like my acquaintance is sent to
organize thed town.

“T ga into a town,” he told me, “and throw a seare into it
If there iz any employer who don't want a shake-down' and
who thinks labor is all right, I talk red revolution to him.
T tell him the red revolution is around the corner. Of course,
I know it isn't around the corner. But it's great fun to ses
these hirds fall for it, and get cold feet one after another.”

The first thing is to start a slush fund to finance weak
brothers through lockouts.




The next thing is to start a spy system.

Like a growing cancer with obscure roots penetrating
through the whole tissue of industrial life, is the spy system.
Men are dizcharged for alleged union activities on the evi-
dence of anonymous letters. Spotters are kept in every shop,
in every factory. I have had a spy explain how it was done—
how he filled every day a list of questions, and reported every
day the conversations of hiz fellow workers.

When 1 asked him how he could do it, he said:

“Well, these fellows aren't human anyway. They send
their money home, which hurts the prosperity of the country.”

These under-cover men link up with the crime-breeding de-
tective agencies. In many of the industries like the textile,
for instance, a union man iz survounded by a met-work of
detectives and spies ready to report him. If he is an alien and
an active union man®they report him to the Department of
Justice, which will try to deport him. If he goes on a strike,
there i1z another type of agency to cope with him.

There are the strike-breakeras—hired seabs and hired thugs.
Thugs to beat up the pickets, and secabs to take the workers'
jobs. Omn top of this structure of filth, of violence and of es-
pionage stand growths of the manufacturers’ and employers’
asgociations. The detective agencies, the provocateurs, and
later if necessary, spies, thugs, scabs, the guards, the police,
the constabulary, the militia and the United States troops—all
thizs based .on the cultivated fear of revolution among the
eredulous, are the sinister weapons of the open shop campaign.

To oppose their dark forees, the workers have only their
collective courage, their collective gening, which goes by the
name of solidarity. The clothing workers are especially knit
together by powerful bonds. The suffering of sweatshop days
1g recent, though the organization left it behind in a few years.

They showed the mighty feeling of brotherhood by at once
starting to raize a million dollar relief fund. The organiza-
tion all over the country responded with what iz known in
the industry as the “Amalgamated Spirit.”

Last year I went to the Amalgamated convention in Boston,
I never, in any public gathering, had so keen a sensze of fel-
lowship and of beauty. It was a liberated people that was
there assembled—a people recently emerged from bondage.
It was different from any other convention that T had ever
attended.

It was there that T first sensed the Amalgamated Spirit.
The Amalgamated Spirit—you hear it all over when you go
through the industry.

I take the Amalgamated Spirit to mean the creative force
in the labor movement, force that knows where it iz going,
which has an ideal, which iz constructive. A foree that
grows, educates, invents, is colrageous and living. Yet in
New York's vast indifference this lockout is swallowed up.
Bixty-five thousand people out of work do not secure a ripple
on New York's monstrous surface,

In Industrial towns, strikes flow up and down the main
street, You see the sullen tide of men, of restless unoceupied
men, an ordinary crowd on the street is a demonstration,

Labor is no longer confined within the factory walls, It
overflows on to the streets. You feel the tension of the strike
in the air. But New York swallows a strike as it swallows
evervthing else, You know that the first gun has been fired
at labor's forces, vet you have to hunt to find the lockout.
For four weeks T have been following the progress of the
lockout through the many halls from the Bronx to Browns-
ville, More widely sundered than the halls, are the people in
them,

How far removed is this impecably dressed young American
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tailor from thiz Galician grandfather, powerful and deep-
chested, with a long beard, a patriarch of Israel. How far
apart in colture and ideals is thizs woman, a shawl over her
patient head, her eves submissive to sadness, waiting with
her immemorial and ungquestioning patience—and this fiery
girl from Milano, scornful of American labor, her eyes across
the sea watching for a glare of the revolution. Such peopla
come together at meetings. Women whose only influence out-
side their homes has been the priests, women who stand on
tip-toe, watching Russia, the flame of a new ‘vision in their
eyes. [ have made friends with many of the people whose
orgpanization the manufacturers are seeking to destroy. I
pick at random, over in the slack back water of Brooklyn, a
basement tailor shop. A woman with a gipsy face, coarse
gipsy hair, smouldering dark eyes, gavety in her mobile
mouth—quick to anger, quick to laughter.

“You ask why I don't come to shop meeting—Ilook one
reagon!” She pointed to a high chair where a gleaming-eyved
baby bounced up and down. Its curls bobbed, itz arms and
lags never stopped. Hey, a good reason, and there on the
floor another and there a little girl fed in the room & small
boyv in full pursuit. She shrieked, “Mama, mama!"

“Wot you think o' those devil reasons—and two more be-
side,” she added as a complacent afterthought.

“W'an she work in shop,” her husband explained, “we get
woman for look after 'em., Now can’t afford.” He was a
splendid young fellow and he stooped down to pick up the
little girl in the sure-handed fashion of a man used to in-
numerable babies. The room waz littered, babies swarmed,
but happiness and youth lived here.

If the manufacturers succeeded in breaking the Amalga-
mated and bringing wages down to a standard that omly
beaten and helpless people will accept, what would happen to
this home? PBut the spirit in thiz home—the spirit of the
Amalgpamated—iz a bulwark against the plans of capitalism.

Near this riotous, hospitable family lived a slender stoop-
shouldered voung man, with a sensitive intellectual face. He
had been working, he said, in a little repair shop. He wasz
sure that thiz was not a seab shop, but if it was found out
that the employer had ever been hostile to labor he would
leave immediately.

So it went, in house after house. Fine people making the
maost of deab surroundings, people who had'the precious senze
of unity with their unknown follow workers. Call it solidar-
itv, or the Amalgamated Spirit—it is the motor power for
the transformation of society.

On such visits one learns over again the incorruptible
soundness of the workers in contrast with the total bank-
ruptey and eorruption of thiz system by which they are ex-
ploited.

One can follow the strike from the slack hand-me-down
streets of tepid Brooklyn, around Atlantic avenue to the hot,
human rapids of the East Side, to whose recent glory I
never am guite accustomed, for the old East Side of twenty
years ago is still with me a vivid memory,  To-day the squal-
id streets end at nightfall in vistag of glory. A swing of the
car and the loftyv-spanned Williamsburge bridpe greets you,
turn a corner, and New York's insolent turrets defy heaven.
There is beauty here and heart-break and despair. There are
hard young faces here and young people with dreams in their
eves! The creative artists of the labor movement, the radi-
eals, are bred here,

I was looking for one of the Amalgpamated families. An °

organizer and I went into a tenement of the type I remember
g0 well many years ago—a converted house, with no conven-




S

FEBRUARY, 1921

iences of any kind. The halls were shockingly kept: rubbish
stood in every corner; they were dark and they smelled bad.

And then the door opened on a home of spotless cleanliness,
A big happy woman in a print house dresz greeted us, She
had the quality of a ripe coarse fruit. There was nothing to
do but we must git down and she would make us some coffee.

-
i

Her daughter would be in in a minute. And so we sat there
under the pictures of a numerous family, the house pleasant
with homely adornments and because of its cleanliness.
Presently the door opened and a little straight, lance-like
Italian girl came in, the daughter. I wish I had a picture of
her. This girl of seventeen or eighteen is the stuff which
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wins industrial battles—ecomposed, sleek, dark-haired, viclet
eves under straight brows, with a concentrated hot anger, an
anger held under control, an anger that could be used as a
weapon. She had been born in this country, the noise of the
East Side in her ears; she had been bred in the clothing trade,
had seen it emerge from the sweatshop. So she was out to
fight. You felt as vou talked to her that the clothing manu-
facturers would not have much chance when the industry had
mothered girls like this,

On Mew Year's day I got a new vision of the meaning of
tha Amalgamated. It came to me clear as'a stab of light—
something evident, something I had always known. On New
Year's day I learned all over again that the strike was about
children,

On that day the Amalgamated Clothing Workers gave a
children’s party. They hired all the halls that they could. But
the children swamped the halls. I struggled through a chil-
dren’s mob to get into the hall where I was to go. I had
never seen anyvhing like the beauty of spirit of these children;
they filled the hall with a sea of lifa,

Hits and Misses

F food is scarce this winter we can subsist upon that piece-
meal tariff,

iEN Harding tried to scrap the League he only got into
a scrap with the Leaguers,

HAT butler who got $10 for stealing Schwab’s $10,000
cigar box hardly lost his amateur standing.

HUS far everybody in Seuth America has been polite to
our Mr. Colby and if he keeps out of Columbia, Santo
Demingo and Haiti, a pleasant time iz going to be had by all,

THE subject of taxation is getting too deep for us. Sec-
retary Houston advises shifting more tax to small in-
comes because the rich cannot afford fo pay.

T HAT satiric laughter recently heard in the land came from

the revenue agents when people offered to pay their in-
come tax with the “best security in the world” at face value,

1524

1o MY Criends .
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In certain arid countriez there grow flowers of flaming
color; in the same way, the tenements of the East Side are a
forcing ground for some of the most beautiful children in the
world. They are lovely physically, but it is their flaming
life which amazes one, They have a beauty of spirit, a quick
TeSpOTIEe.

Crammed into this hall was the essence of life itself, the
hope of the future, new born, fresh minted, a hall full of
children ablaze in their love of beauty, thirsty for joy, fam-
ished for music.

What riches of mind and heart were crowded into this
little hall! The good years of the organization, which has
taken this industry from the sweatshop, has given these chil-
dren strong bodies, They were bright of eve, red of cheek.

Outside were the lurking forces of disaster; forces arrayed
against their fathers and mothers. The manufacturers were
nsing the economic blockade of the lockout against their chil-
dren in the attempt to break their fathers® spirit. The manu-
facurers with their army of thugs and spies and strike break-
era are plotting against these children’s future.

A UTHORITIES agree that the open shop movement can be
carried too far. In New York they are not only breaking
open shops but also safes,

IEN Police Commissioner Enright accepted the resigna-

tion of Lieutenant Enright he gave himself a pension of
$3,750 a vear as a slight token of self esteem. However, the
paper says, “Christmas Eve was quiet in criminal cireles."

EW YORK STATE did not have to wait for normaley un-
til the fourth of March. Its new Republican administra-
tion has already been indicted into office,

NE is relieved to learn that, contrary to first scareheads,

Mr. Coolidge did not wash the dishes after his Christmas
dinner. He is to have a place in the cabinet but not in the
kitchen cabinet.

HERE have been plenty of rumors from Marion but at the
zero hour of poing to press no actual appoinitments ex-
cept that of Private Colonel to the President.

BERAYE man like d’Annunzio could not possihly have run
away, 50 his escape from Fiume in an acroplane must be
put down as a poetic flight.

NEW YORK theatrical manager tried out his new play
in Sing Sing. Now he is probably boasting that nobody
got np and walked ont.

HINGS are coming Russia’s way at last. The French
Socialists sent them a signed blank, the British send them
goods and we send them Martens,

MERICAN hospitality has reached a new high level
Soviet Russia i= not permitted fo spend its-pold here.
“Your money,” we say, “is not worth a cent.”

MOB of unemployed in England seized fifteen private

residences, five libraries, four town halls and two publie
baths. They ought to have been pretty comfortable except at
meal hours, Why not a couple of restanrants?
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JANUARY is the time for announcing new partnerships.
Thus Dr. William A. McKeever of the University of Kan-

gas appeals to the American Legion to “turn from the selfish

cigarette and come out on the side of Christ and Kansas."

T HIS pearl dropped out of the Attorney General's message
of Christmas cheer to the prisoners. “No matter how

dark the present day may seem, the sun will rise again.”" In

the bright lexicon of Palmer there is no such word as jail.

EOPLE are getting more excited about the vague prospect
of losing their personal liberty on the seventh day than

they were over actually losing it on the other six.

