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

Gustavus Myers’ Great Histories

Authoritative, because the author with infinite pains has presented libel-
proof evidence of every capitalist crime he records.  [lluminating, 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 ITI 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 economie history of Canada. Some questions it covers are:
The Time of the Eeclesiastieal 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, etc.- 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, 828 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 aceumulation of
wealth which, beginning with the appropriation of land and the dispossession of the workers, has
extended to the elaborate forms of ecapitalistic 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-
ed with absolute and unappealable power, it has been able, with a marvelously adaptable flexi-
bility, to transmute that will not merely into law but into action. This History of the Supreme
Court, 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 vet appeared.

Sold by booksellers or sent by insured mail on receipt of price.
Ask for new deseriptive catalog of our books
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> 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 suceessful 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 politics and economics, but it aims
to shine always on the whole cultural scene. Its authentic criticism of the arts (liter-
ature in partienlar), has given it an authority usually associated only with papers sea-
goned in an old-world atmosphere of established culture.

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

Bherwood Anderson Havelock Ellis Davld Starr Jordan H. L. Mencken Paul Rosenfeld
Howard Brubsker Zonn Gale C. Iann Kennedy E. I Morel Upton Sincialr
James Branch Cabell Stephen Graham George Lansbury Ihomas B, Moesher Joel E. Spingarn
Lincoln Coleord Francis Hackett W. Ellery Loeonard Harvey O'Higgins Arthur Bymons
Charles F. Dole Robert Henri Hinclnir  Lewis Engone O Neill Louls Untermeyer

Theodore Drelser Jerome K. Jerome Amy Lowell Davld Pinski H. W. Van Loom

Maurice Froncls Egan
The Freeman’s success is based on sustained merit, but these special features

may be mentioned:

1 Gilbert Cannan’s “Letters from a Cousin: Impressions of the European scene 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,

2 Countess Leo Tolstoy's Autobiography, a document withheld for almost ten years, that il-
« Juminates 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 series of articles exposing some of the canards to which war propagandists gave cur-
- rency. 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' subseription with any twao of thess fifty- A three months' subseription with any one of these 200
vent pamphlets for 200, hooks for S50,
Ll ettt

.+The Triumph of the Egg. By Sherwoeod Anderson.
ven . The Twelve, By Alexander Blok. veo ol Portrait of the Arilst as o Young Man, By James Joyoe,
Thiz Russian epic of the Revolution hns bien trans- e e Threed Hadieals, By Walter Weyl,
lated into many languages. More lllil:‘llll 1.11.\,-1; miltion ....The History of a Literary Badleal, By Eandolph Bournoe.
coples of the orlginnl were printed. The English ver- The Mode Dir By Ludwilg Lewisol
glon, the marginal notes ke those in "“The Ancient A i S AL - = “'"”._”'
Mariper” and an explanatory introduction, are by . ...How Diplomats Make War. By Francis Nelison,
Babette Deutsch and A Yarmolinsky., 35 pages. v Ten Plays., By David Plnskl
v Psychonnalysis, By Andre Trldon.
« oo Patriotism, Troth and War Gullt. By George Demartind, Delarer
A patriotic Frenchman ralseg his volee to confute the A ‘three months’ gnbzeription withh any one of these S50
attempt to absolve all Governments except that of pooks for B225 (With any two of these hooks, Z1.00: with all
Germany from responsibility for the war, Inteeductlon ki B
by E. Do Morel. 0T pages. three, §4.00.)
oo Reminisconees of Tolstoy, ¥ Maxim Gorky,

coaiip American Books, Ly Francls Hackett. 2o o« Heminiscences of Chelkhov, Iy Gorky, Kuprin and Banin.

This conglets of esgays on various nspects of Amer- soeeNotebook of Anton Chekhiov,
lean Nterature by Francla Huckeit, J,. K. Bpingarn, - i A T P R TR o L L
Padrale Colum, H. L. Mencken and Morris R, Cohen, I B 2 L anid
In abridged form it appearcd as & supplement to the semd this erder and remiltonce to:

London Nation, It is a unilqoe and valuable assess-
ment of contemporary literary values, [ pages;

THE FREEMAN

B. W. Huebsch, General Manager
116 West 13th Street, Scw York

I enelose a (Money arder) . g
(eheeclk LN T L

....Whers Iron Is, Thera Is the Fatherland, By Clarence K. J9F which pleuse send me The Freeman for three montha

Strelt. and the book (or bhooks) cheeked chope,

A rovalation of how privilege and monopaly Bour- F

Ished o all the countrles that were at war. Whils Name

French and German soldlers were fighting each other,

French and German monopollsts  were filllng thelr Adidress

pockets, 52 pREges. 1A

v .The Myth of a Gullty Nation, By Albert J. Nock.
Facts about pre-war diplomacy and fhe Huropenn
prmament race which show thal Germany alone was
not responsible for the war. 114 pages,

May 26, 1921, at Jue post offtes at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March 3, 198,  Copyrighe, 1922

THE LIBERATOR, n monthly magazine, Jone, 1922, Twenty conts a copy, 3200 a year, Vol. 5, No. 8, Serianl No. 6l
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Down the Coast from Genoa

By Max EaStman

Caricatures by Sors and Crispi

I'T is twenty miles down the coast to the little leisure-class
hotel where the Russian delegation is quartered—twenty
miles of vivid excitement for the eyves. The coast is a steep,
long hillside, that has been earved for cultivation inte a
gigantic stairway going down deliberately to the sea, trailing
its blossoming vines and fruit trees and long grasses—
wisteria and azalia and rosges and black iris and daisies and
oranges and cherries 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; theve is always the dry earth in Italy, But
it iz luxurious, and even mow .n early spring-time full of
summer. The houges and barns are as lovely in their soft
bright plaster-colors, as lovely and old and proper to their
place as flowers in nature. The churches and the little
villages with their high light bell-towers, are like old pie-
tures. Nothing so mellow, and so akin to soft melodious
laughter, is' to be seen or can be imagined in America. And
nothing =0 blue az the blue Mediterranean, far down below,
=20 richly cool, g6 tranqguil, showing a little foam at the foot
of the brown bluffs.
At the end of eighteen miles the road darts inland through
a tunnel, reveals the ‘black valley that lies behind this happy
southern garden, and then swings back again. round a bold
promontery, 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 enjoving the
courteons hoszpitality of their neighbors. The Italian Gov-
ernment spoke of them as “the guests of civilization.” Civ-
ilization having waped a barbarous war on them for four
yvears, and got disgracefully whipped and driven into this
hozpitality by the bayonetz of the Red Army, the Bolsheviks
naturally $o not feel overwhelmed by the. condescension,
They regard the situation here with the unclouded humor of
The Imperial Palace with its fine food and
drink and serviee, an Ifalian nobleman there to symhbolize
the king's hospitality, and the king's pretty soldiers nursing
their safety with such elaborate precautions—it would all be
entively delightful if so heavy a question were not hanging
“in the bhalance, if hard starved service to their ideal had
not soberad these big men and made them g little older than
they are.
Their names have made their way to the front line in the
news of the last five years for reaszonz that are apparent

those who win.

when wou see them. It is force more than al that dis-
tinguishes big men from the nearl It waz Napoleon's
will that made him & symbol forever of the hercic in mans
kind, At whatever hour Napoleon woke his purpose was the
sgame. It never flagged. It never questioned. It mever
looked upon itzelf, but always upon its object. There I8
something of that quality in these five men chosen' by the
force of the revolution out of a hundred and eig
to reprezent KHussia at the Congrezs of a cont
are strong, guiet, unexcitable men.

Techicherin, 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 vears old; and
perhaps that is why he iz so quietly content to live in his
mind, and in the little acts of grace that make so guiet a life
beautiful. Ha is
alwayvs either reading or at work, ,or econcentrating his
thoughts upon some gentle kindness. When he comes into
the Soviet work-room in the Hotel de Génes—it is the inner
chamber of the bridal suite, where some of us have been
able to lend a hand in translating documents—he dogs not
fail to greet with his solemn, respectful courtesy each per-
son who is working there. And when he goes out, he turns
and savs a general “good-bye,” even if evervbody is too busy
to hear him. One would never guess from hiz modezt and
slow manner, the ironic wit and Keen logie and very amaz-
ing knowledge that Techicherin has at his command. One
would never guess it from his arance. There is some-
thing baby-like about this extraordihary man. He holdz a
pen in-his hands like a baby, His hands are small and not
agile; he has no “build"; ther€ is no tone in his voice. And
his perfect unity of color—moustache, geatee, eyes, eye-
brows, hair and freckles, all exactly the same sandy red-
brown—conveys for zome. reason an impression of comely
innocence, . It is only when you begin to question his pesition
that the hard, clear mind, and the metal hizs will iz made out
of, become apparent.

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

“It i5 a gradual collection and sale’ I read to him, “in
eo-operation with the loeal church authorities, of jewels and

v million,
They

ment.

Though he is not restless, he never rests.
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treasures unrelated to religious ceremonial. These treasures
have been hoarded in the churches for cemturies, . . ."

"Vou 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-
petic 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 Trotzky. 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
delegation, he has taken upon himself the function of inter-
preter of the revolution to the press of the capitalist world.
He meets them every day at six-thirty in a little white lec-
ture-room in the old, old University of Genoa—a room with
blackboards and rising tiers of benches.

Thoze benches are always filled to overflowing, and Kakov-
sky always dashes in a little late with a bulging manuscript
case, 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:

“Now, gentlemen, there are perhaps some questions that
vou would like to ask?”

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

Rakovsky enjoys these speeches; he never stops them.
He belisves 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 peneral science of society. He is particularly
happy when he can drive a French reporter into defending
Poincare's politics and the glories of the French revelution
at the game time—for in the history of France, as well as
the French language—he is an adept.

He iz a man whose energy sustains the feelings in your
heart. Nobody ever seems to want these lessons fo 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
was 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 =ign it after it was translated into English.
It was late in the afternoon, and he seemed to be in a ter-
rible hurry. He paced back and forth like a nervous tiger.
Hiz mood communicated itself to those who were {yping
the letter, and they of course filied it full of mistakes.

Well, he wouldn't
wait. “Fix it with
a pen!” he said,

It was fixed with
a pen, and it looked
something like a
communication from
a Russian news-
dealer to the busi-
nezs manager of the
Liberator. Then it
was Tolded 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
dome 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 pupilas dre waiting for me!”

