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has yet appeared in this country.” Ten Russian Posters, repro-

duced in their original striking colors, also 34 half-tone illustrations
and 11 placards in Russian and English facsimile—would alone give extra-
ordinary distinction to

ALBERT RHYS WILLIAMS’

new book

Through the Russian Revolution

“THE handsomest and most deeply human volume on Russia that

{| But the text itself is of ‘even
greater importance. -Mr, Wil-
liams, who saw more of the cen-
tral critical scenes in the great
revolutionary drama than any
other “foreigner,” tells the story,
not of Lenine and Trotzky, but
of the people, their hopes and
dreams, their sufferings, their
successes and failures.

1 Every chapter in this exciting,
picturesque and authentic re-
cital -is, in the opinion of the
best critics in this country, *“a
brilliant achievement in dra-
matic writing.”

At $£2.00 it is the most remark-
able book offering of years.
“THROUGH THE RUSSIAN
REVOLUTION" must be re-
garded pre-eminently as a work
of literary excellence and per-
manent historical and cultural

TI:I | C KEM :' L value, Buy your copy today!
b BONI & LIVERIGHT

Tae REp PEasaNT, SoLDIER AxD WOREINGMAN (am fhe left) To THE
CossAck (center): COSSACK, WITH WHOM ARE vou? WITH US OR WITH 103 West 40th Street, New York

THEM?—(THE LANDLOEDS, GENERALS AND CAPITALISTS).
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Good Clothbound Books on Sale at
Low Prices Until December 31

Until midnight of December 21 you can take advantage back after five days' examination and vou will get  your
of our new clathbound book sale. So far we have devoted money returned without quibble or argument,
most of our energies to paperbound books, but we are now There never was a hetter chance than this one to et
placing on =ale some of the finest books in the English lan- some genuinely worth while hooks at remarkably low prices,
guage — substantially bound in cloth — at very low prices, Rush in your order today. Your books will be in the mails
a8 the figures below will prove. We advise yon to hurry in 12 hours after your letter gets on our files.
your order, as we cannot guarantee these titles will remain This sale will offer an unusual opportunity to buy books
in stock very long. 1 for your own library er for Christmas gifts. Clothbound

All earriage charges are prepaid. Add 10 cents to per- books are of standard library size. Orders must be mailed
sonal checks for exchange. If you order C. 0. D, then we before midnight of December 31. If postmark shows order
‘fﬁhuil send your shipment carriage charges collect. By send- was mailed after midnight of December 31 your money will
g cash with order you simplify the transaction and enable be returned, After December 31 the price goes back to nor-
us to assume the expense of the parcel post charges. We mal. Remember this is a limited offer. Send your order
gmarantee satisfaction. If you don’t like the books send them  and draflt, money order or registered letter today,

New Tictorinl Atins of the World, The most hondreds of otbers deawn upon for their best) ton Sinelalr. Cloth. 90 pages 1 1sely
Hp-to-idate atlas, Just issued. Conloins trea- | niterances. Was %5, but until December 31| lustrated, Selected from pagen. Profusely iis
tes of peace. 160 map pages In colors, Total saamsrrssasssasaans SLEEY Ing o perlod of five thoosand vears,  Introdoe-
pages 440. 81 Tig by 10 Cloth, Contains : — tion by Jack London. Was §2, but until Die-
mAps of evo iivision of the earth’s surface,| The Wandering Jew, Fugena Sue. Cloth. | cember 31 L0 e .20
incloding those of the newly-formed natlons| 1400 pages. Complete, A great elassie of 1t- - e
of Europe and the officia]l peace terma upon| eratumn Was £3.75, but uwntll December 31
which thia i daries of the new Buropenn Tio= | OnIF oo e ol it v amnbalome s sss os s assssse . K195

ed.  Price was &4L75, but untll
g L e S

250 lnnguages cover-

The Cry for Justice. Anthology by Slnclair,
Paperbound. O pages. Same text aa cloth
edition, Was $1.25, but until Dec, 31 only Stc

Short Talks om Faychoelegy, or Prychology
: : —— | in Every Day Life. Prof. Charles Gray Shaw
Robert G. Ingersoll’s 44 Complete Lectures | Cloth, 200 pages. Was $L85, but until De-
Cloth. 411 pages. Printed from pew plates. | comber 31 onl¥ i...ciseasresssssrsssssss SLIY
The most complete volome of Ingeraoll’s waorks | = — —— -
ever issnad., Price was $105 but untl] De-| Martin Eden. Jack London's greatest movel.

1320 Federnl Census.  Cities and towns . of
the United States arrnnged in alphabetical or-
der by States. ‘Alse gives population of all
the Stetes and the United States for the venrs

eombap | nly : gl Cloth. i pares. fas i | : Tie = s

e i “_n_lh_ R 5 i '_'_'31 e i.,!.,:;r,,lm. ;ﬂlt,rﬁ';:f‘:f “ .I?.i]..l.]...l.”.t. _LI"_'_“h of 15, 1010 and 1920, and the porcontape of
Thomas Palne's Theologleal Works, Cloth, | — - e | incrense or decrease. An Invaluable referenee

135 n "Tha Ag sagon,” The Cry for Justice. An anthology of the| work., Paperbound. Was $1, but until De-

E Prophecie “Rights of | Literature of Soclal protest,. BEdited by Up-! cember 31 only ..c..onciinivacensnsanses T

23 S 10e oo Dec. 31

#1.85, but wntil December 31 only........§1.15
Wenlth Agninst Commonwealth. By Henrs

. Lioyd. Cloth. 5§60 es. It 15 the book
thal ovary Amer itizen should remd, An
#mazing work, Was §5, but notll December &1
T B S

semrnrranns Ball

e e — — - Qur last eala of the Appeal’s Pocket Serics of 218 volumes was an lmimense sue-
.;'h noviel by . and Mrs, Haldemnn cess. We sold over 3,000,000 coples during the limited time in which we offered the
Cloth. X E Frin only a few public its plek at only 10 cents per volome, Since conducting that sale we have added
months pgo and now In {48 seventh edition. 21 more titles, A there ls a great interest in these books we will list them for you

A atory that has not its like In Awmeriean 1t aE follows:
il

erature, deserd Fltaln phase of Life in 5 =
the MIddie W & Laidy Windermere's Fan, of All Flesh.™ 254 MeXNenl-B8lneclair Debate

Bt @R’ it never hefors heen

deseribed.  Was 2185, bot until Decomber Oecar Wilde, 225 On a Certaln Conde- on Soelalism, A thrill-
OnlY L .icsas e LR T e O e e L [ L The Klss, And Other scenslon in Farelgners. I“F contest beitween T,
—— S— - Bioriss. Anton Chekhov. dames Hossell Lowell A, MeNeal, editor of

Complete Humorons Works of Josh Billings, : The Human ‘Tragedy. | 526 Frofessor Bernhardi; A Benntor Capper's Kuan-

Cloth., 5 rog,  With 100 [linstrations by Anatols France, Flay. Arthur Schnitz- tas  Farmer and Muoil
Pom Nast, bumorous sketeles,  Was $2.04 Essays on the New Tes- ler. and Breees, and Upton
bt untll Decemdser 31 only ... tnment, Hobi. Blatch- | 227 Keats, the Man, Hi= Binclalr, the famous au-
T = r: ford, Work snd His Friends. thor of “The Jungle.™”
Women, and Faur Other | 228 Aphorlsms of Thomas Five Essnya, Glibert K.
Esgnys, Manrice Mae- | Huxley. Chesterton,
terlinck. 229 Diderot, Havelock Ellls, The State and Heart Af-
2 The Vempire and Other | 230 The Flevcoe  of Grold. falra af Eing Henry
Foems, Ruodyard Kip- Theophlle Gantier, VI,
ling, WM EIghy Humorous I'oems in Prose, Bande-
Essay on Swinborne Bketches, Samuel Cloam- Inlre,
Hir Arthuor Quiller- ome (Moark Twain), Helleetions oan Maodern
Counaoh. 232 The Three Sirangers. Belonon Huxlay,
God: The Enawn manid Thomns Hardy. Twenty-slx Meén and a
Unknown, Baniuel But- | 233 Thooghis on Liternture Glrl, and Oiher Toios,
ler, muthor of "The Way and Art, Goetlie, Maxim Gorkl,

I
]

The Age of Reason. Thomas Palne, Paper-
b «  IBT pages. Ap Investigation of true
ald fabulous theology., Was 80 conts, Lut
tl Drecombwer 31 only .. PR

Alysateries of I'arls. Euo
Cloth. 1812 g
#t In Ame

e 31 only

Lien Miseraliles,
pages. Complete,
nal French hy Lase
bt wotil December 81 only ..o oiaein

ctor Hogo, ] 1134
nalated from the orlgl-
Wraxall.

In order to arousge further Interest in this famous pocket serles we shall let you

take youp pick of the books listed above mt only 10 cents per book, This offer holds
2 IO P e e L Y E - ot good only ontil midnlght of December 31, when the price will go back to 25 cents par
. I}“,"J_l[',';. “1'1;";::.‘“""'“ ':’:i"f‘IfL‘:" E";‘;“ ta "]-:_1"_'_ copy, the regularly advertlsed price. If you want all of these new titles almply send
s kil B T b i R . §2.30 with your order and say you want us to semd you, parcel post charges prepaid,
srhound. Was §1, bot until December 231 : i ) I I
iy ' i o i the Y25 New Focket Serles Titles.” We will do the rest. Order as many or as few as
e AR oo U ol T T i o bl 553 you want, but we feel gore that after studying the entire list you will want all of the
s z | rooks nt the special rate of 10 cents ecach or &9 I Looks, HRemember, this

L Wi A1 iR » - i

1ﬂ:ﬂ:- rl‘-T.‘.rm.:.‘ml;.:??.E;“r;ﬂ1|'I|;{|*.:_:.'|'||r;|1|!||E'I|-I:i_1IF:.'hi;:.:.:::t.. offer iz good only ontll December 31 and it positively 1 not apply to the tiiles

which were Hated ln our last sale; lo other words, this limited offer holds only to the
new titles Hsted herowlth and not to the 218 tltles already In our library. When ordar-
h'.-g less than the set, opder by numhber,

phers on death, immortality, heaven, hell, ete. |
Lord Bacon, Shakesapeare, Aristotle, Plato, |
Socrafos, Browning, Buffon, Burng, Carlyle,
Coto, Cieero, Emerzon, Gallleos, FHazlitt and |

E. H. Julius, Pres., Appeal Pub. Co., 1123 Appeal Bldg., Girard, Kansas
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EDITORIALS

B}T Max Eastman

0 a reporter for the New York Herald the Government

«outlined its Far Eastern poliey, as follows:

“It is desired in the Far East to obtain the complete sep-
aration of politics and economiecs. This policy is not only
favored by the administration but it has the entire support
of Wall Street.”

In other words, it is the policy of the administration to
“kid jtself to death,” and invite Wall Street to join in the
sport. Economics and politics are as inseparable as sub-
stance and appearance. That is not a matter of policy or
hypothesis. That iz the given fact—the principle datum
upon which any intelligent policy must be based.

The Importance of Being Unknown

ENTIMENTALISM might be defined as imputing to
things in abstract contemplation an emotional wvalue
which in conerete reality they do not possess. And there
never was a better example of it than the spectacle of all
these mighty war-generals and ministers-plenipotentiary
rushing round the world pinning medals on the coffin of an
“unknown soldier.” They have no such impulse and no such
emotion towards any actual soldier, nor towards all the zol-
diers put together, as the bread-lines and employment agen-
cies eloquently attest. And if this soldier should by zome
mysterious accident suddenly become known—become, that
is, & real individual—they would have no such impulse or
emotion towards him. Suppose he should poke a woolly head
up over the side of the coffin and murmur, “Why for you-all
reckon you's makin' dis big fuss ovah me?” The bubble
would be pricked, and the mighty generals and ministers-
plenipotentiary would retire in cold confusion.

Fac ts

MOTHER thing that must remain unknown if we are to
gentimentalize successfully, is the motivation of our en-
trance into the war. For this reason the American Legion—
a society for the perpetuation of sentimentality and the status
guo—has passed a vote of censure against Colonel Harvey
for giving the publie a little glimpse of the true facts. Har-
vey said at a Pilgrim's Day dinner in London that Ameriea
went into the war to protect her own interests, and because
ehe was afraid of the consequences if she stayed out. If by
America we understand primarily American business, that is
a simple fact which any honest historian a hundred years
hence will have to record, If we had, gone to war for the

-

rights and ideals we professed, we shonld have gone when
Belgium was invaded by the Kaizser's armies. We went to
war primarily to protect the interests of American business,
and our soldiers were not heroie in going because they had
to go whether they wanted to or not. ose are the facts.
And because 1.|:E‘:.' will not sustain or J"_;]:-'I:i,l,':-,' any of the

magniloquent emotionz with which the world has agreed to
flatter its conscience, they must remain unknown. Harvey
will restrain himself, and our little voice will not be heard

in the eternal glorious chorus of sentimental self-decepfion.

Uﬂl'l]g Ideals

HERE is an impulze towards ideals in every man. There

are two ways of satisfying it. One iz to idealize the
facts, and the other iz to try to change facts in the direction
of an ideal. People who are trying to change facts i11. the
direction’ of an ideal can bear to zee facts in their naked
reality. They seem “cynical” to the people who satisfy their
idealistic impulse in the other way. But they are not cynical,
they are intelligent.