THEY want their place in the Sunday.

HowarDp BRUBAKER,

“—country and enjoys—

“—the same liberty as—

“—everybody else. An'—

“—gtill ya ain't satisfied!”







Last Days With
John Reed

A Letter from Louise Bryant

Mozscow, Nov. 14, 1920,

EAR MAX:—I knew you would want details and a story

for the Liberator—but I did not have either the strength
or the courage. As it is—I will be able to write only a very
incoherent letter and you may take from it what vou wish.
Jack's death and my strenuous underground trip to Russia
and the weeks of horror in the typhus hospital have quite
broken me. At the funeral I suffered a very severe heart
attack which by the merest scratech I survived. Specialists
have agreed that I have strained my heart beeansge of the long
days and nights I watched beside Jack's bed and that it is
enlarged and may not get ever well again. They do not
agree, however, on the time it will take for another attack.
I write yvou all these stupid things because T have to face
them myzelf and because it must be part of the letter. The
American and German doctors give me a vear or even two,
the Ru=zsianz only months, I have to take stimulants and [
am in not a bit of pain. I think I have better recuperative
powers than they believe—but, anyway, it is a small matter.
I onee promised Jack that I would put all his works in order
in case of his death. I will come home if I get stronger and
do s0.

All that I write now gzeems part of a dream. T am in no
pain at all and I find it impossible to believe that Jack is dead
or that he will not come into this very room any moment.

Jack was ill twenty days. Only two nights, when he was
calmer, did 1 even lie down. Spotted typhus is bevond dezcrip-
tion, the patient wastes to nothing under your eves,

But T must go back to tell you how I fonnd Jack after mv
illegal journey across the world. T had to skirt Finland, sail
twelve days in the Arctic ocean, hide in g fisherman's shack
four days to avoid the police with a Finnish officer and a Ger-
man, both under sentence of death in their own countries.
When I did reach Soviet territory I was at the opposite end
of Russia from Jack. When [ reached Moscow he was in
Baku at the Oriental Congress. Civil war raged in the
Ukraine. A military wire reached him and he came back in
an armored train. ©On the morning of September 15th he
ran shouting into my room. A month later he was dead.

We had only one week togethor before he went to bed, and
we were terribly happy to find each other. I found him older
and sadder and grown strangely gentle and aesthetic. His
clothes were just rags. He was so impressed with the suffer-
ing around him that he would take nothing for himself. 1
felt shocked and almost unable to reach the pinnacle of ferver
he had attained.

The effects of the terrible experience in the Finnish gaol
were all too apparent. He told me of his cell, dark and cold
and wet. Almost three months of solitary confinement and
only raw fich to eat. Sometimes he was delirious and im-
agined me dead. Sometimes he expected to die himself, so he
wrote on books and everywhere a litHe verse:

Thinking and dreaming
Day and wight and ‘day

11

Yet connol think one bitter though! away—
That we have lost each other
You and I....

But walking in the park, under the white birch trees and
talking through brief, happy nights, death and separation
seemed very far away. :

We visited together Lenin, Trotsky, Kaminev, Enver Pasha,
Eela Kun, we saw the Ballet and Prince Igor and the new and
old galleries.

He was consumed with a desire to go home. I felt how
tired and ill he was—how near a breakdown and tried to per-
suade him to rest. The Russians told me that he often
worked twenty hours a day. FEarly in his sickness 1 asked
him to promise me that he would rest before going home
since it only meant going to prizon. I felt prizon would be
too much for him. I remember he looked at me in a strange
way and said, “My dear little Honey, I would do anything I
could for vou, but don't ask me to be a coward,” I had not
meant it so. I felt 2o hurt that I burst into tears and said
he could go and I would go with him anywhere by the next
train, to any death or any suffering. He smiled zo happily
then. And all the days that followed he held me tightly by
the hand. I could not leave him beeause he would shout for
me. I have a feeling now that I have no right to be alive.

Of the illness I can scarcely write—there was so much
pain. I only want youn all to know how he fought for his
life. He would have died days before but for the fight he
made, The old peasant nurses used to slip out to the Chapel
and pray for him and burn a candle for his life, Even they
were touched and they see men die in agony every hour.

He was never delirions in the hideous way most typhus
patients are. He always knew me and his mind was full of
poems amd stories and beautiful thoughts. He would say,
*You know how it is when you go to Venice. You ask peo-
ple—Is this Venice?—just for the pleasure of hearing the
reply.” He would tell me that the water he drank wag full of
little songs. And he related, like a child, wonderful experi-
ences we had together and in which we were very brave.

Five days before he died his right side was paralyzed.
After that he could not speak. And so we watehed through
days and nights and days hoping against all hope. Even
when he died I did not believe it. I must have been there
hours afterwards still talking to him and holding his hands.

And then there came a time when his body lay in state
with all military honor, in the Labor’ Temple, guarded by
fourteen soldiers from the Red Army. Many timez T went
there and saw the soldiers standing stiffly, their bayonets
gleaming under the lights and the red star of Communism on
their military caps.

Jaek lay in a long silver coffin banked with flowers and
atreaming banners. Once the soldiers uncoversd it for me
so I might touch the high white forehead with my lips for
the last time, r

On the day of the funeral we gathered in the great hall
where he lay. I have very few impressions of that day. Tt
was cold and the sky dark, snow fell as we bhegan to march,
I was conscious of how people cried and of how the ban-
ners floated and how the wailing heart-breaking Revolution-
ary funeral hymn, played by a military band, went on for-
ever and ever,

The Russians let me take my grief in my own way, sinee
they felt T had thrown all caution to the winds in going
to the hospital. On that day I felt very proud and aven




-
T |

b e ey i
. iy 1

L ey ¥ - e -

el = - B . 1 v ok "al::l . By _‘-..-.._n
7. g, ¢ = : y - v - =

o s W - [} Y - . O My ST
b L .:"."‘"_ ; v L - ! - : R R 2

In the funeral procession—a group headed by Jacques Sadoul, the French Communist !
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strong. I wished to walk according to the Russian custom,
guite by myself after the hearse. And in the Red Square :
tried to stand facing the speakers with a brave face. But
1 was not brave at all and fell on the ground and could -not
speak or cry.

I do not remember the speeches. I remember more the
broken notes of the speakers' voices. I was aware that after
& long time they ceased and the banners began to dip back
and forth in salute. I heard the first shovel of earth go
rolling down and then something snapped in my brain, After
an eternity I woke up in my own bed. Emma Goldman was
standing there and Berkman, and two doctors and a tall
young officer from the Red Army. They were whispering
and so I went to sleep again.

But T have been in the Red Square since then—since that
day all those people came to bury in all honor our dear Jack
Reed. I have been there in the busy afternoon when all
Russia hurries by, horzes and sleighs and bells and peazants
carrying bundles, soldiers singing on their way to the front.
Once some of the soldiers came over to the grave. They took
off their hats and spoke very roverently. “What a pood fal-
low he was!" said one. “He came all the way acrosz the
world for us."” "He was one of ours " In another mo-
ment they shouldered their guns and went on again.

I have been there under the stars with a great longing to
lie down beside the frozen flowers and the metallic wreaths
and not wake up. How easy it would be!

I send greetings to all old friends.

Good luck to all of vou. LoUIsE.

Bach

IME was, I would have smiled, and said—

Your musie ia g0 cold and white—
That empty was the life vou led

Of all delight.

But 1 that am in sorrow old

Know now vour life was never vain—

Your music is go white and cold—
But full of pain.

Your music is so cold and white—

Hunger vou were not fearful of,

Or Mary's death, or lozs of sight,
That left vou love.

I know your sorrows; they were few

In all your life as it is told.

Was there a grief that no friend knew
Or tear consoled?

All alone in the deepening gloom,

Johann Bach, I see vou sit

There at the clavier in your room,
And your brows knit.

THE LIBERATOR

The twilight loveliness of spring,

It is a wound that will not heal:

The song that birds in the lindens sing,
It cuts like steel.

You do not pause or glance aside,

Lest in the shadows there might be

Some token of some hope denied
You dread to see,

Owver the kevs vour finters run.
You cannot laugh: you will not moan;
But beauty is oblivion,

Beauty alone,

And when the lamp is faint, your hand
Grown slow and heavy on the keys,
You step into the garden, stand

In the ni;.-:ht hreeze,

Spring is a laugh and dusk a sigh,

Joy is a timbrel, love a lute;

But cold and white upon the sky
The stars are mute.

And mute upon the stars you gaze
And lift your face to beauty there,
Beauty that equally allays

Desire, despair.

And brief the solemn elock has tolled

From darkness underneath the spire:

Over the trees the night is old
When you retire.

- - L]

Johann Bach, I rinse my thought,
When pain appals and fears confound,
In water of your music, wronght

Of cold white sound.

Or walk beneath the stars and trace

Their patterns etched uwpon the night,

Where shepherd, lion, swan or face
Burn cold and white,

Therein is beauty of a kind
Eemote, supernal, purged and pure
As wind in rainfall; there I find
Strength to endure.
Leonard Lanson Cline.

T{.’l O‘I:I.I' Friends

ICHAEL GOLD, formerly a contributor and lately

made a contributing Editor of the Liberator, has
suffeved a =erious nervous breakdown. Those inter-
ested in contributing to hi=s recovery ecan send money
to the Liberator.
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When the Devil was sick

TO JOHN REED

ACK, you are guiet now among the dead.
The pulse of the young lion and the fire
In that bright engine of extreme desire
That never would be tired or quieted,
That could fight, laugh, give, love, and sing,
And understand so carelessly—so hrave
You seemed to ride on life as on a WHY e
It all is dead now, dead and mouldering,

They say you died for Communism—they
Who, to some absent god must always give
The choicest even of the fruits of youth,
You died for Life. Becaunse you chose to live,
Death found you in the torrent of the fray,
Exulting in the future and the truth,
Max Eastman.

will begin in the next iszue.
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On Duty in Russia

A. Letter from Bnris Rcinatein

Mogeoow.

I AM glad I can still report that I am alive and nearly well,
* though it iz by mere lucky chance that I did not zo to
“the land where there are no capitalists and no Bolshevik
workers fighting'—to the other world, During the last five
months I had two unusually narrow escapes from death. I
have already written to you about it, but not being sure that
that letter had reached you, I repeat the main facts. On Jan.
8th last the Soviet troops entered Rostov-on-Don, and Deni-
kin'zs officers and troops ran out of the city, panic-stricken,
to the other side of the river. For some reasons, due to im-
perfect organization, the Reds did not pursue the fleeing
Whites, and gave the latter a chance to entrench themselves
at Bataisk (about six miles from Rostov) on a hill dominating
the low lands between Bataisk and Rostov. Then began the
hombardment of Rostov, which lasted for nearly eight weeks,
Not a day or night passed but scores of shells dropped into
the city, destroying homes and sometimes wiping out whole
families.

Shortly after Rostov was taken by Soviet troops, I was
ordered by the N. E. C. of the Russian party to go to work in
Rostov. (Here the local or central administration of the
party or of the unions has the same power by way of party
dizeipline to order a party member or a union man to leave
hiz job and his family and go wherever he is most needed,
just as the government sends soldiers wherever they are
needed.) I reached Rostov on Feb. 6th last, and was ap-
pointed to work as a member of something like a State Board
of Health for the entire territory of the Don Cossacks. Be-
gides I had to lecture in political party schools and was also
put in charge of all the wine, whiskey and alcohol at all the
fnnumerable wine-dealers of Rostov. It was my duty to
take stock of all such supplies in the eity, to have them prop-
erly graded and to superintend their distribution for medi-
cinal, pharmaceutical, technical, ete,, purposes. I got busy
first of all on arranging for regular delivery daily of at least
two carloads of coal (all that was available) for the hospitals,
military or civil, of the eity; for I found that, because of lack
of fuel in the hospitals, the sick and wounded were freezing
in the wards—they often could get mot evem warm tea till
evening, and the hospital linen, which remained unwashed,
was accumulating in enormous quantities—and that in face
of a terrific epidemic of sypniak (spotted typhoid fever),
which was raging everywhere in Russia.