There iz something of the teacher in all the Bolshevik
leaders. There is some teaching that they have to do in
vrder to get on a basis of ]‘_|1'.;!.|'_'Li|’::].|. diseussion with thesze
merchant-politicians, who seem to them to understand =so
little of the science of history or ecomomiecs, or the more
simple seience of why they came here and what they want.
Joffe, with hiz firm, thick lips and Oriental features and the
long pointed black beard like a rabbi, would be entirely
himeelf sitting on a mat with a little circle of devout pupils
around him. His head iz too high and too beautiful for poli-
ties. His poise iz like Buddha's. He is infinitely patient
He would be teaching philosophy to those whe really wanted
to understand it. Krassin, too, has in his manner that .very
great 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 Verovsky is thé very
image of the kindly friend and advisor who tanght geop-
raphy and morals in the little village school because he was
not strong enough in health to go and live in the city, He
is the only one of the Bolshevik delegation I have seen whao
does not seem physically powerful. He is as thin-wristed
as a sick man, and as hollow and meditative in the gounds
of hiz 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.

[ remember one thing that Vorovsky said to 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 g statesman,” he said, “it is necessary to be
in a condition of growth. None of these men are growing.”

We were sitting on the balcony of the Imperial Palace,
looking down the hill to the sea, and as I was not doing
mueh of the ialking, those words had an opportunity to im-
press themselves upon my mind. They rose strangely, with
their Emersonian serenity, out of a long informative convers

Crispi
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sation ghout debts and roubles and loans and productivity
and dollavs and francs and guarantees, and all that matter
which constitutes the usnel precccupation of the conference.
I remembered them laler in the afternoon, when we had laft
the Villa Bolsteviki and continued our journey a little far-
ther down the coast from Genoa.

I remembered them becanse 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
gaid good-by to Vorovsky, and walked down the gravel
pathway to the sentried gate. And as Comrade Erlich—the
redoubtable “Chief of the Tchela” =o highly colored in the
press—had given us a little magic pass which seemed able
to open a pati} through the whole Italian army, we felt
very 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 {5 a distinction about hiz 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 came to the
little village of Rapallo, the twin sister of Santa Marguerita
just around the hill. Rapallo—the name recalled us from
our political to our literary selves. For we all three of us,
George Slocombe and Ernest Hemingway and I, belong in
the ward of those whe 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 feeling quietly happy because he had just finished a
series of deft and devastating carieatyrez of the life of King
Edward the Seventh!

He was most cordial, most warmly cordial, considering the

abruptness of our
arrival from zo far /-
off in the future, and o~
i —
with no excuse

whatever but g de-
gire to talk with him.

“Not about poli-
tics!"™ was his only '\l

N
demur, and to that C e /"\

we agreed so heart-

ily that before long
we were all talking
politics with great
eandor and abandon.

I was impressed
at first by the neat-
negz of the British
gentleman in Max
Beerbohm — the ex-
quizite fit of his
grey suit, the trou-
sers not too slim,
but perfectly ent. 1
was impreszed by
the nice round shape

Crtam

Tchicherin

of hizs tanned fea-
tures under the new
grey felt hat, and o

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. It is @

small, square plaster

hut of one room, ‘in \

the middle of a

high, open concrete
terrace, like the flat
roof of a house. As
I faced its open
doors from where wa
sipped wine on the
terrace, it seemed
maore like a stage-
set than a human
habitation. The
inside walls are painted in pure ultra-marine, the most in-
tense of colors; and vet 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 classieally arranged as those in Wanamaker’s show-
window. There iz nothing else—or so nearly nothing that
the impression is as simple as that. There is; I remember,
a shining new kerosene heater, and a cabinet from which
later the wonderful picturez emerged.

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 Heerbohm himself. T do not know exactly why. 1
have noticed that a peculiar displacement of the light ravs is
produced when the chilly atmospheres of the British first
touches that of the warmer-mannered peoples, and for a
while nothing very much on either side iz visible. It may
have been just that natural phenomenon that made it diffi-
eult 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 rate 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 Ameriea 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
big, had-mannered, almighty, authoritarian giant, who has
to be bribed. In France he iz a courteous human-being of
ordinary size and social emeotion, who will aceept a tip. It
seems that in London he iz even more human and delight-
ful—actually superior in charm, according to Max Beer-
hohm, to the rest of the British species, 1

“When I go to London I am always struck by the police-
men,"” he said.

We told him we might express in almost the same lan-
guage our experience of the policemen in MNew York, and

//.
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that amuzed him and made him laugh. He got up very enei-
getically and started to walk. 1t seemed as though he were
going away on business, but in six steps he was back again
with & 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
baok, 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
eztablished in America as great men. “Whenever vou see
anything rather bad, but showy, coming out of America,
wou say, " Ah, this is the great native Ameriean art! How
different from great English art! Distinetly American!’
Qur eritics 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 mavbe you are right,” he said, “but there is & differ-
ence, is there not? It seems to me that all American writ-
ing is a little loud and exaggerative. There
Huneker, for example. Now if he had gone to school at
Fton or Harrow, somebody would have patted him on the
head once in a while in a kindly way and said, “There, there,
James, it's all right! You needn't shout =0 loud! In due
time yvou will be heard. And even if you are not, it won't
matter. Tt will be all right. Just speak quietly and let
thingz take their ecourse!’ That would have saved him, you
seo. But as it is—well, he is dead now. ... . It is ail
very sad.”

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

“Perhaps they are paid

was James

vigher, the louder they shout!™
he sald, as though he were making a discovery.

We were on common ground now. We supplied him-the
data for hypothesis. We described our dollar-a-word

culture,
“Well, T am saved from that,” he said, “by the lack of
talent. If one of your American lterarv agents arrived

here and coffered me a large sum of money for some future
worle I should say, *Why, ves, my good man, that's all very
fine! 1 accept your offer, but I shall never deliver the
goods!" |

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 sis born. And he told us how they had been trying the
game thing in his century, too, in the Yellow Book. He
made his debut as an artist in that magazine, under the
sanetion of his friend, Aubrev Beardsley. But it is gone
now, and he no longer offers his drawings for publication at
ail. If they are reproduced it is by accident. For him they
have achieved their destiny when they exizt, and are enjoyed
by the few who may be able to reach them in an exhibition.
He iz 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,
with hiz own values.

He lives econtent
He iz a serene and undisturbed aristo-

crat, the kind that lasts right up to the day when revelution
appears in his own kitchen.

THE LIBERATOR

He showed us his
caricature of the
prime minister of
“the proposed Labor
Government"
in England greeting
M. Julez Cambon,
the Freneh ambassa-
dor—one of the pie-
tures which brought

him a denunciation

from the London / !
Daily « Herald, and Fh

gave rise to that it >

humorous corre- I
spondence of a vear
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 waa “really a good fellow.”

Sors

George Slocombe, Correspondent
of the London Daily Herald

“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 whe 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 cbvious
facts of human nature.”

“But no doubf vou are right, I should enjoy them. I am
gure I should like them better than our own delegates. 1
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 hecause
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 factz their =cience comprehends. It
is because in order fully to understand what they are doing
in Russia he would have to make a very vouthful effort
of intelligence.
a good span of vears. He would have to put himself to
zchool a little to those Bolshevik teachers.

Alone

THI‘.'.H E iz no wisdom in your ways for me.
I walk with you; my mind 15 far apart.
You have no magic power, no mystery,
To draw the fire out of my burning heart.
I see you trying with your little hand
To reach my mist-wrapped world and touch and hold
My ﬂlmuing soul you cannot understand,
And szcorning you I turn to stone, death-cold.
0Oh like a nimble child that seeks his toy,
When fagged of brain he turns from thought outright,
I come to you for rest and simple joy,
Descending from the solitary height,
To pleasare with you, serving to fulfill
The lofty purpose of my driving will.

Claude MeKay.

He would have to lift himzself forward over®
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An Open Letter from Charles W. Wood

To Hon. Richard Enright and Hon. John F.*Hylan

Fentlemen:

This is not an attack apon either of you. I don't feel sore
at either of you persomally, and I think you are both fairly
representative of the intellipence of New York City.

But neither is this a bouguet, Aszk 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 guite possible that
we might have a better mayvor and police commizsioner,
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 which few people now grasp are more
gaenerally understood.

Now, to the facts. A few mights ago I attended a most
interesting entertainment and dance in Brvant Hall, I gan’t
dance, but I enjoyed this evening hugely. Had either of you
been with me and had I been able ito point out to you the
things which 1 saw, T am quite sure vou would have enjoyed
i, too. You are both human. You ars 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 ghle to understand very much, intellectually, and vou are
doubtlezz as bigoted as the average citizen; but vou have a
certain capacity to feel the pulse of the people, and I am
sure you woilld 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

flows freely and any number of things happen which would
make your pure souls have a fitt But these are private
dances, exclusive affairs, and vou cannot interfere. MNot that
I 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 father please vou, I fancy, to shut
down on some of the orgies of the rich.

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

This dance in Bryant Hall was a semi-public danee, It
was excluzive only in the zense that it was known to be a
“Liberator"” dance, and only those who are move or less in
sympathy with liberal or radieal ideas would he expectad 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
guch & dance could oceur.

In the first place, my commonest eriticism of radicals ig
that they lack a senze of humor. They are good at sledge-
hammer sarcasm and eutting satire, but they seldom play.
They haven't learned the art of kfli.l;li[]_Lf themszelves. But
they did kid themselves beauntifully® at thizs entertainment.
Floyd Dell had written a sketch of a “Busy Day at the Lib-
erator Office’ and. it was pl:l_\'ei] in part by the Liberator
gtaff. The day had evidently been so busy that the actors
didn’t have time to learn their lines, but Mike amd Claude
were. 5o bad that they were positively good. Ewverybody
laughed at them, of course, but they responded in a way that

won evervonea’'s affection.

There was real humor in the
idea of these boys leading “The
Revolution” in' America, but
that they were able to enter
into the laugh pave us a lot of
confidence in them.

I don't know that vou can
got this point, but T want you
to try. There iz a certain huo-
mor in your own positions as
mayor and police commission-
er of New York. Do vou ever
take time te laugh at your-
gselves? It would do vou &
world of good, I am sure, and
vou would be no less effeient
as mayor and police commis-
sioner; Thiz pretense of dig-
nity, this eternal championing
of the pee-pul against the in-
terests—doesn't it ever ccemr
to you how funny it all is?
You must know, if you stop to
think of it, that you are

Max Eastman (left), Marcel Cachin (right) and Correspondents of Isvestia and L'Hu-
manité in front of the Pallozo San Giorgio at the opening session of
the Genoa Conference

very ordinary persons; if you
werent, you would never be
elected to the position of







JUNE,

1922

mayor or appointed by such a mavor commissioner of police.
This 15 nothing against you. If the world is ever going to
be improved, ordinary folks must do the job. But the pre-
tense (which we ecall 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 fietitious lines demolished at this
particular entertainment. There were rich and poor at this
ball; none wery rich perhaps, but a mumber who could be
extremely “exelusive” if they wizshed to—people who are so
up in the social seale that they have their names in the tele-
phone directory; and none very poor, perhaps; for the enter-
tainment, including the dance, did cost seveniy-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,
I am szure. You remember the Armistice Day celebration—
the greatest day New York ever had—when evervbody
seamed to forpet evervthing except that mankind is funda-
mentally human and, that being the caze, let's celebrate.
Well, there was just a touch of that at this ball. It was
great. R

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. Therea
may have been hooch, but I didn’t see 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 folks.
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 iz 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. It 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 beyeond
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 vou ever feel ashamed of the United States?
And you would be too if you had been in my place.
in China, and several times I ran aeross highly cultured
Chinese who asked me to explain lynching in America. I
couldn’t do it. America iz the only country I ever heard of
where human beings are burned alive for the crime of hav-
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,
so the whole white population of the county comes out and
burns a “nigger.” Of all the horrible superstitions 1 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 my
paper in the morning, as there is a big chance that it will
tell of one more lynching horror.

