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| Gustavus Myers’ Great Histories 
Authoritative, because the author with infinite pains has presented libel- 

proof evidence of every capitalist crime he records.  //uminating, be- 

cause he has brilliantly applied the Marxian method, showing the economic 
causes of social movements. 

History of the Great American Fortunes ~— 
‘Three volumes, cloth, $6.00, or separately at $2.00 each. 
A real history of the United States is this story of the class struggles waged by the middle and 

working classes against the growth and increase of the power of the owners of the Great Amer- 
ican Fortunes, vested in the mines, the timber lands, the railroads and the vast industries. In 
this work Gustavus Myers has given us a real economic and political history of America, the story 
of class struggles and wars and the rise of social institutions that protected the Bourgeoisie in 
their onward sweep into power, and held the disinherited from access to opportunity, comfort, 
health and happiness that come through the possession of economic security. 

‘Volume I is the story of the theft of fertile valleys and priceless timber lands, the growth of the 
great proprietary estates, the rise of the trading class, the beginnings of slavery, the origin of 
shipping and city estate fortunes. 

Volume II is an account of the origin and development of the railroads, the great lumber 
steals and frauds, the coal land gifts, the mineral thefts and the source of the Gould and Vander- 
bilt fortunes—together with the story of incessant warfare between the robbers and the robbed. 

Volume III contains the story of the concentration of capital, the rise of the Morgan, Jim Hill 
and other fortunes, stories of unrestrained thefts, grabs, arson, swindling coal steals, with the ac- 
companying corruption of public officials and Congress. 

History of Canadian Wealth 
Cloth, $2.00. 
‘The history of the rise of great fortunes in a new land is the story of class struggles and the 

rise of social institutions to protect the wealth grabbers in augmenting their property. The His 
tory of Canadian Wealth is such an economic history of Canada. Some questions it covers are 
The Time of the Ecclesiastical and Feudal Lords; the Hudson Bay Company; Wars of fur traders 
and the companies, the landed and mercantile oligarchy, the passing of the Hudson Bay sov- 
ereignity, inception of railroad power, appropriation of coal, timber and other lands, ete. No man 
can grasp the real history of Canada without reading this book. It is a story of modern piracy 
brimming with facts. 

History of the Supreme Court of the United States 
Cloth, 823 pages, $2.50. 
For over a century the Supreme Court of the United States has towered aloft in omnipotent 

sway over all other institutions. Absolute and final, its decrees have gone deep into the history of 
the nation and have had their mighty effect upon the wars of the classes. ‘This book is a compre- 
hensive history of the development of capitalist resources, power and tactics, and of the great 
and continuing conflict of classes. It reveals the true sources of the primitive accumulation of 
wealth which, beginning with the appropriation of land and the dispossession of the workers, has 
extended to the elaborate forms of capitalistic power existing today. 

Palpably, a dominant class must have some supreme institution through which it can express 
its consecutive demands and enforce its will. In the United States the one-all-potent institution 
automatically responding to these demands and enforcing them has been the Supreme Court. Vest- 

solute and unappealable power, it has been able, with a marvelously adaptable flexi- 
, to transmute that will not merely into law but into action. This History of the Supreme 
; being a narrative of the deeds of the chief bulwark of capitalism, constitutes. at the same 

time the best history of the United States that has yet appeared. 
Sold by booksellers or sent by insured mail on receipt of price. 

‘Ask for new descriptive catalog of our books 

CHARLES H. KERR & Company, 339 East Ohio Street, Chicago, Ill. 

  

  

  

  

      
    

  

    

    

    
  

  

  

  

  

  

                    

   

  

  
  

   



      

¥ The Freeman 
a weekly magazine, radical in the sense of getting at the root of all problems which 
‘come under discussion, is now in its third suecessful year. It has become the favorite 
paper of thousands who seek opinion and interpretation of measures and events. With- 
out sacrificing itself to the up-to-the-minute fetish in discussing transitory public af- 
fairs, it comments on significant developments in polities and economies, but it aims 
to shine always on the whole cultural scene. Its authentic criticism of the arts (liter- 
ature in particular), has given it an authority usually associated only with papers sea- 
soned in an old-world atmosphere of established culture. 

   
     

A few of the creative spirits who subscribe to the Freeman: 
   

    
   

  

  

  

Sherwood Anderson ‘Havelock iis David Starr Jordan H. L. Mencken Paul Rosenteia Howard Brubeker Zona ‘Cale a iD, Morel Upton 
James ‘Branch Caben Stephen Graham Thonias B, Mosher Seat 0 Lncoin Coleora Francis Hackett We Biierg Le Harvey’ O'xigeins ‘Arthur Symon Ghactes Fe Dele Robert enti Sinclair’ Levi Eugene O-Neht Louis Untermeyer ‘Theodore Dreiser Torome Ke'Jerome Amy Lowell David Pinekt HW. Van Loon Maurice Prancis gan 

‘The Freeman’s success is based on sustained merit, but these special features 
may be mentioned: i 

J, Gilbert Cannan's “Letters from a Cousin”: Impressions of the European seene as it ap- 
© pears to one who returns to the hurly-burly after an absence of two years. If you read 

his “Letters from a Distance” from Africa you will be eager to read what he says about home 
after his voluntary exile. 
Q, Countess Leo Tolstoy's Autobiography, a document withheld for almost. ten years, that il 

+ Tuminates the domestic situation which has for long been the subject of gossip and conjec- 
ture. The American rights have been secured by the Freeman. 
3, A.seties of articles exposing some of the eanards to which war propagandists gave cur- 

 reney. These will appear from time to time, during the summer months. 

THE FREEMAN COSTS $6.00 PER YEAR, BUT WE OFFER YOU A ‘THREE 
MONTHS’ TRIAL SUBSCRIPTION WITH THE FOLLOWING BOOKS. 

AT SPECIAL PRICES: 
A three months’ subscription with any two of these Afty- A. three months! subscription with any one of these $200 colt pamphlets for t4 nooks for $2 , z © 
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EES Diteceaipar es atsatclexeugieee of ann tore tae ae raat na doen ean ined haahan” hy Wator Wen 
dated tae aay tunvUe aoe SAE fag mien <.cThe Mistry af Tierary Mudie, Dy Kandoiph Bourne       Sioa, the marginal notes like those in’ “the Ancient Mariner” nd an explangtory ntroduction,. are bY. -..-Mow Diplomats Make W Babette Deutsch and A. Yarmolinsky. 25 pages. ‘Tea Plays. “By David Pin 

ss-Patrlotism, Truth and War Guilt, By George Demartial sean apap ea ae 
eu tesnans une eee at Ahem uct tection iN any ome fin Sta 

iy fom responeibilig forthe war atroduerion OOKS fOr SREB, (WAN any two of these Hooks, $5.00; with all BB. Store "32" pases tare, $4.00) 
On American Books. By Francis Hackett.” cRSmtntteenees of Choker: Hy Conky, Kopel. end Bani "Rig thogiets ar egaraon carious ects of Notebook of Anta seam erature Uy Paige Tackett, 9B Soi : : 

In‘abriage formic appeased ata supplement to the Send this order and remittance ¢ Linon, Nation. Tt is"R unique, and taluable aswese 
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armament race Wwhich sow ‘that Germany” alote was     
fot Teaponsibie for the war. Mt pages, enclose a (money order) wrneaponsibie Yor th ip L enclose « (money ender. joy ; 

Wher Iron Is, There Ta te Fatherland, By Clarence x, for which please send me The Preeman for three months 
Saree ae nas axtutcge wnt wonopaig ayue, at the book (or books) checked above. 
fshed"in all the countries that were at war.” While French ‘and German soldiers wero fighting each other, French ‘aya German monopolist were ‘Alling ‘thelt Address 2 2 
pockets. “32 pages. ii 

  Name A ete 
     

  

    4:2 _ THE LIBERATOR, a monthly magazine, June, 1922. ‘Twenty cents a copy, Published by The Liberator Publishing Co. gs West 12th Street, Neve Wonk, N > May 25, 302i, at ue post ollee at New York, N- Y», under the Act of March 
Y 

       



 
 

 
 

| i) 3 
a “2 
a o 
He 

 
 

 



  

THE LIBERATO 
  

Vol. 5, No. 6 [Serial No. 51] June, 1922 

Down the Coast from Genoa 
By Max Eastman 

Caricatur 

  

'T is twenty miles down the const to the little leisure-class 
hotel where the Russian delegation is quartered—twenty 

miles of vivid excitement for the eyes. ‘The coast is a steep, 
long hillside, that has been carved for cultivation into a 
gigantic stairway going down deliberately to the sea, trailing 
its blossoming vines and fruit trees and long grasses— 
wisteria and azalia and roses and black iris and daisies and 
oranges and clierries and sweet-smelling lemons and figs and 
Pomegranates, and over them all'the soft blue-grey mist of 
the olives. A Garden of Gethsemane without sorrow. It is, 
not verdurous; there is always the dry earth in Italy. But 
it is Iuxurious, and even now.in early spring-time full of 
summer. The houses and barns are as lovely in their soft 
bright plaster-colors, as lovely and old and proper to thelr 
place as flowers in nature. ‘The churches and the little 
villages with their high light bell-towers, are like old pic- 
tures. Nothing so mellow, and so akin to soft melodious 
laughter, is to be seen or ean be imagined in America. And 
nothing so blue as the blue Mediterranean, far down below, 

_s0 richly cool, so tranquil, showing a little foam at the foot 
of the brown bluffs 

At the end of eighteen miles the road darts inland through 
1a tunnel, reveals the’black valley that lies behind this happy 
southern garden, and then swings back again, round a bold 
promontory, and down the trailing stairway to the little 
town of Santa Marguerita by the sea. Here, in a rather mod- 
est hotel that is like a sanatorium, but named by the irony 
of fate—or of the Italian Government—“The Imperial Pal- 
ace’—our friends from Russia afe at last enjoying the 
courteous hospitality of their neighbors. ‘The Italian Gov- 
ernment spoke of them as “the guests of civilization.” Civ- 
ilization haying waged a barbarous war on them for four 

sars, and got disgracefully whipped and driven into this 
hospitality by the bayonets of the Red Army, the Bolsheviks 
naturally @ not feel overwhelmed ‘by the, condescension. 
‘They regard the situation here with the unclouded humor of 
those who win, ‘The Imperial Palace with its fine food and 
drink and service, an Italian nobleman there to symbolize 
the king’s hospitality, and the king’s pretty soldiers nursing 
their safety with such elaborate precautions—it would all be 
entirely delightful if so heavy a question were not hanging 
in the balance, if hard starved service to their ideal had 
not sobered these big men and made them a little older than 
they are. 

‘heir names have made their way to the front line in the 
news of the last five years for reasons that are apparent 

  

  

  

  

        

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

ss by Sors and Crispi 

when you see them. It is force more than ability that dis 
tinguishes big men from the nearly big. It was Napoleon’s     

  

  

will that made him a symbol forever of the heroie in man- 
kind. At whatever hour Napoleon woke his purpose was the 
same. It never flagged. It never questioned. It never 
looked upon itself, but always upon its object. There is 
something of that quality in these five mien chosen‘ by the 
foreé of the revolution out of a hundred and eighty million, 
to represent Russia at the Congress of a continent. They 
are strong, quiet, unexcitable men. 

‘Tehicherin, I believe, is the most unusually gifted among 
them. He is the most like a prodigy. His mother kept him 
in dresses, they say, until he was fourteen years old; and 
perhaps that is why he is so quietly content to live in his 
mind, and in the little acts of grace that make so quiet a life 

   

      

  

beautiful. Though he is not restless, he never rests. He is 
always either reading or at work, ,or concentrating his   

thoughts upon some gentle kindness. 
the Soviet work-room in the Hotel de G 
chamber of the bridal suite, where some of us have been 
able to lend’a hand in translating documents—he does not 
fail to greet with his solemn, respectful courtesy ‘each per~ 
son who is working there. And when he goes out, he turns 
and says a general “good-bye,” even if everybody is too busy 
to hear him. 
slow manner 

When he comes into 
—it is the inner 

  

    

  

One would never guess from his modest and 
the ironic wit and keen logje and very amaz- 

ing knowledge that Tehicherin has at h One 
would never guess it from his appearance, There is some- 
thing baby-like about this extraordinary man. He, holds a 
pen in‘his hands like a baby. His hands are small and not 
agile; he has no “build”; theré is no tone in his voice. And 
his perfect unity of color—moustache, g 
brows, hair and freckles, all exactly the same sandy’ red- 
‘brown—eonveys for some. reason an impression of comely 
innocenee. It is only when you begin to question his position 
that the hard, clear mind, and the metal his will is made out 
of, become apparent. 

He does not let you go away with any mistakes in quoting 
him. He cares vitally about the truth. It was almost pa 
thetic to me, when all the press of the world was splashing 
abroad those irresponsible lies about the “plundering of the 
churches” in Russia to see the care with which Tehicherin 
corrected my cable telling the truth about it to the New 
York World. 

“Tt is a gradual collection and sale,” I read to him, “in 
co-operation with the local church authorities, of jewels and 
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treasures unrelated to religious ceremonial. These treasures 
have been hoarded in the churches for centuries. 

“You must not say ‘unrelated to religious ceremonial, 
he interrupted. “That is not true. Say ‘unnecessary to re- 
ligious ceremonial.’ ” 

Rakovsky is,a more magnetic and winning man than 
Tehicherin, a man whose abilities are more obviously at hand 
He has a “build,” a bearing, a clear-singing voice and ener- 
getic utterance. You remember his strong face and brilliant, 
warm eyes with a perpetual half-smile in them, as you re- 
member a friend. I suppose Rakovsky is more loved than 
any other man in the Communist movement except Lenin 
and Trotsky. He was born in the No Man’s Land between 
Bulgaria and Prussia—an internationalist predestined. And 
for years he was the inspired leader and orator-teacher of 
the whole Socialist movement of the Balkans. Now by a 
shifting of the cast which only an international revolution 
could make possible, he has become the Premier of the 
Ukraine, In Genoa, in addition to all the labor that falls to 
him in that capacity, and as a chief member of the Soviet 
@elegation, he has taken upon himself the function of int 
preter of the revolution to the press of the capitalist world. 
He meets them every day at six-thirty in a little white lee- 
ture-room in the old, old University of Genoa—a room with 
blackboards and rising tiers of benches. 

‘Those benches are alway’s filled to overflowing, and Rakov- 
sky always dashes in a little late with a bulging manuscript 
ease, like'a busy professor. He makes a brief statement of 
the principal events and problems of the day from the 
Soviet point of view. Then he sits down at his desk, picks 
up a’pen, and says with a humorously expectant smile: 

‘ow, gentlemen, there are perhaps some questions that 
you would like to ask?” 

He takes a long paper and copies out all the questions 
with great care—they growing imore arid more weighty, of 
course, as the opportunity to make speeches is fully com- 
prehended by the press. 

Rakovsky enjoys these speeches; he never stops them. 
He believes in the newer methods of education. When 
they are finished he takes another sheet of paper and 
classifies the questions. ‘Then he gets up and replies to 
them, all in one speech, patiently, frankly, if possible, 
usually with a little humor, and always with the illumi 
nation of some historical parallel, or some unexpected bit 
of the general science of society. He is 
happy when he can drive a French, reporter into defending. 
Poincare's politics and the glories of the French revolution 
at the same time—for in the history of France, as well as 
the French Ianguage—he 

He is a man whose energy sustains the feelings in your 
heart, Nobody ever seems to want these lessons to end. 
‘And I am sure Rakovsky would gladly settle down here 
‘and teach these promising students the science of history 
and the wisdom of things in general, for the rest of his days. 

‘They were finishing up a diplomatic communication of the 
most lofty importance one day at the Hotel de Génes. It 
wwas one of those letters destined to save the conference and 
alter the whole course of European history. Rakovsky had 
composed it in French, and the rest of the delegation gave it 
their approval, and went off to Santa Marguerita, leaving 
Rakovsky to sign it after it was translated into. English. 
Tt was late in the afternoon, and he seemed to be in a ter 
ible hurry. He paced back and forth like a nervous tiger. 
His mood communicated itself to those who were typing 
the letter, and they of course filled it full of mistakes. 
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Well, he wouldn't 
wait, “Fix it with 
a pen!” he said. 

Tt was fixed with 
fa pen, and it looked 
something like a 
communication from 
a Russian news- 
dealer to the busi- 
ness manager of the 
Liberator. ‘Then it 
was folded wrong 
and wouldn't fit the 
envelope. Somebody 
tried to fold it to fit 

Charles Rappaport, Marxian, keeping the other way, and 
‘an eye on the Russians still it wouldn't. go 

in, The whole room 
threw up their hands then, and declared it would have to be 
done all over again. 