When I got to Rostov the bombardment of the city by the
Whites from Bataisk was in full swing, and oftentimes, when
going to work, I did not feel sure that I'd return alive, since
ghells were sometimez bursting in the streetz a short dis-
tance off.

But we gradually got uzed to the music. Finally, on Feh.
22 (Washington's Birthday), after an unusually severe can-
nonading during the night, I woke up to learn that our mili-
tary supplies were being carted away, and everybody (troops,
workingmen, ete.,) was getting ready to evacnate before the
White Cossack forees that were about to enter the city. The
main difficulty was to get some vehicle to get out of town.
All the available ones were needed to remove from the hos-
pitals and the ecity the gick and the wounded, and the Red

Y
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Army men. Some comrades wanted to put me on a eart with
the sick, but I refused because it meant to leave behind some
sick comrades who were not able to walk. The sick and
wounded that fell into the hands of the Whites are generally
murdered by them.

Two women comrades, entive strangers in the city, ran
home from the headquarters to get a bundle of their most
neceszary things before leaving the city. 1 promised to wait
for them, though I urged them not to bother about clethes,
ete., when their very lives were at stake. But woman-like,
they persisted and went. Before they returned with the bun-
dlez a comrade with an auto came along and invited me to
jump in and rush with him out of town. To do that meant
to get out of danger for myself but to leave the two inex-
perienced women to their fate, which—as often happens to
women that fell into the hands of the counter-revolutionists—
meant being raped and then murdered. I could not do that
and decided to throw my lot in with the women. The com-
rade with the auto rushed off. I remained behind, waiting
anxiously for the women, as every minute the White Cos-
sacks were drawing nearer and one could already hear rifle
and machine-gun shots in the street.

Finally the women came, lugging two parcels. I again
pleaded with them to sacrifice the baggage and hurry off,
but it was of no avail. There we stood on the street, watching
wagons, loaded to the limit with sick and weak comrades
passing us in the direction towards the outskirts. Finally a
motor truck carrying some fifteen people came along, There
was still room for more, we piled in and drove off. In a few
minutes we were at the end of the city street. Farther were
snow-covered fields. A long string of people were rushing
across the snow-fields. Our chauffeur stopped at the eity lim-
its, declaring that the machine was out of order and he could
not drive acrosg the snow-fields.  Out we went and joined the
long procession of unarmed people that were rushing across
the snow-fields. To the right of us was a line of huts of poor
people. To the left, snow-fields, and about one-third of a
mile of a railroad track with a string of freight cars stand-
ing on it. We hardly managed to rush past a few hounses
when the Whites, who had evidently got around the city and
hid in the freight cars, opened on us a terrific machine-gun
fire.

We all dropped on the snow, some killed and wounded. As
the fire slackened up, these nearest to the houszes would pick

themselves up and run into the yards, the rest of ns would

run a short distance ahead and drop to the snow again as the
fire would get hotter, and after a while would run a little
farther. Thus I and the two women pradually reached the
end of the second bloek. There were no houses further and
the firing kept increasing. To run along the snow-fields
meant to present a beauntiful target for the machine guns.
We turned around the corner and a few feet from it dropped
cowering down between a high B-foot fence and a snowdrift
piled up on the sidewallk. While we lay there the White Cos-
gacks with machine-puns and artillery gradually took pos-
gezsion of the near-by houses.

It appeared that any minute they would come up to the
corner near us and that would mean the end. We saw gix
shells erashing through the walls of a Red Army hospital
acrozz the strest from where we were hiding. Shells and
machine-gun bullets were flying over our heads so thick that
I lost all hope of coming out alive, and feeling that I had only
gome minutes more to live was only thinking how to act
{(when the Whites dizcovered us) so as to prevent them from

e
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getting us alive and torturing us, as they do. 1 had a re-
volver in my pocket and during the three-and-a-half hours

“we were hiding there I did not take my finger off the trigger,

in spite of the strain and excitement of the fight around us.

One of the two women began to fall asleep in the smow.
Enowing that she would thus freeze to death we kept her
awake. Finally, when the firing began to quiet down, we
managed to yun into a yard and there, in a hut of a sick,
poor working man, we spent a night sitting on the bench.
Soon after we got into the hut a neighbor eame in and said
that the Denikin Cossacks had already taken possession of the
outskirts of the town. When night fell we heard every few
minutes rifle-shooting in the neighborhood, and we under-
stood that the White Cossacks were searching the yards,
dragged out those they found hiding, and shooting them
down. All through the evening and night we expected every
minute than our turn would come.

But morning came at last and nobody showed up. Then we
learned that during the night the Reds had beaten off the
attack of the Whites. We then decided to return to my room.
leaving the bagrage in the hut. Later we learned that three
hours after we left the hut the Whites had again taken pos-
session of the outskirts and came also to that hut in search for
Soviet people; but we were already gone, and the women
of the hot had thrown our baggage out on the street for fear
of getting into trouble. Thus our clothes, ete, were lost
anyhow. Soon after we came to my home, in the afternoon
of the second day, the Whites with their reinforcements, firing
along the streets with artillery and machine guns, swept
through the whole city. In the evening the city was in full
posseszion of Denikin’s troops. There we were in the enemy's
camp, without passports, without a safe place to hide in, and
no chance to get out of the city—and to make matters worse,
I was already well-known in the city by name and appear-
ance. I had to shave off my mustache, change my appear-
ance, and go every night to a different place, risking being
recognized by some supporter of Denilkin,

Thus, after all kinds of adventure, four days passed, I
figured that it would take a few weeks before the Beds wonld
take the city, and was only concerned how to find a safe place
for the three of us. (I did not know of other comrades that
were in the same fix.) Suddenly, towards evening of the
fourth day, we heard again approaching heavy firing—it was
the reinforced Red Army sweeping the Whites once more out
of the city. In a couple of hours the seenery had shifted
again—the Soviet flag was flying in Rostov and we were safe,
I went home and had a good night's sleep.

The next morning I resumed my work. But a few days later
I had another “close shave.” Maybe a still closer shave than
the first one. I came down with an exceedingly severe case
of spotted typhus, probably contracted in the hut of the sick
workingman.

For over two weeks I was unconscious with fever around
102-104. The doctors did all they could, but I was burning up
with fever. They injected eight bottles of 500 grams each
of aniline solution, innumerable injections of camphor, ete.
When finally my brain got affected and hiceoughs set in unin-
terrupted for about thirty hours, the doctor lost hope and ex-
pected the end before morning. I pulled througk, chiedly
thanks to my sister-in-law Bertha and one of the women (the
one that nearly froze to death during the attack of the
Whites)—these two women watched at my bed day and
night, almost without taking their finger off my pulse. Abou*
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the time of the crisis in my sickness, Kalinin, workingman-
peasant president of the Russian Soviet republie, happened to
pass through Restov with his agitation-train, snd haviog
learned of my dangerous condition, he visited me (I was un-
conscious at the time) and left some money ana provisions
and ordered that all possible be done to save me., I was
saved, and in April I began to get out of bed. On May 5th
I went to recuperate to a sanitarium in the Caucasian moun-
tainz (in Kistlovedsk). Early in June I was in working trim
again. There were none of the serious complications thal
often follow spotted typhus, but the doctors diagnosed (and
the Roentgenoscope proved it) that I have a serious case of
dortite due to sclerosis and too severe strain on the heart
during the sickness. Still I hope to work along in our great
task for some time yet. Of course I must be a little more
careful, as the aorta is quite elongated and damaged. I am
now back in Moscow temporarily, in a few days will go to
Rostov, and about end of September will finally return to
Mogeow. . . .

It had a clear idea what great op-
portunities she would have here to apply her knowledge,
encrgy and experience in any field—in that of social medi-
cine, of social bringing up and ecare of children never dreamt
of in other countries, of propaganda and organization work,
ete,—she would have found a way to get over here long
ago. She would certainly spend here the happiest time of her
life, feeling that while suffering from less food and material
comforts than in America, she at last had a chanee to devote
every hour of her time, every ounce of her energy, to the most
wonderful work of reconstruction of society on such a large
scale and such progressive lines as we never expected to
have an opportunity for during our lifetime. I suffered much
from strain, hunger and other material canses during these
three years, but I would not change for thirty vears of work
under “norms!” conditions. Yours, B.

A Mcmary

LITTLE more than five vears ago Jack Reed and T s=tood

in the Eremlin, at Moscow, and contemplated that old
cemetery under the ancient wall. Nicholas IT was still on the
throne of his fathers, and his minions were all about ns—
some of them, we knew, charged with the not difficult task of
keeping their eyes on us.

The mutilated bones of that emperor now lie in an unknown
grave, his empire has passed into history, and the mysterions
powers of change, amid a multitude in tears and to the tri-
umphing straing of The Internationale, having placed the
splendid body of Jack Reed in the ground onee sacred to the
Romanoff—still the heart of Russia, and the eapital of the
world's workers,

The fact is grandiose enough, and could Jack have prefig-
ured it, he would have smiled and shrugged, with an artist's
admiration of the large movements of destiny, but it would not
have seemed important to him. He would not have thought
a thought, or done a deed, to ezcape a more humble end, or to
achieve a happier fate—if that would have interfered with
the doing of his job as he saw it. That job he did with an
immense and joyous energy, regardless of jolts and secars,
and with a magnanimity only possible to a great spirit,

BoARDMAN RoBINSON
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Towards Proletarian

Art

By Irwin Granich

The Apocalypse

N blood, in tears, in chaos and wild, thunderous clonds of
fear the old economic order is dying, We are not ap-
palled or startled by that giant apocalypse before us. We
know the horror that is passing away with this long winter
of the world. We know, too, the bright forms that stir at
the heart of all this confusion, and that shall rise out of the
debris and cover the ruins of capitalism with beauty. We
are prepared for the economic revolution of the world, but
what shakes us with terror and doubt is the cultural upheaval
that must come. We rebel instinetively against that change.
We have been bred in the old capitalist planet, and its stuff
is in our very bones, Its ideals, mutilated and poor, were yet
the precious stays of our lives. Its art,its seience, its philoso-
phy and metaphysics are deeper in us than logic or will.
They are deeper than the reach of the knife of our social
passion. We cannot consent to the suicide of our souls, We
cling to the old culture, and fight for it against ourselves.
But it must die. The old ideals must die. But let us not
fear. Let us fling all we are into the cauldron of the Revolu-
tion. For out of our death shall arise glories, and out of the
final corruption of this old civilization we have loved shall
spring the new race—the Supermen.

A Basis in the Maelstrom

It is necessary first to discuss our place in eternity.

1 myself have felt almost mad as I staggered back under
the blows of infinity. That huge, brooding pale evil all about
me—that endless Nothing out of which Something seems to
have evolved somehow—that nightmare in man's brain called
Fternity—how it has haunted me! Its poison has almost
blighted this sweet world I love.

The curse of the thought of eternity is in the brain and
heart of every artist and thinker. But they do not let it
drive them mad, for they discover what gives them strength
and faith to go on seeking its answer. They realize in reve-
lations that the language of eternity is not man's language,
and that only through the symbolism of the world around us
and manifest in us can we draw near the fierce, deadly flame.

The things of the world are all portals to eternity. We can
approach eternity through the humble gymbols of Life—
through beasts and fields and rivers and skies, thzough the
pommen goodness and passion of man, Yet what is Life,
then? What is that which my body holds like a vessel filled
with fire? What is that which grows, which changes, which
manifests itzelf, which moves in clod and bird and ocean and
mountain, and binds them so invisibly in some mystic leagues
of purpose? I have contemplated all things great and small
with this guestion on my lips. And seeking a synthesiz for
Life, and thus for eternity, 1 early found that the striving,
dumb universe had strained to its fullest expressiveness in
the being of man.