It is argued that the United States cannot stop thiz. 1
don’t know. T am not much on the use of force. 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 ¢ne thing that
can be done. The people might be educated to look upon
human beings az 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.

[ have.
I was
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Buf 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 az human’ beings can we get the idea across.

And this iz what I saw at the Liberator ball. I saw the
color line vanish. It wasn't merely that colored people were
allowed to come in and lock on. They werent “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 MeKay wasn't the "Negro Poet.” He
was just Claude MecKay. If people liked thiz man Claude
McKay they chatted with him, If they enjoyed hiz line of
talk, they stuck avound. If they found that he had the sort
of culture which appealed to them, that he was colored
seemed to mean no more than if he had béen bald-headed,

Now, wasn’t that fine? I am sure you must get what I
mean. Suppese, instead of people being lynched in this
country for the color of their skins, it were customary to
Iyneh them for the color of their hair. Suppoze all red-
haired people were in danger of being burned alive any time
that sofme unknown person had committed a crime. 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
deing 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 exactly that announcement.

It 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 iz some ordinanece by which balls are supposed
to be closed at that hour. But that ordinance is no longer en-
forced. It iz a dead letter,

The police — your police — came into this ballreom and
looked around. They saw the color 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
BEALL TO CLOSE.

What do you think about it? Can you elaim that such an
act at such a time was moral, decent, human? Or are you
guch bigots that you are willing to commit any injustice so
long as it seems to concern only the “radicals"? If I thought
yvou could understand it, I would go deeper into the philoso-
phy of thiz thing. I would argue that the great gquestion 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 Nepgro girl to dance with me. I
would argue my right to marry her, if we were marriageable,
and we loved each other enough to forget the coloy line. I
would even argue my right to sin, s0 long as 1 do 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 vour do-
ing—is the only right which counts, Hut this is probably too
deep for you. As it iz, I zhall leave the whole guestion with
vour own conscience. How do gou ltke your part in helping
to maintain the superstition by which, in the United States,
follez are burned alive for the crime of beiig colored?

Very sincerely yours,
CHARLES W. Woon.

It may not be generally known that Mayor Hylan is gingec-haired,




The Wobblies

Raid the Seamen‘s Union

By Dick Orson

American
Furuseth,

ORE than half the men manning

are members of the I. W. W.,” Andrew

president of the International Seamen’s Union of America,

told a joint congres committes in Washington a few
wesks ago. “The ships are flooded with red literatore.”

And “Andy,” who, for more than forty vearz, haz fought

the battle of the men who go dewn to the sea in ships, is

ships

sional

struggling furiously a considerable ‘distance below the sur-
face of the flood. He i.~: struggling to save from the en-

gulfing seas the wreck
the  ship which sailed so
stannchly over many
His ehip was unseaworthy:
it strove to hold its own
against faster and :
sels, which sail new
geas inte which Andy could
not steer hiz ecraft, And
Andy’s

has so0 long

the szhip he

|
_tllil'll.'l-l_.

5285,
ahlér ves-
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ship hasz been towed

into harbor, tied up to the
dock and dismantled.
And all the sailors are

leaving it. To the average
lay mind there is a glamour
about the sea, about shi ps,
that is as old as the sea it-
self. Sailorz are adventur-
ers, wanderers—hbbroad-chest-
ed, clear-eyed, tanned, Their
life iz thrilling, hard, clean.
They stand on decks and
throw their arms out to the
Winds,

But zailors feel differently;
they know that they are gailors, workers. They eat,
and often the food is bad; they must sleep, and sometimes
find their own bedding; they must support others, and their
pay i= low, They find precious little time to stand on deck
and throw out their arms in 2 grand gesture to the g
many of them work in stoke-holds, anvway. In the strange
ports they visit the most sensible thing for them to do is to
get drunk as expeditiously as possible in order to forget the

must

s—to0

wearinezs of many eighteen-hour days. But there iz little
money to gpet drunk on.
The sea is romantic, to those who do not follow it. To

those who do it is a trade, and a hard one. Tt iz a fight
to live—and not to live worse.
to one of its crizes in the Seamen’s =trike.
der the men fought and, still shoulder to shoulder, they were
beaten. And as men are beaten their gpods topple. Andrew
Fuoruseth, 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 vear ago there

Shoulder to shoul-

were at least 25,000 paid up members
International Seamen'’s TTnion. Probably there
more than a fifth of its former members in
to-day. These who remain are wavering,

in the are

gearealy the

ranks
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Andy’s Ship

A year ago the fight camaf

Undoubtedly, the loss of the strike had much to de with
the startling desertion. Furuseth and his lieutenants, nota-
bly T. V. 0'Connor, now on the shipping board, are blamed
for that failure after months of effort. The can be
traced to the growing power of the Marine Transport Work-
Union, an 1. W, W. organization, and to the nature of
fight Furuseth has against it. Underlying

Iest

ers’

the carried on

all the causes is the increazing démand of the zeamen for
a program which will carry them beyond the “fair day's
wage for a fair day's work™ slogan, and they have found

the .I. W. W.
more satisfyving to their aspi-
rations.

Against the gprowing pow-
er of the Marine Transport
Workers the old leader of
craft unionism has fought
bitterly, with the bitterness
of 'a man whe fearzs! The
“boys" are pgetting away
from Andy, perhaps he fears
that they will not return;
perhaps that he no longer un-
derstands them. PBut, defiant
to the last, he is fighting—
and alienating the men he
used to lead by the nature
of his warfare,

Furaseth, the men say, has
bétrayed them. *“Andy” has
become & stool. A report
made by Furuseth to the Sail-
ors” Union of the Pacifie and
contained in the minutes of
that erganization iz quoted in The Marine W orker, 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 ships for the purpose of identifying ex-
pelled members of the Sailor’s Union and notoriouns wob-
blies. A lefter has been written to the American Pacific
Steamship Association and to the Shipbuilders’ organization

programime

(rropper

of @]1& Pacific Coast dealing with the apparent combination
between shipowners and the ‘wobblies.®

And in a published pamphlet “You Have Been Fooled”
Furuseth writes: “They, the I. W. W. leaders, evidently re-
ceived money from some shipowners, or from somebo ly inter-
ested in the destruction, first of the seamen’s organization,
then of the Seamen's .-'w. ' Of course, Furuseth knows that
the I. W. W, platform, on principle, iz against legislation dis-
criminatiy to the workers of any country.

And the I. W. W.s retort that Furuseth haz offered the
services of himself and his organizations to the emplovers as
“wobbly spotters.™

They assert that he appealed to the prosecuting  at-
torney at San Francisco for a drive against the I. W. W. un-
der the eriminal syndiealist law of California, off fering 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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cute no more men for mere membership in the Industrial
Workers of the World.

S0, among the wobblies, “Andy"” haz been branded as a
stool. The men of his organization are leaving him be-
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 him, afraid to sanction his tacties. He iz fighting
alone in his Washington office, bezet by enemies with whom
he cannot eope. . . .

In the South street hall of the Marine Transport Work-
ers in New York (a large réom with low ceiling and chairs
on all sides set against the walls) the seamen sit around
reading, {“'ﬂl}\l'i]'rg and smoking, At the long table in the
center a few arve writing letters. Some are on shore leave,
others are looking for a ship. They swap stories.

A zlender, blue-eved man talks of the seamen’s organi-
zation, of the treachery of Andrew Furuseth and the ac-
tivities of the Marine Tranzport Workers.

“We've about ready to write the obituary of the Inter-
national Seamen’s Union,” he laughs. *“In fact, we're worlk-
ing on it now."

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

Bl

Steam Shoveling
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where they are going?” He answered his own question.
“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.”
“Sentiment on the ships is all with the Marine Transport
legates interviewed five

Weorkers. The Brooklym port d
hundred men and found only seven who were paying does
into the old International Unions or wers talking in their
favor, Four or five men on every ship paying off were
lined up in the M. T. W. In each group one of them is
salected asz job delegate and provided with literature and
supplies for lining up the ship.

“They're coming into the Marine Tranzport Workers. On
ong ship we found a man who was keeping the whole crew
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 crew came into the I. W. W. with him. The Sea-
men’s Union hasn't a hundred to one chance of coming
baclk."

“Didn't Furuseth do anything to better conditions through
the International Seamen’s Union?

“Yez, PBut mot what he says. He says it foreed the
bosses to treble wages. Wapes went up during the war, yes,
They went up everywhere. And since the war they've come
down again,

“Wages have pone down, way down. Men on sailing ves-
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gels who were getting 3100 a month draw 230 now. Men
work on coal steamers from eighteen to twenty hours for
$60 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. crewsz are cut to the
minimum.'”

“How about the Seamen's Act?"

“Not enforced. Andy's lieutenants said at Chicago last
winter that it cost the Seamen’s union 340,000 to defend
the act during the last four/years. The shipowners virtually
ignore it."

“How about it, Mike?
men’s Aect?"

He turned to a man writing at the table.

“Don't know, I don't see nothin' of it."

The passzengers 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 next, then the marine engineers. The stewards last.

“Don't ask me why, the stewards come last,” said the blue-
eved zailor, “I don't know."

What do you think of the Sea-

¥ "\'f‘*""ﬁ“‘ﬁ
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Stuart Davis

Low Tide

Th; Case of Nickolay
Mansevich

HE ecase of Nickolay Mansevich iz about the biggest

thing in Detroit just now. If the Government can de-
port Mansevich it can, and probably will, deport almost any-
one. This is what Detroit folks are saying. The Gov-
ernment in the Mansevich case happens to consizt of two
special agents of the Department of Justice, two inspectors
of immigration, and a few secret informers.

74 course labor and several clear-headed, class-conscious
friends of "labor have led in the long and dramatic fight
for Mangevich's freedom. But scores of bourgeois liberals
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 the Mansevich
story frequently and swell,

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 te sign a document which, he learned later, was an
application for a paszsport to Poland.