There iz still ancther way of using ideals. That 15 10
tell yourself that you are striving towards them, but locate
them far encugh in the future so that no actual efforts or
discomforts are necessary. They then serve the purpose of
accommodating you to the facts just as well as they serve
the sentimentalist, and give vou at the same time the appear-
ance of being infelligent. That iz the way of the social
fraitors, the “centrists.” That 1s the distinction, in a pﬁ.\'chﬂ-
speaking, which has split the international

logical way of
socialist movement.

The Cap{taliat International

LTHOUGH the manifestoez of the Third International
seem to me in general to contain the best wisdom there

is on the international situation, I cannot make my mind
agree with their offhand dismissal of the present assemblage
at Washington, as a thing without any possible significance or
result. T think the disarmament conference, and the confer-
ence on Far Eastern questions, and even the Leagoe of Na-
tions—in short, the general disposition toward an alliance of
imperialistic powers to prevent war among themselves—is an
authentic movement of bourgeois society. The significant fact
about war between these powers is not the extent of its hor-
ror—the murder and hate. The significant fact is that it has
rrown to sueh proportions as to be bad business even from
the standpoint of the possessing class, Inter-imperialist wars
have got into the same position that “free competition” got
into. And the formation of an alliance of the Bip Business
Mations for the maore tranqguil exploitation of the peoples of
the earth, iz a movement similar to the formation of trusts
within the different nations. It is & movement whiich in the
seonomic field is already well under way, and we see here in
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the newspaper dispatches from Washington only the political by the revolutiomists.”

shadow following along. f

The mistake of the Moscow Manifesto, it seems to me, iz in
reparding nations as entities too abzolutely fixed. Nothing
iz fixed when it gets in the way of the neceszities of success-
ful buziness. And while the Moscow analysis of the difficulties
faced by thiz conference iz valid, and makes it sure that
nothing final or very momentous will be accomplished imme-
diately, itz assumption that the whole enterprise means
nothing and foretells nothing, seems to me a little casual
and superficial,

Our attitude to an approaching alliance for peace and
prosperity among the great capitalist nations should be some-
what similar to our attitude toward big business combina-
tions. We should not déride it as & phantom. We should get
ready for it as a possible and perhaps very ominous fact.
We chould make the workers realize the neceszity of strength-
eéning and enlarging their own international union in face
of the enlarging union of the capitalists.

A Response

CRITIC of my “Opinion on Tactics" tells me it would be
more useful to the revolution if I should “confine myself
totrying to write poetry and leave proletarian polities alone.”
He makes it plain in the sequel that he ought to have confined
himzelf to religion from infancy. His'ex-communication is
a testimonial. Anyone who really understands that seience,
and not theology, iz the hope of the working elass, muszt be
glad to find himself in flat opposition to the rabbinical bigots
of esoteric communism who are wrecking the American move-
ment.
I said in my article that “sinee the Chicago conventions,
except for deepening and confirming the split, nothing of
appreciable value to the cause of communism has been done

My critic advances no facts to the contrary, but pretend-
ing I meant to imply that it was not of great value to deepen
and eonfirm the split, he calls me a “politically nearzighted
sentimentalist.” If he will read my articles on Morriz Hill-
quit and my answer to Robert Dell in the Liberator for No-
vember, 1920, and January and May, 1021, he will find that
I gave all I had to the cause of deepening and confirming that
split.

Of the premise of the Third Internatiomal that "This i
the period of the breakdown of eapitalizm,” [ stated that it
““is not true of the United States in the same immediate sense
that it may ba true of Europe.”

My critic condescendingly explains that by eapitalism
in this statement the Third International meant “world
capitalism.”  Another far more intellirent eritic offers
me the same information. I know what the authors
meant. I know that world eapitalism is contemplated
in that =zentence, and generglly in the Marxian lit-
erature, as a unit. I was not discuszing theories or ways

of talking. 1 was stating a fact, And it makes no difference

whether the Marxian text-books and the executives of the

Third Inmternational, and all the wise men in the universe
choose to speak of world eapitalism as a unit, and mean by
the word “period” a sufficiently long time to include the col-
lapse of the whole institation. It does not alter or contra-
diet tha faet that the statement quoted “is not true of the
United Statez in the same immediate sense that it may be
trne of Europe.”

I was aware that in pointing to this fact and drawing the
conclusions from it I incurred the risk of being regarded as a
pacifist or identified with the social-traitors and “eentrists,”
for they make =z voluminous use of the same fact. I am
willing to inecur the rizk. The distinction between a revolu-
tionist and a yellow socialist does not appear to me so fragile
that it has to be preserved by re-
fusing to perceive and state facts.

It iz natural that my &
upon the extreme exploitation of

the idea of discipline

acks

should alzo

all forth a bitter rejoinder from
the Bolshevik priesthood, be-
cause that 1dea is the backbone of
ez, MY

their church. Nevert

it of Marxian
inder iz not.

attack iz in the

gcience and thei i

The revolution will not come, or

survive if it

cOming

' 7 1
tepen Lunmaame

upon dis-
cipline. It will net survive if it
depends fundamentally upon any-
thing the phyzical

of prodacti
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tary

COnagl

and the heredi
en. A
of that faet iz the ezzenti
tinction between Mars as o
tical engineer andy the Utopian
socialists who preceded him. And

il

instinets of

we ought not to let the peculiar

situation which « has arisen in

Clara Zetkin, German Delegate to the Third International,

i:m;?-arsinﬁ With Andrés, Spanish Syndicalist.

Russia distract us from such £E
sentials,

Two pieces of news have come
out of Russia which were intellee

.
Ll




|

p——

S5 2

-

-

e e

- "E"“" gy sl Sl

Who Wi Help the Liberator?

HOEVER you are who opens this
magazine, here is the essential fact
about it. It stands for a revolu-

tionary alteration in the manner of
distributing wealth. For that reason it gets
practically no advertising from the business
community, and it competes with magazines
which live by their advertising income. There-
fore it has to be supported by money contribu-
tions. In the past—both for The Liberator and

 The Masses—the bulk of these contributions has

been raised by Max Eastman, and for the most
part from well-to-do people. Whether because
of hard times, or because our opinions have
acquired a more serious meaning since the revo-
can no longer be
That

phase of our existence has come to an end.

lution in Russia, the money

raised in this manner. It is impossible.

We were prepared to make this announce-
ment last June, when the government very fact-
fully stepped ir. and paid us eleven thousand
dollars which we had advanced for excess post-
age under the third-class rates. This enabled us
to pay our debts, and lay our plans for continu-
ance until next March. We expected then to
make this announcement next March.

Early in October, however, while the business

manager was away on sick-leave, .our long-
trusted bookkeeper and advertising manager,

SR “The
tion of Money’'—departed with four thousand

Mylius, author - of Socializa-

dollars. We have made every effort to appre-

hend him, short of instituting proceedings which

would result in his being put in jail, and that we
do not want to do.

The result is that this announcement comes
now, instead of next March. It is not only an
announcement, but a frank and final appeal to
our friends in the revolutionary movement.

What we ask is that some person, or some
group or committee, come in and take charge
of the business of raising money for The Lib-
erator by means of balls, concerts, debates, plays,
picnics, circularization, and all the other devices
by which the revolutionary press in all countries
is supported.

There is no one of us who feels able, even if
he were willing, to quit his artistic or literary
work in order to assume this task.

We are ready to produce the magazine—with-
out remuneration if necessary.

Is there not some person, or some group, who
will take charge of the financing and promotion
of it?

Pending an answer we shall bring out an-
other number, better than this—the best you

have ever seen—for our enthusiasm and deve-

tion to The Liberator were never warmer than
they are now.
In that number we shall announce the result
of this appeal, and tell you what to expect.
Max Eastman, Michael Gold, Boardman
Robinson, Claude McKay, Floyd Dell,
Arturo Giovannitti, William - Gropper
Hugo Gellert, Art Young,
Becker.
Emergency Committee of the Editors.

Maurice




Fort Leavcnwurt]}

One was the enor-
mous role played by the moral will of a few consecrated
idealists organized in the communist party, a role of increas-
ing rather than decreazing importance. The other was the
statement of Lenin t strification and communism are
one and the same thing. Certainly the Marxian science does
not contemplate the salvation of the world by a consecrated
brotherhood, and certainly it did not depend for its walidity
upon the discovery or exploitation of electricity. The signifi-
cance of both these surprising pieces of news is the same.
The conditions of production in Russia are not such as to
make a communist economy possible—production is not “so0-
cialized"—and wvet the proletariat has captured the power.
To hold on to that power until revelation oeeurs in a ‘eoun-
try where production is socialized, or until Russian produc-
tion can be socialized in a hurry by the accidental help of a
plan of electrification, iz the effort of the leaders of the Rus-

hat ale

g THE LIBERATOR
gian revolution. It is a temporary ef-
fort, depending for its sucecess not
upon the present instincts of the
masses of mankind, but upon the will
of a few who understand the future
and the past. Hence the extreme em-
phasis upon morale, the disciplinary
cult, the dictatorship of an ethical or-
ganization. It iz the inevitable and
right thing- in that peculiar situ-
ation, and all intelliFpent revolutioniats
should suppoit it to an extreme. But
it eannot be peneralized. We cannot
rest the hope of the international
proletarian revolution upon the ac-
guired characterizstics of the devotees
of a cnlt. We might as well go back
to Fourier and St. Simon. And that
reactionary and Utopian emotional
tendency is actmally at the heart of
this peculiar American brand of
“Leftism.”

Another thing that exeites these
priests of the Bolshevik church of
America 15 my assertion that it is not
so much the ruthlessnezs of American
capitalists as the romanticism of
American communists that accounts
for the party's being underground.
“Let Eastman tell this,” sayvs one of
my correspondents, “to the score of
communists now jailed for incredibly
long terms of torture, to the hundreds,
nay thousands, of revolutionary fight-
ers that have been brutalized and ter-
rorized at the bands of the most har-
barous gang of bourpeois bandits
that have ever appeared on the hori-
zon of

class history—a gang with
which the mozt ambitionz white-terror
government on the econtinent ecan
hardly vie in the violence of its class
vengeance,”

It is true that revolutionary fighters
in this country ave jailed for incred-
ibly long terms of torture. That, and
not any marked difference in the law
or the frequency with which thew
are jailed, is the distinguishing feature of the White
Terror in this country. They are jailed practically for
life and they are treated in jail like ordinary eriminals, Every
labor agitator with any force, and EVETY -I'JL:T..‘-']'IH]{(!!:L ml.‘nEu‘a
1t||u:.n:z]'_x- organizer :';r;uiljnurr'.:ﬂiﬁt, has this fate hanging over
him. He knows that he may be cut off in the prime of his
energy, and not only his personal life, but hiz life-work
stopped, and permanently stopped, at any moment. That is
the fact that is peculiar about the American situation, And
if any sane and sensible deduction iz to be made from this
fact, it iz that revolutionary fighters who have any common
prudence, either personal or political, are not going to in-
erease their liabilities gratuitously and for no other .purpﬂﬁﬂ
but emotional expression, by joining an organization which
convicts them of “eriminal anarchy” through the mere fact
of memhberzhip, when their actual duties in behalf of the rey-
alution do not constitute the erime. The peculiar character

Roderick Seidenberg
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of the White Terror in this country, therefore—econsidered
calmly and in relation to the kind of work to be done—offers
an additional reason for not trying to organize the revolu-
tionary leaders in a theoretically illegal underground party.
These remarks are enough to make it plain that I am not
disturbed in my opinion on tacties by the attacks of the In-
fantile Left. 1 am disturbed, however, by one or two mild
cothmendations from members of the Socialist Party. And I
want to call attention to the fact that my article was in the
nature of an appeal to the membership and the seientific
leaders of the Communist Party. Hillguit's followers never
could understand the principle upon which the Communists
gplit from them—the prineiple that the political state, whether
democratic or feudal, iz to be regarded as a weapon in the
hands of the class possessing economic power, a Weapon so
formidable that an equally formidable weapon must be forged
by the class in revolt, a “soviet” ztate capable of enforcing
its dictatorship. Hillguit's followers were trained to believe
that a kind of anarchistic emotional expressiveness was what
distingnished the Left Wing Movement. In that way they
have been blinded to the absolute divergence of belief and
method between them and those who follow the science of
revolution. It is natural, therefore, that a criticism of the
Communist Party for substituting emotional expressiveness
for the practical taszks at hand in America should appear to
them a vindication of their counter-revolutionary innocence.
Their comments ought not to deflect us, however, from a clear
definition and accomplishment of our present tasks,

To M}r Little Son

I CANNOT lose the thought of you:
It haunts me like a little song:
It blends with all I see or do
Each day, the whole day long.

The train, the lights, the engine’s throb,
And that one stinging memory:

Your brave smile broken with a sob
Your face pressed close to me,

Lips trembling far too much to speak;
The arms that would not come undone:
The kiss so salty on your cheek:
The long, long trip begun.

I could not miss you more, it seemed:
But now I don't know what to say:
It's harder than I ever dreamed
With you se far away.

Fort Leavenworth, Ralph Chaplin.

Four Sonnets - By Claude McKay

.A.m € rica

AL’H‘HO‘L’GH she feeds me bread of bhitterness,
And sinks into my throat her tiger's tooth,

Stealing my breath of life, I will confess

I love this cultured hell that tests my youthl

Her vigor flows like tides into my blood,

Giving me strength erect against her hate,

Her higness sweeps my being like a flood.

Yet as a rebel fronts a king in state,

I stand within her walls with not a shred

Of terror, malice nor even a word of jeer.