Man was Life become vocal and sensitive. Man was Life
become dramatic and complete, He gained and he lost; he
knew values: he knew joys and sorrows, and not mere pleas-
ures and pains. He was bad, glad, sad, mad; he was color
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The Dead and the Livi.ng‘

From a letter written by John Reed

HONE may say, 1 think with entire truth, that the

majority of the working class vanguard who
made the October Revolution are dead. These were the
best, the most intelligent, the bravest of the workers.
These werse the force and the brain of the revolution, the
Bolsheviks of October days. And when all the energy
and courage of Soviet Russia was concentrated on the
creation of the Red Army, on the defense of Soviet Rus-
gia against the world, these comrades went to the front,
and died there.

#In each emergency the working-class of the great
industrial centers was stripped of its conscious revolu-
tionists, and thoze left behind in the factories were the
less intelligent, the less consciously revolutionists. The
first rank came back no more. Then arose another
crisis: the mass fermented, and from it sprang a new
rank of revolutionists, called forth by the danger to
Soviet Russia. These were skimmed off, too, leaving
again the raw mass. And =o on. Eleven time have the
workers of Moscow and Petrograd been so skimmad off,
leaving am ever and ever greater proportion of unin-
tellipent, unskilled, un-class-conscious workers—boys,
old men, half-peasants fresh from villages, And still
the revolutionists spring up. This is the test and the
justification of the Revolotion.”

and form; he contained everything I had mot found in the
white, meaningless face of pure Eternity. Eternity became
interesting only in him. He had desires; he engendered cli-
maxes. He moved me to the soul with his pathos and aspira-
tions. He was significant to me; he made me think and love.
Life's meaning was to be found only in the great or mean
days between sach man's birth and death, and in the mystery
and terror hovering over every human head.

Qeeking God we find Man, ever and ever. Seeking answers
we find men and women.

In the Depths

I ean feel beforehand the rebellion and contempt with which
many true and passionate artists laboring in all humility will
greet claims for a defined art. It is not a mers aristoeratic
seorn for the world and its mass-yearnings that iz at the root
of the artists! sneer at “propaganda.” It isa deeper, more
universal feeling than that. It is the consciousness that in
art Life is zpeaking out its heart at last, and that to censor
the poor brute-murmurings would be saerilege. Whatever
they are, they are significant and precious, and to stifle the
meanest of Life’s moods taking form in the artist would be
death. Artists are bitter lovers of Life, and in beauty or hor-
ror she is ever dear to them. I wish to speak mo word
against their holy passion, therefore, and I regard with rever-
ence the scarred and tortured figures of the artist-saints of
time, battling against their demons, bearing each a ponder-
ous cross, receiving solemnly in decadence, insanity, filth and
fenr the special revelation Life has given them.

I respect the suffering and creations of all artists. They are
deeper to me than theories artists have clothed their naked
passions in, I would oppose no contrary futile dogmagz 7T
would show only, if T can, what manner of vision Life has
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vouchsafed me, what word has descended on me in the midst
of this dark pit of experience, what form my days and nights
have taken, as they proceed in strange nebular whirling
toward the achievement of new worlds of art,

I was born in a tenement. That tall, sombre mass, holding
its freight of obscure human destinies, is the pattern in which
my being has been cast. It*was in a tenement that I first
heard the sad music of humanity rise to the stars. The sky
above the airshaft was all my sky; and the voices of the
tenement-neighbors in the airshaft were the voices of all my
world, There, in suffering youth, I feverishly sought God and
found Man. In the tenement Man was revealed to me, Man,
who is Life speaking. I saw him, not as he has been
pictured by the elder poets, groveling or sinful or romantic
or falsely god-like, but one sunk in a welter of humble, realis-
tic cares; responsible, instinctive, long-suffering and loyal;
sad and beaten yet reaching out beautifully and irresistibly
like a natural force for the mystic food and freedom that are
Man’s.

All that I know of Lifa I learned in the tenement. T saw
love there in an old mother who wept for her sons. I saw
courage there in a sick worker who went to the factory every
morning. I saw beauty in little children playing in the dim
hallways, and despair and hope and hate incarnated in the
gimple figures of those who lived there with me. The tene-
ment is in my blood. When I think it is the tenement think-
ing, When T hope it is the tenement
hoping, I am not an individual; I
am all that the tenement group
poured into me during those early
¥ears of my spiritual travail.

Why should we artists born in
tenements go beyond them for our
expression? Can we po bevond
them? “Life burns in both camps,”
in the tenements and in the palaces,
but can we understand that which iz
not our very own? We, who are
sprung from the workers, can so
easily forget the milk that nour-
ished us, and the hearts that gave
us growth? Need we apologize or
be ashamed if we express in art
that manifeatation of Life which is
50 exclusively ours, the life of the
toilers? What is art? Art is the
tenement pouring out its soul
through us, its most sensitive and
articulate sons and dauphters.
What is Life? Life for us has
been the tenement that bore and
moulded us through vears of mean-
ingful pain.

The Old Moods

A boy of the tenements feels the
slow, mighty movement that is art
stir within him. He broods darkly
on the Life around him. He wishes
to understand and express it, but
does not know his wish. He turns
to books, instead. There he finds
reflections, moads, philosophies, but
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are all the voices of solitaries lost and distracted in Time.

The old moods, the old poetry, fiction, painting, philoso-
phies, were the creations of proud and baffled solitaries. The
tradition has arisen in & capitalist world that even its priests
of art must bo lonely beasts of prey—ceompetitive and unso-
cial. Artists have deemed themselves too long the aristocrats
of mankind. That is why they have all become so sad and
spiritually sterile. What clear, strong faith do our intellec-
tuals believe in now? They have lost everything in the
vacuum of logic where they dwell. The thought of God once
sustained their feet like rock, but they slew God, Reason
was once their star, but they are sick with Reason. They
have turned to the life of the moods, to the worship of beauty
and sensation, but they cannot live there happily. For Beauty
i8 a cloud, a mist, a light that comes and goes, a vague water
changing rapidly. The soul of Man needs somea sure and per-
manent thing to believe, to be devoted to and to trust. The
people have that profound Truth to believe in—thair instinets,
But the intellectuals have become contemptuous of the people,
and are therefore sick to death.

The people live, love, work, fight, pray, laugh; they accept
all, they accept themselves, and the immortal urgings of Lifa
within them. They know reality, They know bread iz neces-
sary to them; they know love and hate., What do the intel-
lectuals know ?

The elder artists have all been sick. They have had no roots

they do not bring him peace. Thay
are myriad and bewildering, they

Stanley Szukalsli

The Machine Age
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in the people. The art ideals of the capitalistic world isolated
each artist as in a solitary cell, there to brood and suffer
silently and go mad. We artists of the people will not face
Life and Eternity alone. We will face it from among the
people.

We must lose ourselves again in their sanity, We must
learn through solidarity with the people what Life is.

Masses are never pessimistic. Masses are never sterile.
Masses are never far from the earth. Masses are never far
from the heaven. Masses go on—they are the eternal truth.
Masses are simple, strong and suré. They never are lost
long; they have always a goal in each age.

What have the intellectuals done? They have created, out
of their solitary pain, eonfusions, doubts and complexities.
But the masses have not heard them; and Life has gone on.

The masses are still primitive and clean, and artists must
turn te them for strength again. The primitive sweetness,
the primitive caim, the primitive ability to create simply ana
without fever or ambition, the primitive satisfaction and self-
sufficiency—they must be found again.

The masses know what Life is, and they live on in gusto and
joy. The lot of man seems good to them despite everything;
they work, they bear children, they sing and play. But in-
tellectuals have become hored with the primitive monotony
of Life—with the deep truths and instinects.

The boy in the tenement must not learn of their art. He
must stay in the tenement and create a new and truer cne
there,

The Revolution

The Social Revolution in the world to-day arises out of the
deep need of the masses for the old primitive group life. Too
long have they suppressed that instinet most fundamental to
their nature—the instinct of human selidarity. Man turns
hitter as a competitive animal, In the Orient, where millions
live and labor and die, peace has brooded in the air for cen-
turies. There have never been individuals there, but family
clans and ancestor worshipers, so that men have felt them-
gelves part of & mystic group extending from the dim past
into the unfolding future. Men have gathered peace from
that bond, and strength to support the sorrow of Life. From
the solidarity learned in the family group, they have learned
the solidarity of the universe, and have created creeds that
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fill every device of the universe with the family love and
trust, '

The Social Revolution of to-day is not the mere political
movement artists despise it as. It is Life at its fullest and
noblest. It is the religion of the masses; articulate at last
It is that religion which says that Life is one, that Men are
one, through all their flow of ehange and differentiation; that
the destiny of Man is a common one, and that no individual
need bear on his weak shoulders alone the ¢rushing weight of
the eternal riddle. None of us can fail, none of us ean suc-
ceed.,

The Revolution, in itz secular manifestations of strike, boy-
cott, mass-meeting, imprisonment, sacrifice, agitation, mar-
tyrdom, organization, is thereby worthy of the religious devo-
tion of the artistt If he records the humblest moment of
that drama in poem, story or picture or symphony, he i=
realizing Life more profoundly than if he had concerned him-
self with some transient personal mood. The ocean is greater
than the tiny streams that trickle down to be lost in its god-
hood. The Revolution is the permanent mood in which Man
strains to goodness in the face of an unusual eternity; it is
greater than the minor passing moods of men.

Walt Whitman's Spawn

The heroic spiritual grandfather of our generation in Amer-
ica iz Walt Whitman. That giant with his cosmie intuitions
and comprehensions, knew all that we are still stumbling
after. He knew the width and breadth of eternity, and ranged
its fearful spaces withathe faith of a Viking. He knew Man;
how Man was the salt and significance of Eternity, and how
Man's soul outweighed the splendor and terror of the stars.
Walt feared nothing: nothing shook his powerful seremity;
he was unafraid before the bewildering tragedy of Life; he
was strong enough to watch it steadily, and even to love it
without end.

Walt dwelt among the masses, and from there he drew his
strength. From the obscure lives of the masses he absorbed
those deep affirmations of the instinet that are his glory.
Walt has been called a prophet of individualism, but that is
the usual blunder of literature. Walt knew the masses too
well to believe that any individual could rise in intrinsic
value above them. His individuals were those great, simple
farmers and mechanies and sailors and ditch-diggers who are
to be found everywhere among the masses—
those powerful, natural persons whose heroism
needs no drug of fame or applause to enable them
to continue; those humble, mighty parts of the
mazz, whose self-sufficiency comes from  their
sense of solidarity, not from any sense of solitari-
ness,

Walt knew where America and the world were
going. He made but one mistake, and it was the
mistake of his generation, He dreamed the grand
dream of political democracy, and thought it
could express in completion all the aspirations of
proletarian man, He was thinking of a proletar-
ian culture, however, when he wrote in his Demo-
cratic Vistas:

“T say that democracy can never prove itself
beyond cavil, until it founds and luxuriantly
grows its own forms of art, poems, schools, theol-
ogy, displacing all that exists, or that has been
produced anywhere in the past, under opposite
influences.”
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Walt Whitman iz still an esoteric poet to the American
masses, and it is because that democracy on which he placed
his passionate hope was not a true thing. Political democracy
failed to evoke from the masses here all the grandeur and
creativeness Walt knew so well were latent in them, and the
full growth of which would have opened their hearts to him
as their divinest spokesman,

The generation of artists that follawed Walt were not vet
free from his only fundamental error. Walt, in hiz poetry,
had intuitively arrived at the proletarian art, though his
theory had fallen short of the entire truth, -The stream of
his successors in literature had no such earthy groundwork
as his, however. When they wrote of the masses it was not
as Walt, the house-builder, the tramp, the worker, had, not as
literary investigators, reporters, genteel and sympathetic ob-
servers peering down from a superior economie plane.. Walt
still lived in the rough equalitarian times of a semi-pionesr
America, but his successors were caught in the full rising of
the industrial expansion. They could not possibly escape its
subtle class: psychologies,

But now, at last, the masses of America have awakened,
through the revolutionary movement, to their souls, Now,
at last, are they prepared to put forth those huge-hewn poets,
those striding, out-door philosophers and horny-handed ere.
ators of whom he prophesied. Now are they fully aware that
America is theirs. Now they can sing it. Now their brain
and heart, embodied in the revolutionary element among them,
are aroused, and they can relieve Walt, and follow him in
the massive labors of the earth-built proletarian culture.