“No, sir!” Rakovsky said, grabbing it and folding it a 
third way, so that it began to look like a worn-out spit-ball. 

That's good enough! They can read it, I must go to the 
University!” He smiled at his own eagerness. 

“Come on! My pupils Are waiting for me!’ 
‘There is something of the teacher in all the Bolshevik 

leaders, There is some teaching that they’ have to do in 
order to get on, basis of practical discussion with these 
merchant-politiclans, who seem to them to understand so 
little of the science of history or economics, or the more 
simple science of why they ame here and what they want. 
Joffe, with his firm, thick lips and Oriental features and the 
Tong pointed black beard like a rabbi, would be entirely 
himself sitting on a mat with a little circle of devout pupils 
around him. His head is too high and too beautiful for poli- 
ties. His poise is like Buddha's. He is infinitely patient. 
He would be teaching philosophy to those who really wanted 
to understand it. Krassin, too, has in his manner that very 
teat gentleness, a half sorrowful gentleness, that we asso- 
ciate with the wise teacher of children. He has the same 
‘quiet firmness, and the same sorrow, that you can see in St. 
Gaudens’ statue of General Sherman at the entrance of 
Central Park, He looks like that. And Vorovsky is thé very 
image of the kindly friend and advisor who taught geog- 
raphy and morals in the little village school because he was 
not strong enough in health to go and live in the city. He 
ig the only one of the Bolshevik delegation I have seen who 
does not seem physically powerful. He is as thin-wristed 
as a sick man, and as hollow and meditative in the sounds 
of his voice. His slender face and pointed beard are a little 
hidden under the big brow, which he keeps always modestly. 
lowered, except to look up occasionally with a good-natured 
nervous laugh. 

I remember one thing that Vorovsky said ty me, which 
will convey an impression of his wisdom to those who are 
wise enough to be impressed. I had asked him whether he 
found any very able statesmen among the bourgeois dele- 
gates. 

“In order to be a statesman,” he said, “it is necessary to be 
in a condition of growth. None of these men are growing.” 

We were sitting on the baleony of the Imperial Palace, 
looking down the hill to the sea, and as I was not doing 
much of the talking, those words had an opportunity to im- 
press themselves upon my mind. They rose strangely, with 
their Emersonian serenity, out of a long informative conver- 
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sation about debts and roubles and loans and productivity 
and dollars and franes and guarantees, and all that matter 
which constitutes the usuzl preoccupation of the conference. 
L remembered them later in the afternoon, when we had left 
the Villa Bolskeviki and continued our journey a little far- 
ther down the coast from Genoa. 

I remembered them because a very peculiar and almost 
metaphysical thing happened to us that afternoon—a thing 
which might tend to throw doubt upon the reality of time, or 
the very possibility of growth. It was still early when we 
said good-by to Vorovsky, and walked down the gravel 
pathway to the sentried gate. And as Comrade Erlich—the 
redoubtable “Chief of the Teheka” so highly colored in the 
press—had given us a little magic ass which seemed able 
to open a path through the whole Italian army, wo felt 
‘Yery much at home in Santa Marguerita, and in no hurry to 
go back to our hotel. Comrade Erlich is armed with the 
most genial smile and the blackest looking revolver I ever 
encountered, and there is a distinction about his hospitality 
which made us very proud. We decided to take a little ride 
‘and come back again in the evening. 

We were not two minutes away when we eame to the 
little village of Rapallo, the twin sister of Santa Marguerita 
just around the hill. Rapallo—the name reealled us from 
‘our political to our literary selves. For we all three of us, 
George Slocombe and Emest Hemingway and I, belong in 
the ward of those who are afflicted with a dual personality. 

“Let's go and see Max Beerbohm!” we said. 
And so it was that, with a little help from destiny and a 

‘good nerve our painted tin automobile at 250 lire the day, 
‘was converted into a time-machine, and carried us in less 
than four minutes from the gate of the revolutionary future 
back into middle of the last half of the nineteenth century 
For here was Max Beerbohm himself, exquisitely dressed 
and at leisure, sipping a little delicate Marsala on the un- 
covered terrace of his villa, looking out over the blue water, 
and fecling quietly happy because he had just finished a 
series of deft and devastating caricatures of the life of King 
Rdward the Seventh! 

He was most cordi 
abruptness of our 
arrival from so far 
off in the future, and 
with no excuse 
whatever but a de- 
sire to talk with him. 

“Not about poli- 
ties!” was his only 
demur, and to that 
We agreed so heart- 
ily that before long 
we were all talking 
polities with great 
candor and abandon. 

I was impressed 
at first by the neat- 
ness of the British 
gentleman in Max 

Beerbohm— the ex- 
quisite fit of his 
grey suit, the trou- 
sers not too slim, 
but perfectly cut. I 
was impressed by 
the nice round shape 

1, most warmly cordial, considering the 
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of his tanned fea- 
tures under the new 
grey felt hat, and 
the small grey 
moustache that fits 
in over his lip al- 
most as’ deftly as 
that of Lloyd 
George. Everything 
in his study was 
neat, too. Tt is a 
small, square plaster 
hut of one room, in 
the middle of a 
high, open conerete 
terrace, like the flat 
roof of a house. As 
I faced its open 
doors from where we 
sipped wine on the 
terrace, it seemed 
more like a stage- 
set than a human 
habitation. The 
inside walls are painted in pure ultra-marine, the most in- 
tense of colors; and yet that color seems cool, because of 
the whiteness of the Italian sunshine. A shelf of books 
runs all the way around the walls at the height of the eyes— 
‘on top of that a few small pictures in slender frames at nice 
intervals, and in the center a desk, with its blotter and pens. 
as classically arranged as those in Wanamaker’s show- 
window. ‘There is nothing else—or so nearly nothing that 
the impression is as simple as that. There is, I remember, 

ining new Kerosene heater, and a cabinet from which 
later the wonderful pictures emerged. x 

They have a new beauty, a new subtlety of laughter in 
their native colors. They'are delicately merciless. ‘They are 
not like any other pictures, and their spirit of humor is not 
like any other spirit in the world. 

It took more than a moment to perceive that spirit’ in 
Max Beerbohm himself. I do not know exactly why. I 
have noticed that a peculiar displacement of the light rays is 
produced when the chilly. atmosphere of the British first 
touches that of the warmer-mannered peoples, and for a 
while nothing very much on either side is visible. It may 
have been just that ‘natural phenomenon that made it diffe 
cult to see Max Beerbohm in the perfect gentleman who wel- 
comed us. It may have been his dread of a political inter- 
view. At any rato it was not until we got on the subject 
of policemen that the miracle of mutuality actually took 
place in our conversation. We were talking of the differ- 
ences between America and the continent of Europe, and I 
remarked—as I shall again in the course of this correspond- 
‘ence—that the chief difference is to be seen in the character 
and conduct of the policemen, In America a policeman is a 
dig, bad-mamnered, almighty, authoritarian giant, who has 
to be bribed. In France he is a courteous human-being of 
ordinary size and social emotion, who will accept a tip. It 
seems that in London he is even more human and delight- 
ful—aetually superior in charm, according to Max Beer- 
bohm, to the rest of the British spé j 
“When I go to London I am always struck by the poliee= 

men,” he said. 
We told him we might express in almost the same lan- 

guage our experience of the policemen in New York, and 

" Ftova de. 
Rakovsky 

 



that amused him and made him laugh, He got up very ener- 
‘getically and started to walk. It seemed as though he were 
going away on business, but in six steps he was back again 
‘with a new interest in the conversation, 

“Have you any younger men writing books in America 
“who really amount to anything?” he asked. He’ had been 
reading a book by Joseph Hergesheimer—‘an excellent 
book, full of old lace and erinolines and all those interesting 
fittings very properly arranged. It was very skilful. 1 
really wanted him to be an artist, he seemed to be trying so 
hard, and doing so well on the whole, considering the effort.” 

We reminded him of a few other names, and told him it 
was England's fault that so many inferior writers become 
established in America as great men, “Whenever you see 
anything Yather bad, but showy, coming out of America, 
‘you say, “Ah, this is the great native American art! How 
Gifferent from great English art! Distinctly American!” 
‘Our erities take everything you say for gospel, and the re~ 
sult is that one skilful performer after another gets fixed 
in our firmament as the great American genius.” 

“Yes, maybe you are right,” he said, “but there is a differ- 
ence, is there not? It seems to me that all American writ- 
ing is a little loud and exaggerative. There was James 
Huneker, for example. Now if he had gone to school at 
Bton or Harrow, somebody would have patted him on the 
hhead once in a while in a kindly way aid said, ‘There, there, 
James, it’s all right! You needn't shout so loud! In due 
time you will be heard. And even if you are not, it won't 
matter. It will be all right. Just speak quietly and let 
things take their colrse!’ ‘That would have saved him, you 
see. But as it is—well, he is dead now. It is all 
very sad.” 

He was walking away again. When he got back, the ques- 
tion was whether the high prices paid to popular writers in 
‘America are not the real cause of the trouble 

“Perhaps they are paid higher, the louder they shout 
hhe said, as though he were making a discovery 
© We were on common ground now. We supplied him the 
Gata for his hypothesis. We described our dollar-a-word 
culture. 

Vell, I am saved from that,” he said, “by the lack of 
talent. If one of your American literary agents arrived 
here and offered me a large sum of money for some future 
work I should say; ‘Why, yes, my good man, that’s all very 
fine! I accept your offer, but I shall never deliver the 
goods!” if 

‘And so we drifted naturally to a discussion of the Masses, 
the Liberator, the struggling efforts that have been made by 
poets and artists in the twentieth century, to stem that 
tide of commercial journalism, that clutches and sweeps 
along in its drab current every little jet of pure utterance 
that is born. And he told us how they had been trying the 
same thing in his century, too, in the Yellow Book. He 
made his debut as an artist in that magazine, under the 
sanction of his friend, Aubrey Beardsley. But it is gone 
now, and he no longer offers his drawings for publication at 
all, If they are reproduced it is by accident. For him they 
have achieved their destiny when they exist, and are enjoyed 
by the few who may be able to reach them in an exhibition. 
He is not troubled by the restless thought of democracy— 
the sense of the multitudes of men,-and the multitudes of 
authentic values that their wills create, He lives content 
‘with his own values. He is a serene and undisturbed aristo- 
‘rat, the kind that lasts right up to the day when revolution 
appears in his own kitchen. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

   

  

  

  

  

  

  

     

‘ 
THE LIBERATOR 

He showed us his 
caricature of the 
prime minister of 

“the proposed Labor 

in England greeting 
M. Jules Cambon, 
the French ambas: 
dor—one of the pic- 
tures which brought 
him a denuneiation 
from the London 
Daily Herald, and 
gave rise to that 
humorous corre- 
spondence of a year 
ago. We liked the 
picture, and he was 
surprised. He was 
disposed to defend it-a little by telling us that after all the 
labor leader was “really a good fellow.” 

“He is just exactly the kind of good fellow who will run 
things in a labor government,” we told him, “and he will 
run them just about as you imply.” He was puzzled, but it 
was growing late for explanations. “Come over to the Im- 
perial Palace,” we suggested, “and we will show you the kind 
of people who run things in a revolutionary government!” 
He said that he was afraid he would feel a little vexed 
if he went over there—the “mess they have made in Rus- 
sia,” the “diagrammatic minds,” the “ignoring of obvious 
facts of human nature,’ 

“But no doubt you are right, I should enjoy them. I am 
sure I should like them better than our own delegates. I 
always enjoy a charming fool better than a British gentle- 
man who happens to have his head screwed on just right!” 

[believe he would feel a little vexed. But it is not because 
they have diagrammatic minds, or ignore facts, or because 
they have made a mess in Russia, It is because they have 
minds equal to his own in point of humane culture, and 
superior in the scope of facts their seience comprehends, It 
is because in order fully to understand what they are doing 
in Russia he would have to make avery youthful effort 
of intelligence. He would have to lift himself forward over 
a good span of years. He would have to put himself to 
school a little to those Bolshevik teachers. 

       

     

  

  

        

  

    

    Sore 
George Slocombe, Correspondent 
of the London Daily Herald 

  

  

  

  

  

  

Alone 
HERE is no wisdom in your ways for me. 

T walk with you; my mind is far apart. 
You have no magic power, no mystery, 
To draw the fire out of my burning heart, 
T see you trying with your little hand 
‘To reach my mist-wrapped world and touch and hold 
My flaming soul you cannot understand, 
‘And Scorning you I turn to stone, death 
Oh like nimble child that secks his toy, 
When fagged of brain he turns from tho 
T come to you for rest and simple joy, 
Descending from the solitary height, 
To pleasure with you, serving to fulfill 
The lofty purpose of my driving wi 

  

  

ght outright,   
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An Open Letter from Charles W. Wood 
To Hon. Richard Enright and Hon. John F.“Hylan 

  

s is not an attack upon either of you. I don’ 
her of you personally, and I think you are both fairly 

representative of the intelligence of New ‘York City 
But neither is this a bouquet, Ask me what I think of the 

intelligence of New York City and you will understand. But 
I want to make myself plain, I have no sympathy whatever 
with the sort of propaganda which attempts to blame you 
for all the disorder in New York. It is quite possible that 
we might have a better mayor and police ‘commissione: 
it is equally possible that'we might have worse. The ignor- 
ance of New York City is bound to be well represented at 
the City Hall and I don’t expect much improvement until a 
few simple truths whieh few people now grasp are more 
generally understood. 

Now, to the facts. A few nights ago 1 attended a most 
teresting entertainment and danee in Bryant Hall. I gan’t 
dance, but I enjoyed this evening hugely. Had either of you 
been with me and had I been able to point out to you the 
things which I saw, I am quite sure you would have enjoyed 
it, too. You are both human, You are both rather generous 

in your sympathies. You are both rather fearless, it seems 
to me, in doing your duty as you understand it. You may not 
be able to understand very much, intellectually, and you are 
doubtless as bigoted as\the average citizen; but you have a 
certain capacity to feel the pulse of the people, and I am 
sure you would have been interested in what I saw at Bryant 
Hall 

There are all sorts of dances in New York. There are 
dress-suit functions in our leading hotels, where the hooch 

    

    

  

     

  

    
‘Max Eastman (left), Marcel Cachin (right) and Correspondents of Isvestia and L’Hu 

San Giorgio at the op manité in front of the Pall 
the Genoa Conference 

       

flows freely and any number of things happen which would 
make your pure souls have a fit, But these are private 
danees, exclusive affairs, and you cannot interfere. Not that 
T.want you to interfere, but I am quite sure you would like 
to if you could, You are built that way. ‘These dances are 
for the rich; and it would ather please you, I faney, to shut 
down on some of the orgies of the rich 

But you can't do it. ‘The most you can do in this line is 
to shut down on the orgies of the poor. You can and do 
hold strict supervision over the public dance halls. ‘The 
halls, that is, where poor people dance, 

This dance in Bryant Hall was a semi-public dance. It 
was exclusive only in the sense that it was known to be a 

erator” dance, and only those who are more or less in 
sympathy with liberal or radical ideas would be expected to 
attend. But it was an important social gathering just the 
same. It was one of those gatherings which made me rather 

    

   

           

  

    
  

hopeful of America and almost proud of the city in which 
such a dance could occur. 