When Mansevich left Grodno years ago, it belonged to Rus-
sia, or rather to the Czar. But the place iz*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 he was
signing, when he learned of the trick that had been playad
on him. Mansevich knows only enough Englizsh 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 thizs “confeszion” 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 Detrait offered their
services to him. They were not allowed to see the records
of the hearings which resulted in Mansevich's conviction.
Jut 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 birthday. Another
hearing was staged, behind closed doors of course, hut
with the four attorneys and a “friend™ permitted to attend.

At this hearing the Government case was breaking down.
At the eleventh hour an emergency witness was rushed in
and out again, remaining in the room just long enough to
“convict" the prisoner of selling him one of “the papers.”
It seems this paper which this most unfortunate informer
charged Mansevich with szelling to him was printed in
Russian.

“I bought it of Mansevich .and put it in a trunk at home,"
the informer testified, ‘i.:l'El'tﬂ_ﬁ]in;: with nervousness,

“Did you read the paper?” one of the attornevs asked
him.
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“Oh, ves; I read it."”

“All right; read this passape which the officers have
marked in the paper in evidence. It also iz 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. Manzevieh's eves were fixed
in consternation and contempt on the face of the witness.
After a few lines had been read, the agent snatched the
paper from the witness' hands. The witness was unable even
to pronounce the words of the Russian language.

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

Prentiz explained that the identity of the secret agents
had tu be protected at all costs.

That ended the hearving but not the case. The Depart-
ment of Labor refused to reverse its deecizsion and the som-
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 Ciwvil
Liberties Union. It was a zad little gathering. The wife
and three children on the following day would become publie
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 31,500 equity in a $3,200
home, paid for month by month out of his savings. Fol-
lowing his arrest he lost his job and had to =ell his equity
for $400. Now the $400 iz gone.

Mras. Mansevich was not at the dinner becanse Jenny, 4
years old, was sick in bed. And Mrs. Mansevich and the
other two little girls, Mary, & 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 goed-bye to Mansevich,
perhaps forever, Mansevich whe was certainly the gentlest
father in all Hamtramelk.

But as the coffee was being brought in, by a kind litile
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. Hiz big hands jerked and shook
like those of a three-monthe-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
hizs Russzian that no one could understand a thing he said.
But no one cared. 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 guit 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 distriets 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 wera 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

Ha i'ri'-'.fe_
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furnishing more education to Detroit than all the war-time

cazes -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 5.!3.' the Detroit arents of the De-
partment of Justice and the bureaucratie, passive co-opera-
tion of the local immigration inspectors.

“The same thing is going on to-day, here in Detroit.
Nickolay Mansevich was arvested by the agents who
made the arrests of 1919-1920—Joseph Apelman and Thomas
C. Wileox — and he was ordered deported on the recom-
mendafion 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 iz being taken from his
home here to Ellis Island, there to be held for deportation,
while hiz wife and three little girls remain destitute in De-
troit.”

And because of the Manseviech case the red flag is flutter-
ing in many, many more hearts.

STANLEY BooXE,

THE cover picture is from a painting by Maurice Sterne,
courtesy Bourgeois ‘Galleries,
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Red Row for Hillns

By Michael Gold

C LEVELAND is dull. It iz as megningless, architectur-

isl I, It is a spiritless, flat American ar-
and pavements, and the sky and the
n I came there, and the coal smoke
the crowds of sober, Godless, devil-
less, mindless, soulless, colorless, uneventful and unimpor-
tant prosperous Middle Westerners moved for some reason
all dréary as an afternoon in a

ally, as a fish
rangement of buildi
houses weré gray w
gtuck in my throat, and

along the streets, and it Wi
Preshyterian church.

Cleveland is a large edition of one of Sherwood Ander-
zon's melancholy small towns. It made me sad, this capital
of Ohio medicerity; and inside the Locomotive Engineer’s
auditorium, three or four blocks away from the vast gray
sweep of Lakh Erie, there was zomething that made me
gadder still. I wanted to cry for boredom at what 1 found
there! I wanted to shout, stamp, rage, or shoot myself like a
iuzsian hero out of

For the most dreary and Juudirrur&! ]1#1':'+ll'rnnncvr in the
world was dragging itz way a finale in the auditorium.
The stalest melodrama in recent .-fm erican |1|.t1.|1]. was being
repeated by a fourth stock company. The biennial
of the International Ladies’ Garment Workers
being held there, and the Socialists in charge of
the convention had just spent a week in E.lt'l.“*'l:“"‘-':r'j: law and
sprder, in hunting out w 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 deeide and legislate on all the important principles
that would guide the lives and destinies of 135,000 men and
women for the next two years. They had paid out thou-
sands of sweatshop dollars for hotel bills and railvoad fares
and auto rides and enterfamments.

Angd a week had been spent in bloody execution of the
Com That is all the delegates had to show for
ﬂ"i-l]‘ time and money. A committee of kosher 100 per cent
SBneialistz had :_-x.,n::.m.--': the ecredentials of all delegates.
Whenever they found a delegate who was not strictly kosher
and Socialist, thiz delegate was recommended to the firing
squad. Then the matter was brought up on the floor of the
convention, and there were hours and hours of debate. What

shear ennui.

rate
convention
union was

itches and

What excitement and confusion!

an uproar!

All this elamor, thiz heart-bur g, thiz bitterness, 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 anion, and most of them were unambi-
tious, and loval, 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 hack A, F. of L. politicians schem-
ing for jobs for themselves they would have been respected
But no; they were clean, young, ult ra-ideal-
istz. and so the Socialists threw them out. *Rebels! Miz~
chief makers! Down with them! Down with them!” as
Abraham Cahan shouted, Abe Cahan, the editor of the gréat

there were Torty “allered, so-called”

had been dirty

and listened to.

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

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

“Foather-bed revolutionists!” he ecalled young men and
young givls 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,
c\.rq_ri.tl"mg 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 vo rebels. Stone Teceives
225,000 a vear for his hercic stand on labor unionism; and
he too told the young leftists: that they,were a bunch of
paid disrupters, spies, and mischief-makers,

And then, az & pgrand climax, old Sammy Gompers Was
brought in creaking, Gompers, whoe wants no changes made
in the perfect A. F. of L.; Gompers, who supported the
United 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 Civic 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 eclean idealism, against all that is dark,
diabolieal, disruptive and Ruossian. Of courze Socialism won;
three or four of the girls were unseated, and a few of the
men, Some of the left wingers were also seared into acqui-
eseence and were afraid to vote according to the instructions
thev had brought with them from New York, It was a great

newss-

ung

%

victory.
There were a great many other things done at the conven-
tion—progressive things, necessary things, but 1 cannot re-

memhber them - at all. I chiefly remember that the Socialists
spent over 8 week in throwing out the “so-called leftists.”

I went around to some of the leftists to ret from them the
real reasons as to why they had been so.denounced and per-
secuted. I called on 4 group of yvoung girlewho had been the
leaders of the opposition. Two of them, Rise Wolkowitz and
Ida Rothstien, had been unseated: the others had woted 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 sixof them,
and they were living together in a big room. atithe Central
Y. W. C. A. of Cleveland, where they were ctharged seventy-
five cents a night for their board. All the pther delegates
stopped at the fashionable Hotel Statler, and aste most of
their meals there. It is done at every convention, this higi

L
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Demonstration

living. These girls could have done the same, but they choze
not to: they did net want to run up a big expense account
against their local unions.

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

Ida Rothstien, one of the girls, had a long record of devo-
tion to the union. She had weathered the storms of many
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 had
defended herself ealmly 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 gizl, with a 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 hitter 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

of the girls, suddenly burst into tears and went home. The
banquet was costing four thouzand dollars; and there was a
strike of garment workers on at that very moment in Cleve-
land, zhe said.

Ida-only smiled and shrugged one shoulder, and said,
Ylena js young—she is still sentimental. When I was
firzst arvested for picketing they beat me and put me
into & cold, dark ecell. I ean't tell you how I wept to think
that someone should beat me. And I eried the second and
third time 1 was arrested, but then I began to understand
that I was in a great fight, and could neot be séntimental.
We must always keep our heads; we must not eare about our
feelings of what happens to us perzonally, we must think
of the Cause and not be sentimental.”

Ida Rothstien looked tired and pale; the girls told me she
was tubereular and had had to live in the country all the
previous summer. But she had been forced to come back to
work in a shop in the fall and winter, for she has 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
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of all the exquisite righteousness that is yet fo settle on
thiz blinded, bloody race of man.

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

I saw her go up to several of the men delegates and de-
nounce them and make them hang their heads in shame
because they had not voted az they had promised to.

“Men are cowards,” she eried in her impatient, rough, sweet
voice; “they are all cowards because they are politicians, and
are always working for zome gort of job in the union. We
girls know that we'll always work in a shop and belong to the
rank and file, so we fight.”

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

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 inte 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
principles.

The shop delegate system, as they explained if, was a
means of geiting more of the rank and file active in the
affairs of the union. It was a means of creating a greater
number of fizhting 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 &
great combined union that 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-
trial life.

Schlesinger did not want an amalgamation; he believes in

a federation of the two unions. The girls said a federation
had been tried and did net work.

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

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

Here are the reselutions of a man who probably thinks
Lenin and Trotzky are tyrants for havidg crushed the armed
opposition of the Soecial 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. i .

Resolution 190, introduced by Salvator Ninfo, pt‘u*:'u]e:e
that “any member who is found guilty of having zl:.a-:'auc’:_'.al'r,ed
with others in conspiracy meetings with aims of undermining
the organization, shall be punished by vxjul'ssifn." 4

Resolution 191, introduced by Salvator Ninfo, }?r{:-v:des
that the “General Executive Board shall have full right for
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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 ‘oyr International Union.”

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

Qh, yves, I forgot Rescolution 189, introduced by the sterling
democrat, Salvator Ninfo, which provides that “the greneral
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 Benator Lusk. They all provided
that the central officials of the union be’ given enough power
te kick out any poor, lone, idealistic rank-and-filer who dared
to say a word against the hierarchyv. Obey the law and keep
yvour mouth shut, that was the idea.

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

[ had a long talk with Schlesinger before I left Cleve-
land. Schlesinger is an important figure in American life;
more important than a hundred congressmen or five thou-
gand 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
eves 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. Schlésinger, with his
deep eves and gaunt face, seems a type of the eternal Jew,
the suffering Jew who forever wanders and can find no peace.

He went inte a clothing factory when he was twelve; he
worked at the machine until he was almost thirty; he was
always unhappy and sensitive, and now, even az pregident,
he is unhappy and sensitive. Why? Why are there Jews
who zeem always to bear upon their frail shoulders the bur-
den of all time and space? Schlesinger muszt not be taken
for a mystic, however; he is shrewd and eapable, he iz the
hest executive head it would be possible to find in the union
now; sad though he seems, he is a force to be reckoned with.