The method of erecting this proletarian eulture must he the
revolutionary method—from the deepest depths upward.

In Russia of the workers the proletarian culture has be-
gun forming its grand outlines against the sky. We can be-
gin to see what we have been dimly feeling so necessary

through these dark years. The Russian revolutionists have
been aware with Walt that the spiritual cement of a litera-
ture and art is needed to bind together g society. They have
begun creating the religion of the new order. The “Prolel-
Kult” is their conscious effort towards this. Tt is the first
effort of historic Man towards =uch a culture,

The Russiang are creating all from the depths upward.
Their Prolet-Kult is not an artificial theory evolved in the
brains of a few phrase-intoxicated intellectuals, and foisted
by them on the masses., Art cannot be called into existence
that way. It must grow from the soil of life, freely and
without forethought. But art has always flourished secretly
in the hearts of the masses, and the Prolet-Kult is Russia's
organized attempt to remove the economic barriers and social
degradation that repressed that proletarian instinet during
the centuries.

In factories, mines, fields and workshops the word has been
spread in Russia that the nation expects more of its workers
than production. They are not machines, but men and women,
They must learn to express their divinity in art and enlture,
They are encouraged and given the means of that expression,
so long the property of the bourgeoisie.

The revolutionary workers have hammered out, in years
of strife, their own ethics, their own philosophy and eco-
nomics. Now, when their ancient heroism i= entering the
cankered and aristocratic field of art, there is an amazing
revalnation of the old value manifest there, We hear strange
and beautiful things from Russia. We hear that hope has
come back to the pallid =oul of man, We hear that in the
workers' art there are ng longer the obsessions and fears that
haunted the brainz of the solitary artists. There is tran-
quility and humane strength. The attitude toward love and
death and eternity have altered—all the fever is out of them,
all the tragedy. Nothing seems worthy of despair to the
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mass-soul of the Russian workers, that conguered the horrors
of the Crardom. They have learned to work and hope. A
great art will arise out of the new great life in Russia—and
it will be an art that will sustain man, and give him equa-
nimity, and not crucify him on his problems as did the old.
The new artists feel the mass-sufficiency, and suifer no longer
that morbid zense of inferiority before the universe that was
the work of the solitaries, It is the resurrection.

In America we have had attempts to carry on the work
of old Walt, but they have failed, and must fail, while the
propagandists still Jack Walt's knowledge that a mighty na-
tional art cannot arize save out of the soil of the masses.
Their appeal has been to the leisured class who happen to be
at present our intellectuals. Such groups as centered around
the Seven Arts magazine and the Little Review fried to set
in motion the sluggish current of vital American art. The

Cold Days

“Be real quiet, and they'll think we've come in to take a train!

. THE LIBERATOR

Little Review, preaching the duty of artistic insanity, and
the Seven Arts, exhorting sll to some vague spirit of Amer-
iean virility, alike failed, for they based their hopes on the
studios.

It is mnot in that hot-house air that the lusty great
tree will grow. Its roots must be in the fields, factories and
workshops of America—in the American life.

When there is singing and music rising in every American
Street, when in every American factory there is a drama-
group of the workers, when mechanics paint in their leisure,
and farmers write sonnets, the greater art will grow and
only then.

Only a creative nation understands creation.
artist nation understands art.

The method must be the revolutionary method—from the
deepest depths upward.

Only an
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A Stary ]ay Mary Heaton Vorse

HERE wasn't any more work for anvbody. In all the

tenements it was just the =ame. It was just the same next

door. Rosie knew because zhe asked Reba Rosalsky, “It's
slack seazon by pants with vou, too?"

“Bure, it's slack season everywhere,” said Reba. “There's
no work nowhere. If I hadn't pot extra shoes last year my
ma said T couldn't go te school this year.”

Slack season had been going on so long that Hoszie had
almost forgotten the time when it hadn’t been like that
Slack season is when your papa isn't working much. Some-
times he works two days a week, and sometimes there isn't
any work at all. When there wasn't any work he went out
to look for it, and then he would come back from the em-
ployment bureau on Fourth street and say, “It's getting
worse and worse.”

Before there was a slack season Rosie's mother didn't have
to work, and now she went out and got pants to finish at
home. She and Katie worked all day long from early morn-
ing till late at night. Katie was sixteen. There were four
others besides Rosie and Katie. And Katie, she_said she
would tell the world, “You never could fill thoze kids up.”

Rosie used to listen to the women in the hall and on the
street. They talked about one thing. They talked about
jobs and what were they going to do this winter. Then they
began talking about the lockout. | They talked in a way that
scared Rosle. They talked about the lockout and the winter
as if it was some awful creature to eat up people.

Rosie's papa scarcely talked to the kids. When he came
home her mother would say, “Well?” and he wouldn't an-
swer. He wouldn't look at her. And he would let himself
down into the chair and lock shead of him as if he didn't
know anybody, and Rosie didn't dare to speak to him.

But Celia, who wasn't five years old yet, didn't know
enough to be afraid of him. She would run up and kiss him
just ag she used to.

Everything was different. Katie seemed mad all the Hme.
They never got anything to eat hardly, but bread and tea.
Rosie could hardly remember when her papa used to come
home bringing a bag of bananas for the children or apples
maybe. It didn't seem az if things could get worse, Then
her papa got sick. They had to take him to the hospital.
An ambulance came for him. It was almost ag exciting ak
having a hearse in front of the house or a wagon from the
“Society” that took away the Massini children,

After that mama sat quiet, staring. When the work was
done she hardly moved, she just sat quiet. When the neigh-
bors eame in she answered their questions in a queer, toneless
voice that gave Rosie a cold shiver, Now and then she would
gay under her breath:

“8ix children and no work.”

“You must rouse yourself,” they would tell her.

“There’s no use talking to her,” Katie would snap. “She
just sits that way.” Katie had a sort of somber pride in it.

For two days even Reba gave Rosie the important place,
She would point her out to the other children saying: “Her
papa's gone to the hospital.”

Then they forgot that Rosie's rapa had gone to the hos-
pital in an ambulance, But Rosie didn’t forget about it. She
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couldn’t for this reason. All the children in school were talk-
ing about Christmas, everybhody talked about it.

Reba said: “If it wasn’t hard times my papa would get
me a doll earriage—anyway he getz me a new doll, and my
big sister, her beau's going to give her a from-real-gold pin.”

Rosie ran up four flights of tenement stairs. Some tene-
ments boil over with people. They have little short stairs.
Some tenements are high between floors and the stairs are
black. You don't meet many people. Rosie's was like that.
To Hosie each flight seemed longer than the last as she got
to the top. When she came in the room lately it
was as though the room was cold with her mother sitting
there so quiet, even though Katie would smash around and
scold in a snarling grown-up voice,

“What am I going to get for Christmaz?" Rosie asked as
she got inside.

“People don’t have Christmaz when their papa’s in the
hospital,” snapped Katie,

“Don't I get nothing 7"

Katie shook her head and barked out, “No!" in a big, loud
tone as if she was mad; then she turned to all the children.
“Don’t let me hear no more talk about Christmas, You ain't
going to get a thing! Not a single thing! Not one of you!
Nothing!"

The boys and Rosie looked at her with open mouths.

“What you gapping for? Can't you hear?” she cried at
them. But Johnnie appealed to his mother,

“Ma, is it true? Don't we have no Christmas thiz year?"

Their mother raised her head slowly as though it was very
heavy to lift. All she said was, “Of course not”

These three words made more impression on them than all
of Katie's scolding.

Celia was sitting on a little stoo]l under the table. She
chanted to herself, “Christmas’s coming, Christmas's coming,
Christmas, Christmas——" making it sound like a song the
way little children do.

Rosie crept underneath the takle. “Don’t sing that, Celia,”
she said. ""It ain’t going to do any good. There ain’t any
Christmas.”

"“0Oh, yes there is," said Celia.

When they were in bed Rosie tried to explain about it.
She couldn't make her see. You couldn’t get Christmas out
of Celia’s head. She was confident about it as about sunrise,
She knew there was going to be Christmas. There was =
little Christmas tree up on the corner. Thers were lights in
the windows. Christmas was coming. It would come to her,
too. Every time she talked about Christmas coming it seemed
to make Katio madder,

“Shut up with your Christmas, you!” she would holler.

And every time she would holler she would look up in a
scared sort of a way at her mother. But vou couldn’ shut
Celia up any more than you could stop birds twittering; the
only way you can stop them is to wring their necks. You
couldn't, of course, wring Celia’s neclk,

In bed Rosie asked Celia, “What you think you're going to
get for Christmas?"

“I'm going to get an apple,” sald Celia, “An apple and
lots of things."

Some way, apples were a symbol of prosperity for all of
them. Before slack season their father used to come home
with pockets bulging with apples.

“Why don't you get her an apple?” Rosie said to Katie.

“Yes, an’ a diamond ring,” snapped-Katie. “You shut up!™

“She's going to be awful dizappointed.”
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Read not to contradict nor believe, but to weigh and
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consider. All of the pro-

gress in the world’s knowledge has been made by men who read books. Of the

things thus learned was it truly said that

““Knowledge is Power.’’

On this

list is the literature that will help you get interesting and useful knowledge.

The Appeal’s Pocket

The Appeal’s Pocket Series cons
have some special appeal to a wide circle of readers.

Series

ists of books, each of which has proved by continued demand for it to

Fach volume contains at least 64 pages, and is bound

in heavy cardboard. Each volume is complete. The books are of a Series thoroughly in keeping with the

settled charm of which each volume has deeply impr

pssed the booklov

ers of the last year ana a nalf.

Liberal Education Through Reading

We have a special bargain for you, in order to introduce our great Anpeal’s Pocket Series to you. We want yon to order

a ket of 50 volumes—fifty separate titles—and see for yourse

1¢ what a great library we are rapidly building up—a library of

low-priced good reading matter that will serve the common people as a university in print.
We have selected the following 50 titles, which we are going to let you have at a specially low price—less than 10 cents
per volume. In other words, these books, worth $12.50, are yours by sending only $4.75 to the Appeal to Reason. You save

$7.75 by acting NOW. For the small sum of $4.75 you get the following

1. Marx Versus Tolstoi, debate he-
tween Clarence Darrow and Arthur M.
Lewis.

2 FEpigrams of Henrik Ibsen,

2. Sgcialism, and How It Is Coming,
by Upton Sinclair.

4. The Foundations of the Labor
Movement, by Wendell ‘Phillips.

5. Maxims of Napoleon.

6. Socialist Pepper-Box. Socialism
explained for beginners.

7. The Strength of the Strong, by
Jack London. A powerful story with
a socialistic moral.

§. Pope Lee's Encyclical on Secial-
ism, and Robert Blatchford's reply.

6 Would the Practice of Christ’s
Teachings Make for Social Progress.
A debate between Prof. Scott Nearing
and Dr. Percy Ward.