DMarkly 1 gaze into the days ahead

To see her might and granite wonders there,

Beneath the touch of Time's unerring hand,

Like ancient treasures buried in the sand.

Th 1rst

Y spirit wails for water, water now!
My tongue is aching dry, my throat is hot
For water; fresh rains shaken from g bough,
Or dawn dews heavy in some leafy spot.
My hungry body's burning for a swim
In sunlit water where the air is cool,
Asin Trout Valley where upon a limb
The golden finch sings softly to the pool.
Oh, water, water, when the night iz done,
When day steals grey-white through the window-pane,
Clear silver water when I wake, alone,
All impotent and stupefied of brain;
Pure water from some forest fountain first,
To wash me, cleanze me, and to quench my thirst!

Thr:}ugh Ag‘ﬂny

LL Il]ight, through the eternity of night,

Pain was my portion, though I could not feel.
Deep in my humbled heart you ground your heel,
Till I was reft of even my inner light,
Till reason from my mind had taken flight,
And all my workd went whirling in a reel,
And all my swarthy strength turned cold like steel
A passive mass beneath your puny might, \
Last night I gave you triumph over me,
So I should be myself as once before
I marveled at your shallow mystery,
And haunted hungrily your temple door.
I gave you sum and substance to be free,
Oh, you shall never trinmph any more!

1 am not afraid to face the faet and 24y,
How darkly dull my living hours have grown,
My wounded heart sinks heavier than stone
Because I loved you longer than a day!

I am not ashamed to turn myself away

From beckoning flowers beautifully blown,

To mourn your vivid memory alone

In mountain fastnesses austerely gray.

The mists will shroud me on the utter height,
The salty, brimming waters of my hreast

Will mingle with the fresh dews of the night
To bathe my spirit hankering to rest.

But after sleep I'll wake with greater might, F
Once more to venture on the eternal guest.
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The Yellow Quﬂt

By H. E. Fraenkel

P YOTE SIRMONOV sat sullenly by the cold stove, knees
apart, great torso bent forward. Owver in the corner
by the bare table Mania was feeding their youngest boy
some of the thin soup Pyotr had just brought from the ra-
tioning station. To-day the mixture was more unpleasant
than psual. On his way home the father had licked up from
his hand a few drops spilled in the ladling, and so he knew.
But as he watched the child he saw that it pulped as eagerly
as always., Soon there would come a spoonful that must be
the baby's last; and then the weak wail that never failed,
and that hurt Pyotr like & blade scraped along his spine.

There were others yet to be fed out of the rusty can:
Marig, Mania’s mother, and Pyotr's father, Stepan. Next
came always the two older childven, Pyotr thought heavily,
eleven-year-old Ivan and blond Lizaveta of seven — little
Lizaveta, whose unsteady legs were bowed and whose ab-
domen hung pendulous from the rickets, but whose pale
blue eyes shone unchanging with the gaze of the gentle.
Last there would be Pyotr himself and Mania.

Lizaveta had shamblell inte the room, rubbing together
in the cold December twilight her oyster-white, small hands.
Now Ivan came shuffling at her heels, eyes on the battercd
can, lethargic. Mania's mother followed.

Maria was near eighty and monstrously white and fat.
Hers were the elammiy pallor of the frog's belly and an un-
canny expanse of strangely unwrinkled, aged face. Only a
perverse freak of nature —or God—could have kept her
puffed so fat through these pinching years, Pyotr thought
resentfully. Behind his red beard he clicked vindictive teeth,

Silently he watched her, as he did every day, while she
lumbered about, serving the two children and herself and
setting aside a portion for the grandfather., No fear, indeed,
that she wonld give either lean child a drop too much and so
stint herself or tha bedridden old man, his father. To be
gsure, Pyotr had never seen her take more than her proper
share, and to that he must allow she was entitled. They
were entitled to some things, these derelicts of a preceding
time, he said to himself. But not to much. No longer could
one afford to pamper age, as in the old days. One acquired
different standardz now.

Momentarily his, mind veered, as it had veered so often
during the past months, to God's callonsness. The govern-
ment appeared to ask nothing of God nor indeed of the devil.
It was doing its unaided best. Those visionful, hoping men
had had to choose their stern and brutal means., If only
they were in the right! They must be—they were! Pyotr
wonld have liked to see any other government without sup-
pliezs handle better this sick beast that had been Russia.

But as for God! A sudden rush of heat passed through
hiz body. He was growing used, now, to these heat waves.
They came with the constant hunger. God! FPah! He
would have liked to s=pit upon God, to pull his nose. All
Catholics were imbeciles and had always been imbeciles and
he was an imbecile among them. They prayed and fasted—
fasted when there was no need! His tender-fleshed children
were allowed to starve while aged frog-women grew always
more bloated, and senile men verged nearer desiceation. God!

They owed God a grudge, thoge centuries of worshiping
Catholies. Ah! how he would zet about to insult God, if
he had the chanee, to tell him what manner of swine he was!
The wave of heat paszed from his body. He shivered a little.

It was at this point in his thoughts that Pyotr had stopped
short the night before. | Rizing now he yawned and tred
slowly to the table. Mania had drunk her portion of the
soup and had left him his. He looked into the can and zaw
that more than his actual due remained. That was Mania,
stinting herself again. He grunted and teok three long
draughts. Somehow it tastcd better than when he had tried
it before sundown, and he would have given a pood deal
to finizh it.

He cressed the room and eanght hiz wife by the shoulder.

“Some left for you,” he zaid shortly, and resumed his
seat by the stove. Ske answered nothing., She was a quiet
woman. Quickly she drank the soup.

“How hungry she must be!™ he thought with a contraction
of the thr whz the first time she had failed to ship
over, reg: Iif, with zome gleanings to the baby

at, It

egs of hers

or Ivan or Lizaveta.

Now the children would go to bed. On the way they
would be washed. But nst with soap. Except for the tiny
pit that Mania was hoarding, and which was used on Sun-
days only, there was no scap. Well, the poor, cold, little
bodies might be more comfortable in bed than here. Not
much more comfortable, of course. But they would have
been more so0, much more so, if they could only have had
the wellow quilt.

The yellow quilt. It was the one warm covering the Sir-
monovs had left; but no little Lizaveta might lie heneath its
weight; it was in constant use for the enfolding of the ugly,
thin limbs of senility!

Why, the father thought painfully, might it mot be this
gleeping, night after night, with body growing colder and
colder toward morning, that had =0 warped Lizaveta's legs?
Whenever he thought of Lizaveta's legs, and her long belly,
something in him revolted. Lizaveta had been born the pret-
tiest of the children.

He thought he would go up to see his father. In spite
of the faect that the old man was often, somehow, in his
mind, this would be only that week.  He
would like just to feel the yellow quilt, to see whether it
was standing wear, whether it was still as thick and warm .
as over. Perhaps before the winter was out his father might
be dead and the children free to get the use of it at last.

On the stairs he encountered his mother-in-law. As a
rule she was in bed by now. How she labored to sidle her
unctious bulk between the bannister and the damp walll

“Eh, Pyotr,” she zaid in her croaking, deep woice, “I have
been thinking it over for several weeks.” She could hardly
talk for puffing. “And now I am giving you this” She
placed something in his hand. “You can ftrade it in for
some wood, maybe, or a bag of potatoes, perhaps.”

Pyotr stood silent, while she turned around by deprees,
and began to remount the steps. He looked at the small
package. It was five whole years since he had had anything

his second visit
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with which one could trade. His heart beat. All his neigh-
bors had traded more recently, illegally, but as a matter of
course. Even the luckiest of them all would be about sold
out by now, however. In the opened paper lay a good-sized
topaz. As he felt it, he pursed his lips for a whistle. It
wis heavy. Not rare, but good. Slowly he rewrapped it and
put it into his pocket. For a moment he had almost been
side-tracked by a wave of gratitude. Now hiz mind recom-
menced its labor that was like the chewing of her cud by a
cow. Maria was good, of course, to sacrifice her only treasure,
the stone her father had given her sixty-five vears apo.
Pyotr was rather glad that in the old days of decency he
had never really disliked hiz mother-in-law. Here, for a
wonder, he half-smiled to himself, was one of the old ones
actually being of some real use for a change, An unusual
condition of affairs, unnrecedented and undoubtedly never
to be repeated.

As he reached the landing some of the sullenness flared
into heat. Why hadn’t she produced the stone leng age, he
ﬂ'lﬂ":-'l.g'lﬂ-. when he could have gotten more for it than now?
And why had he and Mania forgotten its existence? That
was like Mania. Still, old Maria had been generally decent
and just, and he sometimes was ready to forget that fact.
“Too bad,” he said aloud, “that she was choozing to be de-
center than usual just now, when it 'l".'a:-i-'ﬂ] ready too late.'

“Now. Already too late”

On the verge of an unknown, half-realized thought his
mind meandered vaguely off. Entering hiz father's room,
like a =zhaggy, half-awake dog, he shook his head, that felt
a little clouded.

The old Stepan was a wisp of a man, His ninety-year-old
face looked like a giant walnut. Painfully from under the
yellow quilt he drew five stiff talons to sigrial to his son
he was aware.

Pyotr seated himself by the bed. In a chlm that seemed
strange and foreign, almost like a sleeper's walk, he looked
contemplatively at his father. It was twelve years, he
thought, since the old msn had been alive, a human being.
He had been a good enough man, as they went. A bit
grasping, a bit suspicious. All told, however, he had been
gquite fairly just and decent, decent and just.

The old man was making a feeble sound. Mechanically
Pyotr bent to listen. He paid no real attention; in actunal
fact he hardly noticed what he himself was doing.

“They are used to having to give me rations for seven,”
he was thinking. “Over at the rationing station I always
get food for zeven. They are used M

. Quictly after a moment, then, Pyotr sat erect. Now like

wthe suddenly immersed blue-prints of the old days at the
vorks, everything stood out before him. A clear, finished
picture, a plan. Some one or something during these past
weeks must have gotten it prepared in there behind his mind;
and now hers the whole thing was. Strange that he had
never gnee had the complete idea before. Very strange.
Incomprehensible,

He turned quietly and felt the yellow gquilt. It was soft
and beautifully thick. The covering, he remembered, was
stuffed with sheep’s wool sheared long ago from old Stepan's
own farm outside the city. And here was a spot where the
stitches were coming loose, the stitches old Maria herself
had worked in.

Rising, he took the cover off his father and began to
fold it aeross. The old man, startled, elawed and made a
guttural sound; but Pyotr hardly heard him and listened

THE LIBERATOR

not at all, When ne had laid the yellow quilt over into six
thicknesses it approached the shape of a large, oblong pillow.
All at once, as though he, too, had seen a sudden picture,
the old man ecraned his head forward. He made a shrill
sound like a doomed bird; his claws fluttered. Pyotr hardly
heard and did not see. “When he was human father was
just and decent,” he was thinking, He grasped the simu-
lated pillow at both ends. Then quietly, like a man working
out a simple link in 8 planned chain, he brought the yellow
quilt down and back over his father’s walnut face. A short
affair, it appeared.

In time Pyotr zaised the quilt. It was just a little wet
just here, where the mouth had been, and he brushed it
against his sleeve. Then he went out to sit on the top step.
He would wait before continuing in his plan, until the frog-
woman should be asleep. So, it would be a simpler matter.

An hour later, when Pyotr descended, Mania was mending
Ivan’s breeches by the stove. She had a tiny candle, a mere
stump, and she plied her cherished needle like the treasure
it was. “You are up, Pyotr 7" she asked, astonished and won-
dering.

He seated himself on his chair by the cold stove. Several
minutes passed before he spoke.

“If your mother and my father died,” he said slowly, “we
could still get seven rations a day. You know that, do
you mnot?” i

“I have sometimes thought of that,” she said, and averted
her face to thread the needle. “We could, if no one knew.
But it would be more than our share. It would not be just
and decent.”

“You are wrong. It would be just and it would be decent,”
he answered with slow emphasis. Even hiz arguments, ar-

‘guments which he had never gone over before, zeemed ready,

prepared, he thought.

“In Russia to-day,” he said, “everything should be equal.
We should all have started over equal. But it wasz not pos-
gible. What with the old ones here to look after, and even
the work I got in the Palace gardens after the factory closed,
stopping so long ago, we started off poorer than our neigh-
bors, and we never hid anything away, either.” “We weren't
able to,” she said. *“Well, lots of thom were able; and lots
of them have no children left, now, to feed. Ours were al-
ways the healthiest in the neighborhood. But some people
have hidden away stuff with which they trade. Maybe the
devil helps them. They seem to get more, somehow, than
we do."” :

He paused. “Well,” he went on, “so if our old ones were
dead we could take the two extra rations for the children.”

He raised a heavy fist towards the ceiling.

*“Under God's nose I'd wave the seven-ration can!™ he
cried in a sudden, thunderous voice. A wave of heat passed
over him. Mania shook a little. “How does one—how do
people keep deaths in a house quiet?” she asked. “That ecan
be arranged,” he said, and struck the shovel that stood
against the wall

She turned as if for relief, to her sewing. After a little:

“Well,” she said slowly, “maybe before winter is out, ons
of them, maybe your father, might " He leaned over;

“Mania,” he zaid firmly, quietly now, “they are both dead.”