I asked him about his views on amalgamation of the twao
hig uniong in the neadle trades, and he gave me many reas-
ons why he thought it was not feasible. Ther were the
reasons of a craft unionist. They were the reasons any one
could find whoe did mot want amalgamation to hﬂ.ppen.
Schlesinger is against amalgamation, that is all there is to
the matter.

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

L]

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 Sehlesinger.
It is inevitable that a veal leader dominate his organization;
it is and should be the basis of his power that he is gifted
enoagh to be able to dominate,

But Hillman, President of the Amalpamated, has not be-
come entatigled in the stranpe fears and machinations of
the political Socialists. He iz a sane, ‘intellipent industrial
unienist: his first thought is for his union, and how to kg_-ep-
it strong, flexible, progressive and wvictorious
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Hillman is one of the great labor statesmen of Ameriea,
and he doez not allow the Leftists in his o¥rFanization to
smoulder and struggle dissatisfied in the ranks. He goes
out to meet them, and ftheir 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
15 supporting him. He has no prejudices. He has no Socialist
party to maintain. . He will fight with God, man or devil be-
sitle him for the sake of the union.

That is why his convention was not a long, bitter wrangle
between lefts and rights like the Cleveland convention. That
i8 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 yvears: a festival of pro-
letarian jov, where worker embraced fellow-worker after the
fighting and isolation on 50 many scattered fronts during the
past two years,

The needle trades are not one of the basie industries of our
fair republie, though it iz important encugly that 350,000
men and women work in them, and are united in strong
unions. If all the miners struck for zix 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 die.

But the needle trades are not basie: we could all go with-
out remewing our pants and coats and vests for one year,
two years; some of us have done it often. What makes the
needle trades watched so clogsely by students of the class
struggle in America iz that these unions are populated and
led by radicals. The internal fights in the clothing workers'
unions are mostly fisghts 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 women 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 conguered for them-
gelves 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).

Now 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 onece
despised them; it is no longer a disgrace fo be a clothing
worker, it i2 an honer. 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 Amalgpamated was held in a Ma-
sonie consistory, a dark, solemn-looking temple, airlesz as
all churches are, with tall pillars, & 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 electrie-lighted hall, and saw groupsz 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 provinees of Canada, and with twenty-
5ix nationalities represented, outside of native-born Amer-
icans,” 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 carryving on
since its inception.”

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 dees 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 jurgle of flowers, huge floral
wreaths brought here by different Chicago unions, baskets
loaded with tulips and jonquils and peoniez and red, red
rozes. The officers sat against this odorous, painted back-
ground; Hillman, steady, wirile and keen, his alert eyes
migsing nothing behind their glasses; his boyish, compact
body poisedilike 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 a
vast correspondence and editing several papers; a man of
details who eould burst out into grand prophetic fights of
oratory; Potofsky, his assistant, slim and blonde-bearded
and blue-eyed, a busy man who never stops working, and
blushes like a girl when he is forced 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 Bellanca of New York. August
Bellanca, his brother, a fine, deep-souled Ttalian 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
TTaITie.

Out on the floor of the convention I could see Antony
Caprare, a husky, brave, poetical young Italian who iz a
general organizer, and has been in many startling adven-
tures; Antony Ramuglio, another voung Americanized Italian
organizer from Boston; and little Ann Washington Cratonm,
the plucky, blue-eyed, hard-headed, big-hearted lineal de-
scendant 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 others.

What fine, decent human beings in this hall! And every
day of the week, at least twice a day, the convention would
be interrupted by delegations of the rank and file of Chicapo,
Whole zhops 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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cenvention: 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 %. Foster, who sat
quietly in a balecony =eat th roughout the entire convention.
“It’s like what 1 saw in Russia—the same mass spirit, the
game mass Teeling for a cause., It's a spirit that wins all
the battles it gees into—and it's a beautiful spirit."

There were many things discussed at the convention.
There was the question of |_|nrszﬂ[]I:J':.'|:11e;;|1_1,J that curse of the
clothing trades. The Amalrpamated is to imaugurate an in-
surance fund against unemployment for its members, 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 voted 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 wvoted 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 votsd 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 dizcussed
and wvoted 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 conventicng composed of the same type of ad-
vanced workers, and made one an arena of bitterness and
i‘ntrliwa:i:m, and the other the stage for a beautiful mass
demonstration of working-class faith.

One was the gquestion of the amalgamation of hoth thesa
great needle unions into one immense body. It iz an im-
portant question. It is ] question of pewer and efliciency
—it is a revolutionary question, a problem that confronts
all of American labor and must be solved if labor iz ever
to go free.

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

Hillman made an impressive .speech, showing that
& federation had been. tried in the needle trades; and
that it did not work.

He =aid it never worked, and in-
gtanced the case of the Triple Alliance in England, that
broke down at a erueial hour and betraved millions of work-
ers. A federation only the bosses into a greater
show of power, without adding an jota of real strength to
the unions: and the convention sustained him in this argu-
ment, and voted to call a joint convention of the two or-
ganizationz to attempt an amalgamation,

There was one other matter that furnished an observer
with a wvardstick by which to compare the leadership of
l'li!lmanﬁr-_:! Sehlesinger. Both men took a trip to Russia
last vear. Both went there as impartial reporters for their
um‘m-u:-. with no preconceptions or dogmatic hostilities or
affiliations. :

Ruszia iz dear to the heartz of the needle workers, as it
i5 to most of the radieal workers of the world. One must
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not speak’ of the Russian Revolution lightly, even though
one may wot think its leaders always correet in its tacties,
Right or wrong, it is a holy thing; it is the first great laber
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, jails, T. B.
sanatoriums and starvation, ;

But all Schlesinger had to tell his convention about Rus-
sia was this: that a Communist named Leo Bogratchoy had
been zent from Moscow to threaten Schlesinger if he did
not join the Third Internationale. The president kicked
the red bully out of his office, of course, after he had be-
come guite abusive. The villain went away muttering in
his whiskers dire threats to “tear wide open not only our
union, but all organized labor bodies in this country.

“I am positive that Bogratchov is behind the radiealizm
in labor organizations of this country, that the anti-demo-
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 seclfishness of American capitalists, but
also the red menace of Russia,” said Schlesinger, parroting
an older and more experienced defender of American vir-
tue, the pure and radiant Civie Federationist, Samuel
Gompers.

Hillman did not mention a word about Bogratchov., Evie
dently the red gangster from Moscow has been so busy
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

of rape, assassination, excommunication and circumeision.

Hillman had another report to give his convention on Rus-
sia. I wish I could reprint it here—it was one of the great-
est speeches I have heard, and a true picture of thiz man's
elean, beautiful, humdne, sharp thought.

He told of what he had =een in Russia—the suffering
there, and the creative offort to establish a new labor
world amidst that suffering. And he =aid that he was not
a partisan, neither a Bolshevik, nor an anti-Bolshevik, but
that he was convinced of the sincerity and the power and
the intelligence of the Russian leaders, Angd he said that
tussia must be helped, for the =zake of the' world's recon-
struction, for the sake of the millions of famine vietims, for
the zake of world labor.

“Let me tell you,” Hillman said, “that when I went into
Russia I was trying to answer the guestion in my mind, Is
there a way for constructive help? Our union had given
the Russians thousands of dollars for relief, but could we
help them econstructively and permanently? It iz as if a
starving worker comes to our union for help. We can give
him 500 as charity, but it would not help him much: or
we can give him a job, and that iz real help.™

And Hillman found a construttive way for helping Rus-
sia. He proposed to the convention a scheme whereby a
million-dellar corporation would be established by the Amal-
gamated union, to take over a fivesmillion-dollar Cconcession
in Russian clothing factories, and to run them on American
lines. This wounld give work to thouszands of Russian work-
ers, and stimulate others of the industries to new effort. Tt
was real help—it was proletarian help to proletarian Russia,

Hillmvan spoke for over an hour. He is generally a firm,
sterfi, unemotional speaker, who deals with facts and never
utters a useless phrase. He jg an 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 dezseribed the
great 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 wvears; 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 ecan conquer, and a
gtrong man was telling of his love. There was a solemn re-
ligiong silence in the temple as Hillman® spoke. When he
had ended the delegates broke into a marvelous spontaneous
cheering and singing that lasted for twenty minutes. They
eould not stop; and men and women wept, and an Italian
“laftist” from New York leaped on the platform and kissed
the pale, trembling president om the cheeks, and Schloss-
berg, with tears in his eves, kissed the president, and show-
erz 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 hiz customary decisive manner.

Hillman’s way of leading a clothing workers" union seems
8 better way than Schlesinger’s, He does not fear or expel
the Leéftizts: he leads them when he iz convinced their path
iz the path of humanity's progress.

2%
0. Nagel .
A Drawing

April

TIIICI{IC is a peasant in my bleod and bones

Who wants to plunge hiz hands deep down in soil,
To walk at night across the fields alone

And smell the ¢ool earth odors after toil,

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

But they are white, they hold not anything,
They are not achine when the day is done.

Now robins break the silence from a limh,
And [ would lead gray horses down a lane
And, singing, plow, until the day grew dim,
Brown waves of earth and golden dreams of grain.

I do not want the harter and the trade

But only springtime up around my knecs,
Blue starry flowers and cattle in the shade

Of willows, songs, and sudden wings in trees;

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.

{0 wages won from towns, O factories,

0 streets, the lure of vour leud tumult stills!
When April comes my [athers 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 Aocks upon a hill in Wales,
Stirlingy Bowen,

As Might High Ladies

HE girls 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 eves
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 sercam,
Spraying with thin, gray powder the faces of the girls
Who walk drowsily dovwn the narrow room

To dip their hands in slimy water. Perfume

Trails them, Mary Garden, and strange, sharp musk
And lilac 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.

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

Franeis Murphy.
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Explanations and Apolog’ies |
By Floyd Dell

I HAVE got mvself into trouble again. This time it is be-
cause I have publicly referred to ome of my editorial
colleagues, Comrade Mike Gold, az a member of the middle
class. Comrade Mike is off attending conventions and re-
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 & “hourjooi,” so are they. And thi they
deny vehemently. You would have thuught, from their re-
proaches to me at the editorial meeting the other night, that
I had called them counter-revolutionists. “Middle-elass™ iz
evidently a fighting-phrase, and only their personal regard
for me prevented them from inviting me inte the baelk-
yard to settle the matter-at once. As it is, I have been
given this opportunity te explain, apologize, and retract,
which I -do in the following manneér:

Of course, Comrade Mike iz a member of the middle class,
And 50 8 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 such'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 fae-
tory, 1T was a proletarian. When I got a job on a news-
paper 1 beeame a member of the middle elazs. and I have
remained such ever sipce. Roughly speaking, any one is a
member of the middle class who gets a salary instead of
wages.  The salary may be, and frequently iz, smaller than
the wages. Comrade Mike probably makes a preat deal less
than the miners he has heen writing about. But, just: the
game—Ilet me quote a passage from Bernard Shaw’s “Back
te Methusaleh,” in which Lubin (Asquith) and Jovce-Burge
(Lloyd-George) discuss the same guestion,

Burge: *“I am a man of the people.”