10. America's Prison-Hell, Kate
O'Hare'z brilliant exposure of our
prison systen.

11. Fight for your Life! Ben Han-
ford's famous classic of Socialist in-
terpretation.

12. Socialism for Millionaires. Ber-
nard Shaw at his best

13. Tolstoi’s Redemption.

14. Controversy on Christianity. A
debate between Ingersoll and Glad-
stone.

15. Rome or Reason. A debate be-
tween Ingersoll and Cardinal Man-
ning.

16. War Speeches and Addresses of
Woodrow Wilson.

17. Keir Hardie's Socialist Epi-
Frams.,

18. Debate on Vegetarianism.

19. Debate on Spiritualism. Be-
tween Conan Doyle and Joseph Me-
Cabe,

2(). Proverbs of Arabia.

21, George Sand’s Thoughts and
Aphorisms.

29 Tartuffe, by Moliere.

deal of tommyrot written about Lin-
coln and the working class. ‘This book
tells exactly what his position was
and exposes the many fake state-
ments credited to him.

25, Love Letters of Men and Wom-
en of Genius

26, Michael Angelo’s Sonnets,

27. The Socialism of Jesus.

98, Speialism Versus Anarchism. In
this book Daniel DeLeon tells you
what each is and why they are op-
posed to each other.

99, H. G. Well's Country of the
Blind, The story of 2 man who can
see and who is thrown inte a country
in which the inhabitants are all blind.
Refutes the proverb that in the coun-
try of the blind the one-eyed man is
king. ¥There is a lot of wit and a lot
of wisdom in this fine work.

30, The Religion of Capital. Paul
L.a Fargue has a preat deal of fun in
thiz Socialist safire on capitalism.
Many laughs and many interesfing
thoughtz to each page.

31. Epigrams of Oscar Wilde.

22, Proverhs of China.

23. Montaigne's Essay on Love.

24, Mrs. Annie Besant's “Marriage,
Past, Present and Future.

35, The Color of Life, Fifty rapid-
fire sketches of people as they are
By E. Haldeman-Julins.

36. Poems of Evolution.

37. Questions and Answers About
Socialism. The only book of its kind.

28. 500 Epigrams of Wit, Wisdom
and Wickedness,

29, The Wisdom of Ingersoll, Strik-
ing excerpts from his writings and
speeches.

library of 50 volumes, postage prepaid:

40, Instinet and HReason: Insects
and Men. A clever essay by Clarence
5. Darrow.

41, Vietor Hugo's famous Oration
on Voltaire.

42, Tolstoi’s Short Stories.

42, From Monkey to Man. An es-
say on the romance of Evolution.

44, The House and the Brain. By
Fulwer Lytton.

45, William Morris’ “A Dream of
John Ball."

46. Oscar Wilde's “The Soul of Man
Under Socialism.”

47, The Dream of Debs and What
Life Means to Me. By Jack London.

48. On Going to Church. By Ber-
nard Shaw.

49. An Appeal to the Young. By
Kropotkin.

5, Nietzsche: Who He was And
What He Stood For.

If you want any partieular titles of
the books listed above, you can hove
them ot 25 centz each, the regulor
price, But if you order the entire
get of 50, on the blank’ below, yow will
get them for only $4.75, whick is a
wenderful  bargain, bringing the
price of each book below 10 eents per
copy. Thiz offer cannot held open for
any length of time. We are making
wou this proposition merely to inbro-
diece the Im-:ri'n to wot. Omee youL get
acquainted avith the Appeal's Pocket
Sepies you il want to get the reat
of the library, ond you will find it
liberal education.
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Girard, Kansas

Appeal to Reason, Girard, Kans,

Order Blank for Appeal’s Set of 50 Volumes for $4.75

For the enclosed $4.75 please genid me, postage prepaid, the 50 books

23, Karl Marx and the American : el S : ' i
Civil War. A valuable book of origin- listed by you in the February, 1921, issue of The Liberator.
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"I think Woolworth's is a blot on Fifth Avenue,

“That's about all from you!” Katie eried fiercely.

The days crawled along one after another. Christmas was
coming nearer all the time.

Celia kept on chirping about Christmas.

Rosie felt she couldn’t stand it. Rosie felt that something
awful would happen when Celia woke up and didn’t have a
single thing. It was all right for big kids of eight vears
old—they could understand. Life had already taught the
lesson: No work, no money. No money, no presents.

But Celia still believed in miracles and fairies and all the
rest. You couldn’t get it out of her, and since you couldn't,
something had to be done about it. Rosie felt she was the
one to do it. The reason was, She knew how Celin felt.
She knew how horrible it would be to wake up on Christmas
when you believed in it and find nothing. That was why it
was just as though some one closed a hand tight over Rosie's
heart every time she heard Celia sing:

“Christmas, Chrigtmas!
Chrigtmas, Christmas!”

sitling on a stool underneath the table,

Rosfe stood by the fruit-stand, and people she knew walked
past her., High over her head Mr. Markowitz was talking.
“I buy the boys tricycles. I geta tricyele for Jakie and one
for Joe. I got them through the wholesale, through Max

It really does seem so Bolshevikil™

Goldstein.,” Mr, Markowitz had a laundry; he was rich.

Everybody had a bundle. There were people with Christ-
mas trees in their hands, People stopped and bought fruit,
golden oranges, searlet apples. They bought grapes, purple
and white. They bought figs and dates,

Rosie stood there and watched them. The fruit man was
very busy. Rosie was standing near a pile of bright-red
apples. A tremendous thought came to her—

“What if I should take one!”

The world rocked. Taking things was stealing. If vou do
that, a policeman comes and shuts you up. The very first
thing you learned in the world was, You mustn’t take things.
Things belong to somebody else.

Nobody was watching her. The fruit man’s back was
turned. Rosie sidled eloger up to the apples. She put her
hand around one. It seemed to close around the apple of
itself. The apple seemed to help her,

It was done. She was walking away, the fold of her skimpy
little dress around her apple.

She had stolen an apple,

Celia would have Christmas,

She walked quietly down the street, though her heart was
bumping itself out of her thin little chest. Nobody had seen
her. Christmas for Celia—g big apple red as fire. She
crossed the street and began to run. She ran down the block,
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Books by MARX and ENGELS

“In every historical epoch the prevailing mode of economic production and iexchange, and
the social organization necessarily following from it, form the basis upon which is built up, and
from which alone can be explained, the political and intellectual history of that epoch.” This so-
cial law, first stated by Marx and Engels in the Communist Manifesto in 1848, is now accepted

joyfully by millions of workers, and intellectually by a growing majority of the students and

teachers of social science. The writings of Marx and Engels, in which this law is developed and
applied, offer the soundest explanation and the surest forecast of the tremendous changes through
which the world is passing. We publish the only American editions of these great works,

CAPITAL, A CRITIQUE OF POLITICAL ECONOMY By Karl Marx

An encyelopedic analysis of the whele system of capitalistic produetion and circulation of commodities, showing how
the surplus value produced by the laborer is appropriated hy the capitalist. Cloth, three large volumes, $7.50.

A CONTRIBUTION TO THE CRITIQUE OF POLITICAL ECONOMY By Karl Marx
A shorter work covering the whole subject more briefly, with special attention to the questions of currency and bank-

ing. Cloth, $1.25.

THE POVERTY OF PHILOSOPHY By Karl Marx
A reply to Proudhon’s “Philosophy of Poverty,” denying that poverty can be cured by any such easy panacea as mut-

ual banking or co-operative societies. Cloth, $1.25.

THE EIGHTEENTH BRUMAIRE OF LOUIS BONAPARTE By Karl Marx

A keen and searching historical study of the famous “coup & Etat” which made Louis Bonaparte emperor of France.
Cloth, 76 cents,

REVOLUTION AND COUNTER-REVOLUTION, OR GERMANY IN 1848 By Karl Marx

A brief history of three eventful years when the middle elasses gained control of Germany by the aid of the wage-
workers, and lost control through their own cowardice and inefficiency. Cloth, 76 centa.

VALUE, PRICE AND PROFIT By Karl Marx

A small handbook in which the theory of surplus is concisely discussed. Cloth, 75 cents; paper, 15 cents.

THE COMMUNIST MANIFESTO By Marx and Engels

The great historic document in which the theories of historical materialism and the class struggle were first put be-
fore tha world. Millions of copies ecirculated. Cloth, 75 cents, Paper, 10 cents,

SOCIALISM, UTOPIAN AND SCIENTIFIC By Frederick Engels

A graphic prophecy of the wonderful events now unfolding, with an explanation of their economiec causes and their

inevitable outcome. Cloth, 76 cents.
LANDMARKS OF SCIENTIFIC SOCIALISM By Frederick Engels

Thizs work, the German title of which is #Anti-Duehring,” was written in reply to an alleged convert to socialism
who attempted to introduce middle-class methods and conceptions into its propaganda. Engels' reply shows the close
connection between Marxian socialism and evolutionary science. Cloth, $1.25.

FEUERBACH: THE ROOTS OF THE SOCIALIST PHILOSOPHY By Frederick Engels

: A Jeply to a forgotten philosopher, which, however, smhodies an excellent statement of socialist theory. Cloth,
756 cents.

THE ORIGIN OF THE FAMILY, PRIVATE PROPERTY AND THE STATE
By Frederick Engels

: Explains the economic basis of social institutions and their necessary changes in response to new economie econdi-
tionz. Cloth, 76 cents.

For sale at bookstores or sent by insured mail on receipt of the advertised prices.

CHARLES H. KERR & COMPANY, Book Publishers
339 East Ohio Street, Chicago
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INTERNATIONAL RELA-
TIONS of LABOR _ By David

Hunter Miller

The extent to which international discussion and eontrol of
labor questions has gone is not generally known, and this
volume presents some of the more important aspects in con-
venient compass. The author is a lawyer of international
reputation, and was legal adviser to the Ameriean peace
mission. These Harvard lectures not only show clearly the
results of the war and of the treaty of peace upon the inter-
national position of labor but are suggestive of the possi-
bilities of a Labor World Parliament. $1.50 net.

YOUTH i BRIGHT MEDUSA

B_}’ Wi’!ﬂ Cﬂther Author of “My Antonia,” ete.

Eight distinguizhed stories. “A veritable Koh-i-noor in the
rhinestone and paste tiara of contemporary literature, De-
cidedly a literary event which no lover of the best fiction
will want to migs."—New York Times. £2.50 net.

PSYCHOANALYSIS and
BEHAVIOR By Andre Tridon

A book of practical suggestions for the application of psycho-
analysis to the problems of every-day life. Mr. Tridon gives
in concise and very readable form a summary of the theories

MOON-CALF By Floyd Dell

Mr. Dell’s story of Felix Fay and our middle west has been
accorded the reception due a notable work of fiction, “Drop
whatever you are doing and read ‘Moon-Cal”, We'll say it's
some movel."—Heywood Broun in The New York Tribune,
“A great book. And an author full-fledged assured by this
one book of a permanent place in the literature of America,”
—Harry Hansen in The Chicago Daily News, 32.50 net.

HUNGER By Knut Hamsun

Hamsun, once s street-car conduetor in Chicage, now the
recipient of the world’s highest award of literary distinetion,
is on everybody's lips.

“In this book,” says the New York Evening Mail in a leading
editorial, “he has recorded the privations, the longings, the
stirrings, the disappointments and the aspirations that go
to make up the lives of the vast masses of men and WOIMER
n America and throughout the world.” £2.50 net.

FOUNDATIONS OF SOCIAL
SCIENCE By James M. Williams

FProfessor at Hobart Collega

An important contribution to the study of internationalism,
nationalism and labor problems from the psychologieal stand-
point. Professor Charles A, Beard says: “Nobody can read
this book without learning something important. Those who
will disagree most violently can learn the most if they will.” of the four schools of psychoanalysis—those of Freud, Jung,
$6.00 net. Kempf and Adler. $2.50 net.
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ducked up the dark tenement, started upstairs. It was black
as night. The flickering gaslicht was not yet lit,

On the first landing she stopped and felt the apple all over,
She slid its cool cheek against her hot one. It smelled so
good.