In the first place, my commonest criticism of radicals is 
that they lack a sense of humor. They are good at sledge- 
hammer sareasm and cutting satire, but they seldom play 
They haven't learned the art of kidding themselves. But 
they did kid themselves beautifully at this entertainment. 
Floyd Dell had written a sketch of a “Busy Day at the Lib- 
erator Office” and’ it was played in part by the Liberator 
staff, ‘The day had evidently been so busy that the actors 
didn't have time to learn their lines, but Mike and Claude 
were so bad that they were positively good. Everybody 
laughed at them, of course, but they responded in a way that 

won everyone's affection, 
ere, was real humor in the 

idéa of these boys leading “The 
Revolution” in’ America, but 
that they were able to enter 
into the laugh gave us a lot of 
confidence in them, 

I don't know that you ean 
get this point, but I want you 
to try. There is a certain hu- 
mor in your own positions a8 
mayor and police commission 
er of New York. Do you ever 
take time to laugh at your: 
selves? It would do you @ 
world of good, I am sure, and 
you would be no less effleient 

  

    

    
   

    

  

  

   

  

  

  

  1d police commis- 
nse of dig- 

nity, this eternal championing: 
of the pee-pul against the in= 
terests—doesn’t it ever occur 
to you how funny it all is? 
You must know, if you stop to 
think of it, that you are 
very ordinary persons; if you 
weren't, you would never be 
elected to the position of 
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   A taxi unloading ammunition down Broadway 
(No cop in sight)     

      (No cop in sight) 

xs ‘To the Liberator Ball 

Phe Crise Nataee 
By William Gropper 

  
Opium Smokers. 
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mayor or appointed by such a mayor commissioner of police. 
‘This is nothing against you, If the world is ever going to 
be improved, ordinary folks must do the job. But the pre- 
tense (which we call dignity) which attempts to set a few 
people off as great—why, that is one of the funniest things 
about our civilization: 

But=there were other fictitious lines demolished at this 
particular entertainment. ‘There were rich and poor at this 
ball: none very rich perhiaps, but a number who could be 
extremely “exclusive” if they wished to—people who are so 
up in the social seale that they have their names iti the tele- 
phone directory; and none very poor, perhaps; for the entei 
tainment, including the dance, did cost seventy-five cents. 
But there was a breaking of class lines nevertheless to a 
degree which you will seldom find in New York at places 
where people are having real fun. You'd like that about it, 
Iam sure. You remember the Armistice Day eelebration— 
the greatest day New York ever had—when everybody 
seemed to forget everything except that mankind is funda- 
mentally human and, that being the caso, let's celebrate. 
Well, there was just a touch of that at this ball. It was 

great. x 
‘Then, there were the high-brows. They danced with the 

stenographers so that you could hardly tell them apart, ex- 
cept that-the stenographers were the better dancers. There 
may have been hooch, but I didn’t sée it. It didn’t seem to 
be needed, Economic, social and intellectual differences were 
forgotten and folks were folks. It’s great to be just folk: 
It’s the greatest experience in life. It’s the things that di- 
vide us that make us unhappy—money, class, prejudice, in- 
tolerance and things like that. You know how it is, It 
must bore you to death to be forever called upon to “receive” 
great visitors from abroad. Big, celebrated, special person- 
‘ages are so everlastingly tiresome. ‘They have to be. Tt goes 
with the job. It’s only when they lose their dignity that any 
of them are really interesting. 

But there was one feature of this ball which went beyond 
anything that I have mentioned. It thrilled me more than I 
‘can tell you, for it had to do with the greatest shame of the 
United States. 

Did you ever feel ashamed of the United States? I have. 
And. you would be too if you had been in my place. I was 
in China, and several times I ran across highly cultured 
Chinese who asked me to explain lynching in America, I 
couldn't do it. America is the only country I ever heard of 
where human beings are burned alive for the crime of ha 
ing certain pigments in their skin. Sometimes the victims 
have committed crimes; sometimes they haven't. That 
doesn't seem to matter. Somebody has committed a crime, 
s0 the whole white population of the county comes out and 
burns a “nigger.” Of all the horrible superstitions I know 
of, this is the most fiendish. But the United States permits 
it! That is, the United States does not stop it. It has been 
going on now for half a century. I dread to pick up m 
paper in the morning, as there is a big chance that it will 
tell of one more Iynching horror. 

It is argued that the United States cannot stop this. I 
don't know, I am not much on the use of foree. Perhaps 
it would not do to send marines to Georgia, as we would do 
if outrages equal to this were perpetrated in any other coun- 
try on the American continent, But there is one thing that 
can bé done. The people might be educated to look upon 
human beings as human beings.instead of looking upon them 
‘as whites and blacks, Any movement in. that direction 
arouses my enthusiasm and I am sure it would arouse yours. 

But you can’t educate people by simply telling them things. 
People learn not what they hear, but what they do. If we 
were to send a weekly bulletin to every white person in the 
country to the effect that every colored person is hereby 
pronounced human, it would do no good. Only by treating 
them as human’ beings can we get the idea across. 
And this is what I saw at the Liberator ball, 1 saw the 

color line vanish. It wasn’t merely that colored people were 
allowed to come in and look on. They weren't “allowed” 
anything. People didn’t notice that they were colored. They 
took them for what they were, individually, just as we take 
each other. Claude McKay wasn’t the “Negro Poet.” He 
was just Claude McKay. If people liked this man Claude 
McKay they chatted with him, If they enjoyed his line of 
talk, they stuck around. If they found that he had the sort 
of culture which appealed to them, that he was colored 
seemed to mean, nd more than if he had béen bald-headed. 

Now, wasn’t that fine? Iam sure you must get what I 
mean. Suppose, instead of people being lynched in this 
country for the color of their skins, it were customary to 
lynch them for the color of their hair. Suppose all red- 
haired people were in danger of being burned alive any time 
‘that some unknown’ person had committed a erime. You 
would be thrilled, wouldn't you, at any demonstration of the 
actual abolition of that color line. 

But suppose, Mr. Mayor and Mr. Commissioner, that your 
police should step in at just this time and break up the 
demonstration. Suppose they should confess that they were 
doing this because the color line had been forgotten. That 
is exactly what happened at this Libérator Ball. The police 
not only broke it up, but they made exaetly that announeement, 

Tt may be argued that they had a right to close the affair 
when they did because it was one o'clock Sunday morning 
and there is some ordinance by which balls are supposed 
to be closed at that hour. But that ordinance is no longer en= 
forced. It is a dead letter: 

The police — your police — came into this ballroom and 
looked around. They saw the colo? line broken. ‘They saw 
folks dancing with folks, regardless of the color of their 
hair, their beards or their skin. AND THEY SAID THAT 
THAT WAS THE REASON THAT THEY FORCED THE 
BALL TO CLOSE. 
What do you think about it? Can you claim that such an 

act at such a time was moral, decent, human? Or are you 
such bigots that you are willing to commit any injustice so 
Jong as it seems to concern only the “radicals”? If I thought 
you could understand it, I would go deeper into the philoso- 
phy of this thing. I would argue that the great question of 
human rights is involved, regardless of how you happen to 
disagree with me on questions of conduct. I would argue my 
own personal right to ask a Negro girl ta dance with me. I 
would argue my right to marry her, if we were marriageable, 
and we loved each other enough to forget the color line. I 
would even argue-my right to sin, so long as Ido not break 
the law; and I would try to show you that the right to sin— 
the right to do something that somebody objects to yout do- 
ing—is the only right which counts, But this is probably too 
deep for you. As it is, I shall leave the whole question with 
your own conscience. How do you like your part in helping 
to maintain the superstition by which, in the United States, 
folks are burned alive for the crime of being colored? 

Very sincerely yours, 
CHartes W. Woon. 

"It may not be generally known that Mayor Hylan ts ginger-haired.  



  

    The ‘W obblies Raid the Seamen's Union 
By Dick Orson 

  

  

SEAYP ORE than half the men manning American ships 
‘are members of the I. W. W..” Andrew Furuseth, 

president of the International Seamen's Union of America, 
told a joint congressional committee in Washington   

Weeks ago, 

  

“The ships are flooded with red literature.” 

  

       

  

    

  

    

And “Andy,” who, for more than forty years, has fought 
the battle of the men who go down to the sea in ships, is 
struggling furiously a considerable ‘distance below the sur- 
face of the flood. He is struggling to save from the en- 
gulfing seas the wreck of the ship he has so long piloted, 
the ship which sailed so 
staunchly over many seas. 
His ship was unseaworthy 
it, strove to hold its own 
against faster and ablér yes- 

sels, which 
which Andy could 

not steer his craft 
Andy’s 
into 
dock and disma 

And all 
Teaving i 

  

  

And now 
hip has been towed 

harbor, tied up to the 
led, 

the s 
To the 

lay minc is a glamour 
ships,   about the sea 

that is as old as the sea   

  

  

Undoubtedly, the loss of the strike had much to do with 
the startling desertion. Furuseth and his lieutenants, nota- 
bly . V. O'Connor, now on the shipping board, are blamed 
for that failure after months of effort vest can be 
traced to the growing power of the Marine Transport Work: 
ers’ Union, an I. W. W. organization, and to the naturejof 

Furuseth has carried on against it. Underlying 
all the causes is the increasing demand of the seamen for 

them beyond the “fair day's 
slogan, and they have found 
the. W, W. programme 
more satisfying to their aspi- 
rations 

Against the growing pow- 

  

  

      

  

        
the fi        

      
a program which will earry 
wage for 

  

a fair day’s work” 

    

  

er of the Marine Transport 
Workers the old leader of 
craft unionism has fought 
bitterly, with the bitterness 
of a man who fears. The 
“boys” are getting away 
from Andy, perhaps he fears 
that they ‘will not return;      
perhaps that he no longer un- 
derstands them. But, defiant 
to the last, he is fighting— 

      

  

and alienating the men he Self, Sailors are adventur- used to lead by the nature ers, wanderers—btoad-chest- of his warfare, ed, clear-eyed, tanned. Their Furuseth, the men say, has life is thrilling, hard, clean. bétrayed them. “Andy” has ‘They stand on decks and become a stool. A report throw their arms out to the Gropper made by Furuseth to the Sail- meine Andy's Ship 
Bat sailors feel differently; 

they know that they ‘They must eat, 
and often the food is bad; they must sleep, and sometim 
find their own bedding; they must support others, and their 
pay is low. They find precious little time to stand on deck 
and throw out their arms in a grand gesture to the skies—too 
Many of them work in stoke-holds, anyway. In the strange 
ports they visit the most sensible thing for them to do is to 

expeditiously as possible in order to forget the get drunk a 
weariness of many cighteen-hour days. But there is little 

  are sailors, workers. 

    

  

  

The sea is romantic, to those who do not 
those who do it is a tr 
to live—a 
to on 

follow it. To 
hard one. It is a fight 

id not to live worse, A year ago the fight came! 
of its crises in the Seamen’s strike. Shoulder to shoul: 

der the men fought and, still shoulder to shoulder, they were 
beaten. And as men are beaten their gods topple. Andrew 
Furuseth, who, for forty years, has been the International 
Seamen’s Union, has toppled. ‘The seamen no longer burn 
incense at his feet—there is even some talk of substituting 

     

    

  

fagots, 
A year ago there were at least 25,000 paid up meinbers 

in the International Seamen's Union. Probably ‘there are 

  

searcely more than a fifth of its former members in 
Those who remain are wavering, 

the 
ranks to-day 

  

    

   
ors’ Union of the Pacific and 
contained in the minutes of that organization is quoted in The Marine Worker, an organ of the Marine Transport Workers. In part it reads: “The ship owners have refused to grant passes to officers of the Union to go on board sh 

  

  

  

  ps for the purpose of identifying ex- pelled members of the Sailor’s Union and notorious wob- blies. A letter has been written to the American Pacific Steamship Association and to the Shipbuilders’ organization of the Pacific Coast dealing with the apparent combination betiveen shipowners and the ‘wobblies. 
And in a published pamphlet “You Have Been Fooled’ Funtseth writes: “They, the I, W. W. leaders, evidently re ceived money from some shipowners, or from somebody inter- ested in the destruction, first of the seamen’s organization, then of the Seamen’s Act.” Of course, Furuseth knows that the I. W. W. platform, on principle, is against legislation dis- 

criminatory to the workers of any country And the I. W. W/s retort that Furuseth has offered the services of himself and his organizations to the employers as wobbly spotter 
They assert that he appealed to the prosecuting at- torney at San Francisco for a drive against the I. W. W. un- der the criminal syndicalist law of California, offering to iden- tify known advocates of the “one big union.” ‘They add that the city attorney refused the offer, saying that he would prose 
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ute no more men for mere membership in the Industrial 
Workers of the Worl. 

So, among the wobblies, 
stool. ‘The men of his organization are leaving him b 
cause of that brand; the other leaders of the A. F. of L., 
‘who never liked Furuseth any too well at best (because 
of his honesty, they say in the M. T. W. hall), have turned 
from hini, afraid to sanction his tacties. He is fighting 
alone in his Washington office, beset by enemies with whom 
he eaninot cope. E 

In the South street hall of the Marine Transport Work- 
ers in New York (a large room with low ceiling and chai 
on all sides set against the walls) the seamen sit around 
reading, chewing and smoking. At the long table in the 
center a few are writing letters. Some are on shore leave, 
others are looking for a ship. They swap stories 

A slender, blue-eyed man talks of the seamen’s organi 
zation, of the treachery of Andrew Furuseth and the ac- 
tivities of the Marine Transport Workers. 

“We're about teady to write the obituary of the Inter- 
national Seamen's Union,” he laughs. “In fact, we've work- 

“Did you see this?” ‘They had a convention in January. 
They admitted they were losing members. Hanson, the 
secretary-treasurer of the Seamen's Union, told them’ they 
had lost more than 75,000 members since 1919. You know 

‘Andy” has been branded a 

Steam Shoveling 

18 

“We're getting a hundred new members a day, many of 
them former members of the International Seamen's Union. 
They're flocking to us.” 

Workers 

He answered his own question. 

on the ships is all with the Marine Transport 
The Brooklyn’ port delegates interviewed five 

hundred men and found only seven who were paying dues 
into the old International Unions or were talking in their 
favor. Four or five ten on every ship paying off were 
lined up in the M. T. W. In each group one of them is 
selected as job delegate and provided with literature and 
supplies for lining up the ship. 

“They're coming into the Marine Transport Workers. On 
one ship we found a man who was keeping the whole erew 
supplied with our literature and he wasn't a member of the 
organization. He joined as soon as he got a chance and 
half the erew came into the I. W. W. with him. The Sea 

bac 
“Didn't Furuseth do anything to better conditions through 

the International Seamen’s Unior 
But not what he says. He says it foreed the 

bosses to treble wages. Wages went up during the war, yes 
They went up everywhere, And since the war they've come 
down again.” 

“Wages have gone down, way down, Men on sailing ves- 

Reginald Marsh  
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sels who were getting $100 a month draw $30 now. Men 
work on coal, steamers from eighteen to twenty hours for 
$00 or $55 a month. In most instances they've cut out 
overtime, especially since the strike failed. The men have 
to furnish their own bedding. The crews are cut to the 

“How about the Seamen's A¢ 
“Not enforced. Andy's lieutenants said at Chicago last 

Winter that it cost the Seamen's union $40,000 to defend 
the act during the last four/years. ‘The shipowners virtually 
ignore it.” 

“How about 
men’s Act?” 

He turned to a man writing at the table. 
“Don't know. I don’t see nothin’ of it.” 
The passengers of Furuseth’s struggling ship are mak 

ing for the newer craft of the Marine Transport Workers 
Which has more modern equipment, faster engines and is 
bound for a better port. The native-born Americans are go- 
ing in the greatest numbers—which must be something of a 
shock to the “one hundred per centers.” 

Of the crew, the stokers listen most readily to the 
Marine Transport Workers’ organizer. The dock hands 
come niext, then the marine en 

  

      

    

  

   

  

Mike? What do you think of the Sea 

  

   

  

    

gineers. ‘The stewards last, 
“Don't ask me why, the stewards come last,” said the blue- 

eyed sailor, “I don’t know.” 
  

Stuart Davis 
Low Tide 

The Case of Nickolay 

Mansevich 
HE case of Nickolay Mansevich is about the biggest 
thing in Detroit just now. If the Government can di 

port Mansevich it can, and probably will, deport almost any- 
one. This is what Detroit folks are saying. ‘The Go 
ernment in the Mansevich case happens to consist of two 
special agents of the Department of Justice, two inspectors 
of immigration, and a few secret informers 
© course labor and several clear-headed, class-conseious 

friends of labor ‘have Jed in the long and 
for Mansevich’s freedom. But scores of bout, 
have sat up nights drafting telegrams to the Secretary of 
Labor and to the members of the Michigan delegation in 
Congress, who must have rubbed their eyes. The Detroit 
Labor News, organ of the federation, has told th 

ory frequently and well, 
Nickolay Mansevich, born in Grodno, arrived in Detroit 

eight years ago and went to work at the Ford Motor Com- 
pany. He worked there until last September 2, the last 
three years without missing a day. But September 2 he 
was arrested on the job by two Department of Justice 
agents and taken to the Department of Justice office to 
be ‘questioned. ‘There was some fol-de-rol about “the pa- 
pers,” a special Peter Kropotkin number, or something of 
the sort, of something or other, and then Mansevich was 
told to sign a document which, he learned late 
application for a passport to Poland 
When Mansevich left Grodno years ago, it belonged to Rus 

sia, or he Czar. But the place is*in the hands of the 
Poles now, And Mansevich, who does not want to be de 
ported at all, certainly does not want to be deported to 
Poland. He protested that he had not known what 
signing, when he learned of the trick that had been played 
on him. Mansevich knows only enough English to suffice 
him at the factory and the grocery store. But he was then 
confronted with still another document bearing his signa: 
ture. It was his “confession,” written in the best Depart- 
ment of Justice English. In this “confession” he threatened 
immediate death to almost everyone but his own wife and 
three children. 