Mania gave a low, abortive ¢ry and crossed herself,

In a moment more, tears had begun to slip down her
cheeks. She sat quite still. But she was not grieving. It
seemed to her as though her mind had somehow, without
her knowing, been already prepared.
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“We could not strike against the government.”-=L. E. Sheppard,
Head of the Conductors Union




Hope for America

By Michael Gold

BOUT three weeks ago, by one of those strange com
bin: 1z that arve possible only in New York, I, a
battered, “foiled revolutionaire” of the type common in this
disorderly metropolis, found myself in the company of a
gertain young self-made millionaire. His name iz well-
known; he is a cultured and capable individual; he would
be a loved leader under any regime, and his unguenchable
intelligence has led him to a déep and permanent interest
in ‘the reveolutionary world. But he is sad, as are most mill-
ionaires, for their money makes them suspicious and selfish
and mean, whatever their native characteristics may have
l.u:*ni:JLJ and he was ‘.L'\.'-inp; me that men were too vile for any
improvement, that there was no hope for America, and that
the ardent youth of the movement was throwing itself gal-
lantly and foolishly under the wheels of an eternal Jug-
gernaut,

We were walking through the bright, rushing streets, in
the procession of the city's millions, and I was trying to
prove the contrary te him, that there was hopa for the
world. He listened quietly, and then sighed.

“AR!" he said wistfully. “But you have %0 much more
optimism than I havel”

I could not help smiling, He had a million dollars and a
million friends; the world was his wonderful, pearl-erowded,
gubmissive oyster; while I, at the moment, a free-lance jour-
nalist, near-novelist and ex- and perhaps scon-manual Ia-
borer, was intensely occupied with the problem of raising
the mighty som of #25 for & new and absolutely nmecessary
overcoat. The contrast was scplime. I felt like giving three
cheers; this was a perfect episode in the glorious melodrama
of Life. The millionaire iz a pessimist; the pauper an op-
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Before the war this guy stood on his veranda and
chesred his head off Tor the boys going to the front—

timust; and perhaps it is the only possible attitudes for them
to take mow; perhaps it iz how nobility and beggardom felt
on the eve of the French Revelution; the one striving up-
ward, the other slipping down. Co iral

No, I am not an optimist, dear millionaire friend; I ean
be as sad and sick about the life I see as any of your gloomy
comrades in his darkest hour. There is no. perpetusal sun-
rise pver my world. Too many of my friends, the finest
boys under the heaven, clean, freedom-loving, generous big
men, who spent themselves like antique herces, and not like
modern, seli-constricted millionaires, are rotting in the jails
of America. There is 2 famine in Russia, and sometimes I
cannot zleep at night as I think of those hollow-eyed millions
of simple human beings, the dumb men, the broken-hearted
dumb mothers, the marrowless, withered children, who suf-
fer, under the divine justice, for the sins of the capitalist
statesmen. Soon the winter will come, and Death will run
amuck among these vietims and will crush them like insects.
Vet the whole world does not rise en masse to save them!
I think of this, and I think of all Europe at the present
hour, a vast field of wars, strikes, riots, starvation, chaos,
immeasurable ‘suffering, the Europe that bled itself almost
to death. I think of the chemists perfecting gas-bombs in
their laboratories for the next war; I think of the parlia-
mentarians making speeches, and the premiers plotting al-
liances; I think of policemen.and detectives, and big busi-
ness men; the pillars of this unholy system: I think of min-
isters and other hypoerites. And I think of myself .E.nfl my
intimate friends (you gke, I am selfish, too)} and how we
scramble about every day for a bare living, and are in-
sulted, and degraded, and how we squeeze and pinch out
the essentials and take no thought of the morrow, because
the morrow will be like to-day, forever and ever, since we
are the life-prisoners of poverty; and my heart aches for
all of us, and I assure you that this is no food for optimism,
either.

Mo, I live in no cheerful world: nevertheless I live in a
hopeful one. The world of labor is built on foundations of
despair, but its columns and pinnacles are of strong granite
hope. What keeps me sane is that I have studied a little
in Marx, and have thrown myself a preat deal into the dan-
gerous whirlpools and rapids of the labor movement. I ecan
be gloomy, tired, bitter, sordid, selfish, eynical and disgusted
with the world, but I can never despair. 1 know too much
for that. I know that there i=s something greater than my-
self and my moods that is making for righteousness; that
it iz preater than all the moods of all the men in the world:
that we cam grow tired and old, corrupted and melancholy,
but that the great thing will always be there, It will always
be there while capitalism is there; it is the modern labor
movement, that has been created by capitalism, and that
by the laws of capitalism must go on fighting for its life,
fighting on the defensive against the beast that iz ever-
hungry, fighting because it must conguer or die. And it will
conquer, for the war spelt the failure of capitalistic pro-
duetion, and with its conquest of the world, labor, which is
communistie, will replace capital, which iz competitive, and
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we ehall see great things: there will be all that we have
dreamed of, it iz cortain as the sun.

Marx has never been heard of by immense multitudes of
workingmen; and certain layers of the intelligenstia find a
parazitic pleasure in crawling over the colossal figure and
“eriticising” it with their little jaws; Marx made some mis-
takes; but was it not he who pointed out the tropismatic ac-
tions of humanity in the face of its economic needs, and was
it not he who showed us that hope lay not in the thousand
Utopian impulses toward poodness and reform of fallible
men, but was in the strong-flowing, permanent mass-needs
of labor? It was n preat lesson: and many have not vet
learned it. For them Marx should be a bitter and bracing
tonic during these dark days, more wholesome than the in-
toxicating, vet depressing, draughts of “humanitarian®™
poetry. Read Marx and stody the labor movement closely,
I would say to my sad millionaire friend, you will suddenly
discover that there is room for grief, but not for despair.
The Revolution is here, and capitalism is doomed, as surely
as absolute monarchy was deomed when the Bastille fell.
There iz =till a long, bloody fight ahead for the next cen-
tury, perhaps, but at least revolutionists know that they are
fighting on the winning side, and not on the losing.

Hereditary monarchism seemed woven into the fabric of
the universe, but any thinker knew that it was doomed when
the peoplé began jeering at Louis the Magnificent. Capital-
izsm seems firm as the mountaing; in Ameriea, especially,
the preat machine reaches to the skiez and awes usz with its
immensity, but it is doomed, also; it has failed in Russia
and Europe, it will fail here. It is not absolute, and only
the absolute does not change. It cannot bear criticism or
attack. If one nation has repudiated it, all the nations will.
God himself does not exist while there is one man to deny
Him.

The labor movement cannot die, because it is the sole
shield of the workers against capitalism. And the labor
movement is fundamentally a revelutionary fact, though at
any given moment all who ecarry it on may be reactionary
in thonght. Itz very existence is a eriticism of capitalism,
a threat, a menace, a dissent and disobedience to the laws

society. Gompers is a revolutionist, for
he fightz the open shop. He cannot help himself, and the
labor! movement cannot help drifting everywhere towards its
logical conclusion — which is, the world for the workers.

Things look bad here in America for the revolutionary
forces, Imperialism iz in the saddle; the reactionaries still
maintain their death-hold on the A. F. of L.; unemployment
has put a powerful labor-smazhing weapon in the hands of
the employers, which they are not slow in using; the Social-
ist party, after committing all the errors possible to it, is
breaking up; Debs and the “wobbly™ boys and the Commun-
ists arve still in jail, and we have not been strong enough
a3 yet to get them out,

But the labor movement is going on, and under the super-
ficial veils of defeat new forces are preparing, new seeds
are germinating in the harsh, dark native soil. I shall refer
to but onme new impulse that is gathering itself in our dark
America, and that will ultimately flower in great events.
It iz the work of the Red Trade Union International to unite
the unions outside the A, F. of L. There are almost s*miilion
organized workers in thiz country who have been kicked out,
or have had to separate themselves from the A. F. of L.
and its corrupt and reactionary leadership. They have béen
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drifting along, each union fighting its own battles, insurgent
organizations like the I. W. W, setting up tremendous propa-
ganda currents through the nationz, unions like the Amal-
gamated building up a machine that no employers' drive
will ever break down. But these unions have fought soli-
tary battles. They have not given each other the necessary
gupport in emergencies; they have not combined on some
platform that would have become a national factor with
their backing.

These unions cannot go back into the A, F. of L. even
should they desire it, and the Red Trade Union International,
which has no wish to break up any labor movement before
as effective a one iz ready to take its place, is concentrating
in America on a unity program for them.

There is something beautifully practical about the whole
plan of reorganization; the Russian Revolution has taught
revolutionists everywhere the wisdom of serpents; and the
plan is so carefully detailed and minutely specific that it
reads like the labor of some shrewd engineering genius who
had set his masterly mind to the work of revolution, and
was putting into it the same vision and ability that go into
the building of bridges and the management of hillion-dollar
corporations.

George Hardy, ex-general secretary of the I. W. W., who
has recently returned from Russia, and has been on a speak-
mmg tour through America, is in favor of the plan, and has
been trying to swing the I. W. W. organization behind it.
I zaw him soon after his return from Rochester, where he
had gone to address several meetings of the United Shoe
Workers on this subject.

“I told them up there that no independent union could put
up & real fight by itself; it must have some national sup-
port behind it,” he said. “Why, the zhoe workers had to
take a 10 per cent decreaze in wages recently even though
the industry iz as busy as ever; and it is all because they
are putting up a lone fight. They saw the point, and I
think my whele talk found a highly favorable reception.”

“How have the workers everywhere you have gone taken
to the idea of unity? I asked him.

“1 will say positively,” Hardy told me, “that so far as I
can judge, the rank and file in all the independent unions
is extremely favorable to the idea. I was prepared for op-
position, and was surprised ‘to find almost none, except from
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a few of the irreconciiable leaders.”

“Iz the rank and file of the I. W. W. favorable to such
unity? Will the members, who have gone to jail and suf-
gfered danger for the organization, now let it lose ita identity
and merge into a greater org tion 7" 1 asked,

Hardy is a cauliois, blue-eyed, strong type, a slow-spoken
Englishman, who has been through many battles, and meas-
ures hiz words out with the serupulousness of one who knows
how dangerous or helpful words can sometimes be.

Well” he said slowly, “I will repeat again: I have no
figures, no definite data, but in my judgment, from all the
meetings I have spoken to among I. W. W, I would feel
confident in saying that the rank and file is converfed to
the idea.

“Tt zeem= to me there i3 no other way out for the I. W. W.
According to the ernment figures, it had a membership
of 200,000 at the height of the war period. The memberzhip
has now dwindled down-to some 50,000, Thousands of mi-

gratory workers £ 1igzh the west, rebellions and the finest

material in the world for a revelutionary union, are drifting

They have attended our
literature, but they won't join
now, beeause of the crim alizt laws that have been
passed in seven of the western stat Under some new
scheme of reorganization, we could take out of the hands
of the prosecution all the old material, the sabotage pamph-
lets and wobbly szongz they comviet uz on. We could start
with a clean slate, and we could grow as never before.™

“But the old I. W, W, would die?” I said.

*Yeg, the name would, but the movement which the I. W.
W. started would be reborn, and would go to greater and
greater accomplishments. It seems to me this unity move-
ment is the culminating point in the I. W. W. progress. We
began as an international movement, but have been able to
do little in that direetion, and have become g little provineial.
Mow comes the chance to really affiliate with the rest of
the unionz of our tendencies in this country, and at the

(P

about in an unorganized state,

meetings, they have read ov
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same time link up with the trade union international that
is undoubtedly destined to dominate the future. It i= the
finest chance we have ever had, and 1 am sure we will
take it."”

“What other unions are there who would come in on this
scheme of reorganization?”

“Well, there are the Shoe Workers, three independent un-
ionz having a memberzhip of 50,000; there are the Lumber
Workers of Canada, with 16,000 members; the One Big
Union of Canada, with an affiliated membership of some
10,000 men; the Amalgamated Foodstuff Workers of the
East, with some 25,000 members; the Amalgamated Textile
Workers, who have just reorganized themselves with a mem-
bership of 500,000; the Auto and Aircraft Workers of De-
troit, the only union in its field; the Marine Transport
Workers, who are putting Andy Furuseth's bunch out of
business; and many others. I haven't a complete list with
me. And then, of eourse, there is a big union like the Amal-
gamated Clothing Workers, with a membership of 400,000,
but of course, they would come in last, and perhaps it would
be best if they did. We must be able to match their forces
before we can ask them to throw in their lot with us.™

“Won't some of the bigger unions, like the L W. W,, or
the One Big Union, want to impose their name and identity
on the new organization?” I asked.

“Yeg, that is a problem that must be faced. We might
have a loose federation of the unions, each keeping its own
identity, and this might or might not work. Or we conld
ask the 0. B. U. to merge into the I. W. W., or vice versa,
but neither organization iz prepared to do this, nor is it de-
sivable. The only way out, it seems to me, is to get together
under a new name altogether, and to lay down, as a begin-
ning, only twe fundamental planks for a platform—the
class struggle, and affiliation with the Red Trade Union In-
ternational. I think we could all get together on that.”

“How about the A. F. of L.T What would be the general
policy Iﬂf the new federation towards the old?™

William Gropper

“I'm sorry your stuff won’t do for our magazine — it needs pep, life, vigor.”