Ehe walked off the second landing and stopped to smell it
again. It smelled like paradise to Rosie. On the dark tene-
ment. stairs the smell erawled into the very inside of Rosie’s
stomach. The smell said, “Eat me, take a little bittee hite,
Rosie; just take one little hite!”

For days and days Rosie's stomach had been drogged with
hunger—bread and tea, tea and bread, polenta without any-
thing on it—sometimes a little bit of grease. The dull
monotony of what she ate had blunted the slow starvation
that she was suffering, for when children get mo sugar and
no fat they starve,

Now it was as if all the hunger of the past months rose up
and gripped at Rosie in her longing for this apple. Love of
life itself was urging her: “Eat the apple, Rosia!” Every
little hungry portion of her cried out dumbly, “Rosie, eat
the apple!"

But it wasn't her apple. It was Celin's Christmas,

With the apple pressed close to her nose, right in front of
her lips, she walked up the third flight of stairs, and there
in the darkness, blood beating in her ears, her heart pounding
like a drum, it happened.

Rosie never knew how. She didn’t eat the apple. Some
way it just forced itself down her throat Something
stronger than she and bigger—something very terrible—ata
the apple for her. There was Rosie standing in the black
darkness of the hallway chomping the apple, wolfing it down
like & wild creature. As she ate tears were streaming down
her cheeks, A choking in her chest made her feel as if her
heart would burst.

Then some one took her by the shoulder, and Katie’s voice
came sharply:

“What ya doing here? What va eating here in the hall?
Where'd ya get that? Tell me where ya got that?"

Desperately Rosie gulped the last bite.

“March upstairs and tell me where you got that. I bettya
you stole it!"

Terrible sobs shook Rosie,

“Ma, look here; look at Rosie. She stole a applel”

But Rosie was past any reproaches. She was crying with
the desperate tears of one who has betrayed one's own heart.
There was something in the desperation of her grief that
broke through Katie's fury,

“Deon't ya cry, Reosie! Don't ya cry.
I wisht ya'd taken a dozen.”

Her mother looked up from her apathy,

“You're erazy!” she said. “What you saying to that childl”

Then a furious anger shook Katie,

I'm glad va took it.
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“I wish she had! Look at the kids! Look at 'em! Rosie—
stop! Stop crying!” And she coversd Rosie's face with
fierce kisses. “Don't you care! It's all right!"

But Rosie went on erying bitterly. How could she explain
that she wasn't erying because she stole the apple?

She was crying because she had stolen Celia's Christmas.
In her hunger she had committed a crime against Celia’s trust
in the goodness of the world. Celia wouldn't ever again
sing—

“Chrigtmas Christmas!
Christmas, Christmas!?

Ido versus Esperantn

SO.‘I.‘IE time ago an objection was raised by the guardians
of the shrine of Esperanto to our publishing an adver-
tisement of the other international language, which is called
Ido. It seemed that Esperanto had been endorzed by the
Soviet Government of Ruzsia, and that Ido was a sort of a
counter-revolutionary imposter.

In view of this objection the Liberator asked for a full pres-
entation of the argument from the sources of both advertise-
ments, and secured text books of both languages, and I was
asked to study them a little and make a decision. 1 came
to the study with a certain prejudice in favor of Esperanto,
but T leave it with the opinion that Ido is a decided improve-
ment upon Esperanto, retaining what is best in its funda-
mental structure, and discarding what is cumbersome and =till
amatenrish. It seems to me that the unwillingness of the
Esperantists to aceept this improvement upon their language
has been due to that devil in human nature which always
tries to turn everything into a church. I do not know as it
is generally understood that the devil is responsible for the
sstablishment of churches, but he is, and the evidence that he
has been at work here is contained in the very thesis presented
to us on the Esperantistical side of this argument.

“Poday,” says our correspondent, “yon or I can make practical
nse of Hsperanto, hecnunsds Eeperanto has stood ita ground for nearly

thirty-five years and in that time has bLuilt up an organization that
makes a knowledge of the langnage VERY USEFUL—espescially to

+ the man whose interests are broader than the limitations of a single

raee or natlon.

sTake the Universala Esporante Asocio, for instapce. Here =
an international, world-wide organization, represonted by delegates
in more than one thousand eities in every corner of the world, These

delegates stand ready to serve nny Haperantist in the world who ls
in meed of information or any kind of service that oune human being
might reagonably ask from a personal friend. That iz Do theory—
it ix a FACT. Philologicnl problems are aside of the point. An
Eeperantist enjoys all the advanfages of thizs great organization
while his Idistic friend iz talking about the acensative case ani
cirenmflexed letters!"

This statement is in sufficiently extreme contrast with that
of a supporter of Ido, who has played a prominent part in
the propagation of both languages. He says:

T pan discass only linguistic matters, not elaims of ‘practi-
cal successes.! They are valueless even if true.”

[t seems to me that linguistic matters—"the accusative case
and circumflexed letters’ in Esperanto, for instance—are the
very matters to discuss in estimating an international lang-
uage. They are the matters I have considered in deciding
that the Liberator cught to continue the publication of the
Ido advertisement, and that if the Soviet Govermment has en-
dorsed Esperanto to the exclusion of Ido, the Soviet Govern-
ment—Allah have mercy upon me!—has made a mistake.

Max EASTMAN

The Dowapoll

Hung’ ary
By Ann Chamberlain

Buda-Feat.

T]I]:'.' downpull here is that of hunger and hatred. There
are three great hatreds—hate for the Old Men who
turned the thumbserews upon the vanguished at Versailles;
hate for the Italians, who went over to the enemy; and
hate for the Jews, who are rising faster than the Hungarians
can endure. They are reminded always of the Old Men by
the hunger that is clutching at their vitals; they need coal
and milk, and there is little; and this winter will be the
worst of the terrible winters that Hungary has seen.

Strangers in the chief streets of Buda-Fest do not see the
realities; they see only the curtain in front—the gavety of
the theatres, cabarets and lajfe-hauses. People downtown
laugh and drink and wear good clothes; they laugh fo-
night; to-morrow must take care of itself; it may bring—
anything. But these laughers can afford to laugh; they are
of the bourgeoisie, the lucky ones the wise ones, who put
their money on the fight between the international gladi-
ators, and who won—won, strangely, when the fighters for
whom they shouted were beaten into the dust. Their hands
are still soft. Nightly the Ritz, the brightest of
the hotels, is frequented by three classes, the foreign diplo-
mats, the profiteers, and the courtesans, the latter class of
courze living off the profiteers.

When the sun goes down over the gray buildings of Pest,
then the miseries are hidden. Night-lights downtown come
out and put a false glamour on life. Nights in the show-
places do not reveal the children, and it is in their faces that
one reads the tragedy most vividly. Malnutrition has struck
at these people like a blight upon a forest. Am American
here, sitting in a eabaret one night, said that the next gen-
eration in Hungary would all be bowlegged. The predic-
tion was hailed as a merry quip. But it is approximately
true; the bones of a whole race have become softened from
lack of proper nutriment. . . . Yet men and women here go
on bringing children into the world. One hears little of any
move toward birth control.

In the daylight omé gets close to the realities—the old
glothes, the patches, the haggard faces. Go into the back
streets by day, either on the hill-slopes of Buda or along' the
flat pavements of Pest across the river, and you find vour-
gelf at the bedside of a race that is gasping for life. . . . 1
looked for the cripples from the war, but there were none to

Have you a friend who complains that his
Liberator never comes? In nine times out
of ten, we find that such people have for-
gotten to renew their subscriptions. Tell
him to drop us a postal of inquiry and give
us a chance.
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138 W. 13th Street New York City
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Would you like to see from the “inside” the Mooney “frame up,” and the campaign of
Big Business against the Reds? Read the story of a secret agent and “under cover” operative:

&é 1 00% 99
The Story of a Patriot
By Upton Sinclair

This book is now out-selling “The Brass Check” in the United States. Arrangements have just
been made for publication in Great Britain and colonies. Translations for half a dozen European
countries are under way. Our German translator writes: “Three publishers have clamored for
‘100%." I am waiting to see what a fourth, who wired me today, will offer.” Dr. Frederik van
Eeden writes from Holland, enclosing a half page review of the book from “De Amsterdammer.”
It begins, “Goed Zoo, Uppie!” We don’t know what this means, but perhaps somebody will tell us.
Dr. van Eeden writes: “This is a wonderful beok that you have sent me. The title is bad, but the
book is a marvel. I love you for it. It is sharp as a needle and strong as an engine. T should not
wonder if it were read very soon all over the world.”

Allan L. Benson writes: “I have a slight grievance against you for being sleepy today. At
11:30 last night, I went to bed, and I picked up 100%’ to read until 2:30 this morning, and then
would not have put the book down if I had not known that I would be dead today if I did not get
some sleep. It's a peach! T'll write something about it for the January number.”

We call the attention of librarians to the fact that the “Bookman” for December reports one

. of the six books most in demand in libraries of the Western states to be

“The Brass Check”

A Study of American Journalism

Also the newspapers of Seattle, Washington, and Newark, N. J., report it the book most in de-
mand in the libraries of these cities. We ask your attention to the following from “The Church-
man,” New York:

"It would be wholesome for public opinion to have this book in the hands of a million readers. The facts
which Mr. Sinclair has collected and set forth in this volume, dealing with the suppression and falsification of
news by the Associated Press and American journals gemnerally, ought to be refuted or something ought to be done
to reinstate truth in the heart of American journalism. If enolgh people were to read the testimony which the
author brings to bear to support his charges, either Mr, Sinclair would be compelled to answer to the charge of
libel or the Associated Press would be forced to set itz house in order.” -

The new edition of “The Jungle” is now read ¥ and is selling rapidly ; also “Debs and the Poets.”
We are pleased to state that a friend has purchased from the publishers the copyright and plates
of “The Cry for Justice,” and has placed them at our disposal to issue an edition of this book at
cost. We have signed an agreement to take no profit from this book. The price will be $1.00 paper
and $1.50 cloth, postpaid, instead of $2.00 net, the former price. Also we are pleased to state that
we have purchased the copyrights and plates of “Sylvia,” “Sylvia’s Marriage,” “King Coal” and
“Jimmie Higgins.” Concerning “Jimmie Higgins,” we have just received the following letter from
Romain Rolland:

“First let me say that T am ashamed of not having written you before to tell you how much T
admire your ‘Jimmie Higgins.” It is one of the most powerful works which have been written on the
war. No novel of this time is nearer to the art and the spirit of Tolstoi. It has his abundant life,
the virile human sympathy, and the impassioned truth. One such work will survive in an epoch,
and will be its dread testimony to the future. If, as I hope, a new szocial order, more just and more
fraternal, succeeds in establishing itself, your Jimmie, that sincere hero and martyr, will remain
in the memory of men the legendary figure of the People sacrificed in the epoch of the Great Op-
preszion.” J

The prices of 100%, The Brass Check, The Jungle, Debs and the Poets are the same—single copy, 60c., post-
paid; three copies, $1.50; ten copies, §4.50. Single copy, eloth, $1.20, postpaid; three copies, $3.00; ten copies, 39.

UPTON SINCLAIR, Pasadena, California.
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be seen. They had all been sent away to farms and institu-
tions, I was told, but no one I met could inform me where
any of these institutions were. On the steps of public build-
ings, in the parks and in subway entrances are many ragged
women sitting with bables in their laps, holding out a hand
and erying: “Segan! Segan!” (Poor! FPoor!) in endless
monotone. Sundays the parks are crowded with families—
men strolling with thin children and little pregnant wives.