Lubin: “Don’t be ridiculows, Burge. Youn are a country
golicitor, 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 myv own boots. You think
my fingers have never come out through the soles while I
was eleaning them. You think——" ;

Lauhin: “I think vou fall into the very common mistake of
supposing that it iz poverty that makes the proletarian and
money that makez the gentleman. You are quite wrong.
You never belonged to the people. You bhelonged to the im-
pecunious. Impecuniosity and broken boots are the lot of
the unsuceeszful middle clazs, and the commonplaces of the
early struggles of the professional and vounger son clags. 1
defy vou to find a farm laborer in England with broken

boots. Call a mechanic one of the poor, and he'll punch your
head. When you talk to wour constituents about the teiling
millions, they don't consider that yon are talking about
them—-""

There are zome differences between the facts in England
az Mr. Shaw dezeribes 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 deMigion that he belongs to the working class. But

the fact is that Comrade Mike is a literary man, ansintelles-
tual, and a member of the salaried middle class. That his

literary tendencies are, like Zola's, in the direction of describ-
ing the lot of the poor and the oppressed, that hiz intellee-

ez are all in faver of the working elass in its
struggle with capitalism, and that his

tual sympatl

salary, such as it is,
comes from a revolutionary journal, do not affect the facts
of the case as 1 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
vear, He was not a workingman for all that. He was a
poet, a member of the intelligentsia, and a “boorjoni” And
g0 15 Comrade Mike,

And so -are we all, in our degree. And, if von ask me,
there is nothing to be ashamed. of in that. In that fact, it
value we may have to the world,
including the revolutionary movement. By a happy acei-
dent we have been szet 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 uszes 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
can put in words or pictures, persuasively or eloguently,
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-
gelves, It is becavse we have had leizure to devote to the
art of writing or the art of making pictures, so that wa
can do such things well. If we can't write better articles or
draw better pictures dealing with the 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 restanrant, or doing something useful.

And what of it? This. That we are, T think—at least
[ am sure that Comrade Mike is—doing this peculiar task
of purzs very well indeed. And I think he ought to be proud,
and not ashamed, of himself, az a member of the' middle
claszs. He ean look a striking miner in the eye and say, “The
leisure vou 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 iz for some
obscure reason ashamed of not being & workingman. At
léast, I deduce that from his conversation and writings. Ann
to he is in awe of the workingman when he meets him, <nd
says extravagant things in praise of him.

It is that that T take issue with., If it were as glorious

seems to me, lies whatever

miners
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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 rhetorieally abashing
himzelf 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 0z 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. 1
am not in the leazt awed or worshipful abount the stremgth
that can endure twelve hours of hard physical labor. I
have done just enough labor to know that the less of it
there iz, 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 dezire that they may become more like me—and
Mike.

And — what I think Comrade Mike fails to observe — that
15 rather what they want, too. They are envious, and guite
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 iz 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 suchi middle-clasz idealistz as Comrade Mike and
the rezt of our gang to want to change the whole system.
You zee, I have a class-egotism—the egotizm of the intelli-
gentsia. I know where our class is deficient—in the energy
to put our ideas into foree. The workers have that emergy.

But unless one has this class-egpotism of which I speak
—unless one rates thinking and talking at their proper
value—one iz subject to a peculiar middle-class emotion, I
mean, shame at enjoying the leizure thus provided by some-
body else’s hard work., Comrade Mike has no reason to feel
such shame, hut apparently he does. He idealizez the human
strength that is involved in such labor, and at the same time
he idealizes the materials with which that stremgth deals.
He falls down in prayerful awe beforas Steam and Steel and
Mother Earth, and Mud, and Heat, and MNoize, and such
things.

This, it seems to me, is very middle eclass of him. Very.
A man who works with these things asz eonditionz of his
labor thinks about them as little as possible. He ignores
and forgets them, so far as he iz 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
bhit. He puts up with them.

THE HAIRY AFE

Eupene O'Neill wrote a fantastie and muddled and poetic
and psendo-realistic and clumsy and beautiful and absurd
play ealled “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 miner poet, for the hero; in Eugene O'Neill's mind,
apparently, and alzo in the opinion of Comrade Mike, this
minor poet iz a typical workingman, perhaps because he is
big and brawny.
eling coal when
dressed in white. Confronted by the spectacle of this
brawny stoker, she sereams, “The hairy ape!" and is dragged

At all events, this brawny person iz shov-

in comes a fragile yvoung millionairess,*

THE LIBERATOR

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-
airess. But the point I wish to make is that in representing
the young millionairess as horrified, the playwright exhibits
a conventional mind, What the yvoung millionairess would have
done, after crying out; “The hairy ape!” would have been to
add, “The darling!” She wouldnt have been horrified. She
would have been delighted. Such, at least, is my own im-
pression of the habitual reactions of voung millionairesses—
formed, I must confess, at a considerable distance. She would,
I am sure, have gone up on deck and talked about nothing but
the magnificent chest of that stoker for the rest of the voy-
age. fFor the up-to-date part of the middle elass is in love
with Strength, Steam, Steel, Noise, Dirt, and Impressive
Uglinezs in general, Not that a brawny chest 15 necessarily
ugly., But the chezt of the actor who plays the part ain't
what you might eall pretty, in comparison with the suf-
ficiently manly chest of a Greek discus-thrower az repre-
sentéd 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
yvoung millionairess would have swooned from delight.

Well, I don’t want to push the comparison too far, but.it
zpems to me that Comrade Mike iz exhibiting some of the
same middle class delight as my (not the playwright's)
voung millionairess., He has come hack from the stoke-hold
talking about how beautiful Strength and Steam and Steel
and Noise and Dirt arve. If zo, I say, why abolish: capitalismT

Kokomo Arraigned

s JF I was a judge,” said 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 I'd put the hovs away
By makin’ the mob of "em Congressmen;
And I'd give "em a long-time stay.
“T'd make "em sit in on the bull that they throw
Without any chance to shift gears,
“If I was a judge,” said the Kid Kokomo—
His Honor said: “Twenty vears.”
¥ Ralph E. Goll
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Cornelin Barns

Ginger Ale Jazz

Tl‘ne C onstant Reacler

RANCE, says the N. Y. Tribune, is spending 175 millions

a4 year on war preparations, while the Ameérican total is
400 millions. “How absurd for us, then, to throw stones!™
Sf.ltm:! 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
all." Only German silver,

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,

HE N. Y. Globe, speaking of Jack Dempsey, the famous
traveler, achieved a new record in damning with faint
praise. “He izn’t half so0 grotesque a figure as many others
who travel solemnly about frock-coated and silk-hatted and

pass as great men.”

A. BROOKLYN magistrate haz zentenced two brawlers to
go to church every Sunday for six months, “rain, hail
or hurricane.” When will our authorities learn that execessive
punishments do not cure crime?

ACCURIHNG to John E. Edgerton of the National Asso-
ciation of Manufacturers, too many people are en-
gaged in distribution in proportion to the number of econ-
sumers. Distributors should be taken in hand and velled at:
“Consume, darn you, consume.”

S ENATOR NEW of Indiana got licked by Beveridge. They

are trying to make out that it is a slap at Hlll‘ding and
a knock on Newberry, but it looks more like a victory 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.

HE European nations met at Genoa te borrow money

from 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 Grant.

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 eiphtesnth.

JUDGE out in Pittsburg told two foreigners he'd let

them be citizens if they'd stop striking and go back to
the coal mines. There's one good thing about not being a
citizen: it keeps vou dut in the open air.

BOY in Lexington, Kentucky, getz 5,000 at twenty-one
if he doesn't smoke or sWear. After this, if you ever see
a good boy from Kentucky, you'll know he iz a profeszional,

RESIDENT HARDING should not be censured for refus-
ing to receive those “publicity seeking” children of politi-
cal prisoners. After seeing a lot of Gizhes, Astors, “Bahe"
Ruths, elks, eagles, moose and laughing hyenas, he simply
had no time left,
HowaArD BRUBAKER.




Out of Texas

By Lucy Maverick

Chit of the thick shadows that divide the South from the
Nortl there sometimes pierces a shaft of truth.

The great Northern newspapers carry their terror-striking
feadlines :

Negro Lynched for Terrible Crime

Kiddled with Bullets—Burned al Stake

Attempted Rape or Rape of White Girl or Wontan

The proud ciultuwred reader, afthough loathing the speeta-
ele of lynching for its horrible  fectures, wheonsciously o
cepting the preridieed neivspaper reports u_.l" .:'_-.u.-r:_-'j.i.-.-_r_r il their
face value, feels little sympathy for ithe viectim—ihe black
brute that dered to deseerate the suered flesh of awhite woman-
hood. And the averag. person, whose mind {5 cobwebbed by
the ancient superstitions of sex, regrets fis inahility to e
ticipate in the grand sport.

But other yeports, too, Jilter through the shadows. In Negro
gossip and among the bad type end fneongrious ke up of
the coloved newspapers, we find the other side of the story—L
white men blacking themselves to comumit riape o twhite and
even coloved women, and white women, in terror of  their
tales, squealing like trapped vate when cought in the arms
of their colored lovers. Imcredible, O proud white reads r,
but nevertheless true! Anything may be true of the
strange, warm, colorful South about which the gy, Pou-
erful North knows and cares so litile,

The following aceount of legal justice in Teras, written
by a white woman of the South, iz a significant sgn of truth
crying out of the shadows of the South.