When the time came’ for Mansevich to prepare for de- 
portation, four of the ablest lawyers in Detroit offered their 
services to him. They were not allowed to see the records 
of the hearings which resulted in Mansevich’s conviction, 
But the Department of Labor was induced to grant a re- 
hearing of the ease, and the date of deportation was fixed 
for February 22, George Washington's pirthday. Another 
hearing was staged, be closed doors of course, but 
with the four attorneys and a “friend” permitted to attend, 

At this hearing the Government ease was breaking down. 
At the eleventh hour an emergeney witness was rushed in 
ard out again, remaining in the room just long eno\ 

  

     

    

      

Mansevich 

    

  

  

  

     her to 

  

    
  

    

  

  

  

    

    
zh t 

“conviet” the prisoner of selling him one of, “the papers. It seems this paper which this most unfortunate informer charged Mansevich with selling to him was printed in 
Russian, “T bought it of Mansevich and put it in a trunk at home,” the informer testified, trembling with nervousness. Did you read the paper?” one of the attorney 

  

  

  asked 
him, 

       



JUNE, 192 

  

“Oh, yes; I read it.” 
All right; read this passage which the officers have 

marked in the paper in evidence. It also is in Russian, the 
same language.” 

‘The informer, his hands trembling, started to read. The 
interpreter looked at the agent of the Department of Jus- 
tice who understood Russian. Mansevich's eyes were fixed 
in consternation and contempt on the face of the witness 
After a few lines hadbeen read, the agent snatched the 
paper from the witness’ hands, ‘The witness was unable even 
to pronounce the words of the Russian language. 

Walter Nelson, one of the four attomeys, immediately 
began a sharp cross-examination of the witness. He was 
getting close to the secret of his connection with the ease 
when P. L. Prentis, immigration inspector in charge, stepped 
forward and exclaimed, “I'll stop this right here!” 

Prentis explained that the identity of the secret agents 
had to be protected at all costs. 

‘That ended the hearing but not the case, 
ment of Labor refused to reverse its decision and the sen- 
tence stood. Mansevich was ordered deported .April 30. 
On the night of April 29 he was having a farewell dinner 
with a few of his friends, four or five of the Russian boys 
and several members of the Detroit committee of the Civil 
Liberties Union: It was a sad little gathering. The wife 

\d three children on the following day would become public 
charges, either of the city of Detroit or of Hamtramck, 
the industrial suburb where”Mansevich lives. At the time 
of Mansevich’s arrest he owned a $1,500 equity in a $3,800 
home, paid for month by month out of his savings. Fol- 
lowing his arrest he lost his job and had to sell his equity 
for $400. Now the $400 is gone. 

Mrs, Mansevich was not at the dinner because Jenny, 4 
years old, was sick in bed. And Mrs. Mansevich and the 
other two little girls, Mary, 5 years old, and Anna, 7, were 
about sick too with grief and discouragement. If they went 
with Mansevich to Grodno they would only suffer hunger 
and cold, perhaps starve; better to stay in Detroit, their 
friends said. So they were to say good-bye to Mansevich, 
perhaps forever, Mansevich who was certainly the gentlest 
father in all Hamtramck. 

But as the coffee was being brought in, by a kind little 
Spanish waiter at the restaurant where they sat, the word 
came that the Department of Labor had granted a further 
stay of sentence of 80 days. A cheer went up and Manse- 
vich almost eried with joy. He could not speak, he was so 
astonished and so happy. His big hands jerked and shook 
like those of a three-months-old baby when it laughs. He 
got red in the face, He looked from one to another of his 
friends who had been so faithful to him. When he tried to 
express his joy his English words became so involved with 
his Russian that no one could understand a thing he said. 
But no one eared. It was a great moment. 

‘And it was only a moment. The ecstasy was soon gone. 
Mansevich rode home that night to a sick little girl and a 
penniless home. He had quit his job six hours before. He 
spent the night at Jenny's bedside. And though he did 
not spend May Day at Ellis Island he spent it tramping 
factory districts in a fruitless search for work. His prob- 
lems there at home were so tremendous that he was almost 
totally unable to rejoice, after the passing of the first sud- 
den paroxysm of happiness, ut the reprieve. 

There were nearly 300 cases like’ this after the Palmer 
raids of 1919-1920. But those were war days. Detroit's 
eyesight is a little improved. And the Mansevich case is 
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furnishing more education to Detroit than all the war-time 
eases combined. Thousands are reading about it, in the 
labor and capitalist press, and are judging it on its merits, 
When the Detroit Federation of Labor held its big May Day 
mass meeting in Cadillac Square, little slips of paper were 
passed swiftly through the great crowd, reading as follows: 

“LEST WE FORGET: 
“Two years ago to-day 250 men were being held at Fort 

Wayne as a result of raids by the Detroit agents of the De- 
partment of Justice and the bureaueratic, passive co-opera: 
tion of the local immigration inspectors. 

“The same thing is going on to-day, here in Detroit. 
Nickolay Mansevich was arrested by the agents who 
made the arrests of 1919-1920—Joseph Apelman and Thomas 
©. Wileox — and he was ordered deported on the recom- 
mendation of the bureaucrats of the immigration office who 
in 1919-1920 held hundreds of workers in almost unbear- 
able conditions of captivity—P. L. Prentis and Robert W 
Gangewere. 

“To-day, on May Day, Mansevich is being taken from h 
home here to Ellis Island, there to be held for deportation, 
while his wife and three little girls remain destitute in De- 
troit.” 

And because of the Mansevich case the red flag is flutter- 
ing in many, many more hearts, 
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“THE cover picture is from a painting by Maurice Steme, 
courtesy Bourgeois Galleries,  



        

  

         

  

     

   
   
    

      

    

    

   
    
    

    
    

     

   

    

     
   
    

      
    
    
       

  

         

      

      
        
        
    

  

It is as meaningless, architectur- 
It is a spiritless, flat American ar- 

rangement of buildings and pavements, and the sky and the 
hhouses were gray when I came there, and the coal smoke 
stuck in my throat, and the crowds of sober, Godless, devil- 
less, mindless, soulless, colorless, uneventful and unimpor- 
tant prosperous Middle Westerners moved for some reason 
along the streets, and it was all dreary as an afternoon in a 
Presbyterian church. 

Cleveland is a large edition of one of Sherwood Ander- 
son's melancholy small towns. It made me sad, this eapital 
‘of Ohio mediverity; and inside the Locomotive Engineer's 
‘auditorium, three or four blocks away from the vast. gray 
sweep of Lake Erie, there was something that made me 
sadder still. I wanted to ery for boredom at what I found 
there! I wanted to shout, stamp, rage, or shoot myself like a 
Russian hero out of sheer ennui. \ 

For the most dreary and mediocre performance in the 
prorld was dragging its way to a finale in the auditorium, 
‘The stalest melodrama in recent American history was being 
Yepeated iy a fourth rate stock company. The biennial 
convention of the International Ladies’ Garment Workers’ 
tunion was being held there, and the Socialists in charge of 
the convention had just spent a week in preserving law and 
onder, in hunting out witches and expelling radicals, in snif- 
fing out Communist agitators and wild-eyed young rebels. 

‘Think of it, they had spent a week throwing the “alleged 
self-styled and: so-called” Communists out of the union. 
‘The garment workers of the nation had sent their delegates. 
here to decide and legislate on all the important principles 
that would guide the lives and destinies of 185,000 men and 
women for the next two years. They had paid out thou- 
sands of sweatshop dollars for hotel ills and railroad fares 
and auto rides and entertainments. 

‘And a week had been spent in bloody execution of the 
Communists. ‘That is all the delegates had to show for 
their time and money. A’ committee of kosher 100 per cent 
Socialists had examined the credentials of all delegates. 
Whenever they found a delegate who was not strictly kosher 
fand Socialist, this delerate was recommended to the firing 
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squad. Then the matter was brought up on the floor of the 
‘convention, and there were hours and hours of debate. What 
fan uproar! What excitement and confusion!    

this bittemess, because 
Communists in this con 

vention of two hundred men and women! And most of these 
“Communists” were young, and most of them had long, hon- 
orable records in the union, and most of them were unambi- 
tious, and loyal, and idealistic, and most of them had new 
ideas for the vitalization of the union that they wanted to 
see worked out, and that they had come here to plead for, 

If they had heen dirty hack A, F. of L. politicians schem- 
ing for jobs for themselves they would have been respected 
and listened to. But no, they were élean, young, ultra-ideal- 
ists, and so the Socialists threw them out. “Rebels! Mis: 
chief makers! Down with them! Down with them!” as 
‘Abraham Cahan shouted, Abe Cahan, the editor of the great 

All this clamor, this heart-bu 
, so-called 

  

      there were forty “allege 

  

    

    

  

   

  

Red Roses for Hillman 

By Michael Gold’ 

  

Yiddish daily, Vorwaerts, the veteran Socialist and rebel and 
mischief maker of an elder day 

‘And Charles Ervin, editor of the Call, the Socialist news- 
paper that was suppressed several times during the war for 
disruption, revolutionism, mischief-making and rebellion, 
came on the platform and howled like a Jeremiah at the 
young rebels in the convention. 

“Feather-bed revolutionists!” he called young men and 
young girls who work eight hours every day in shops, young. 
workers who starve in the slack season and wear themselves 
to the bone at the machines when there is work. “You are 
dominated by outsiders who use you for their selfish ends!” 
he, an outsider, shouted at them, at these men and women 
who were daring to risk their jobs, their union standing, 
everything they lived by spiritually and materially, that 
certain ideas might be promulgated. 

‘Then Warren Stone of the Locomotive Engineers was 
brought in to attack the young rebels. Stone receives 

rear for his heroic stand on labor unionism; and 
the young leftists: that they, were a bunch of 

paid disrupters, spies, and mischief-makers, 
‘And then, as a grand climax, old Sammy Gompers was 

brought in creaking, Gompers, who wants no changes made 
in the perfect A. F. of L.; Gompers, who supported the 

inited Garment Makers when they scabbed on the Amalga- 
mated; Gompers, who only the other day called again for 
the destruction of the Russian people; Gompers, the member 
of the National Civie Federation, and the friend of presi 
dents, bankers, generals and politicians 

‘And Gompers, of course, joined in the chorus against the 
disrupters and rebels, and pleaded for the re-election of his 
old friend Schlesinger. 

It was a grand, triumphant demonstration of Socialism, 
unity, solidarity and clean idealism, against all that is dark, 
diabolical, disruptive and Russian. Of course Socialism won} 
three or four of the girls were unseated, and a few of the 
men, Some of the left wingers were also scared into aequi 
escence and were afraid to vote according to the instructions 
they had brought with them from New York. It was a great 
vietor; 

‘There were a great many other things done at the conven- 
tion—progressive things, necessary things, but I eannot re- 
member them at all. I chiefly remember that, the Socialists 
spent over a week in throwing out the “so-called leftists.” 

I went around to some of the leftists to get from them the 
real reasons as to why they had been so.denounced and per- 
seeuted. [called on a group of young girlswho had been the 
leaders of the opposition. Two of them, Rose Wolkowitz and 
Ida Rothstien, had been unseated; the others had voted and 
fought on the floor of the convention. 

I spoke for hours with these disrupters, these paid agents, 
these rebels and mischief-makers. There were six-of them, 
and they were living together in a big room. at) the, Central 
Y, W. C. A. of Cleveland, where they were ehanged:seventy- 
five cents a night for their board. All the othex,delegates 
stopped at the fashionable Hotel Statler, and.ate most of 
their meals there. It is done at every convention, this high 

  

  

    

    
  

    
   

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

   

  

  

   

        



          

0. Nagel 
Demonstration 

living. "These girls could have done the same, but they chose 
not to; they did not want to run up a big expense account 
against their local union: 

‘The girls, none of whom was over twenty-three or twenty- 
four, were all Russian-born and had worked in American 
shops for five and six years. ‘They were busy night and day 
fat the convention, but here at the “Y” they joked and 
Iaughed and were just sweet, healthy, spirited brave girls. 

Ida Rothstien, one of the gitls, had a long record of d 
tion to the union, She had weathered the storms of mai 
picket lines, and had been arrested often for the union, yet 

she had been the chief victim of the Socialist Luskers. They 
charged her with disrupting a local meeting, and she hi 
defended herself calmly and simply, telling every one at the 
convention not to vote for her personally, but for or against 
her principles. 

She was a tall, thin girl, with @ mop of coppery hair, blue 
calm eyes, and a calm, slow smiling manner of speaking. 
The other girls took the expulsions tragically at times, and 
became bitter and excited, Ida only smiled and told them 
not to be sentimental, At a lavish banquet given at the 
Statler one night for the delegates, Lena Goodman, another 

  

  

  

      

  

  

  

     

  

rent home. The 
costing four thousand dollars; and there was a 

workers on at that very moment in Cleve- 

   

  

of the girls, suddenly burst into tears a 
banquet wa: 
strike of garme 
land, she said 

Ida-only smiled and shrugged one shoulder, and saidy 
“Tena is young—she is still sentimental. When I was 
first arrested for picketing they beat me and put me 
into a cold, dark cell. I can’t tell you how I wept to think 
that someone should beat me. And I cried the second and 
third time I was arrested, but then I began to understand 
that I was in a great fight, and could not be sentimental 
We must always keep our heads; we must not care about our 

o t happens to us personally, we must think 
nd not be sentimental 

jen looked tired and pale; the girls told me she 
.d to live in the eountry all the 

reed to come back to 

  

    

  

  

    
  

  

   

  

  

      

was tubercular and had 
previous summer. But she 
work in a shop in the fall and as a mother 
to support. She developed a bad cough and fever at the 
convention, and had to go back to New York at the end of 
the first week, though she hated to leave—the tall, calm, 
brave, devoted girl, the obscure soldier of justice, the mother 

  

      
   

  

    
  

   



 



   



      
of all the exquisite righteousness that is yet to settle on 
this blinded, bloody race of man. 

Rose Pessata was another of the girls, a bright-eyed 
Spanish looking girl whose golden cheeks were ruddy with 
life. Rose Wolkowitz, one of the unseiited delegates, was 
more of those brooding, still Jewish women whose deep feel- 
ings reach like roots into eternity, and in whose fine, mourr 
ful eyes the history of a race is written. She too refused to 
be sentimental, and took her expulsion with a smile. Miriam 
Levine was also practical and bright and busy, but little 
Lena Goodman burned with rebel fire. large eyes blazed 
like lgninmg. 

I saw her go up to several of the men delegates and de- 
noanee them and make them hang their heads in shame 
because they had not voted as they had promised to. 
“Men are cowards,” she cried in her impatient, rough, sweet 

voice; “they are all cowards hecause they are politicians, and 
are always working for some sort of job in the union. We 
girls knaw that welll always work in a shop and belong to the 
rank andfile, so we fight.” 

‘These were the girls that the head of the American Fed 
eratioh of Labor and the head of the Locomotive Engineers 
and the editor of the powerful New York Call and the editor 
of the more powerfil daily. Vorwaerts and other great, 
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strong, veteran, speechifying Socialists had been brought in 
to attack and help expel. 

  

     
  

What had the girls done? They told me that for the past 
two years the “left” groups had been preaching the shop 
delegate system for the union and amalgamation of all the 

  

needle trades into one big organization. Schlesinger had 
opposed all this, and so they had decided to make a campaign 
against Schlesinger on principle, though they all said he was 
the most capable leader the union had. It was a fight for 
prineipies. 

The shop delegate system, as they explained it, was @ 
means of getting more of the rank and file active in the 
affairs of the union. It was a means of creating a greater 
number of fighting unionists, with a keen and intelligent in- 
terest in all the union’s business. 

‘And they wanted the International Garment Workers 
Union and the Amalgamated Clothing Workers to fuse into a 
great combined hat would have twice the power each 
of them has now. ‘There would be 350,000 members in this 
new union; it would be one of the forces in America’s indus- 

al life 
Schlesinger did not want 

fa federation of the tivo union 
een tried and did not work 

           

  

  

      

     amalgamation; he believes in 
The girls said a federation 
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Maurice Sterne 

Vintage Girl 

‘They differed from Schlesinger and the Socialist officials 
on the union tactics, and so they were eriminals. Yes, they 
were criminals, for before the convention was over, Salvator 
Ninfo, an Italian labor politician who was elected first vice- 
president of the union at this convention, brought in several 
resolutions that were the creamiest, rarest, finest, juiciest 
samples of Luskism these aged eyes have ever beheld. 

Here are the resolutions presented by a valiant champion 
‘of democracy who does not believe in the dictatorship of the 
Russian proletariat over the Russian bourgeoisie. 

Hele are the resolutions of a man, who probably thinks 
Lenin and Trotzky are tyrants for haviiig erushed the armed 
‘opposition of the Social Revolutionaries and Cadets. 