The Hungarians have suffered vastly more from the peace
than from the war. During the four years they managed to
get along; but the treaty took mine lands and agricultural
lande, timber, eattle and practically all of Hungary's raw
material. And her money is worth little more than old maga-
zines in America. The treaty took away from Hungary
everything except her hatred.

The poor come daily to our kitchen door to be fed. They
are glad to take away used tea-leaves. ... Ten thousand
refugees from adjacent countries—Roumanians, Czecho-
Slovaks, and others—are here living in box cars, eattle cars,
and any sheds they can find. It has been so since August.

x L] L

To-day the kitchen maid was discharged. She was a glip
of a girl of seventeen, and was four months pregnant. When
this terrible fact was cast at her, she retorted that shoes
cost 1,000 crowns a pair. Her wage was 300 crowns a month.
Before the war five crowns equalled an American dollar.
Mow a dollar iz worth from 310 to 365 crowns. Stockings of
cheapest cotton cost 120 crowns. Cotton gloves are 120 a
pair. A good cook gets 300 a month, while an ordinary
servant gets 400,

* ® L3

The Jews have the money, and they are hated. In no
country are they more hated than here—and yet they are
the most dependable of all the peoples in Hungary. They
are hated because the Hungarians fear their ascendency.
There is a malicious joke about the Jews going the rounds
here—it ia told at dinner tables and even in some of the
lower-down variety theatres; this: “The League of Mations
is going to kill off all the Jews. Then the negroes will be
the lowest race on earth.” . .. Despite all the hatred, the
Jew has steadily pushed his way upward in. Hungarian
affairs; he is strong in law ecircles, he has achieved greatly
in medicine: and the Jewish influence in Hungarian litera-
ture is strong. Yet it is only permitted that five per cent.
of the children attending school shall be Jews. This is a
gpecial concession—a sop—and it is not whole-hearted.

Lurid stories are told by the rich in Buda-Pest of the days
when the Reds were in power here, how people’s homes were
searched and jewels, luxurious furnishings, extravagant cloth-
ing were all eonfizeated wherever visible, Wealthy folk dug
holes by moonlight in their gardens and hid diamonds, Neck-
laces were concealed beneath the flooring or behind wall-
panels. Firearms, which were forbidden by the red regime,
ware likewise hidden. Servants went over in great numbers
to tha Reds. . . . A ghoemaker and his family would move
into the home of a rich man and deposit themselves, bag,
haggage and bugs. During those times the peasantry were
not really happy, the rich assert. -

The Danube is murky gray, hiding grim secrets. It must
have been red only a little while ago, and the red has been
washed on to tha sea. . . . I saw it at dusk to-day. And at
evening T talked with one who has heen resident here for
years. She was depressed. I asked why.

“There are unpleasant things in the papers to-day,” she

THE LIBERATOR

said, “Four political prisoners were hanged this morning.
There is little formality about trying such men. The papers,
which are government organs, give the details in a fearful
way.”

She looked out upon the river., “It groans with its memor=
jes,” she said. ‘“When the Reds were overthrown, five hun-
dred of them were hanged, and their bodies thrown into the
waters. . . . But there will be another turning. ...”

BOOKS

“Poor White

Poor White, by Sherwood Anderson. (B. W. Huebsch.)

SHERWDDD ANDERSON'S new book is, first of all, &
eollection of contradictions. It is a movel that violates
every tradition of novel-writing; it is a narrative that breaks
off, interrupts itself and wanders dreamily into history,
metaphysics, poetry; it is lyrieal and epical in the same
breath: it iz an attempt to make a form without a pattern,
to burst a mould before filling it. It is, first of all, these
things. But this list of opposing qualities does not begin to
express the contradictory powers of “Poor White."

Imagine “Winesburg, Ohio,” on a larger scale; quicken the
native backsround with the rise of industrialism following
the Civil War: subtract the earlier condensation, add a new
intensity and you will have the gkeleton of Anderson's un-
shapely and astounding work. "Pgor White" bares a dozen
different lives, but it sets out primarily to tell three distinet,
stories, The first story is that of Hugh McVey, a dis-
couraged, dream-ridden boy born in a little hole of a town
stuck on a mud-bank on the sghores of the Mizsissippi—a
child of poor white stock who “piddles around” until his
dreams turn into mechanical labor-saving contrivances and
he becomes an inventor. The second story is the development
of Clara Butterworth, a daughter of the prosperous Middle-
West, a vigorous life-lover, confused and driven back upon
herself, groping toward some way out, secking something
which, fulfilling her hungers, 1s beyond sex or self. The
third story—and one which enfolds and overshadows the
other two—is of the progress of industrial Ameriea: the
gudden push of factories, the scramble to gas and oil-flelds,
the mad march of boom-towns, the huge and futile trinmph
of the machine, “Without musie, without poefry, without
beauty in their lives or impulses, a whole people, full of the
native energy and strength of lives lived in a new land,
rushed pell-mell into a nmew age."

And how has Anderson told these three tales? Realisti-
cally, one might say off-hand. But Anderson's realism is a
strange growth; it iz as far from the eollogquial matter-of-
faetnozs of Sinclair Lewis as it is from the detailed wveritism
of Theodore Dreiser. It is the visionary leap and intuition
that relates Anderson closer to Carl Sandburg and to D. H.
Lawrence. Like Sandburg, Anderson uses realism as a
spring-board from which he jumps into a mystical world;
like Lawrence, he makes every incident a point of departure
—a juncture where people, symbols and implications are
inextricably bound. The backgrounds are local, the speech
of the characters is unusually direct, the gettings are actual

—and yet “Poor White” seems to move through a nimbus-

of fantasy. In it the figures rise, suffer and fall in cloudy
splendor; they stumble in a half-light pierced by terrific

e —— = R




FEBRUARY, 1921

flashes; they are uneanny, primitive, grotesque and fearfully
alive. Anderson is most himself when his material is least
“normal™; his affinity for what i= extraordinary and even
exaggerated in nature brings him, skirting the edges of
defeat, to a dozen amazing triumphs.

The book is a record of these intensified incidents that
take on the proportions of allegory. There is the figure of

- Joe Wainsworth, the harness maker, who in a rage against

the commercialism that has inereased his profits and killed
his joy in labor, murders his assistant and cuts into ribbons
the machine-made harnesses he had been bullied into buying.

‘There is the almost apocalyptic figure of Peter Fry, the

blacksmith, who stands on the street corners of Bidwell,
Ohio, like a local prophet of scorn; jeering, abusing, flaying,
roaring his jeremiads; finally driven to shout, in the isola-
tion of an old cow-pasture, the things which expediency for-
bids him to utter in the streets. There iz the beautifully
rounded portrait of Jim Priest, the farm-hand who under-
stands men through his knowledge of horses, who sees in the
silent power of personalities like General Grant and the
Jockey Geers, the stuff of victory. And there is Hugh Me-
Vey himself, planning his first invention, crawling across the
field and making his body simulate a machine, pointing his
arms like pistons, imitating the mechanical strokes of the
plant-droppers—a character mythical in significance, rich in
realization.

One outstanding failure, and that one possibly due to
Anderson’s method of spasmodic and gudden illamination, is
the struggle of Clara. It is obviously the least complete,
although Anderson tries to make Clara the second most
important figure in his story. She is only half realized, less
than half expressed. For several moments you feel that ghe
is about to take her place and give form to this shapeless.
ness, But her outlines grow vague and we lose her, We re-
tain only snatches of her development that omit too much;
she is jerked from one episode to another, leaving great
gaps that demand to be filled. We are told that Clara is
gent to the State University at Columbus before she comes
back to marry Hugh MeVey. Yet of her contacts, her plans,
the conflict of education and her dreams, of the inevitable

-~ impressions that a sharp change of environment must have

made on so sensitive a seeker, we learn nothing. These four
years—the most formative ones of which we are told—yield
nothing more to the reader than a few conversations which
reveal only one phase of Clara’s problem.

But it is the record of the rise of industrialism which
dwarfs these people who serve it without understanding it,
that iz the author's finest accomplishment. One of the great
achiavements of our recent literatura is Anderson’s reflection
of this monstrous power that spawns cities overnight, that
creates civilizations and kills culture with the same pesture,
that substitutes false slogans for fundamental ideag and
reduces to a new slavery the very servants it had promiszed
to free forever. It iz the poet as well as the prophet in
Anderson that writes:

~And all over the conntry, in the towns, the farm honses and the
&mwﬁng citles of the now country, people etirred and awakened,

hought and poetry died or passed as a heritage to fecble fawning
men whoe also beeame servants of the mew order. Berlous Foung
men in Bldwell and in other American towns, whose fanthers had
wilked together on moonlight nights along Turner's Piks to talk
of God, went away to technleal schools. Thelr fathers had walked
and talked, and thoughts had grown up In them. The Impolse had
reahed back to thelr father's fathers on moonllt roads of England,
Germany, Ireland, Franes and Italy, and back of these to the moonlt
bills of Judea, where shepherds talked and serlove young men, John
and Matthew and Jesus, caught the drife of the talk and made poetry

of it. But the seriovs-minded sons of these men In the new land
Were swept away from thinking and dreaming. rom all gides the
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volce of the new age that was to do definlte things shouted at them.
Eagerly they took up the cry and ran with it. Millions of volces
arpse. The clamor became terrible, and confuged the minds of all
men., In making way for the newer, broader brotherhood Into which
men are some day to emerge, in extending the invisible roofs of the
towng and cltiea to cover the world, men ent and croshed their way
through the bodies of men.”
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Anderson with the Russians. If, as has beci said elsewhere,
his quick sensitivity has prevented Anderson from writing
a good novel, it has helped him to approximate a great one,
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A New Startling Kind of Reading
He spared neither position, fame or fortune, Wherever he discovered fakes or frands, sham or pretense, injustice
or imposition, falseness or deceit, there he dezcended like a bolt of lightning regardless of consequences, heedless of

the devastation he wrought, careless of the reprizals he brought down upon hiz own head, Millions loved him, mil-
lions hated him. Society was shocked, the guilty hungr their heads in dishonor, the whole world blushed for shame.

BRANN, the Iconoclast i

They could not silenes him—ther sould not 8top him with power or money or threats. 2o they killed him.
Oh, vain is death. For to-dag Rrann's faming =2pirit again startles the worid, At Inst the esmplete writings
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fe Clvilzation & Impress others with your opiniens fnd convictions—Lf you would make ¥our utterances breathe with 1T,
Sham? gindle with =pirit, glow with heanty, sparkle with wit, seintillate with originality—then you munst lave thi=
Speaking of Gall great mew edition of Prann.

A Bacred Leg Show = o From Brann's pen flowed a mere combination of
Batan Loosed for a s letters, but they marchod with stately tread,
TI::-umm e ls 01' e galloping with breathiess fury, frolicked with

Wickedness of frresistilile humor. Langnage molded Itself 10

1‘1‘:::‘:n From thi Y R d‘ R ll w Whil ]11.‘-] mnodl, ;‘-:n-'q' to his helghts of f.-ul..ql-_'r. alfime-
A 3 o rth to bis caprice. rolled forth in f thunderous Lo
Grave 'ﬂ“r ea m-g ea }r ﬂ e rent ot Lis anger. With the genius of his pen

%h’l‘ .‘i:nuflr of Hell B played upon the heartztrings  of homanity,
fid Inur i Thousands hove been held beneath the spell of his strange magie. ‘Thounsands have folt the charm of his style
S EMu laughed with him in his lighter meods, gasped ot bis daring, shuddered at hiz morciless attack, Thousands
di"h“ e to 01 have been moved to tenrs at his puthos, have felt their hearts wrenched wiih eompassion, their emotions

hr:lI!:::-"“r::I'"h eerfnl ghattered and shredded, their blood fowing faster. He wag known ns the “Wizard of words."”
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