E was hanged on January 6, 1922, in the county jail of
H Bexar County, at San Antonio, Texas, protesting his
innocence with his dying breath. Denying firmly that he had
committed the crime of which he was accused—that blackest
erime 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
in his belief that God would protect the smallest of His chil-
dren, sure that Justice was not blind. I want to tell yvou the

story.
“Yes,” said his mother, “his name was George McKinley
Grace. But he was always called McKinley because of his

father being George, too. That was why, when the police
came and asked me for ‘George,’ 1 said: ‘He is in Beaumont.’
My hushand was in Beaumont. And when the police came at
five o'clock in the morning [ was sleeping in this room, and
the boys in there, and the girls in that back room there, and
I was slow to let them in, and I =aid: “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 iz 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 hefore. Mo, never,
for my husband, myself or my thirteen children have we had
any trouble with the police. And they asked the names of

AREY' 4

Negro Girl

Niles .{';I.'.u'?l-:.r!{"i"

the boys at home, and which boy
That was McKinley, And thev asl

worked at the Katy yard
| where he had been the
night before and we told them, and 16y seemed satisfied and
went out to their automobile, and talked a little, and thea
two came back and =aid: ‘Mrs. Grace, we are going to take
your boy down to the station and ask him zome guestions,
But don’t get frightened, He won't be long., He will prob-
ably be home by this afterncon.’ That was two YVenrs ago.
And he never came home, my Me Kinlew!®

“I know McKinley did not do what the woman said he did,”
said MeKinley's young sister, “because I » helping mamma
finish off two new dreszes for the little girls, and McKinley
came in and went to bed in that room there bhefore eleven
o'tlock and was there when I went to hed at one o'elock. He
could not have got out and back without our knowing it!
Mamma and I have both sworn the truth at the two.trials,
McKinley was here in bed at the time that woman says he
did that awful thing. ]
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“No. Idon’t mean 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 18 not true.”

“The finger printz of the man who committed the crime
at the Howard home, and the finger prints of George McKin-
ley Grace are not the same,” swore Sam Street, the Bertillion
expert employed by the State.

“I had rather believe it of any other nigger I know,” said
Ellison, for whom McKinley had been working eight months,
car cleaning al the Katy yards. “He is the gentlest, most
refined Negro boy 1 have ever known, Why,” continued Elli-
son, “he was 20 shy about women—all women—that the men
were constantly teasing him and asking him when he was
gq;-ing to grow up. i

The whole family iz a nice family.”

“He worked for me in my apartment house for eight
years,” said Mrs. Ripps, “and I had—like everybody has who
keeps a rooming house—all kinds of women there and never
in those eight yearz was there one complaint about MeKin-
ley. 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 hie mother's telephone put in so that
he eould 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.”

“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 vz sometimes. He seenied
to love pardening and was always busy at zomething. He
was 50 gentle in his manner, and once when 1 was sick he

Hugo Gellert
: Negro Boy

Caucasian Boy

Muouwrice Sterne

waited on me and looked after me like & 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 well."”

“I eut my hand early in the struggle—before the man ae-
complished his purpose—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 might 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 Grace, and the elothes
those he wore on the night in question. tut there was no
blood on the clothes. None on the trousers, none on the
shirt, none on the coat. Dr. Stout, pathelogy expert for the
State, swore that the stains on the front of the shirt, which
he cut cut 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
ag large as a dime—near the knees of hiz under-drawers.
He suffered from nose-bleed (as dozens of people could and
did swear) and slept in his drawers!

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

That is the verbal story.
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Now Jet me add that Mrs. Howard's husband worked at
night and was an employee of the San Antonio “Express";
that Grant, the editor of the *“Expreszs,” iz of opinion
that character counts for nothing in ecases involving “Ne-
groes, Mexicans, and pdor white trash"; that two dectors 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 not 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
degree 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 confezsion waz typewritten, and the boy was
tald if he would sign “something™ they would save him from
a g’.ﬁt]'lerin_tr mob which wanted t0 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 wiolence. Two
yvears after the crime the jurors, when interviewed, begged
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 caze. The mob was waiting for us!"
The Light newspaper, in a leading article published nearly a
week after the poor, innocent vietim was hanged, said “there
would most probably have been mob violence if Governer
Neff had been so ill-advised as to intervene!” Women be-
longing to the oldest familiez 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 sentence to that of life imprizon-
ment “in the hope that some day this boy's innocence may
be proven.”

I suppose that it was necessary for Mrs. Howard to tell a
gtory. Therse must have been urgent necessity. Perhapsa it

Tl‘ze Puet Seeks a New Beauty

SHALL not sing pale sonnets to the moon,
Or pipe thin lyrics to the nighlingale
For now these old things fail
And I must travel spon,

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 heauty 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 suspicions husband. The light is
broken and her hand cut! “A Negro came through the win-
dow and closed the dining-room door which I had left ajar.
He shook me and woke me and said: ‘T am George. He
threatened me and my five-year-old child asleep on a bed
beside me. I was 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 back by my bed and went oul
through my bath room onto the back sereened-in porch and
moved & chair [ had against a door, and out in the wyard
and back around into the street in fromt. 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 lawyer. We never had any reason given us why she
should tell such a story—unless this Negro was there with
her conszent and she thought somebody had found out!™

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

“The proof will be,” zaid Judpe Andersen 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
helplesgnezs of the victim, the fury of the mob fanned by an
ignorant and vicious press, and the apathy of the general
publie.

Therefore 1 shall depart,
From the old sonnets and the rigadoon
Sung to a sallow moon,

Where hevond alien seas
Lie undiscovered, vaster Italies.
Marya Zaturensky.

Mﬂrtgagcd

Y love was mortgaged long before you came,
How many kisses, tears, and smiles [ spent
And to how many casuals I lent
Love still unborn, hetraved the very name.
I was impatient, having heard its fame—
However passionately I repent,
Something is pone. You came, the triflers went.
I paid and paid, and still the bankrupt’s shame
Remains., The shadow of my creditors
Fallz on the door. If they can leer at me
And eroak me as their own, I must be vile.
What is the ransom? How shall I be free,
MNor fear my heart, if it but barely stirs
Will waken memories to mock your smile,
Florence Tannenbaiim.
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- ECONOMIC PRIZES

Nineteenth Year

N order to arouse an interest in the study
of topics relating to commerce and indus-
try, 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 Eve-
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
competifor 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
produets in the United States

6 The crisis of 1920 in Japan, the United
States and Europe.

Class B includes only those who, at 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 right 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 distine-
tions already obtained. No paper is eligible
which 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
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Debs Appeals

to You

Asks Machinery and Tools for Soviet Russia

woo can oall anite: the
Il respond; the one
It mme
tters, we r

lan comrades

"“This Is the o issue wpon which
one cryving dem o which we ecan
supremes, duty we are all bound o perfo
how wo may he at varlance gpon other n
a common oblgation to our starving Rus
thelr femilies.

e Huosslan revolutionists stoked amd facrificed everys
thing in the struggle for human inclipation , tormentbed Iy
hnnger pangs, they fought in . e the comblined autecracy
of the world: they stood their ground and shed thelr bhrave
aod not only in thelr own defense, I to glve Uberty to
the workers of overy land on eart E that they are
face to face with grim and relentless he work
of thie and every other couniry om th glole chargeil
with the solemn responsibility for I1.-'|r relief sl rFesce.

“A gplendid heginning hns bheen I|||l.-' lie in America ond
all eredlt is dwe to the workers ird to thelr afs
fillatlon who have onited with loyal |||--|r|-. nid willing hands
In this great humani AN WOT i inming must
e followed up. . mnd persisted in Lo utmaost to
meat the magnit and urgeney of the demand.

It i not food alone that s pow 1 led for onr atarving
follow beings in Russia, Farming m ry must he =up
pledd and for this ample fomds must bhe o ithout de-
lay. Te are milvi that nunless everyihin ble s done
o combat the calamity, a repetition of the famine is possibhle
next yeair. The necessary seed did oot oer In tlme to Enp-
ply tha full for tha spring sowing. Machinery was
palnfully lacking, whila horfes and cattle had to a large
extent been devoured by the famished natives.

“To enpply necessary machinery to the Rossian people
in this desperat pecullarly the duty of the workers
of the world. I'h i power to provide the
meang with which this zential at this
supreme juonelure, may n people

I

crizis |

With o mnchineg rienlture can
b mt onee revived pople  made seenre
aeninat fulure famine Eict Inte notion |0

it the |-'1.II:r'|. in
ppeal of our famlne-scourg desp
. eomenides and  fellow-wor anid
their Toved ones from thelr impending
fate, In . the of onr imon kinshlp, prove l|||:'-=|-l': L]
worthy to share in the & i | n af the future for 1.‘|'|II| h
they have made the suprer

-—%-t_e A et oo

INTERNATIONAL TOOL DRIVE
FOR SOVIET RUSSIA

the All-Russian Famine -Rellef Committes,
r. and the Workers International Russian

Faming Relfef Committee, rlin (Friends

of Roviet Russia, afiliated.)

every village., town, i
sponding to l:||'i-i final
ately struggling B
by r|-=||||1-"' 1I||||| i

Anthorized
Mos

CONDUCTED IN AMERICA UNDER DIRECTION OF THE

FRIENDS OF SOVIET RUSSIA

{National OMce)
1 WEST 18TH ETREET NEW YOREK CITY

o .to help send
agants of Soviet Russia.

Here iz my eontribution of ..
topls to the faomine-stricken ped

Name

Street address

Clity.. R N b A1 L
P.5.

{Liberator

Plense put iy neme on the Roll Cell.
2)
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The Book-Lovers Guide

FACING OLD AGE, by Abrabam Epstein. Alfred A, Enopl.—A Fit-
formist examination inte oll age dependeney under the Capltalist

State,

TRIDMPHAXNT PLUTOCRACY, by ex-Senator H, F, ]"'1|l!j.;:l"1"\1.'_
Avndemy Press,—A great indiciment of the Capitallst State. Heview
Inker, & . a

SECRET nll LOMACY, by Paul 8. Relnsch. Harcourt Brace & Co.

Review 1 T

AWAKE, {||ul-1'll‘l.\ BOIENTISTS, by Allee M. Caporn.  Four
Bens i

THE PERSONAL TOUCH, by Emma Beatrice Bronner.
-A movel,

ELINOR COLHOUSE, Ly Stophen Hudson. Alfred A, Knopf.—aAn
English mnovel

REVELATION, by Dulele Deamer, Bonl & Liveright—aA novel
of old Jerusalem.
KIMONO, by John Parls. Honl & Liveright-—An Haglishman's in-
went of Japanese cusioms, put in Story 10T
THE ROAD TO THE WORLD, by Webh Waldron.
gtrong, strange and different novel e -

:WHO GETS SLATPPED, by Leonid Andreyev;

Brentano's

Centory.—A

translated by

iboorg.  Brenfano's
y POETIC MIND, by F. C. Preiscott.
RLEM SHADOWS, by Claude McEay.
Revlew later, K ; W
THE TRIDMPH OF AN EGUG, by sSherwood Anderson. B, W.
Huebseh,—Review later. .
'||111-* Illnll'--l-l :IIJ SOULS, by Arthur Machen. Alfred A, Enopf
THE sIN OF MONSIED u TIFOX, and Other Humorous Tales,
rl Connell. censy satires and burlesques done
-:r-.l'l intel
THE SUNBU li\

Macmillan,
Haredatirl, PBrace & Co.