Here are the resolutions of a great free spirit who sup- 
ports the Call and the Vorwaerts in their fights for free 
speech, who fights capitalist judges when they sentence labor 
propagandists : 

Turnlution 190, introduced by Salvator Ninfo, provides 
y ing associated that “any member who is found guilty of having 

with others in conspiracy meetings with aims of undermining. 
the organization, shall be punished by expulsion.” : 

Resolution 191, introduced by Salvator Ninfo, provides 
that the “General Executive Board shall have full right for 

  

  

   

a1 

taking over the management and conduct of any local union 
Which, in the opinion of the board, is mismanaged, or which 
is working against the policies of our International Union.” 

Resolution 194, introduced by Salvator Ninfo,. provides 
that any member who “deliberately disturbs” a union meet 
ing, or spreads cireulars of a “wile and slandering nature,” 
can be expelled by the General Executive Board 

Oh, yes, I forgot Resolution 189, introduced by the sterling 
democrat, Salvator Ninfo, whieh provides that “the general 
executive board shall have the right’ to try any member for 
working against the International, even if his local union did 
not find it necessary to try such a member.” 

There were other resolutions of a like nature introduced 
by this clever imitator of Senator Lusk. ‘They all provided 
that the central officials of the union be’ given enough power 
to kick out. any poor, lone, idealistic rank-and-filer who dared 
to say a word against the hierarchy. Obey the law and keep 
your mouth shut, that was the idea. 

Fortunately, President Schlesinger is a little more en- 
lightened thafl his aides. He tabled the bills. They will 
probably never be heard from again, 

I had a long talk with Schlesinger before I left Clevé- 
land. Schlesinger is an important figure in American life; 
more important than a hundred congressmen or five thou- 
sand movie actors and actorines; he guides the destiny and 
daily life of thousands of men and women, But as he sat 
in the hotel lobby speaking to me, his deep-set, suffering 
eyes burning in their hollow sockets, his lank, moist hand 
moving about nervously, resting on my sleeve, or clutching 
at my coat lapel, there was something sad about him, some 
thing that wounded one to sympathy. Soblesinger, with his 
deep eyes and gaunt face, seems a type of the etemal Jew, 
the suffering Jew who forever wanders and ean find no peace, 

He went into a clothing factory when he was twelve; he 
worked at the machine until he was almost thirty; he was 

s unhappy and sensitive, and now, even as president, 
he is unhappy and sensitive. Why? Why are there Jews 
‘who seem always to bear upon their frail shoulders the bur 
den of all time and space? Schlesinger must not be taken 
for a mystic ; he is shrewd and capable, he is the 
best executive head it would be possible to find in the union 
now; sad though he seems, he is a force to be reckoned with. 

T asked him about his views on amalgamation of the two 
big unions in the needle trades, and he gave me many reas- 
‘ons why he thought it was not feasible. They were the 
reasons of a craft unionist. ‘They were the reasons any one 
could find who did not want amalgamation to happen. 
Schlesinger is against amalgamation, that is all there is to 
the matter. 

I asked him about the shop delegate system, and he was 
against that, ‘There were other questions I wanted to ask 
him, but there was not the time. 

  

   
  

  

  

   

    
  

  

  

  

   

  

  

        
  

  

    

  

  

The Convention at Chicago, 
The convention of the Amalgamated Clothing Workers 

at Chicago was dominated by one man as completely as the 
convention at Cleveland had been dominated by Schlesinger. 
It is inevitable that a veal leader dominate his organization; 
it is and should be the basis of his power that he is gifted 
‘enough to be able to dominate. 

But Hillman, President of the Amalgamated, has not be- 
come entatigled in the strange feats and machinations of 
the politieal Socialists. He is a sane, intelligent industrial 
unionist; his first thought is for his union, and how to keep 

it strong, flexible, progressive and vietorious, 
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Hillman is one’of the great labor statesmen of America, 
‘and he does not allow the Leftists in his organization to 
smoulder and struggle dissatisfied in the ranks. He goes 
‘out to meet them, and their programmes and criticism. If 
the time is ripe for some new form of progress, Hillman will 
fight for it, and will not look whether it is left or right that 
is supporting him. He has no prejudices. He has no Socialist 
party to maintain. He will fight with God, man or devil be- 
side him for the sake of the union 

That is why his convention was not a long, bitter wrangle 
Detween lefts and rights like the Cleveland convention. That 
ig why the Chicago convention was a beautiful, thrilling 
mass demonstration of working-class solidarity; a legisla- 
ture where great schemes were crystalized and high enter- 
prises mapped out for the next two years; a festival of pro- 
letarian joy, where worker embraced fellow-worker after the 
fighting: and isolation on so many seattered fronts during the 
past two years. 

‘The needle trades are not one of the basie industries of our 
fair republic, though it is important enougly that 250,000 
men and women work in them, and are united in strong 
unions. If all the miners struck for six months or the rail- 
road men for one month, everything in America would totter; 
the cities would starve, the industries would close down, cap- 
tains of finance would go mad with helpless rage, and editors 
and senators and ministers would weep like strong men in 
pain, they would curse God and dic. 

But the needle trades are not basic; we could all go with- 
‘out renewing our pants and coats and vests for one year, 
tivo years; some of us have done it often. What makes the 
needle trades watched so closely by students of the class 
struggle in America is that these unions are populated and 
Jed by radicals. The internal fights in the clothing workers’ 
unions are mostly fights on labor fundamentals. Social ex- 
periments are made here that ultimately the rest of Amer- 
ican labor will profit by. And interesting above all is the 
fact that these unions are a living monument to the hope, 
‘the beauty and the strength that comes to workingmen when 
they form efficient organizations, 

Ten years ago these men and worten were tortured slaves, 
‘These sad Italian and Jewish immigrants worked fifteen 
and sixteen hours a day in putrid sweatshops, and starved 
while they worked. Now’ they have conquered for them- 

| selves a new dignity and freedom (no, the settlement house 
ladies, the organized charity statisticians, the patriotic alder- 
‘men and congressmen did not get it for them, the clothing 
workers formed a union and fought). 

Nov they have the forty-four hour week, a decent living 
‘wage, sanitary conditions, and control in the shop against 
Napoleonic bosses and foremen, They carry their heads 
proudly now before the gaze of the American world that once 
despised them; it is no longer a disgrace to be a clothing 
worker, it is an honor. ‘They are aggressive and self-con- 
fident, they are impatient to move on. They have accom- 
‘plished a revolution in their lifetime, and they are ready for 
‘another. 

‘The convention of the Amalgamated was held in a Ma- 
‘sonic consistory, a dark, solemn-looking temple, airless as 
all churches are, with tall pillars, a choir loft, and Gothic 
‘windows. The temple faced a block of green grass and 
trees, a little park known in Chicago as Bug-House Square, 
the meeting place every fine evening of all the suppressed 
‘orators, messiahs, self-made philosophers and pork-chop 
‘propagandists of the city. Every day the sun shone warm 
"and yellow during the convention week; one came blinking 
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‘out of the great electric-lighted hall, and saw groups of the 
delegates with their badges pinned on them, walking up and 
down in the lovely May sunlight, smoking and talking. 

“We came to this convention with a family of 148 local 
unions and sixteen joint boards, in thirty-six cities, in four- 
teen states and two provinces of Canada, and with twent} 
six nationalities represented, outside of native-born Amer- 
cans,” said General Secretary Schlossberg, in his opening 
address. “We publish newspapers in eight different lan- 
guages. And all of this great family, speaking different 
languages, coming from different parts of the globe, is 
united in the great struggle for justice and liberty which 
the Amalgamated Clothing Workers has been carrying on 
since its inceptior 

Yes, it was a great joyous family united in that dim 
Chicago temple. There is something strong and deep and rich 
in the soul of the Amalgamated. It is more than a union for 
raising wages and fighting bosses, though it does that success- 
fully enough. It is a brotherhood of earnest men and women 
—workingmen’ and women—who are waiting and striving and 
hoping and dreaming, preparing themselves for the red dawn 
of Labor. 

The platform was a scented jurigle of flowers, huge floral 
wreaths brought here by different Chicago unions, baskets 
loaded with tulips and jonquils and peonies and red, red 
roses. ‘The officers sat against this odorous, painted back- 
ground; Hillman, steady, virile and keen, his alert eyes 
missing nothing behind their glasses; his Boyish, compact 
body poised like a boxer’s for swift decisions and action; then 
Schlossberg, dark and emotional, a true Jewish type of real- 
ist-idealist, handling millions of dollars yearly, conducting @ 
vast correspondence and editing several papers; a man of 
details who could burst out into grand prophetic flights of 
oratory; Potofsky, his assistant, slim and blonde-bearded 
and biue-eyed, a busy man who never stops working, and 
blushes like a girl when he is foreed to make a speech, a 
practical man of affairs who looks like a Dostoievsky char- 
acter; then Frank Rosenblum, of Chicago, and Lazarus Mar- 
koviteh of Boston, and Frank Bellanea of New York. August 
Bellanca, his brother, a fine, deep-souled Italian who is a 
member of the Executive Board and a veteran and beloved 
fighter, was not present; he was sick in New York, sick of 
overwork and the disease he had caught in the old sweat- 
shop days; the convention sent him greetings and cheered his 

Out on the floor of the convention I could see Antony 
Capraro, a husky, brave, poetical young Italian who is a 
general organizer, and has been in many startling adven- 
tures; Antony Ramuglio, another young Americanized Italian 
organizer from Boston; and little Ann Washington Craton, 
the plucky, blue-eyed, hard-headed, big-hearted lineal de- 
seendant of George Washington, who now organizes Jewish 
and Italian clothing workers into revolutionary unions. I 
could see Alex Cohen, and Paul Blanchard, and so many, 
many othe 

What fine, decent human beings in this hall! And every 
day of the week, at least twice a day, the conventian would 
be interrupted by delegations of the rank and file of Chicago. 
Whole shops would come from their work, 500 to 2,000 
strong; the men with bright red carnations in their lapels, 
the laughing, sweet young girls of the shops with red fillets . 
bound about their foreheads, They would bring their union's 
brass band with them, and a new huge floral offering to be 
added to those already on the platform. An earnest, em- 
barrassed man from the shops would make a speech to the  
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“surance fund against unemployment for its members. 
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convention; the band would play the Marsellaise and the 
Internationale; every one would stand on tables and chairs, and sing and cheer; and this happened twice, three times, 
four times every day 

“It's just like Russia,” said William Z. Foster, who sat 
quietly in a balcony seat throughout the entire convention. 
t's like what I saw in Russia—the same mass spirit, the same mass feeling for a cause., It's a spivit that wins all 

the battles it goes into—and it’s a beautiful spirit.” 
There were many things discussed at the convention. 

‘There was the question of unemployment, that curse of the clothing trades. The Amalgamated is to inaugurate an in- 
‘They voted money to working-class newspapers, to the defence 

of political prisoners, to the aid of the Russian famine suf- 
ferers and to the miners and other sufferers of the open 
shop war in America. They yoted to establish an Amalga- 
mated Bank, that would take labor's savings out of capital's 
hands, and use them for labor. ‘They voted to build many 
Amalgamated Temples to house the unions in the various 
cities. They voted to enforce equal pay for women who 
work in the shops. They voted to organize the sheep- 
skin coat-making industry, and to appoint a new group of 
Women organizers, and to establish locals among the ship- 
ping clerks, and the bushelmen, and the overall workers, 
and the boy’s wash suit industry; they voted to establish 
children’s nurseries for the mothers in the union who. have 
to work; they voted on a plan for labor education and a 

    

  

  

  

  

“host of other matters. 
But there were two great matters that were discussed 

and voted upon at the convention, and that illuminated 
with a clear white ray the difference in the leadership of 
Hillman and Schlesinger, the difference that came out in 
these two conventions composed of the same type of ad- 
vanced workers, and made one an arena of bitterness and 
factionalism, and the other the stage for a beautiful mass 
demonstration of working-class faith. 

One was the question of the amalgamation of both these 
great needle unions into one immense body. It is an im- 
portant question. It is a question of power and efficiency 
—it is a revolutionary question, a problem that confronts 
all of American labor and must be solved if labor is ever 
to go free. 

In the needle trades unions there has been for years & 
strong rank and file movement for amalgamation. But 
Schlesinger, honestly and blindly enough, says the thing is 
not yet possible. He wants a loose federation. 

Hillman made an impressive speech, showing that 
4 federation had been tried in the needle trades; and 
that it did not work. He said it never worked, and in- 
stanced the case of the Triple Alliance in England, that 
broke down at a crucial hour and betrayed millions of work- 
ers. A federation only seared the bosses into a greater 
show of power, without adding an iota of real strength to 
the unions; and the convention sustained him in this arg 
ment, and voted to call a joint convention of the two or- 
Banizations to attempt an amalgamation. 

‘There was one other matter that furnished an observer 
with a yardstick by which to compare the leadership of 

Hillman and Schlesinger. Both men took a trip to Russia 
last year. Both went there as impartial reporters for their 
unions, with no preconceptions or dogmatic hostilities or 
affiliations. f 

Russia is dear to the hearts of the needle workers, as it 
is to most of the radical workers of the world. One must 
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23 
not speak’ of the Russian Revolution lightly, even though one may ‘ot think its leaders always corret’in Its tactics, Right or wrong, itis a holy thing; itis the frst great labor government in the history of Man; it is the promise that some day men will be free, and that some day there will not be sweatshops and bosses any longer, picket-lines, ails, . B. 

But all Schlesinger had to tell his convention about Rus: sia was this: that a Communist named Leo Bogvatshov had been sent from Moscow to threaten Schlesinger if he did not join the Third Internationale. The present Wicked the red bully out of his offce, of course, after he had be- come quite abusive. ‘The villain went away muttering in his whiskers dire threats 1 “tear wide open not only our union, but all organized labor bodies in this country, “I am positive that Bogratchoy is behind the radiealism in labor organizations of this country, that the antidemo- cratic reaction in our own organization is the result of his work, and that the workers in this country must fight not only the greed and selfishness of American capitalists, but also the red menace of Russia” said Schlesinger, parroting an older and more experienced. defender. of American vit tue, the pure and radiant Civic Fedevationist, Samuel Gompers 
Hillman did not mention a word about Bogratchov. Evie dently the ed. gangster from Moscow has been, s0. bu plotting against the Ladies’ Garment, Workers Union that he has had) no time to drop around to the Amalgamated, to foree it also to join the Third Internationale, under threats 
Hillman had another report to give his convention on Ris- sia. wish T could reprint it here—it was one of the great est speeches I have heard, and a true picture of this man’s 

clean, beautiful, humdne, sharp thought. He'told of what he had. seen in Russia—the suffering there, and the creative effort to establish a new labor world amidst that suffering, “And he said that he was not 4 partisan, neither a Bolshevik, nor an antiBolshevily but that he was convinced of the sincerity and the power and the intelligence of the Russian leaders, And he said that Russia must be helped, for the sake of the! world’s recon: struction, for the sake of the millions of famine viet, for the sake’ of ‘world iabor. 
“Let me tell you,” Hillman said, “that when'T went into Russia I was trying to answer the question in my mind, Is there a way for constructive help? Our union had given tie Russians thousands of dollars for relief, but eould we help them constructively’ and permanentiy? Tt is aa if a starving worker comes to our union for help. We can give him $500 as charity, but it would not help him muchy or sve can give/him a job, and that is real help.” ‘And Hillman found a consiruttive way for helping: Rus- sia. “He proposed to the convention a scheme ‘whereby. 4 nillion-dollar corporation would bo established by the Amal szamated union, to take over a five million-dollar concession in Russian clothing factories, and to run them on Amerfan This would give work to thousands of Russian work. rs, and stimulate others of the industries to new effort. Tk ‘was real help—it was proletarian help to proletarian Russia, Hillman spoke for over an hour, He is generally a fim, ster, unemotional speaker, who deals with facts and never tte a uscless phrase. He isan executive, and. never 

orates, and he-did not orate now. But as he spoke of the dying babies and women of Russia, and as he described the areat hopes and dreams that are being halted for the want _ 
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of a little bread, a great pathos seemed to shake his frame, 
and his voice vibrated with pity and love. Every one in the 
hall had known Hillman for years; and they felt now the 
deep passionate humanity of the map, hitherto unspoken, 
but breaking like fire through’ his usual control. A strong 
man must love the people before they ean conquer, and a 
strong man was telling of his love. ‘There was a solemn re- 
ligious silence in the temple as Hillman’ spoke. When he 
hhad ended the delegates broke into a marvelous spontaneous 
cheering and singing that lasted for twenty minutes. They 
could not stop; and men and women wept, and an Ital 
“leftist” from New York leaped on the platform and Kis 
the pale, trembling president on the cheeks, and Schloss- 
berg, with tears in his eyes, kissed the president, and show- 
ers of red roses were thrown at the platform, and the In- 
ternationale was sung again and again. Five minutes later 
Hillman had recovered, and was putting motions and ques- 
tions in his customary decisive manner 

Hillman’s way of leading a clothing workers’ union seems 
fa better way than Schlesinger's. He does not fear or expel 
the Leftists; he leads them when he is convineed their path 
is the path of humanity's progress 
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A Drawing      

‘April 
RRBAy popodel in Tube Sn Vol eke fale lang thas tom OPC eae 

To wale at cleat Aeros th ald one cates us cop ar W gue arTe tat 

      

My hands feel empty that would greet the spring, 
T open them and close them in the sun; 

But they are white, they hold not anything, 
‘They are not aching when the di 

  

is done, 

  

Now robins break the silence from a limb, 
‘And I would lead gray horses down a lane 

And, singing, plow, until the day grew dim, 
Brown waves of earth and golden dreams of 

      

I do not want the barter and the trade 
But only springtime up around my. knees, 

Blue starry flowers and cattle in the shade 
OF willows, songs, and sudden wings in tre 

  

‘All these and labor for the winter store, 
At last the free barefpoted hours of morn, 

At night the songs of friends outside the door 
‘And whispers from the haunted aisles of corn. 