AT




DECEMBER, 1921

“We would not go out to smash it blindly, as did the
I. W. W.,” zaid Hardy, with the same cautiouns, canny light
in hiz blue eyes. “That iz one of the mistakes we made in
our impulsive and generous youth in this eountry, and it
must not happen again. We are not out merely to fight, we
are cut to win. And we cannot afford to blunder or waste
our forces. I know I am departing from the traditional
I. W. W. policy when I say this, but experience has con-
vinced me that we have made serious mistakes, and must
find ways of rectifying them. We would not set out to
break up existing unions. Our aim is to unify the working
elass, 1 have seen the I. W, W. take in a teamster’s branch
union that had broken from the A, F. of L., and then I
have seen that whole branch dwindle away. The Western
Federation of Miners, with a membership of 75,000, came
out with Haywood to form the I. W. W., and it has dwin-
dled away. We must not repeat such mistakes. It is better
to have a big, self-dependent labor movement than a weak,
ineffective but pure minority. Wa must vse new methods.™

“And what are they? I asked.

“Well, the opinion seems to be that the attitude of this
new fedeération toward the A. F. of L. should be much the
same as the attitude of the Red Trade Union International
at Moscow toward itz rival, the Amsterdam International.
Moscow has not gone out to compete with the other inter-
national; it does not set up new unions where it enters, but
under tactful leadership, it forms propaganda leagues to
revolutionize the old unions instead of trying to smash them.

“We would use the same methods in connection with the
A F. of L. We would have minority groups in all the un-
ions, who would function much as the shop stewards did
in England, in spreading revolutionary propaganda among
the workers there. They would have their fraternal rela-
tions with us, but they would be A. F. of L. men boring
from within. The only difference from the old boring-from-
within days would be that they would not bore themselves
out, as I did, when I was an A. F. of L. man. The tactics
would be organized, the men would not be working at loose
ends, as they are now.

“We would also usze infinite diseretion in deciding when
an insurgént union would be admitted to our federation. We
would not be over-hasty in taking in the disgruntled groups.
For instance, if the Machinists’ International wanted to ex-
pel ten per cent of its membership, and the men came to us
and asked to be admitted and recognized as the regular un-
ion, we would not grab them hastily, as we do now. We
would first decide whether they ought to fight for reinstate-
ment in order to keep up the fight from within for control
of the whole union.”

“It sounds fine to me, Hardy,” I zaid. “It sounds like the
real thing; it sounds as if at last we may get zome solid
rock beneath our feet in America. But why is there any
opposition to it? Why does any one who wants a decent,
effective labor movement in this country, stand against: this
project? Why do some of the I. W. W. leaders oppose it
=0 bitterly, as I have been told?

“Well," said Hardy, looking cannier and cannier every
second, “people "always have good reasons for opposing
anything. Sometimez a man opposes himself and has damn
good reasons, too. There is some legitimate opposition to
the plan, and we must face it. Some of it comes from the
independent unions—they are a little cautious, and want to
be shown what they can gain by this affiliation before they
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come in. I am sure we can show them. And the I, W. W.
and syndicalist opposition comes from an obszession that the
Trade Union International will be dominated by the com-
munists. There iz a clavpse in the I. W. W. constitution
that was passed. at the time of the split with Daniel De
Leon, forbidding the organization from ever affiliating with
any political party whatsoever. The opposition in the I, W.
W. will base its fight on this eclavse, but I am sure they
will lose. They have not learned the lezzon of the Russian
Revolution, that every workers' movement is a political
movement, that a railroad strike or a milk strike is regarded
by the government as an act against itself, and that we
cannot simply shut our eves to the political capitalistic state
and say it does mot exist. It’s there, and we must take it
into account somehow,.

“Affiliation with the Communist parties does not mean
dominated by them, either., I would be against such domi-
nation myself, but I see no means whereby they could achieve
it.. We would econduct our own affairs in our own way,
and the only point of contact would be on the General Ex-
ecutive Board at Moscow, where three communists would
sit, in a committee of 27 elected by ourselves. We would
also send, in exchange, three of our men to sit on the com-
munist exeentive board. It would not be domination, but
a beneficient contact of the two working elass forces in the
world, for the purpose of quick and harmonious action in
emergencies. Any one who is against such harmony is either
not fully class-conscious, or he iz a partizan bigot.”

“What are you? I asked Hardy.

He smiled for the first time and answered: “I'm a prae-
tical man. The workers are practical, too, and they're rally-
g to this program. We've sent out an informal eall for
a unity conference—it will be held soon—and all the inde-
pendent unions that have answered so far have been in favor
of it. I think something big iz going to happen—wait and
Baa.?

Does it all sound dull and technical, brother millionaire?
Does it sound like a peoor sort of medicine for the jaded amo-
tions, sick of this brutal, chaotie, war-racked world? When
a man's body iz gick, a doctor is called in, & dry, emotionless
technician. He knows hiz job. The leaders of the revelu-
tionary working class know their job. They know that there
is hope for America, for the world. The future iz in their
hands, their strong, eapable hands, their gane, shrewd brains,
their warm hearts. Let us help them all we can as we wait
and zee.

Rear View of the Author of “The Socialization
of Money,” bound for some place










The House of the Dead

(A Memory of the Revohition)

B].;r Albert Rllys Williams

HE émigrés on our train had many points of conflict.
But on one point they agreed: the grave danger lying
ahead of us in Cherm, the preat penal colony of Siberia.

“Pifteen thousand convicts in Cherm,” they said. “Crim-
inalz of the worst stripe—thugs, thieves and murderers.
The only way to deal with them is to put them in the mines
and keep them there at the peoint of a gun. Even so, it is
too much liberty for them. Every week there are scores
of thefts and stabbings. Now most of these devils have been
turned loose, and they have turned Bolshevik. It always
was a hell-hele. What it is now God only knows.”

It was a raw bleak morning on the first of May, when
we rode into Cherm (Chermkhovo). A curtain of dust,
blown up by a wind from the north, rung over the place.
Curled up in our compartment half asleep, we woke to the
cry, “They're coming! They're coming!” We peered
through the window. Far as we could see nothing was com-
ing but a whirling cloud of dust. Then through the dust
we made out a glint of red, the gray of glittering steel,
and vague, black masses moving forward.

Behind drawn curtains, the émigrés went frantically hid-
ing jewels and money, or sat paralyzed with terror. QOutside,
the einders crunched under the tread of the hob-nailed boots.
In what mood “they” were coming, with what Just in their
blood, what weapons in their hands, no one knew. We knew
only that these were the dread convicts of Cherm, “murder-
ers, thugs and thieves”—and they were heading for the par-
lor-cars.

Slowly they lurched aleng, the wind filling their eyes with
dust and scot, and wrestling with a huge blood-red banner
they earried. Then came a Iull in the wind, dropping the
dust sereen and bringing to view o motley crew.

Their clothes were black from the mines and tied up with
strings, their faces grim and grimy. Some were ox-like
hulks of men. Some were gnarled and knotted, warped by
a thousand gales. Here were the eannibal-convicts of Tol-
gtoy, slant-browed and brutal-jawed. Here was Dostolevsky's
“House of the Dead.” With limping =steps, cheeks slashed
and eyes pouped out they came, marked by bullet, knife and
mine disaster, some cursed by an evil birth. But few, if

_any, were weaklings,

By a long, gruelling process the weak had been killed off.
These thouzands were the survivors of tems of thouwsands,
driven out on the gray highroad to Cherm. Through slest
and snow, winter blast and summer blaze they had stagpered
along. Torture-chambers had racked their limbs. Gen-
darmes' zaberz had cracked their skulls, Irvon fetters had
eut their flesh. whips had gashed their backs,
and Cosgacks’ hoofz had pounded them to earth.

Like their bodies their souls, too, had been knouted. Like
a blood-hound the law had hung on their trail, driving them
into dungeons, driving them to this dismal cutpost of Si-
beria, driving them off the face of the earth into its caverns,
to strain like beasts, digging the coal in the dark and hand-
ing it'up to those whao:live in the light.

Cossacks'

Now out of the minez they come marching up into the
light, Guns in hand, flving red flags of revolt, they are
loose in the highways, moving forward like a great herd,
the incarnation of brute strength. In their path lie the
warm, luxurious parlor-ears — another universe, a million
miles removed. Now it iz just a few inches away, within
their grasp. Three minutes, and they could leave this train
sacked from end to end as though gutted by a cyclone. How

sweet for once to glut themselves! And how easy! One
swift lunge forward. One furious onzet, i
But their actions show neither haste nor frenzy. Stretch-

ing their banners cn the ground they range themselves in
a crescent, massed in the center, facing the train. Now we
can scan those faces. BSullen, defiant, lined deep with hate;
brutalized by toil. On all of them the ravages of viece and
terror. In all of them an infinitude of pain and torment,
the poignant sorrow of the world.

But in their eves iz a strange light—a look of exaltation.
Or iz it the glitter of revenge? A blow for a blow. The
law has given them a thousand blows. Is it their turn now?
Will they avenge the long wyears of bitternezs?

A hand touches our shoulder. We turn and look into
the faces of two burly miners. They tell us that they are
the Commissars of Cherm,

The Comrade Convicts
time they signal the banner-bearers, and the
ise up before our eyes. On one in large

At the ss
standards

redd

letters iz the old familiar slogan: Preletarions arizse! You
have nothing to lose but your chains. On another: We
gtretel out ouwr hands to the miners dn oll lands. Greetings

to our eomrades throwghout the world,

“Hats off!"” shouts the commissar. Awkwardly they bare
their heads and stand, caps in hand. Then slowly begins the
hymn of the Internatiocnal:

“Arise, ye prisoners of storvation!

Avrise, ye wretched of the earth!

For justice thunders condemnotion,

A better world's in birth.

No more traditton's chains shall bind wow;
Arise, ve slaves! No more in thrall
The world shall rise on new foundalions.
You have been nawght: you shall be all”

I have heard the streets of cities around the world, ring-
ing to the “International,” rising from masséd columns of
the marchers, I have heard rebel students send it floating
through college halls. I have heard the “International” oh

the voices of E.D’E]ﬂ- Soviet delegates, blending with four mili-
tary bands, go rolling through the pillars of the Tauride
But none of these singers looked the “wretched of
They were the sympathizers of representatives
These miner-convicts of Cherm were the
Wretched in

Palace.
the earth.”
of the wretched.
wretched themselves, most wretched of all.
rarments and looks, and even in wvoice.
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«captive, the moan of the galley-
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tune they sang, but in their singing
one felt the pain and protest of the

slave lashed to the car, the groan
of the serf stretehed on the wheel,
the cries from the cross, the stake
and the gibbet, the anguish of
myriads of the condemned, welling
up out of the long reaches of the
past.

These conviets were in apostolic
succession to the suffering of the
centuries. They were the ex-com-
munieate of mangled,
erushed by its heavy hand, and
hurled down inte the darkness of
this pit.

MNow out of the pit rises this
victory-hymn of the vanguished.
Lul:g bludgeoned into silence, they
break into song—a song not of
complaint, but of conguest. No
lenger are they social outcasts, but
cifizens. More than that—Makers
of a New Society!

Their limbs are numb with cold.
But their hearts are on fire. Harsh
and rugged faces are touched with
a sunrise glow. Dull eyes grow bright. Defiant ones grow
soft. In them lies the transfiguring vision of the toilers of
all nations bound together in one blg fraternity—The Inter-
nationnl.

“Long-live the International! Long live the American
workers!" they shout. Then opening their ranks, they thrust
forward ome of their number., He iz of giant stature, a

veritable Jean Valjean of a man, with a Jean Valjean of a
heart.

society,

Hungry

“In the name of the miners of Cherm,” he says, ““we greet
the comrades on this train! In the old days how different
it was! Day after day, trains rolled through here, but we
dared not come near them. Some of us did wrong, we know.
But many of uz were brutally wronged. Had there been
Jjustice, some of us would be on this train and some on this
train would be in the mines.

“But most of the passengers didn't know there were any
mines. In their warm beds, they didn’t know that way
down below were thousands of moles, digging coal to put
heat in the cars and steam in the engine. They didn't know
that hundreds of us were starved to death, flogzed to death
or killed by falling vock., If they did know, they didn’t care.
To them we were dregs and outeasts. To them we were
nothing at all.

“Now we are everything! We have joined the Interna-
tional. We fall in te-day with the armies of labor in all
lands. We are in the vanguard of them all. We, who were
slaves, have been made freest of all.

“Not our freedom alone we want, comrades, but freedom
for the workers throughout the world. Unless they, too, are
free, we cannot keep the freedom we have to own the mines
and run them ourselves.

“Already the greedy hands of the Imperialists of the world
are reaching out across the seas. Only the hand: of the

Boys in Saratov Deserted by Parents

workers of the world can tear those eclutches from our
throats."

The range and insight of the man’s minds was amazing.
So amazed was my companion, Kuntz, that his own speech
in reply faltdred, My hold on Russian quite collapsed. Our
part in this affair, we felt, was wan and pallid. But these
miners did not feel so. They came into the breach with a
cheer for the International, and another for the International
Orchestra.

The “Orchestra” comprised four violing played by four
prisoners of war: a Czech, a Hungarian, a German and an
Austrian. Captured on, the eastern front, from camp to
camp they had been relayed along to these convict-mines in
Siberia, Thouzandz of miles from home! 8till farther in
race and breeding from these Russian masses drawn from
the soil. But caste and creed and race had fallen before the
Revolution. To their convict miner comrades here in this
dark hole they played as in happier days they might have
played at a music festival under the garden lights of Berlin
or Budapest. The flaming passion in their veinz crept into
the strings of their violins and out into the heart-strings ﬂiﬂ.
their hearers. .