  

© wages won from towns, O factories, 
O streets, the lure of your loud tumuit stills! 

When April comes my fathers live in me 
And I would be with April on the hills! 

  

When April comes my fathers live in me 
And floods run down the old forgotten trails, 

As when my fathers logged a Scottish tree 
Or tended flocks upon a hill in Wales. 

Stirling Bowen. 

  

As Might High Ladies 
TT 2 itis walk down the long Polishing, Room 

‘To wash their hands in the bright tin basin, 
‘They are slender-hipped; shadows show 
Where dark hair meets their curving necks 
They walk dreamily as though men’s eyes 
Were not piercing the soiled aprons 
That hang from sloping shoulders, 

  

  

Dreamily the girls walk down the room. 
Dust shifts in the sunlight, shining blue and ochre; 
Metal bars flash; wheels whirl and seream, 
Spraying with thin, gray powder the faces of the girls 
Who walk drowsily down the narrow room 
To dip thi r. Perfume 
‘Trails them, Mary Garden, and strange, sharp musk 
And lilae like a drenched night in spring 
With the south wind blowing. Men half turn 
From humming machines and watch the girls 
Go slowly down the room as in a dream, 

  

  

    

  ir hands in slimy wa 

  

  

  

Wheels whirl and scream and the girls 
Move as might high\ladies 
Down candle-lit corridors before kings, 

‘Francis Murphy. 

   



   
J AVE sot myselt into trouble again. ‘This time it is be cause Ihave publicly referred to one of my editorial 
colleagues, Comrade Mike Gold, as a member of the middle 
class. Comrade Mike is off attending conventions and r 
porting strikes, so I don’t know how mad he is about it. 
But some of his fellow-editors are considerably upset. For 
if Comrade Mike is a “bourjooi,” so are they. And this they 
deny vehemently. You would have thought, from their re- 
proaches to me at the editorial meeting the other night, that 
Thad called them counter-revolutionists. “Middle-class” is 
‘evidently a fighting-phrase, and only their personal regard 
for me prevented them from inviting me into the ba 

rd to settle the matter-at once. As it is, I have been given this opportunity to explain, apologize, and retract, 
which I-do in the following. manner: 

Of course, Comrade Mike is a member of the middle class, 
‘And so is Comrade Claude, and Comrade Hugo, and Comrade 
Bill, and Comrade Max, and all the rest of them; and so, of 
course, am I. ‘The only difference is that I know. it, and 
they don't. I regret the fact that I belong to sich’ a ridicu- 
lous class; though it has its advantages, too, But tell the 
truth and shame the devil! When I used to work in a fac- 
tory, I was a proletarian, When I got a job on a news- 
paper I became a member of the middle class, and I have 
remained such ever since. Roughly speaking, any one is a 
member of the middle class ‘who gets a salary instead of 
wages. The salary may be, and frequently is, smaller than 
the wages. Comrade Mike probably makes a great deal less 
than the miners he has been writing about, But, just the 
same—let me quote a passage from Bernard Shaw's “Back 
to Methusaleh,” in which Lubin (Asquith) and Joyce-Burge 
(Lioyd-George) discuss the same question, 

Burge: “I am a man of the people.” 
Lubin: “Don’t be ridiculous, Burge, You are a country solicitor, further removed from the people, more foreign to 

them, more jealous of letting them up to your level, than 
any duke or any archbishop.” 

Burge: “I deny it. You think I have never been poor. 
You think I have never cleaned my own boots. You think 
my fingers have never come out through the soles while I 
‘was cleaning them. You think” 

Lubin: “I think you fall into the very common mistake of 
supposing that it is poverty that makes the proletarian and 
money that makes the gentleman. You are quite wrong. 
‘You never belonged to the people. You belonged to the im- 
pecunious. Impecuniosity and broken boots are. the lot of 
the unsuccessful middle class, and the commonplaces of the 
early struggles of the professional and younger son class. I 
@efy you to find a farm laborer in England with broken 
Doots. Call a mechanic one of the poor, and he'll punch your 
head. When you talk to your constituents about the toiling 
millions, they don’t consider that you are talking about 
them- 

‘There are some differences between the facts in England 
__ && Mr, Shaw deseribes them and the facts as we know them 

in America, but in certain respects the parallel is exact 
enough. Comrade Mike, I think, really cherishes the 'ro- 
‘mantic delusion that he belongs to the working class. But 
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  the fact is that Comrade Mike is a literary man, ansintellee- 

tual, and a member of the salaried middle class. That his 
literary tendencies are, like Zola’s, in the direction of deserib- 
ing the lot of the poor and the oppressed, that his intellee- 
tual sympathies are all in favor of the working class in its 
struggle with capitalism, and that his salary, such as it is, 
‘comes from a revolutionary journal, do not affect the facts 
of the case as I have stated them. The poet: Wordsworth 
Was, in early life at least, a revolutionist, and throughout 
his life he lived on something like three hundred dollars a 
year. He was not a workingman for all that. He was @ 
poet, a member of the intelligentsia, and a “boorjooi.” And 
so is Comrade Mike. 

And so are we all, in our degree. And, if you ask me, there is'nothing to be ashamed. of in that. In that fact, it 
seems to me, lies whatever value we may have to the world, 
including the revolutionary movement. By a happy acci- 
dent we have been set free from the necessity of toiling 
eight to fourteen hours a day with our hands. We are 
set free—for what? For what ever we choose. If we 
choose to make use of our freedom—supposing us to have 
abilities of that kind—to exploit our fellows, then our rela- 
tion to the revolutionary movement is almost necessarily a 
hostile one. If we chose to make use of our freedom to 
defend the present system of society, we are active enemies 
of the revolutionary movement. But we haven’t chosen to 
make such uses of our freedom. We wish the revolutionary 
movement well. We would like to help it along. 

Well, what can we do? It happens that none of the 
group to which I am referring are conspicuously possessed 
of abilities as organizers, and so are useless in the most 
immediate and practical Way in which we might be of use, 
What then? We can explain, encourage, and teach. We 
ean put in words or pictures, persuasively or eloquently, 
the thoughts of the workers. We can be in some sense 
their spokesmen. And if we are really of any use in that 
direction, it is precisely because we are not workers our 
selves. It is because we have had leisure to devote to the 
art of writing or the art of making pictures, so that we 
can do such things well. If we can’t write better articles or 
draw better pictures dealing with the miners than the 
miners themselves can, we have no business writing and 
drawing pictures. We ought to be in the mines ourselves, 
or washing dishes in a restaurant, or doing something useful, 

And what of it? This. That we are, T think—at least 
Iam sure that Comrade Mike is—doing this peculiar task 
of ours very well indeed. And I think he ought to be proud, 
and not ashamed, of himself, as a member of the middle 
class: He can look a striking miner in the eye and say, “The 
leisure you have given me hasn't been misspent. In fact, if 
you'd pay more attention to our magazine, and boom our 
circulation so that I could have a decent salary, it would 
be money well invested.” But Comrade Mike is for some 
obseure reason ashamed of not being a workingman, At 
least, I deduce that from his conversation and writings. And 

‘50 he is in awe of the workingman when he meets him, and 
says extravagant things in praise of him, : 

It is that that I take issue with, If it were as glorious 
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to work twelve hours a day as Comrade Mike appears to 
think, there would be no need of a revolutionary movement 
in this country. And if the proletarians before whose work- 
ing-ability Comrade Mike has been rhetorically abashing 
himself in awe and worship were half as anxious for leisure 
as Mike and I are, there would be a revolution next week. 
Comrade Mike has come back from the strike region in a 
religious mood. He tells as that we are a lot of poor aes. 
thetes, and that our habit of sitting around and talking, 
talking about ideas disgusts him. Well, for my part, I 
want workingmen to have a chance to sit around and talk 
‘and talk about ideas. I want them to become aesthetes. I 
‘am not in the least awed or worshipful about the strength 
that can endure twelve hours of hard physical labor. I 
hhaye done just enough labor to know that the less of it 

  

  

  

there is, within reasonable limits, the better. I most em- 
phatically do not wish to become like those proletarian 
heroes that Mike has been telling us about. And I most 
earnestly do desire that they may become more like me—and 
Mike. 

‘And — what I think Comrade Mike fails to observe — that 
fs rather what they want, too. ‘They are envious, and quite 
properly envious, of our middle-class leisure. 

‘They want less hours, higher wages, better conditions of 
work; and in so far as they succeed, they will become more 
like the existing middle class. ‘That is what they want to 
be—like the middle class. And that fact doesn’t bother me 
in the least. Enough of them, I trust, will become in their 
ideas like such middle-class idealists as Comrade Mike and 

“the rest of our gang to want to change the whole system. 
You see, I have a class-egotism—the egotism of the intelli- 
gentsia. I know where our class is deficient—in the energy 
to put our ideas into foree. The workers have that energy. 

But unless one has this class-egotism of which I speak 
<anless one rates thinking and talking at their proper 
value—one is subject to a peculiar middle-class emotion. I 
mean, shame at enjoying the leisure thus provided by some- 
ody else's hard work. Comrade Mike has no reason to feel 
such shame, but apparently he does. He idealizes the human 
strength that is involved in such labor, and at the same time 
he idealizes the materials with which that strength deals. 
He falls down in prayerful awe before Steam and Steel and 
‘Mother Earth, and Mud, and Heat, and Noise, and such 
things. 

This, it, seems to me, is very middle class of him. Very. 
A man who works with these things as conditions of his 
labor thinks about them as little as possible. He ignores 
and forgets them, so far as he is humanly able to do so} 
and as soon as he gets away from them, he puts them alto- 
gether out of his mind. He doesn’t idealize them. Not a 
bit. He puts up with them. 

  

  

   
  

  

  

  

  

   ‘Tue Hamy Ape 
  

Eugene O'Neill wrote a fantastic and mui 
and pseudo-realistic and clumsy and beautiful and absurd 
play called “The Hairy Ape.” Comrade Mike admires this 
play, and I think for the wrong reasons. There is a scene 
in the stoke-hold of a ship, with a very talkative intellectual, 
a sort of minor poet, for the hero; in Hugene O'Neill's mind, 
apparently, and also in the opinion of Comrade Mike, this, 
minor poet is a typical workingman, perhaps beeause he is 
big and brawny. At all events, this brawny person is shov- 
ling coal when in comes a fragile young millionairess,* 
dressed in white, Confronted by the spectacle of this 
brawny stoker, she screams, “The hairy ape!” and is dragged 
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away fainting. ‘The rest of the play deals fantastically with 
the hurt feelings and subsequent behavior of the talkative 
minor poet who has been thus insulted by the young million- 
aairess. But the point I wish to make is that in representing 
the young millionairess as horrified, the playwright exhibits 
a conventional mind. What the young millionairess would have 
done, after erying out; “The hairy ape!” would have been to 
add, “The darling!” She wouldn't have been horrified. She 
would have been delighted. Such, at least, is my own im- 
pression of the habitual reactions of young millionairesses— 
formed, I must confess, at a considerable distance. She would, 
Tam sure, have gone up on deck and talked about nothing but 
the magnificent chest of that stoker for the rest of the voy- 
ge. [For the up-to-date part of the middle class is in love 

with Strength, Steam, Steel, Noise, Dirt, and Impressive 
Ugliness in general. Not that a brawny chest is necessarily 
ugly. But the chest of the actor who plays the part ain't 
what you might call pretty, in comparison with the suf= 
ficiently manly chest of a Greek discus-thrower as repre- 
sented by the sculptors of his time. As I saw the play, 
‘the actor’s chest was white and clean; that was all wrong— 
it should have been smeared with coal-dust. And then the 
young millionairess would have swooned from delight. 

Well, I don’t want to push the comparison too far, but.it 
seems to me that Comrade Mike is exhibiting some of the 
same middle class delight as my (not the playwright’s) 
young millionaires, He has come back from the stoke-hold 
talking about how beautiful Strength and Steam and Steel 
and Noise and Dirt are. If go, I say, why abolish capitalism? 

  

  

   

  

  

Kokomo Arraigned 
So Lovas a judge" sad the Kid Kokomo— 

‘The bailiff adjusted his frown, 
‘The deputy nudged a spittoon with his toe 

And the judge put his glasses down. 
“If I was a judge I'd close the pen 

And ’d put the boys away 
By makin’ the mob of ’em Congressmen; 

‘And I'd give 'em a long-time sta; 
“L’d make ’em sit in on the bull that they throw 
    

   

  

out any chance to shift gears, a 
.” said the Kid Kokomo— 

: “Twenty years.” 

  

Sat Ralph E. Goll. 
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The Constant Reader 
RANCE, says the N. Y. Tribune, is spending 175 millions 

‘a year on war preparations, while the Américan total is 
800 millions. “How absurd for us, then, to throw stones!” 
Some people think it’s a little absurd to throw away all that 
jack. 

  

DAMAGING admission from the N. Y. Times: “In real- 
ity, of course, the pre-war era was not a Golden Age at 
Only German silver 

  

all” 

ATROLMAN POHNDORF, says the beloved American, 
“was the fifth policeman of that station to be shot by 

Negroes in the performance of duty since January 1st.” 
When duty whispered “Lo, thou must,” the Negroes tried to 
make good. 

    

    Y. Globe, speaking of Jack Dempsey, the famous 
chieved a new record in damning with faint    

praise. “He isn’t half so grotesque a figure as many others 
who travel sol   nnly about frock-coated and silk-hatted and   

pass as great men.” 
BROOKLYN magistrate has sentenced two brawlers to 
go to church every Sunday for six months, “rain, hail 

or hurricane.” When will our authorities learn that exeessive 
punishments do not cure crime? 

CCORDING to John E. Edgerton of the National Asso- 
ciation of Manufacturers, too many people are en- 

aged in distribution in proportion to the number of con- 
Sumers. Distributors should be taken in hand and yelled at: 
“Consume, darn you, consume.” 

  

  

   Cornelia Barns 
Ginger Ale Jazz 

  

GENATOR NEW of Indiana got licked by Beveridge. They 
are trying to make out that it is a slap at Harding and 

a knock on Newberry, but it looks more like a vietory for 
the wets, 

  

LD Joffre had a pleasant trip through the United States 
and the nicest thing about it all was that no bones were’ 

broken in the rush to see him, 

  

    

juropean nations met at Genoa to borrow money m each other, but after they have picked each other's pockets for a while they will go sadly home. ‘The only pocket worth picking didn't come. 

  

  

HERE has been a lot in the papers lately about Grants 
He did a great deal, no doubt, to make the thirteenth 

amendment possible, but from what we read he would never 
have done a thing for the eighteenth, 

     
  

  

JUDGE out in Pittsburg told two foreigners he'd let 
them be citizens if they'd stop striking and go back to 

the cou ‘There’s one good thing about not being a 
citizen; it keeps you dut in the open air. 

  

BOY in Lexington, Kentucky, gets 
if he doesn’t smoke or swear. 

  

000 at twenty-one 
‘After this, if you ever see a goog boy from Kentucky, you'll know he is a professional. 

  

  

RESIDENT HARDING should not be censured for refus- 
ing to reeeive those “publicity seeking” children of politi- 

cal prisoners, After seeing a lot of Gishes, Astors, “Babe” 
Ruths, elks, eagles, moose and laughing hyenas, he simply 
had no time left. 
  

Howano Brupaxer,   



Out of Texas 
By Lucy Maverick 

Out of the thick shadows that divide the South from the North there sometimes pierces a shaft of truth 
The great Northern newspapers carry their terror-striking headlines: 

Negro Lynched for Terrible Crime 
Riddled with Bullets—Burned at Stake 

Attempted Rape or Rape of White Girl or Woman 
The proud cultured reader, although loathing the specta 

‘ele of lynching for its horrible features, unconsciously go- cepting the prejudiced newspaper reports of lynching at their face value, feels little sympathy for the vietim—the black brute that dared to desecrate the sacred flesh of 
hood. “And the average person, whose mind i cobwebbed by =the ancient superstitions of sez, regrets his inability to par. ticipate in the grand sport. 

But other reports, too, filter through the shadows. In Negro gossip and among the bad type and incongruous make-up of the colored newspapers, we find the other side of the story white men blacking themselves to commit rape on white and seven colored women, and white women, in terror of their ‘males, squealing like trapped rats when caught in the arms of their colored lovers. Incredible, O proud white reader, but nevertheless true! Anything’ may be true of the strange, warm, colorful South about which the smug, pou- erful North knows and cares so little. 
Tho following account of legal justice in Texas, written, by a white woman of the South, is a significant sign of truth orying out of the shadows of the South, 

hhite woman- 

FT E.was hanged on January 61922, in the county jail of Bexar County, at San Antonio, Texas, protecting his innocence with his dying breath. Denying firmly that he had ‘committed the crime of which he was aceused—that blackest crime known to a Southern people—the crime of raping a white woman. He was nineteen years old and till the last strong in his faith that right must prove triumphant, happy {n his belief that God would protect the smallest of His chil- dren, sure that Justice was not blind. I want to tell you the story 
“Yes,” said his mother, “his name was George MeKinley Grace. But he was always called McKinley because of his father being George, too. Tha 

eame and asket! me for ‘George,’ 1 said: ‘He is in Beaumont.’ My husband was in Beaumont, And when the police came at five o'elock in the morning I was sleeping in this room, and the boys in there, and the girls in that back room there, and T was slow to let them in, and Isaid: ‘What has my husband done?’ And they said: ‘We have come to get George Grace. Open the door at once. We are officers of the law.” And I Said again: ‘George Grace is in Beaumont But I let them in, and we were all awake by then, and frightened because they did not tell us what they wanted, and never in all my life had I had a police officer in my house before. No, never, for my husband, myself or my thirteen children have we had any trouble with the police. And they asked the names of 

was why, when the police 

Niles Spencer | 
Negro Gi 

the boys at home, and which boy worked at the Katy yard. ‘That was McKinley. And they asked where he had been the night before and we told themyand they seemed satisfied and went out to their automobile, and talked a little, and thea two came back and said: ‘Mrs. Grace, we are going to take your boy down to the station and ask him some questions. But don’t get frightened, He won't be long. He will prob: ably be home by this afternoon.’ ‘That, was two years ago. And he never came home, my MeKinley!” “I know McKinley did not do what the woman said he did,” said McKinley's young sister, “because I was helping mamma finish off two new dresses for the little girls, and McKinley ‘ame in and went to bed in that room there before eleven o'clock and was there when I went to bed at one o’elock. He could not have got out and back without our knowing i! Mamma and I have both sworn the truth at the two, trials, ‘MeKinley was here in bed at the time that woman says he did that awful thing,  
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“No. Idon't niean we know why she should say this horrid 
thing if it were not true! But we do know that she has said 
it, and it is not true.” 

“The finger’ prints of the man who committed the erime 
at the Howard home, and the finger prints of George MeKin- 
ley Grace are not the s: wore Sam Street, the Bertillion 
expert employed by the    
“Thad rather believe it of any other nigger I know,” said 

Ellison, for whom McKin! been working eight months, 
ear cleaning at the Katy yards. “He is the gentlest, most 
refined Negro boy I have ever known, Why,” continued Elli- 
son, “he was so shy about women—all women—that the men 
were constantly teasing him and asking him when he was 
going to grow up. TI 

“He worked for me in my apartment house for eight 
years,” said Mrs. Rips, “and I had—like everybody has who 
keeps a rooming house—all kinds of women there and never 
in those eight years was there one complaint about McKin- 

He was never impudent or cheeky or in any way forgot 
his place. He was gentle, timid and thoughtful for his 
mother, Why, he had his mother’s telephone put in so that 
he could let her know if he happened to be late. I never 
Knew any boy who loved his mother more than McKinley 
did. He was a nice boy—even if he was black.” 

   
  

      

1e whole family is a nice family.” 

  

  

  

    
“He used to look after the house for us when we were 

away,” said Mrs. Gaenslen, wife of the architect, Fred 
Gaenslen, “and did gardening for us sometimes. He sented 
to love gardening and was always busy at something, He 
was so gentle in his manner, and once when I was sick he 

      

   

Hugo Gellert 
‘Negro Boy 

  

  

Maurice Sterne 
Caucasian Boy 

waited on me and looked after me like a nurse! When 1 
moved to Houston he helped me to pack up. I never knew 
him to be the least bit impudent. His mother had brought 
him up 0 w 

“I eut my hand early in the struggle—before the man ac- 
complished his puxpose—and was all blood from my head to 
my heels,” swore Mrs. Howard, when telling the court on two 
trials how she was criminally assaulted between half-past 
eleven and half-past twelve at night by George McKinley 
Grace, “and the man was fully dressed all the time, and that 
is the man, and those are the clothes he wore.” 

The man was George McKinley and the clothes 
those he wore on the night in question. But there was no 
blood on the clothes. None on the trousers, none on the 
shirt, none on the coat. Dr. Stout, pathology expert for the 
State, swore that the stains on the front of the shirt, which 
he cut out and chemically examined, were not blood stains. 
But when the police took the boy to the police station they 
stated that they found three drops of blood—the largest not 
as large as a dime—near the knees pf his under-drawers 
He suffered from nose-bleed (as dozens of people could and 
did swear) and slept in his drawers! 

“Two juries have found him guilty,” said the Honorable 
Governor Pat M. Neff, “why should I interfere? Let the bi 
den rest where it lies—on the juries. I refuse to assume it 

‘That is the verbal story. 

  

  

  

Grace 

  

    

    



      
        

  

        

  

    

      

   
    

    

    

    

     

     

   
   

    
     

    

   
    
    
        

      

        

      

          

      

        

  

Now let me add that Mrs.’ Howard’s husband worked at 
ght and was an employee of the San Antonio “Express”; 

that Grant, the editor of the “Express,” is of opinion 
that character counts for nothing in cases involving “Ne- 
‘groes, Mexicans, and pdor white trash”; that two doctors who 
‘attended Mrs. Howard the morning after the alleged.assault 
found no bruise or mark of violence on or about her body 
(they were told by a nurse that she had a cut finger) and no 
mental or other symptoms “such as one would expect to find 
after an experience of that kind”; that Mrs. Howard had told 
these doctors that she could riot identify her assailant be- 
‘cause it was too dark; that her positive identification of Me- 
Kinley did not precede, but followed the extortion by third 
dogree of a written confession on the day of his arrest, and 
which the boy on the following morning and up to the last 
‘moment of life repudiated, 

The alleged confession was typewritten, and the boy was 
told if he would sign “something” they would save him from 
a gathering mob which wanted to burn him out in the square! 
Linden, the lawyer appointed by the court to defend the boy, 
had to go armed to protect himself from violence, Two 
years after the crime the jurors, when interviewed, hegged 
that their names be kept secret “because they did not want 
to be mobbed. We would have been had we returned a ver- 
dict of ‘innocent’ in this ease, ‘The mob was waiting for us!” 
‘The Light newspaper, in a leading article published nearly a 
week after the poor, innocent victim was hanged, said “there 
would most probably have been mob violence if Governor 
Neff had been so ill-advised as to intervene!” Women be- 
longing to the oldest families in San Antonio, and against 
whose reputation there has never been a breath of scandal, 
were threatened with tar and feathers for asking Governor 
Neff to commute the death sentenes to that of life imprison- 
ment “in the hope that some day this boy’s innocence may 
be proven.” 

T suppose that it was necessary for Mrs. Howard to tell a 
story. There must have been urgent necessity. Perhaps it 

  

    

  

  

  

The Poet Seeks a New Beauty 
SHALL not sing pale sonnets to the moon, 
Or pipe thin lyrics to the nightingale 

For now these old things fail 
And I must travel soon, 

Away remotely, where I shall not see 
The old beauty that men worship so 
Moonlight in Italy, 
White Grecian marble through Time's afterglow. 

  

I need a beauty newer than the snow 
Fallen on purple-pointing mountain heights, 
Newer than violets that bud and glow 
Through damp cool April nights, 

    

And newer, fresher, stranger than the dawn 
Of covert love within the awakening mind 
Or the swift ecstacy of a bridal morn 
More intimate, more kind. 

For the old beauty is too dusty now, 
Greece perished and old Rome is passionless. 
To sanctify and bless 
‘The sharp fruition of the discovering heart, 

THE LIBERATOR 

was the fancied arrival of a suspicious husband. The light is 
broken and her hand cut! “A Negro came through the wii 
dow and closed the dining-room door which I had left aj 
He shook me and\woke me and said: ‘I am George.’ He 
threatened me and my five-year-old child asleep on a bed 
beside me. Iwas frightened. I cut my hand. He smashed 
out the light which I tried to turn on, .He accomplished his 
purpose. He got up, opened the dining-room door he had 
previously closed, and came bgck by my bed and went out 
through my bath room onto the back sereened-in porch and 
moved a chair I had against a door, and out in the yard 
and back around into the street in front. The window he 
came in by was still open and was but a short distance from 
the street. My child was not awakened at all. The Negro 
was light skinned.” 

‘McKinley happened to have lived for thirteen years of his 
short life at the other end of the street in which Mrs. How= 
ard was weaving her desperate romance! His name was 
“George,” though nobody ever called him that, and he was 
light skinned. 
“We did not believe Mrs. Howard's story,” said six of the 

twelve of the jury at the last trial, “but we thought that the 
boy was there with her consent, and that it was better to 
hang him. Her story was never contradicted by Linden, the 
boy's Ian We never had any reason given us why she 
should tell such a story—unless this Negro was there with 
her consent and she thought somebody had found out!” 

“L have never believed myself,” said Sheriff Tobin, “that 
the Negro is guilty.” 

“The. proof will be,” said Judge Anderson in whose court 
the two “trials” were held, “just before he is hanged. He 
will confess.’ 

And the Third Degree had something to work on—the 
helplessness of the vietim, the fury of the mob fanned by an 
ignorant and vicious press, and the apathy of the general 
public. 

    
  

  

    

  

  

  

‘Therefore I shall depart, 
From the old sonnets and the rigadoon 

  

Where beyond alien seas 
Lie undiscovered, vaster Italies, 

Marya Zaturensky. 

Mortgaged 
Y love was mortgaged long before you came. 

How many kisses, tears, and smiles I spent 
And to how many casuals I lent 
Love still unborn, betrayed the very name, 

I was impatient, having heard its fame— 
However passionately I repent, 
Something is gone. You came, the triflers went. 

I paid and paid, and still the bankrupt’s shame 
Remains. The shadow of my creditors 

Ils on the door. If they 
‘And croak meas their own, I must be vile. 
What is the ransom? How shall I be free, 

yr fear my heart, if it but barely stirs 
Will waken memories to mock your smile. 

Florence Tannenbaum. 

  

     

  

  

  

          

   

   
   

  

    
       



  

ECONOMIC PRIZES 
ineteenth Year 

JNogtder to arouse an interest in the study 
of topics relating to commerce and indus- 

ry, and to stimulate those who have a col- 
lege training to consider the problems of a 
business career, a committee composed of 

Professor J. Laurence Laughlin, University 
of Chicago, Chairman 

Professor J. B. Clark, Columbia University 
Hon. Theodore E. Burton, Washington 
President Edwin F. Gay, New York Eye- 

ning Post, and 
Professor Wesley C. Mitchell, Columbia 

University 

has been enabled, through the generosity of 
Hart Schaffner & Marx of Chicago, to offer 
in 1923 four prizes for the best studies in 
the economic field. 

In addition to the subjects printed below, 
a list of other available subjects proposed in 
past years will be mailed on request.. At- 
tention is expressly called to the rule that a 
competitor is not confined to topics pro- 
posed in the announcements of this com- 
mittee, but any other subject chosen must 
first be approved by it. 

1 A critical examination of the work of the 
Shipping Board 

2 The Pittman silver act 
3 The facts and underlying theory of the 

present German monetary situation. 
4 The present position and future pros- 

pects of unionism in the United States. 
5 The effects of a protective tariff on farm 

products in the United States 
6 The crisis of 1920 in Japan, the United 

States and Europe. 

Class B includes only those who, the 
time the papers are sent in, are undergradu- 
ates of an American college. Class A in- 
cludes any other Americans without restric 
tion; the possession of a degree is not re- 
quired of any contestant in this class, nor is 
any age limit set. 

A First Prize of One Thousand Dollars, and 
A Second Prize of Five Hundred Dollars 

are offered to contestants in Class A. 
A First Prize of Three Hundred 

Dollars, and 
A Second Prize of Two Hundred Dollars 

are offered to contestants in Class B. The 
committee reserves to itself the tight to 
award the two prizes of $1000 and $500 of 
Class A to undergraduates in Class B, if the 
merits of the papers demand it. The win- 
ner of a prize shall not receive the amount 
designated until he has prepared his man- 
uscript for the printer to the satisfaction of 
the committee. 

The ownership of the copyright of suc- 
cessful studies will vest in the donors, and 
it is expected that, without precluding the 
use of these papers as theses for higher de- grees, they will cause them to be issued in some permanent form. ; 

Competitors are advised that the studies 
should be thorough, expressed in good Eng- 
lish, and although not limited as to length, 
they should not be needlessly expanded. 
They should be inscribed with an assumed 
name, the class in which they are presented, 
and accompanied by a sealed envelope giv- 
ing the real name and address of the com- 
petitor, together with any degrees or distinc- 
tions already obtained. No paper is eligible 

h shall have been printed or published 
in a form to ‘disclose the identity of the au- 
thor before the award shall have been made. 
If the competitor is in Class B, the sealed 
envelope should contain the name of the in- 
stitution in which he is studying. ‘The pa- 
pers should be sent on or before June 1, 
1923, to 

J. LAURENCE LAUGHLIN, Esq. 
University of Chicago, Chicago  



  

Debs Appeals 

to You 
Asks Machinery and Tools for Soviet Russia 

“This ts the one sssue upon whieh we can all unite; the fone erving’ demand. to which "we ean wii Tespouds the one prone duty "we are atl bound to perfor "fe matters Hot 
a common obligation to our Marving Russian ‘comrades. and. their famhien, 

Struggle for human ‘emancipation’ tormented. 'patis, tiey fouRKE in Tags the combined autooracy OE the wroride’ they stood thelr groynd and shed. tele brave Blood’ not only in’ thele own defense, but to-give liberty. to the workers of every land’ on earth?” and. now that they” ate face to face with grim and relentless stareation the workers Of tik and ery other country on dhe lobe are charged Sith fhe solemn seaponsibi elle and’ resents tr caipild begentog hak i Here ty Aeon and 
lation who have uote lth Hayat Hearts di fh this’ great humanitarian ‘work Jtut' thts be te folloned up, enlarged, and, persisted nt the utiost to heel the magnitude: and’ urgenty of te, demand “Eres mot food. alone that ‘a now needed for our st fellow beings in Rusa, | Faring filed" ana for tis simple funds: must be Hise) We re advised that unas every ing po ah 
ext year. ‘Ths necessary seed. ahd ‘not arrive in’ tlme to. Rup: pis the full demand for the spring sowing.” Machinery, Was Bulafutiy lucking, witte horses and cattle’ had’ toa” large Moon devnired by the famfshea’ nice. ‘ 
fn thls Geaperate crisis fe peculiarly. the duty of the workers © world. hey have it in thelr power to provide the ih etch hae tne, aoa teal Gf chs 

ita the machinery to cultivate fhe soll agricnltare ean ‘seria ; 

ponding to tnis Sal appeal of our famine-scoursed, desper wesian com ail feiloweworkers nd ie ones from thelr impending fouthe spirit of our’ common’ kinship, prove onrselves tmoriny” to share fn the enmameipatiin of the’ fatare for which They have made the es neritic 

ay Oy oe 
INTERNATIONAL TOOL DRIVE 

FOR SOVIET RUSSIA 
AN-Russian Famine Retlef Committe, the Workers International usstan ‘Famine Reljee Committee, Berlin (Friends ‘of Soviet ‘Hustla, afiliated,) 

CONDUCTED IX AMERICA UNDER DIRECTION OF THE 
FRIENDS OF SOVIET RUSSIA 

“National Offee) 
201 WEST 19TH STREET YORK ory 

Hore is my contribution of to help send 
tools to the famine-stricken peasants of Soviet. Russia 

Name 
Streot address 
City... State 

P.S.— Please put my name on the Roll Call.   
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The Book-Lovers’ Guide 
FACING OLD AGE, by Abraham Epstein. Alfred A. Knopf —A 

want WN awe dependency under’ the Capitalist 
eLUTOORAGS, by ex-Senttor BR, Fy Pettlaren 
‘Feat indictment of the Capltallst State, Heview 

SECRET DIPLOMACY, by Paul S. Relnsch, Harcourt Brack & Co, 
{RISTIAN SCIENTISTS, by Allee M. Caporn. ~ Pour 

E PERSONAL TOUCH, by Emma Beatrice Bruner. Brentano's, 
, by Stephen Hudson, Alfred A. Knopt-—An. 