The whole conclave—miners, musicians and visitors, Teu-/
tons, Slavs and Americans—became one. All barriers were
down as the commizsars came pressing up to ereet us. One
huge hulking fellow, with fistz like pile-drivers, took our
hands into his. Twice he tried to speak and twice he choked.
Unable to put his sentiments of brotherhood inte words he
put it into a sudden terrific grip of his hands. I pan fesl
that grip wyet. '

For the honor of Cherm he was anxious that its first
public function should be conducted in proper fashion. Out
of the past must have flashed the memory of some occasion
where the program of the day included gifts as well as
speeches. Disappearing for a time, he came running back
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with twe sticks of dynamife—the gifts of Cherm to the two
Americans, We demurred. He insisted. We pointed out
that a chance collision and delegates might dizappear to-
gether with dynamite—a total loss to the International, The
crowd laughed. Like a giant child he was hurt and puzzled.
Then ke laughed, too.

The second violinist, a blue-eyed lad from Vienna, was
always laughing. Exile had not quenched his love of fun.
In honor of the American visitors he insisted upon a Jazze-
Americane. So he called it, but never before or since have
I heard s0 weird a melody. He played with legs and arms
as well as bow, danc ]
delight of the crowd.

Our love-feast at last was

round, up and down to the great

broken in upon the clanging
signal-bell. One more round of hand-clazpz-and we climbed
k

aboard the train as the orchestra caught up the refrain:

It 45 ‘Lhe I.'..:-"illl -"-'-.I-In'-ll.ff_"

Let cocl stand in his plece;

The Internationale

Shall be the human race,
There was no grace or outward splendor in this meeting.
It was ugliness unrelieved—except for one thing: the pres-
ence of a tremendous wvitality, If was a revelation of the
drive of the Revoly Even into thiz sub-cellar of eivili
zation it had penetrated—into these regions of the dammned
it had come like a trumpet-blast, bringing down the walls
of their charnel-house. Out of it they had rushed, not with
bloodshot - eyes, slavering mouths and dagpers drawn, butl
erying for truth and justice, with songs of =oli
their lins, and:on their he watchwords of a new
world.

arity upon

Al thiz was Il

I'he Emigres Unmoved

Mot one ray of won-

der did they let penetrate the armor of their class-interest.

Their former fears gave way to sneers:

Soviet Station for children at Syzran
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“There iz Bolshevism for you! It makes statesmen out
j Convicts parading the
That's what we

i Great sight; isn't it]
streets instead of digging in the mines.
get out of Revolution.”

We pointed to other things that came out of Revolution—
order, restraint and good-will. But the émigrés could mot
se¢. They would not see.

“That i= for the moment,” they laughed. “When the ex-
citement .is over 1-;1":“]; beat] back to stealing, l.ll'.:l:zn.j“:u._: and

killing."” To these émiprés it waz at best a passing ecstasy

that would disappear with our dizsappeéearing traim
Leaning out from the ear steps wo waved farewell to the
hundreds of huge grimy handz wavinge farewell to 'us.  OQr

In the last glimpse we saw

ng
the men of Chern

2t Ao A
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fall of the arms of “Jean Valjean;”
tings to owr Comrodes hroughowt
‘and a seore of hands still stretehed out towards

Then the scene faded away in the dust amd

he train.
distance.

Two years later Jo Bedding came back to Detroit after
working in Cherm and watching the Revolution working
He reports its permanent effects. Thefts and muar-
et almost to zere. Snarling animals became
men. LThough just released from irons, they put themselves
under the iron dizeipline of the Soviet armies. Men who
had so many wrongs of their own to brood OVEer, now azsumed
the wrongs of the world. They had vast programs to release
heir energies upon, vast visions to light their minds

To the rich and the privileged, to those who =it on roof-
g, the Revelution is the Anti-
But to the dezpized and disinherited, the Revaolution
i3 like the Messiah “coming to proclaim releasze of the captives
and to set at liberty them that arve bruized.” No longer ean
Dostoieveky's conviet mutter, “We are not alive, though we
arve living. We are not in our graves, though we are dead.”
In the House of the Dead, Revolution is Resurrection,

there.

ders were redi
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gardens or ride in parlor-c

Christ.

Crowds

0 wonder they who pass all
day,
Like maskers in a masquerade,
Are always hurryving away
To where walls hold out quiet
shade.
(Or else how poor were they!)
Mo wonder they would rest their
EYES
Where only sightless shadows
stir,
Flinging aside their thin dis-
Fuise,
(Or else how poor they werel)
No wonder when the silence lies
Like secrel pools, untouched and
dark—
Where only
delves—
They poige like swimmers: clean
and stark,
And plunge into themselves,
Hazel Hall.

‘Agrant memory
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Why keep on imitating him? That isn't
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Florenee Mills Singing “Gypsy Blues”

HERE are shovelfuls of humor and barrels of joy in the

Negro Burlesque playing at the Sixty-third Street Music
Hall. Despite adverse and pointless eriticism, the comedy has
survived the summer and should sweep along through this
season. A burlesque show is a burlesque with its inevitable
commingling of grain and chaff and overdoing of the obvi-
ous. And the metropolitan notational eritics who have
damned “Shuffle Along” “for not fulfilling the role of an
Italian light opera are as filmy-sighted as the convention- rid-
den and head-ossified Negro intelligentzia,
who censure colored actors for portray-
ing the inimitable eomic characteristics
of Negro life, because they make white
people laugh! Negro artists will be do-
ing a fine service to the world, maybe
greater than the combined action of all
the white and black radicals yelling revo-
Jution topether, if by their efforts they
can spirit the whites away from Iynch-
ing and inbred prejudice, to the realm of
laughter and syncopated motion. After
the ugly post-war riots between white
and black in the big English ports,
George Lansbury of the Daily Herald
brought the American Southern Orches-
tra from the West End of London to
gsing in Poplar, the very heart of the
trouble. And soon all the glums of Lon-
don, forgetting the riots, were echoing
with syncopated songs.

A Neg’ro E

By C]auﬂ c

Although se far apart appavently, the ready-to-wear com-
ment of white and black Americans on “Afro-American’™ ar-
tistic endeavor is really very similar. It rises from the same
source—colorphobia and  antagonism on both sides. The
American public is dimly aware of a great storehouse
of Negro Art in thizs country. But with its finer senses
blurred by prejudi

ive, it turns te Yankee-Dixie impersonators
and Semitic imitatorz for the presentation of Negro Art. And
from these bastard exhibitions the currvent standards are set.
The Negro eritics can scarcely perceive and. recognize true
values through the sereen of sneering bigotry put between
them and life by the dominant race. So against the worth-
less standards of the whites, the black intellipentsia, sensi-
tive and pompous, would oppoze such solid things as the ans-
tocracy of St. Phillip’s Church, the ecompositionz of Cole-
ridge-Taylor and Mr. Harry Burleigh, the painting of
Mr. Tanner, the prose of Mr. DuBoiz, the eritiquez of Mr.
Braithwaite and the poetry of Mr. James Weldon
Johnson, as the only expression of Negro Culture. For such a
list would earn the solemn approval of the New York Times.
Negro art, these ervities deelare, must be dignified and re-
spectable like the Anglo-Saxon's before it can be good. The
Negro must get the warmth, coler and laughter out of his
blood, else the white man will sneer at him and treat him
Happily the Negro retains his joy of living

with contumely.

in the teeth of such eriticism; and in Harlem, along Fifth
and Lenox avenues, in Mareus Garvey’s Hall with its ex-

. in his churches and cabarets, he

travagant paraphernal
l..'.":|"]'1."‘:¢:‘-'|.'
true arti

“Shuffle Along" semewhat conflicts with my international
intelligegee and enticez me to become a patriotic barker for
my race. It makes me believe that Negroes are not civilized
encugh to be vulgar, nor will they ever express themselves
through the mediom of respectability.

“A cheap imitation of Broadway™—this i what some

“Shuffle Along!™

g himself with a zest that is yet to be depicted by &
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critics say of it. And it is superficially true. Negroes of
America, who by an acquired language and suffering, are
closer knit together than all the many tribes of Afriea, alien
to each other by custom and language, cannot satisfy the
desire of the hyper-critical whites for the’ Congo wriggle,
the tribal war jig, and the jungle whoop. The chastisement
of civilization has sobered and robbed them of these unigue
manifestations. American Neproes have not the means and
leisure to tour Africa for ancestral wonders. And those
carping whites who are in a like quandary might well
visit Coney Island and the circuses to get acquainted with
the stonts of Savagedom. Or they might take a look into
themselves. The conventionz of “Shuffle Along™ are thosa
of Broadway, but the voice is nevertheless indubitably Africa
expatriate. It is this basic African element which makes all
Negro imitations so delightfully humorons and enjoyable. Tt
is this something that always sent me to see the Lafavetts
Players at 121st Street and Seventh Avenue in white plays
after they had been passed up by Broadway., To me the
greatest charm is that the erotic movements are different.

Steve Jenkins, Candidate for Mavor

“If you haven't been vamped by a brown skin,
You haven't been vamped at alll”

And besides, “The Negroes make their eves talk.™
eyes! So luminously alive!

How deliciously appealing is the mimicry of Mizs Florence
Mills, the sparkling gold star of the show. She can twist
her face in imitation of a thousand primitive West African
masks, some patterns of which may be seen at the American
Museum of Natural History. Her eoo-cooing and pooh-
poohing tintinnabulate all over the hall. She is prettiest in
her vivid orange frock. She might have been featured more.
She is like one of those Southern rarities that used to bowl
one over in the eabarets of Philadelphia and Baltimore during
the wonderful wet days. Noble Sissle knows his range and
canters over it with the ease and grace of an antelope. The
Harmony Kings are in the direct line of the Jubilea Sing-»
ers, whether they give a plantation melody or synecopate a
Tyrolese or Hawaiian song.

The show is built on an excellept framework: the lines and
measurements just crazy enough to make evervthing funny.
Black Jimtown is like any other town; the business of gov-
erning is graft. Sam Peck and Steve Jenkinz are uproarious-
ly in the game, and also the perfect “Onion” Jeffrey.

But the ensemble is a little disappointing and lacking in
harmony. Instead of making up to achieve a uniform near-
white complexion the chorus might have made up to aceen-
tuate the diversity of shades among “Afro-Americans” and
let the white audience in on the secret of the color nomen-
clature of the Negro world. For, as the whites have their
blonde and brunette, so do the blacks have their chocolate,
chocolate-to-the-bone, brown, low-brown, teasing-brown,
high-brown, yellow, high-vellow and so on. The difference on
our side is so much more interesting and funny. It is whis-
pered in some circles that the “Blue-vein” Socicties among
the Afro-American elite bar the black girls from the stage.
But this can hardly be true; for I have rarely seen any social
gathering of American Negroes where there were not very
dark damsels through whose skin the blue veins could not
show! However, there is a dearth of black girls in Negro
theatricals whose presence would surely give more distinetion
and realism to the stage. I believe that the eolored actors

Such
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(Corporations may deduct what they spend on “Education” from their income tfax.)

“prefer the liphter-skinned girls. The latter are wivacious,
pushing and pretty, but prettiness is always plentiful, while
beauty is rare and hard to find, If black men in general favor
the liphter women of their race, it is a natural phenomenon
beyond eriticism. The Neproes of the western world. are
producing and fostering new types. The deep-rooted
animosity of the lily-white and the bombastic mouth-
ings of the “sable-ites” apainst miscegenation are both but
foam on the great, natural, barrier-breaking current of inter-
racial contact. Still, despite this fact, Negro artists ought not
to ignore the variety of material at hand.

—
—
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Detestimonials

UDGE ANDERSON has taken a firm stand apainst heat.

He asks us to throw off the shackles of the tyrant whoe digs
coal out of the pround. The freedom of the freeze!

HE fight between the railroads and the brotherhoods

proved to be only a paper war., A scrap of paper,

N the other hand, red headed girls of a Maryvland college
have organized a club and are conducting propaganda
for anburn locks. Attention of Mr. Coolidge.

YLAN may not be the worat mavor New York ever had,

but the oppeosition of William Travers Jerome in the
closing weeks of the campaign was better luck than he de-
served.

LANTON'S remarks must have been pretty bad to have

brought unanimous censure from the House of Repre-
sentatives, tlantonish way he was
trying to boost the eireulation of the Congressional Record.

Perhapz in his simple

OMEBODY played a sorry joke upon Senator Tom Wat-

son. The alleged hanging outrage in the A, E. F. proved
to be only a Negro, Probably some homesick Georgians
having some innocent recreation.

!
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ENATOR SWANSON of Virginia arose one

day and sang the following swanzeng: “The
continuance of eivilization depends upon the suc-
cess of the arms conference.” Tt looks Like a hard
winter for civilization.

F fifty-seven unemployed men arrested by the

New York police for sleeping in Bryant Park
all but one were released the next day. Maybe he
is the only one who could be proved to have en-
joyed a good night's rest.

UR newspapers have rvidieuled at great length

the illogical folly of trying to draw attention
to the Saceo-Vanzetti verdict by demonstrations
before American consulatez all over southern
Europe. It cost a lot of ink and paper to prove
thi=z point.

S]Nfﬂﬂf'r was forbidden this fall on the Prince-

ton campus after ten o'clock because it kept
the football players awake. There is a grave dan-
ger in this procedure. In the quiet hours of the
evening the students might be tempted to fool with
books.

QY UCCESS is still operated on the self-zervice

plan” Kingston Whig via Literary Digest.
Maybe it is that way in Canada, but on this side
of the line success conszists entirely in getting wait-
‘ed upon.

O the irritation of many patriots, Capt. Paxton
Hibben, secretary of the relief commission in

Russia, was pictured placing a wreath upon John Reed’s
grave. It is now explained that this was a personal mat-
tér and not an act of deliberate official friendliness,

ROM a recent editorial in the New York Times: “The
F government carried on by Lenin, Trotzky and the Soviets
iz near a collapse.” It seems wasteful to set up this sentence
constantly year after year. Why not run it in the box on
the front page inztead of that motto,."All the Neéws That's

Fit to Print?"
uC?NFEIl!-:NCE on Idle Ends Without Clagh."

A ND the idle end without cash.

Neghgcc
NEGLIGEE for our cow I now design.
Petite, soft grav-brown
With slow delicious movings
Of redundant jaws
And langorous tossings of black tipt horns
Is she.
Burlap in dark brown tones

With slashings where potatoes burst the fabric thru

When it was used as sacking—
Revealing bits of soft brown hide and hair,
Shall be her barnyard gown.
Cabbage leaves shall I applique

All round about the hem thereof
And fool the flies and pleaze our cow
With careful ingenuity.

HowARD BRUBAKER.

U. S.: "Quit laffin at me!”

(The Press is requested to refrain from prohibition jokes.)

They--

OUR kisses—
Impersonal creatures

Without features—
Pounded and tugged tonight
At the curtain that hangs between people.
The painted curiain
That looks so silken and yielding
But really is wrought,
They say,
OF eternal stone.

Anne Herendeen,

Robert Snedigar.,

Damn It All

Drop vour troubles for one night
g

and come to the

L{beratnr Costume Ball

All the Artists, Poets, Rough-Necks, Profiteers,
Wohblies, Pretty Girls and Greenwich Villagers
Will Be There!

WHEN? TRY AND GUESS
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With Child

OW I am slow and placid, fond of =un,
Like a sleek beast, or a worn one:
Mo slim and languid girl, not glad
With the windy trip I onee had,
But velvet-footed, musing of my own,
Torpid, mellow, stupid as a stone.

You cleft me with your beauty’s pulse, and now
Your pulse has taken body. Care not how

The old grace goes, how heavy 1 am grown,
Big with this loneliness, how you alone

Ponder our love. Touch my feet and feel

How earth tingles, teeming at my heell

Earth’s urge, not mine—my little death, not hers;
And the pure beauty yearns and stirs.

It does not heed our ecstasies, it turns

With secrets of its own, its own concerns,
Toward a windy world of its own, toward stark
And solitary places. In the dark,

Defiant even now, it tugs and moans
To be untangled from these mother's bones.

Genevieve Taggard.

LyBis BiASOH.

“Himinine”

Lydia Gibaon

A Sunnet fur pocts

HE ancient tyranny is with us still |
With duller costume but with stronger hands; I
A mewer jargon masks the old commands;
The Bastille looms no more—but there's the mill.
Shelley abhorred the priests; the priests are dead;

i
But journals lie te us of other things, T‘

And merchants rule as certainly as kings, _
Drinking sweet wine, throwing us crumbs of bread.

Then what have we, however words may shift—. . -
Lovers of light and freedom, what have we ?’

To de with lords, whatever lords they be, I
Crowned or uncrowned, when we have still to lift

On high the golden banners of romance, j

And wake the world to freedom with onr chants! E

Joseph Freeman. iH

Ancestry Fl

HIS singing hlood that pulses in each vein, j

Warm with the life it treasures to the last, r

Holds in its fleeting motion the proud strain ’

Of unnamed heroes lost in the dark past, {

A thousand cohorts girded up with steel— 1

Armies of beauty, clear as pointed flame—
These ground their sharpest sorrows under heel, F
And stood them firm, in honor of a name,
S0 for the name of these, the valiant heart
Beats on in darkness or in shrinking fire; l
Strong with the past, it owns itself a part

Of a lost race that could not fail nor tire.
Sp in the strength of these, and their unrest, 1
I start anew upon their ancient guest.

Bernice Leshia Kenyon.

River Sung‘ for a Red Deer 3 (%

HEN mullein pods ripen and burst, k,

And the long prass fades in the sun, "%

When upland fields are athirst gy 0
Come down, oh lovely one!

Come where the river is wide
And the ranks of the cedar sweel;
The waves will talk at your side, 4
They will whisper about your feet;

Come where under the land
The shadowed waters creep,
With brown limbs stretched on the sand
Lovely one fall asleep.
Bernard Raymund.

The Snow A,Efal.n

HE snow again: a peace-white curtain where
The wall was yesternight, repellant, bare .

pe——r iy

A creeping silence in the prison yard;
A plaintive light at windows blackly barred . . .

The snow agaim. . . . J And it is better so:
1 think the dead rest better under snow.

Alan Breese.
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o4 220 West 42 Street, NEW YORK
__; E Marriage and the Moon-Calf
| THE BRIARY-BUSH by Floyd Dell

i HE story of a modern marriage in which two rebellious young lovers try to keep their mutual free-
dom. The:{ escape from the traditional bondage which they fear, only to find that freedom has
perils and disappointments of its own. 32.50 net

P. 8.—=New completely revised edition of Floyd Dellz book on edueation, “Were You Ever A Child?" iz now ready. $2.00 net

THE AMERICAN LANGUAGE
By H. L. Mencken

HIS is a new, completely revised and much extended edition of Mr. Mencken’s well-known work
a "]n"e]lmiuary inquiry,” first issued in 1919. The book as it stands is the most camprchensivé
 treatise on the American dialect of English ever attempted. It is brilliant, searching, and exhaust-
ive; elaborately documented, and includes complete indices, word-lists, and bibliographies. $6.00 net

HUMAN NATURE DEADLOCK
IN POLITICS By Dorothy Richardson

By Graham Wallas
HIS slightly revised edition (with
a new preface) of Professor Wal-
lag's famous work iz generally consid-
ered the most important contribution
to practical ethics that has come from
i a trained economist and seientist.
- £3.00 net

B "
i’ POEMS OF
THE DANCE

4 AN ANTHOLOGY
S Edited and Illustrated by

Novels by
KNUT HAMSUN

HE eritiez who have read “Dead-

lock™ in manuscript are one in
calling it far and away Mizs Richard-
som's best novel to date. “No one
could ever read one of her books and
disregard her."—The London Specta-
tor $2.50 met

Nobel Prize ”-'r.!:ili'l‘h.'?". 1921

GROWTH OF THE SOIL,
Sreth edition, 2 vals, Bozed, $35.00 net

HUNGER, FEighth edition, 3250 net

THE OTHER
MAGIC

By E. L.

PAN, Third edition, $2.00 net

SHALLOW SOIL, Grant Watson

E. R. Dickson

NE hundred and seventy-five
) poems from the early Hindu and
| Chinese to the present time. Illus-

trated with sixteen remarkable pic-
[ torial photographz. Boxed. $3.00 net

Second edition, $2.50 net

DEEAMERS, Juat out, $1.75 net

NOTABLE BIOGRAPHY

N this new novel Mr. Watson has
returned to the seenes of his earlier
stories, the outposts of civilization.
“Strength and beauty . . . far above
the average fiction of today."—The
New York Sun. £2.60 net

MEMOIRS OF WILLIAM
HICKEY (1749-1782)

Edited by ALFRED SPENCER
ASCINATING memoirs of the 18th Century.
*“A marvellous resemblance to a Smollett ro-

mance—records irregular love intrigues, a Pere-
grine Pickle never bettered, and has a wonderful
.‘::tln‘l_::f_ of almost insane jealousy.”—London Sume
aay iies.

T'wo volumes bowed, 210.00 net

I MY DIARIES (1888-1914)
E By WILFRED SCAWEN BLUNT
I

Foreword by Lody Gregory

: N these two crowded volumes, Mr. Blunt gives
l the inside history of British imperialism.

“‘Ill{}f
-
Diaries” went out of print in England almost im-
mediately after publication. The American iz the
only edition at present procurable.

Two volumes boxed, 312.00 per et
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BOOKS

“Seeing Things At Night,” By Heywood Broun; Harcourt,
Brace & Co,

HAVE about come to the concluzion that there iz no such

thing as impersonal and unprejudiced literary eriticism.
I like Hevwood Broun’s eriticisms because T agree with them.
There are other reasons for liking them, but first of all there
is a community of enthusiasm. I say “enthusiazm” and not
“taste." because I don't believe, upon mature conszideration,
that there is any such thing as “taste,” There are likes and
dislikes—and here is a man whose likes and dislikes are fun-
damentally the same as mine. To come across a critic of
whom that iz true iz like finding a friend, It is finding a
friend. And in a friend, unreazonably enough, one eherishes
not only the fundamental community of enthusiasms, but also
the minor discrepancies in enthusiasms. It would be monoto-
nous if vour friend agreed with you about evervthing., And
g0 it is with a eritic: as long as Heywood Broun is enthusi-
agtie about H. G. Wells, I find it merely piguant that he should
like “Jurgen”; it puzzles me, this liking for “Jurgen™ in a
critic who likez H. G. Wells; it half persuades me that there
is something in “Jurgen" that 1 have failed to see.

There is nothing very eritical in this reaction to the critical
writings of Heywood Broun. And for the life of me, I cannot
be eritical, in the senze of pronouncing judgment, upon a man
who likes the things I like, and expresses his enthuziazms in
g0 interesting a way., I cannot even be sure as to just what,
in addition to this community of enthusiasm, makes his writ-
ings interesting. And I am net the only one who iz puzzled
as to just what it is that makes Heywood Broun’s writings
so intevesting. Dozens of
times in the past two
years people have asked
me that question; they
asked it with an annoyed
expression as if the ques-
tion had been bothering
them: sometimes as if
they resented the fact that
they could be so interest-
ed and not know why.
And the nearest thing to
an answer came from a
man who had been a fel-
low literary critic of mine
in Chicago:

“You and I, he said,
“when we set up in busi-
ness 45 critics, were aware
of our youth and ignor-
ance, and tried to disguize
it. We were terrified
whenever we thought of
our unpreparedness for
our task; we hadn’t read
all the literary master-
pieces of all times, we
were just brash young
men who had something to
gay. So we pretended to
& sophistication which we

.
S0e,

THE LIEERATOR

did not possess. We had the air of omniscience, People
were always surprised, when they met us, to find how
young we were, We wrote like greybeards. And the public,
which respects age and wisdom, respected us; but nobody
likes to be made to feel ignorant, and that is the way we
made our readers feel, Heywood Broun, for all I know, may
be able to recite the Five Foot Shelf of Classics backward;
but if he can, he is wise encugh to eonceal the fact, and
write like an ordinary human being., The reason you and I
and everybody else like Heywood Broun's eritieism is that he
doesn’t pretend to be God., He allows us to retain onr self-
regpect. He doesn’t try to overawe us by aumthority, He
gives his opinion, he doesn’t lay down the law, You can call
it good manners, if you like—putting hiz readers at their
eaze. Or vou can eall it ecandor.”

I prefer to call it eandor. I don't think Heywood Broun
can recite Dr. Eliot's Library of Classics backwards, and I
don't think he is concealing from us a profound and useless
erudition; at least, I should be disappointed to learn that he
was. I take it that Heywood Broun is what he seems to be,
a person much more interested in the Dempsey-Carpentier
fight than in the Bhagavad-Ghita. But to my friend’s analysis
I would add one more remark: Heywood Broun is interested
in hooks as a part of life.

He is not alone in this; it is characteristic of the new period
in the world's affairs to regard ideals and art not as if they
exizted by themselves, but with reference to ordinary human
life. T do it myself; but I fear I have a tendency to do it
rather sclemnly—and the delightful thing about Heywood
Broun iz that he does it so gaily and naturally.

Take H. 8d, for instance. In the old criticism there were
no H. 3d=. A eritic might he married; he might have a child;
but what had that to do with the business of ecriticising
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A Still Better Offer

than the one we made last month

For the Christmas Trade

Max Eastman’s Floyd Dell’s novel
“The Sense of Humor” and “The Briary Bush”

0 you know that Max Eastman's book, “En- O you know that Floyd Dell’s first novel,
D joyment of Poetry,” published in 1913, “Moon Calf,” published a year ago, has
18 in its ninth edition, and is now, after already gone through ten editions? Many
eight vears, selling at the rate of a copy a day? thousands of readers are waiting for the sequel
This is an unusual history for a non-fiction work. to “Moon Calf.” Felix Fay's young manhood, his
Max Eastman's new volume, “The Sense of Hu- life as a journalist in Chicago, his experiment
mor,” promises an even more remarkable success. in a “free marriage” are delightfully’ and sympa-
Here you have Max Eastman at his best — his thetically and compellingly desecribed in "“The
lightest, most whimsical touch, his most profound Briary Bush.” No one who reads “Moon Calf”
philosophy, his most penetrating psychological will want to miss it. And every one who reads
understanding. “The Briary Bush” first will hurry back for a

copy of “Moon Calf” as well.

Alfred A. Knopf announces a big sale of the
Briary-Bush already. The first edition is sure to
sell out quickly. Don’t delay sending vour order.

December 1zt. Mail your order at once szo that
you may get your copy before the first edition is
sold out.