% by Dplele Deamer, Bont & Liveright—A novel 
of old. Jerusalens 
KIMONO, by John Paris, Koni & Liveright—An Buglishman's in. 

ene of Japanese customs, put 
TO THE WORLD, by Webb Waldron, Century —a, 

SUAPEED, by Leonid Andreyer; translated by 
“by F.C ott. Macmillan, DY Glande Mekay. Hareourt, Braco & Com 

SHE JMflowm or AN EGG, by Sherwood Anderson. B, 
wunty HOUSE OF. Hiur Machen, Alfred A. Knot 

ekensy ‘satires and. Durlesaues 
Harcourt 

is collects afew more in this toluiie 
streaks of tie days, bot Walt Whitman aid the 

TILE KINGLISHER, by ‘Phylis Bottome Doran-—Novel of the 
rtdigh Wellsians who have sex problems and get taterested in Chris 
Han Socialis, Diows (a documentat story of the struggle for amuexty) 

Bot do te 
pave bby Gorara, anslation ‘had Freneh was a lobster 9 Vet ona ue 

w simple nda book, Wut Was 
breton potlosophen, neverthelet MALTA SERVICE IN INDUSTRY, by Ws Irving Clark. Mac 

eM, by Jeremiah’ W. Jenks and 
Jetta Bunk & Wagautis--Mich information, Dat many Angle 
“SOAR a novel by an anonymous s wrlter, Doran—“A very modern 
vou an au lee ye aie, fae. ewe 

study of the nowiy-Lorn hates Bede elton 
and. the cobiliet of forces which ended in the establishment of the 

route American dada p French pris asa 
: ‘ot vevolution. Tevlew 

THE CAMOMHLE, by Catherine Carswell. Harcourt, Hrace & Co 
Gory of a Scottish iaissionary's daughter who wants to Write OF 

play’ the violin 
Dephste UA Sa Ny seale as Bo 

“HARLEM SHADOWS” for 50 Cents! 
The poems of Ci cKay, with an introduction 

by Max Eastman $1.35 
THE LIBERATOR for one year... $2.00 

We will send both. for. $250 
THE LIBERATOR : 138 W. 13th St., New York 

ee 
BI ES TORR Ts 
IRELAND, BROADWAY and Other LOVES 

MARY BLEMIN 
by the ght of race for recognition — by 

‘tnd pasties Jou speak the Innguare of 

12 mo—Boatds, $1.40 Postpald. Box F, care Liberator          
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The Large Current Issue of 
Rational Living 

    

  

ianism, 
menstruation, rational fasting, industrial h, 
giene, child care, infants’ weight, 
teeth; anatomy and physiology of ‘the repro- 
ductive organs, prescription fakes, rational ex- 
amples of physical exercise (illustrated), many 
splendid illustrations. 

40 cents a copy. (No free shmples.) In New York 
at Brentano's, Rand School and Maisel’s book stores 
In important ‘book stores of other citie 

If you want to know how to 
child read 

“THE CHILD AND THE HOME” 
By B. Liber 

A book in five parts: 1—Fundamental Errors 
2—Practical Advice. 3—Instances from Life 
4—Sex and the Child. 5—Health and the Child 

Gere are a few opinions on this book: 
Full of all Kinds of helpful advice to. parents.” Preface). “A mow test Tor, radicalic”-(Heptood Broun $9, New York World). “ie is by far the best work of ts kind?" "(J. Carney, Editor Voice of Labor).  “Cncommonly ood book, ‘admirable work. A great variety of toples, pre Sentea ‘in i ‘tose taseina Beat book ‘obtatnable on Shikstraping rath Sock 

for suey Instruction and (Bit Controt I tous, especially Pranelsen Bulletin, 

  

  

  

  

ing up your 

  

   

    
         

     tus Dr. Taber gives here 
    

  

          

  

es hat we. shapes : ets in the training of our enildren.” Wile efery chapter ie many tines worth ies © Green a Wise Mather and, Her Dat 

re" beyond. price.”    
         

   for health and eficteiey   (Vegetarian 

Cloth, $2.50, including postage. 
Beginning from next issue of Rational Liv- 

ing the yearly subscription will be $2.00. Com- 
bination of the book ‘The Child and the Home 
and a full subscription to Rational Living, four 

| dollars instead of $4.50. 
Address: Rational Living, 61 Hamilton 

Place, New York. 
  

  

KUZBAS 
WORKERS WANTED 

‘The next Party leaves New York for Siberia via 
Rotterdam, Kiel Canal and Petrograd on June 17. 
Miners, construction and lumber workers, social work- 
ers, steel mill men, mechanics, ete., are needed immedi- 
ately. Apply today. 

Prospectus giving full details, 10 cents. 
KUZBAS 

Room 901, 110 West 40th Street, New York City, » 

  

    

Workers’ boys and girls are haying the time 6f their lives scouting for the Children of Soviet Russia. 
Get Your Children to Join 

HIKES PICNICS OUT-DOOR LIFE 
For details write Bob Hardy, Famine Scout Chief, Friends of Soviet Russia, 261 West 13th Street, New York City 

  

  

    

intry Place for Unconventional Folk 
“GARFINKEL’S 

" Free Surroundings for Free People. 
All Modern Improvements 

   

     
prepared. 

in Food for those 

  

Near Enough to City for Week-Enders (Reservations in advance not necessary) 
  

  

  
  

  

CAMP TAMIMENT 
Borest Park, Pa, 

Bathing, Rowing, Hiking, Tennis, Dancing, Campfires, Hadlophone 
n—League for Industrial Democracs—Jun 

ing July and August—seote Nea Dana, AN". "Goidenwelser, augue G 
People's Educational Camp Soclety, 7 1. 15th St 

  

Convent 21 to 25 
sywood 

          
N.¥. city 

  

HOLY BIBLE IN A NUTSHELL 

    Makes “the 
Greatest booklet ever published! R for Godwebal "Death "ta. tie: Myth bind see and th host ae Up's cactus tree and gets Hilly: Sunday's goat, wWhlskers ag ah, “ioe, tee Steen tor $1.08, ayiier's Old Book Store, di First” Ave.’ Senttie, Wash. 

PROPAGANDA | 
an which should awaken millions. to study the evils of lean Particulars, fre 

  

       

  

  

     

  

ADMIRABLE AMERICANS — I 

“A gauge worth gltlng for fe worth fighting for to the 

GROVER CLEVELAND 

A STUDY IN POLITICAL COURAGE 
By HOLAND HUGINS 

Clot, $1.00, Postpald, from ‘The Avchor-Lee Publishing ‘Company, 409 Seventh St, Ne Ws Washlugton, D.C 
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HERE ARE 
BOOKS that are LITERATURE 

In One of the Rarest Little shops in New York 
WASHINGTON SQUARE BOOKSHOP wslve your mall erder apeclal attention 

21 West Kighth Street New York City 

  

  

  

“THE TRUE CAUSE OF BALDNESS” 
By LL. NAGLER 

‘the greatest discovers for mankind. No more need be sald. Convfuce yourseit, ‘Booklet, i pages, paper cover $1.00: cloth, i. Sead orders to” 1, be Nagler, P. 0. Box 168, Sti. “D." Noy, U8. 4 
  

    
  

  

yrrevant 9816 
MEET ME AT JOHN'S 

ITALIAN RESTAURANT - 
Where all Bohemian Radicals 
and Radical Bohemians Eat 

  

Private Dining-room Upstairs—Good Italian Food 

JOHN PUCCIATTI, Prop. 
I 802 East 12th St. (near 2nd Ave.) New York City 

DASTARDLY POLICE FRAMEUP 

Three Women 
Minnie Kalnin 

Tita Jurson 
Anna Leisman 

are railroaded to prison on perjured police tes- 
timony making a total of twelve class war pris- 
oners in New York. 

  

Gitlow, Ruthenberg, Ferguson and Winitsky 
‘are now out on bail, but by no means free. 
Alonen, Paivio, Mizher and Manko remain in 
prison. Their liberation is dependent upon suc- 
cessful appeals. 

Funds are required to see these appeals 
through. 

Send contributions to 
NATIONAL DEFENSE COMMITTEE, 
“NEW YORK DIVISION 

Room 405, 80 East 1th Street, New York City 
  

THE GREY COTTAGE 
Chicago's Greenwich Village 

Tea Room. 
EYE ADAMS and RUTH NORLANDER in Charge 

10 E. Chestnut St. Chicago, Il. 
  

  

lesa 6000 
ARTISTS’ MATERIALS 

‘and Picture Frames 
at HALPERN’S 

store—S10 Park Ave, 50th and 60th ts. 
‘Telephone orders promptly attended to 
  

  

ANTON KUNST 
Art Foundry 

GOLD, SILVER AND BRONZE 
505 East 76th St New York 

‘Telephone Lenox 9376 
  

  

ADVANCE MAILING CO. 
69 FIFTH AVENUB 

Phone Stuyvesant o121 
Folding Matting ‘Weekly and Monthly Publtcations 

Addressing Mulligraphing   
  

    Patronize Liberator Advertisers   
“It is the height 
of folly to neglect 
one’s own sight!” 

+-Guy A. Henry, 
Director General 
of the Eyesight 

Conservative 
Council 

  

Eyesight is the most cherished of the five senses. 
A greater appreciation of sight is not necessary, but 

‘a greater appreciation of the importance of eye care is. 
Hf you have frequent headaches, if you do not see 

‘as good as you once did, if your eyes tear easily, you 
should come to us and have our highly-skilled optome- 
trist examine your eyes. He will tell you whether you 
need glasses or not. 

DR. BARNETT L. BECKER 
OPTOMETRIST and OPTICIAN 

Sos Prospect ave. Manhattan ‘ 
266 Kant’ Fordham Road ‘31s Hast Broadway itt Lenox ave. 

2n13 Seventh Ave, et. 1950 and 186th Sts. 
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U l t and Russi 
Russia’s restoration to the Family of Nations Who Trade is absolutely necessary if we 

are to cope in any effective way with the great problem of unemployment in this country. 
One of the ways to get Russia back in the economic and trading group is to RECOG- 

NIZE HER! And to do this, you must make your government feel that you WANT it to 
RECOGNIZE her and TRADE with her. Your union must pass resolutions for recognition 
and restoration of trade with Russia. Send copies to the State Department and to your 
Congressman. Congressmen and Senators must be urged to support Senator Borah’s res- 
olution providing for trade with Russia. 

And help us push this work. We need money to enable us to purchase publicity for this 
idea, so vital to the interests of Labor. Send your contributions to 

National Labor Alliance for Trade Relations 
WITH AND 

Recognition of Russia 
138 WEST 13th STREET, NEW YORK 

  

«DICTATORSHIP “ Soviet, Russia a2 

08s Official Organ of the Friends of Soviet Russia, 
DEMOCRACY” now appears twice a month 

By LEON TROTZKY Each issue, 32 pages, Fifteen Cents per copy 
Appearing in Great Britain under title of AeA Newco 

“Defense of Terrorism,” now on press by the Watemifaty A large number. ot new and 
A book of incomparable value to the study original articles on Russia 

of revolutionary tactics in the class struggle. eee 2 4 
Cloth bound $1.00, paper 50 cents. Order and the Famine, richly il- 

your copy now, write for prices on quantity lustrated with photographs, 
orders. 

———— maps and charts. 
“BARS and SHADOWS” 

Ralph Chaplin’s prison poems. 
A book of splendid revolutionary verse which : 

should be read by every radical. araWaiinl Aeraeniel 

SEDO acon) NOL am cacolng 3 for which send me Soviet Make your vacation redder by taking one epeaaen tat vaamer 
along. Nan Literature Department aR 

WORKERS PARTY city and state 
799 Broadway, Room 405, New York City Subscription rates: $250 per annum; $1.25 for six months,               
   



Balzac De Maupassant George Sand 
Andreyev Daudet Wells Zola 

Anatole France Boccaccio of 

Gorki Tolstoi_ Hugo Fiction 
The peo- ing. . Foreign fiction lingers in the human heart heeause 

itis true and because it has the power to make the reader 
feel as the men and women felt who left their 
impress upon their day. Foreign fiction con- 
tains the play of these forces. The masters of 
foreign fiction have enshrined themselves se- 
curely in the affections of readers who demand 
ot a mere veneer but the truth about life. 

We have gone to France, England, Italy, 
Russia and other lands for masterpieces of 
fiction, We have had these immortal works 

fully and completely translated and now 
offer them in 30 volumes—the only library of 
foreign fiction that is obtainable in this coun- 
try at this time. Of our many publishing 
ventures this Library of Foreign Fiction is 
the most comprehensive and valuable. 

Masters We 
Salute 
You 
America is breaking its sectional ‘barriers. 

ple are beginning to look beyond their own street, their 
own city, their own country. That is a 
healthy sign. Provincialism has been the bane 
of our intellectual life. 

‘The easiest way to peek into the hearts and 
minds of the millions of mortals beyond the 
Seas is to read the masterpieces. of fiction 
which have been written by such creative lit 
erary artists as De Maupassant, Balzac, Dau- 
det, Gorki, Tolstoi, Wells, Hugo and other 
It is not only easy"—it is charming. Foreign 
fiction by its acknowledged masters is never 
dull, never mushy, never stupidly conven- 
tional 

Fiction is of universal appeal in interpret- 
ing life. Every person sees life as drama. 
The big, vital steps of life are based on feel 

Here Are the 2 

Gautier 

Merimee 

a Fiction Library In 36 Volumes 

0 Volumes of Foreign Masterpieces of Fiction 
Andreyew's Soven ‘That Were 
conan’ Doyle's Sherlock 

inhi. die Finan fantey of the ‘The Human 
ars The. Marauit. 

live Schraineds resins 
Balsne's Short. Storler, I ‘cludes “The: Passion, in Desert.” and four Oundling works 

30 Books---2,400 Pages—Only $1.95 for All—Send No Money 
This Library of Foreign Fiction will delight you. Never before was there a chance like this. Here 
is fiction that interprets life. It does not distor t life. We selected the works which we considered 

am of 

tole. France's Majesty of Other stories, 2S iekens’ Christmas Carol Andreyer's The Hed Laugh 
and Twenty - six soe Giri, aad other rari tates. emard’ ‘Shaw's 

  
the very best. 

If these 30 books were issued in 
the ordinary way they might cost you 
as much as a hundred dollars. We 

sd to issue them so you 
‘ean get all of them for the price of 
fone ordinary book. That sounds in- 
viting, doesn’t it?” And we mean it, 
too. Here are 30 books, containing 
2,400 pages of text, all neatly printed 
‘on good book paper, 33% x5. inches 
in size, bound securely in card cover 
paper. "You can take these 30 books with 
you when you go to and from work. 
You ean read them in your spare mo- 
ments, You ean slip four or five of 
them into a pocket and they will not 

Let the great masters of for 
in and show 

And we produced these vol 
ing world—$1.95, plus postage, for all 30 volumes. 

as it is, character a 

The price is only $1.95 for 
the entire library. That's less than 
a dime a volume, In fact, that is 
less than seven cents per’ volume. 
Here is the very best at the very 
least. Never were such great works 
offered at so low a price. All you 
have to do is to sign your name and 
address on the blank below. You 
Gen't have to send any money. Just 
mail us the blank and we will send 
you the 30 volumes described on this 
page — you will pay the postman 
$1.95 plus postage. And the books 
fare yours. Positively no further 
payments, 

bulge. 

ign fiction take you behind the 
it liv 

drama that will thrill you, humor that will charm  yoi 
that will move you. 

umes to distribute at a price which will astonish the read- 
‘Thirty books for the price of one ordinary book! 

[Send No Money Blank 
{ sratdeman-Sutius Company, 
| Dept. 55, Girard, Kans. 
[1 want the 30 books of the Li- 
brary of Foreign ietion listed on 
Cae age Lunt you fo send ine 
these af books by pareel post, Ou [abivery wil pay the” postman $1105" plus postage, and: the books | Bo tofoe my property without tur thee pepmedte of any Kind. Also eee 

| Name 

| Address 

I city State      