“The Briary Bush” alone cests $2.50. If your

“The Sense of Humor,” alone, costs $2.00. With order is accompanied by a year's subseription fo
a4 years R'Llh.-'il.'!iiji.-.!ll_ Lo i_llr.' _T_|l:t'r:_!1m'_ {which the Liberator (price $2.00 a vear) the price for
costs $2.00 a yvear) the price is 3$3.00 for both. both is 33.50. 2 3

For §6.50 we will mail you “The Sense of Humor,” by Max Eastman: “The Briary Bush,” by Flovd
! 1 T ha : o' - for tw et h— Y e P Lt e e o ; 1 , { =t
Dell. and the I.Ilh(‘Ir.ﬂm_ for two years. Separately 1|_.l three cost $8.50 plus postage. You ean either
send one subscription for two years or two subseriptions for one year each.
We are able to make this unusual offer because of a new arrangement with the publishers. The
offer holds good for renewed subseriptions as well as new ones. If your subseription is not vet due
send us the order anyhow, and we will extend your subscription beyond its present date of expiration.

The books and the magazine will be sent to the same. or to different addresses, as vou wish.

. — — e — | —— e e— m— S e B

THE LIBERATOR,

138 West 13th Street, New York
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I eneclosg & o aind THE LIBERATOR for two gears and o copy of
and of to (Name)
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(If you wish the books and the magazine sent to different aldresses, give ws earsful directions on  another page.)
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books? And vet, cbviously enough, being the parent of a
child iz guite an exciting adventure. If the books one read
were really so detached from life that they mever reminded
one of that adventure, they would be poor things. As a mat-
ter of fact, the books one reads, and the plays one sees, do
remind one of one's own life—of one’s adventures in work
and play, friendship and love. They are interpretations of
life, most acutely interesting when they are most near to
one's own experience. The real question about = book is not
how does this compare with Turgeniev, Dickens and Anatole
Franee? but rather, how does this compare with what I know
about life? 1 suspect that there ave two kinds of people:
those who are =o =ick and tived of life that they turn to
books as an escape from its '_:Juin; and those who are so much
in lave with life that they turn to books az a further exten-
gion and enrvichment of life: not as if books were something
better, but simply something more of the same kind. 1 feel
that Heywood Broun is di
life. To him a new book, and a new remark of H. 8d's, are
not two different kinds of experience: and he ean turn from
one to the other with complete ease and naturalness. [ was
talking one day with an art eritic who was gloomily writing
i . He handed me g colored reproduction
of a Botticelll Venus and said, “That pieture always reminds
me of a certain girl—a beautiful and ecuszed creature that 1
was crazy in love with. [ -ghouldn't wonder if Botticelli’s
girl was just hke her, in temperament as well as in looks.
If she was, it would explain a good many things about Botti-
eelli—ineluding why he was converted by Savonarola.' I
gald, “Why don't vou write that in vour essay?" He looked
seandalized and gaid, “But that isn’t art-criticism!" He felt
that he had to pretend to be interested in “essential foym,"
or “tactile values,” or something of that sort. He couldn
dizenzs his ex-sweetheart in an art-criticism. It would have
révealed him as a human being with human interests—and
that would never do!

Heywood Broun seems to me to be very much a human
being, and his eriticiam wvery mueh a record of his human
interests—and H. 3d is naturally one of them. The ordinary
parent likes to talk about hiz young son—and so does Hey-
wood Broun. The ordinary parent is likely to be somewhat
of a nuisance with his stories of the latest thing Tommy
said; and Heywood Broun is always interesting—the differ-
ence being perhaps that his parental pride is mitigated by his
senge of humor, as well az by the large cizmie views to which
hiz H. G. Wellsian reading has habituated him. At any rate,
there iz a wav to tallk about one’s child which sort of takes
for pranted that there are other children in the world to he
talked about, and

distinetly one of those who relish

an essay on B

other parentz who want to talk about them,
of writing about the play one saw last night,

has just read, that makes it seem not the
last word, but rather the first.

Heywood Broun has always
an air of opening a conversation. The reader poez on to

THE LIBERATOR

THE LIBERATING ‘WORD

No longer merely a beautiful dream of idealists.
to be realized at some distant date in the future
ESPERANTO is now a REALITY, daily and hourly
performing its funetion as a medium of expression for
men and women of common interests in every cormer
of the earth.

Jarbusse, Rolland, Tolstoy and scores of leaders of
supernational thought have recognized the supreme im-
portance of this single infernational language in its
great task of aiding in the work of bringing about that
higher spiritual unification which iz the only salva-
tion of the human race.

Any thinking person may easily acquire a full and
serviceable knowledge of Esperanto at a minimum of
eost in time and money. If the readers of the Lin-
ERATOR twrowld bhegin their study of Esperante NOW,
they woonld be far on the road to proficiency by the
firat of the new wear.

Mo internationalist worthy of the name ean fail to
understand the importance of thiz movement, and every
true radical will want to feel that he, too, iz contribut-
ing to the growth and advancement of the international
language by becoming an Ksperantist. A 4e. stamp
will bring vou a free sample lesson and
full information on this very interesting
subject. Write today.

ESPERANTO SERVICE CORPORATION

500 Fifth Avenue New York City

An Joreal Christmas Cift

The twelve issues of The Liberator for 1921, covers
and all, bound in strong red buckram, will he ready
teeember 10th. Price $3.50, postage paid.

If you will mail us one new subscription (price $2.00
a year), we will send you both for $4.50. Separately
they cost $5.50.

AUTHORS

MANUSCRIPTS typewritten accurately, promptly,
cellent workmanship, reasonable rates. If desired, sym-
pathetic and constructive criticism given at small addi-
tional cost.
PLAYWRIGHTS, TRANSLATORS, LECTURERS: Dic-
tation taken directly on machine or in shorthand in our
office, at yvour study or at public library.
PHONE CHELSEA 0300 for full particulars or terite wua
AUTHORS' STENOGRAFPHIC SERVICE
138 West 13th Street New York Cily

ENTIRE FLOOR FOR RENT

Three light, airy rooms (two large one small)
for use as offices or studios,
Apply at the office of
THE LIBERATOR, 138 West Thirteenth St.
Phone: Chelsea 9300

LEARN SHORTHAND, FIVE DAYS

You will bhe amaged at the quickness with which yeu learn the
wonderful K. I. Bhorthand. Thoroughly practieal for stenographer
or #8 ald to anybody's efliclency. Surpassingly simple and easy
homie stody. In a few hours vou'll know the whals syabem; then

rain 1 in taking down dietation, econversatlon, specches, orders,
i is I a8 A persen tnlk Free Iesgons will be maited by King

InE 'I. Pt K-512 Station F, New Yark, f\'.- Y. Just wrlte for these
FRER LESS0NS and try them. Astonlsh everybody with your
ability and earn more money. Show others this advertisement.

Accredited Subscription Agents for the LIB-
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finish it, and is pleased with Heywood Broun for giving him
the chance. Every reader of these criticisms has the feeling
that he iz just across the room or the table. It is not Old
Omniscience that addresses you—but a young and earnest
volce, saying eazily and good-humoredly .something that you
feel, as soon as vou have heard it, you would like to have
gaid vourself. You didn’t think of it—but you feel you might
have!

There iz a penalty attached to this happy quality, You
may get to identifying your own opinions with Hevwood
Broun's to such an extent that when he failz to like zome
play or book that is a pet of vours, you are shocked—you
ean’t understand how it happened! Some time I
I shall feel that wWay about ]'f-;_-:. wood Broum. . I must
hasten, then, with what I have to say. He repre-
sents for me the happy eriticism of the future—a criticism
not for pedants, but for people, a criticizm that does not need
a special jargon to express itself in, but iz content with
common words that refer to common emotions, a eriticizm
that has got down off the high horse of special revelation
and become healthy and human, a criticism that is not bil-
iousness in disguise nor yet the attempt to exhibit the critic
before the public as a superior being, but.simply the exuber-
ance of a sane and sympathetic intelligence. Frovyp DeLL.
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Henri  Guilbeaux,
writing in “Moscow,”
states “History has
EBnoton  political gen-
tuses, great reforii-
ists, oudacions anag
glorious conguerors,
but Lenin alone, up to
this day, has subordi-
nated his personality,
his power, to a doc-
trine which he fpro-
fessed at o period
when he, humble, dis-
dained and calum-
niated had propagated
Marzxism . g
Lenin 45 the wvery
personification of the
theory and practice of
Marxism."

o

. T e

“Marx’s wonderful critico-

{
1 i & »y .
| analytical mind. ’---Lenin.
i |
r [ .
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ey Capital Todav—Herman Cahn.....ccoococnnve e 2,00
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i Feuerbach—Roots of Socialist 1’|1I|0-1}]Jh" T3 economic science.
il Memoirs of Marx—Liebknecht. ... .. ... .75 | Theoretical System of Marx—Lonis Boudin ... 1.25
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A |! Our “Study Course In Applied Marxian Eco- | To encourage building up a scientific Marx-

i | nomics” teaches vou more scientific truth | ian library we will allow every student,
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-I in four years. The Course, of 17 lessons, is | 30 per cent. on all books published by us.
: personally conducted by Mary E. Marey, one | Price for Course, $5.00. Text booklets fur-
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{ America, | or more,
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of the World

Under the darkness of night a thirteen-year-old orphan boy left behind him the
farm of his childhood days and set out to see the world, In his tender years he
faced the bitter realities of life—he knew the hard facts of existence. Hatred of
5]11}11! and pretense and hypocrisy waz implanted in his heart, and Truth became the
guiding star of his life. Out of the lowliness of hiz career kindled the spark of
genius that was to hold men spellbound. Blazing ever at white heat, his spirit
became as a torch that touched the warm fires of love, igniting the fierce flames of
hatred. He dared the wrath of the great and mighty, the titled, the worshipped.
He spared neither position, nor fame, nor fortune. Wherever he discovered frand
or hypoerisy, sham or pretense, injustice or imposition, falseness or deceit, there he
loosed the thunderbolts of his fury, heedless of consequences, careless of the devas-
tation he wrought, regardless of the reprizsals he brought down upon hiz own head.
RF:-:'Eety was shocked at his merciless exposures. The guilty hung their heads in
dishonor. The whole world blushed in shame.

BRANN, the ICONOCLAST

12 Wonderful

Volumes

hundreds of
will make
Here gre a
the chapter head-

Containing
artlcles  that
you THINEK.
few of
inga.

A Pligrimage to Pecdition

Muankind's Mock-modesty

Iz Civiliznilon a Sham?

Speaking af Gall

A Sacred Leg Show

Entan Lotsed for m Season

The Wickedness of Wom-
nn

A Yoleg from the Grave

The Mouth of Eell

The American Middle Man

A Disgrace to Clvillaation

Some Cheerful Linrs

From the Gods to the Gut-
ter

The Chiliren of Poverty

Fakes and Frauds Feared Him

They could not silence him they conld not stop
him with power or money or threats. Bo they
killed him. ©Oh, wvain iz dexth. For today
Brann's faming spirit agaln startles the world.
At last the complete wrltings of Brann, the
Ieonceclast have been eollected and permanently
preservidd in book form. Here s a treat for the
booklover, the thinker, the lawyer, the wrlier,
the business man, the preachier,—for everyone
wheo loves m two-handed fghter.

Hore 8 a veritable treasure teove of geniug-—

is n phenomenon of langoage such as the
warld b ver seim before—uoor ever will sea
agaln. yvou would kuow the wizardry of
words—the magle of expression  the power of
language, then you will roeac prerly every word
that thiz master has written® If vou would
wrlte and speak with facility —If you would
mold words to your every thought and mood
~if yon would impress others with your opin-
lone and convietions—Iif youn would make your
ntteranees breathe with lite, kindle with spirit,
glow with beauty, sparkle with wit, scintillate

The Wizard of Words

From Brann's pen flowed a mere combina-
tion of letters, but they marched with
stately tread, galloped with breathless
fury, frolicked with irresistible humor.
Language molded itself to his mood, rose
to hiz heightz of fancy, danced to his ca-
price, rolled forth in a thunderous torrent
at his anger. With the genius of his pen
he played upon the heartstrings of hu-
manity. Thousands have been held be-
neath the spell of his strange magic. Thou-
sands have felt the charm of his style,
laughed with him in his lighter moods,
gasped at his daring, shuddered at his
merciless attack. Thousands have been
moved to tears at his pathos, have felt
their hearts wrenched with compassion,
their emotions shattered and shredded,

" L : oot their blood flowing faster. He was known
itk ality—then you must have this great E
:IIL' CAiCihn oE J:re:::n.} a3 the “Wizard of words."
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Az thege 3,800 pages are read, men and women wlll experlence new ranges of emotion. New thrills,
now gensationg, pew powers of speech and thought and writing await you In these volumes. And
now, that you may take advantage of thia rich opportunity at onee, a special liberal offer 18 made
by the s:l.ll.!j-;'l..-r:‘;_ Firat, you can ses and eXaming the complete fwelve-volume set without send-
ing a penny in advance, without any cost or obligation or risk. Then, If you decide that you want
to keep the set, you can own it at the |_n1.-.1-'s:1, pr .':I- ulln'l oT 'Il'lu_-:\i::lhl::'ruu; ®o that you will not
: 3 aalis even misa the small ecoft. Hend ne money, but mall the coupon I +
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volumes are gold topped, =ilk banded, uniformly bound in rich green Flaxenweave cloth with
backs iMuminated in foll gold decorative tamp and ornamental frame on gide, each yolume EHIIII‘II‘
jacketed, A remarkble editlon of the works of a truly remarkable man. Mail the coupon NOW.

The Brann Publishers, Inc., Dept. 1012, 130 E 25th St.,, New York

New York Cliy \

Gentlemen: Send me the 12 volumes \
of Brann {com prlete) [lﬂ'll.‘ﬁﬂ. I will
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