WEST, by Carl Bandburg.  Harcourt,
l.-- The man whe has written batches of Great Americsan
ans collects a few more In this volume, The l.'lll.'_:l-,m bard .:-T.!Iu“'ﬁ
strenks Fmystl these days, but Walt Whitman did  the
n his ti . JReviy vber i

THEF KINGFISHER, by E"l_'|||l-\'. jpttome.  Doran—Novel of the
r1L||5¢=|. Wellglans who have sex pr ablems and get interested in Chris-
tlan S |

WAR SH, ‘LI}I]“H {a docume

ntal story of the struggle for amnesty),

by Lucy f what Sam (Gompers® seir: y i

to et what she did not do to get tho

LW, W.! L y
DALUG Gerard De Nerval, Nicholas L. Brown.

Transglation of stories by the mad Freoch whose favorlte pet
ter that he led abont ghe strects of I om a hiue string.
EPHERD'S PIPE and Other Stories, by Arthur Schnitzler,

» Qourmoent. Lieker & Lewis.
readl A book, LGut was o

MK, ANTIFE 3

The story of a slmple soul
profound philosopher, neverthel E

HEALTH SERVICE IN INDUSTRY, by M.
millan. ° : :

THE IMMIGRATION PROBLEM, hy .I--|'|-'|:|!;_|I| W, Jenks and W
Jett Lauck. Funk & Wagnslls.—Muaeh information, but many ‘Anglo-
Saxon prejudices.

HOAX, o novel by an anon
young man a8 viewed by h

THE GERMAN CON

-A& atudy of the newly
fopsor C I'ullqu 'I.--'||_|| writes

Irving Clark, Mac-

Doran—"A very mdlecn

mans wrlter.
muss] 1
O™, by

e Brunet. AL A, Knopf.

cory! and pri c¢. Pra-
in which he sa¥a: "In this
of the German revolotion

and the eonflice of forces ihe establishment of fhe

repallie"”

I'FE'Ill-l ! E. Cummings. Bonl & Liveright
A young o dadnis ot goes - to the war and lands In o

French r mo¥ ‘he eesult la n great homan hook o1
prizon, in g words and gotd to kKnow men.
Prison he LB of revoluilom. Review later.
THE CAMOMILE, by Catherine Carswell. Harcourt, Braca & Co
Story of A Scottlgh missionary's daoughiter whoe wants to wrlte ar
play the violin,

“HARLEM SHADOWS” for 50 Cents!
The poems of Claude MeKay, with an introdpction
by Max Eastman ...l i B .-51.35
THE LIBERATOR for one year...... b .$2.00
We will send bhoth for
THE LIBERATOR : 138 W. 13th St., New York

IROADWAY and Other LOVES

MARY FLEMING

IRELAND,

Are yon stlrred by the fight of n race for peoognition — by
real vigneties of clty life — by intimate moods of lilluf'ml-l'l':’“
and passion — do you speak ths languange of the tribe? If so,
the book was written for you.

12 mo—Boatds, §1.40 Fostpald. Box F, cars Liberator
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The Large Current Issue of
Rational Living

Just out, contains many interesting articles
on food, constipation, vegetarianism, irregular
menstruation, rational fasting, industrial hy-
giene, child carve, infants’ sveight, children's
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 samples.) In New York
at Brentano's, Rand School and Maisel’s book stores.
In important book stores of other eities,

If you want to know how to bring up your
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—8Sex and the Child. 5—Health and the Child

Here are a few oplolons on this book:

“Full of all kinda of helpful advice to parents"—{Upton
Sinelair's Prefoce). “A new test for radieald.’—(Heywoodl
Bronn in New York World). "It Is by far the best work of
its kind."—(J. Carney, Editor Voles of Labor). “Uneommonly
godd book, admirable work., A great varlety of toples pre-
sefted In a moat fascinating way., Best book obtainable on
l."'h“ll'r['-\.llilll.l'll,".“—-l_'|."ll‘.|| SeeReEr), “AR long as the pregent
ystem of oneontrolied breed continues thers will be meed
for such Instructlon and warning as Dr. Liber glves here.''—
{Birth Control Revlew). °““The book containg helpfol sugges-
tiong, especially the part devoted to instroction om sex."—(San
Franeisco Bulletin). "“The most ratlonal, logieal, iluminnting
treatise  on  child nature. Nog parent shonld bo without ft.
and tenchers of all grades need It. It proves that we shape
the morils of zociety In the tradning of our children While
EVRry l.'h:|.||I|-:r Is many times wooth {8 « voppe CDinloguoes
Betwean a Wise Mother and Her Daughter’ s I
vital one; it shows how a mother, In o clean, log
manper, can reveal the orlgin of life. The
for health and efficlency  are beyond prlee”
Mngazing).

Cloth, $2.50, including postage. . . ..

Beginning from next issue of Rational Liv-
ing the yearly subsecription will be $2.00. Com-
bination of the book The Child and the Home
and a full subseription to Rational Living, four
dollars instead of $4.50.

Address: Rational Living, 61 Hamilton
Flace, New York.

- { ¥Vegetarian

What is Twin - Scouting ?

Workers' boys and girls are having the time of their
lives secouting 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, 201 West 13th Street,
New York City

A Cozy Country Place for Unconventional Folk

GARFINKEL’S

FERNER COLONY
STELTON, NEW JERSEY

Free Surroundings for Free People.
All Modern Improvements
Pure Food of Variety deliciously prepared.
Specialists in Vegetarian Food for those
who prefer it.
Near Enough to City for Week-Enders
(feservations in advence not necessary)

CAMP TAMIMENT

Forest Park, Fa.
Bathing, Rowing, Hiking, Tennis, Dancing, Camnpfires,
sadiophone
League for Industrinl Democracy—June 21 to 28
Lectures during July and August—Scoit Nenring, Heywoodl
Broun, Horry Dans, A. A, Goldenwelser, August Cloessens,
Algernon Lee, and oihers,

People's Educational Camp Soclety, T E. 15th 5t., N. Y. Clty

Convention

HOLY BIBLE IN A NUTSHELL

Greatest booklet ever pnblished! Rough on Hot!
for Godwebs! Death o the Myih-Tntoxi ol ! Makes the
blind see and the Holy Ghost flee! Chases the pulpit potnders
ug i Aus tree and gets: Bllly Sunday's goat, whiskers nmd
all, 10e, thre for fiftesn for S1.04. KRayvmer's Old Book
Store, 1330 First Ave. Beatble, Wash.

Bure cure

KUZBAS

WORKERS WANTED

The next Party leaves New York for Siberia via
Rotterdam, Kiel Canal and Petrograd on June 1T.
Miners, construction and lumber workers, ::::u:l;s_] 'n.".'-:lt'k_-
ers, steel mill men, mechanies, ete., are needed immedi-
ately. Apply today.

Prospectus giving full details, 10 cents.

KUZBAS

Room 301, 110 West 40th Street, New York City, N. X.

PROPAGANDA

& plan which should awaken millions. to sfudy the evils of
capitalism. Partlenlars free,

JACK PANSY, I-1567 East 45%7th St, New York

ADMIRABLE AMERICANS — |

"A cauze worth feghting for I8 worth fighting for to ke
enil."—Grover Cleveland.

GROVER CLEVELAND

A STUDY IN POLITICAL COURAGE
By ROLAND HUGINS

Cloth, SL00, Postpald, from The Anchor-Loe Publishing
Company, 400 seventh 5t, N W, Washington, D, (2
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HERE ARE

BOOKS that are LITERATURE

In One of the Rarest Littla Shops In New York

WASHINGTON SQUARE BOOKSHOP

We will glve your mall srder specinl attention

27 West Eighth Street New York City

“THE TRUE CAUSE OF BALDNESS”
By I L. NAGLER

The greatest discovery for mankind, No more nesd be sald.
Convince yoursalf, Booklet, B pages, paper cover, S1.040; cloth,
$1.50. Send orders to: I L. Wagler, P. 0. Box 168, 8ta. “D."
New York., M. Y., U."B. A,

Biuyvesant 3818
MEET ME AT JOHN'S

ITALIAN RESTAURANT

Where all Bohemian Radicals
and Radical Bohemians Eat

Private Dining-room Upstairs—Good Italion Food

JOHN PUCCIATTI,
302 East 12th St. (near Znd Ave.)

FProp.
New York City

THE GREY COTTAGE

Chicago’s Greenwich Village
Tea HRoom.
EVE ADAMS and RUTH NORLANDER in Charge

10 E. Chestnut St. Chicago, Il

Flaza 5004

ARTISTS’ MATERIALS

and Picturs Frames
at HALPERN'S

Only store—E10 Park Ave, Bth and 80th Bis,
Telephona 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 AVENUE

Folding Aanlling
Weekly and Monthly PFublications

Addressing Multigraphing

Patronize Liberator Advertisers

DASTARDLY POLICE FRAMEUP

Three Women

Minnie Kalnin
Tina Jurson
Anna Lelsman

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 econtributions o
NATIONAL DEFENSE COMMITTEE,
- NEW YORE DIVISION
Room 405, 80 East 11th Street, New York City

—

“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.

If 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

Nronx-—
BBE Prospect Ave.
208 Enat Fordham Road

Brooklyn—
1708 Plitkin Ave.

Manhatiann—
215 East Broadway
102 Lenox Ave,
2318 Beventh Ave.,
bet. 135th and 156th Sis.
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'Unemployment and Russia

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

Re(*(}gnitiml of Russia
138 WEST 13th STREET. NEW YORK

“Defense of Terrorism,’
Workers Party. ' A large number- o1 new and

of revolutionary tacties in the eclass struggle.

your copy now, write for prices on quantity
orders.

“DICTATORSHIP “Soviet, Russia”

Vs, : : . :
_ ST Official Organ of the Friends of Soviet Russia,
DE}!O(:[{A(:} 2 now appears twice a month
H}' LEON TROTZKY Eoach issue, 32 pages, Fifteen Cents per ocopy

- - . ] . 1 ’ Newss A
Appearing in Great Britain under title of At Al Newctatands

" now on press by the

-l'jL bUUk l-.'f jnﬂﬂnl]}ﬂrﬂ.l)lﬂ '\-'E-L]'l]l?.' t(: thﬂ' 51..[](]:_1.' Drigina] artiCICE {)n Russia

and the Famine, richly il-
lustrated with photographs,

maps and charts.
“BARS and SHADOWS”

Cloth bound $1.00, paper 50 cents. Order

Ril]ph Chaplinﬂs Pl'iﬁﬂﬁ pﬂel‘“ﬁ. Im subseribing, wse this blapk
A book of splendid revolutionary verse which _ i
should be read by every radieal. = e : :
- - 201 Wesat 13th St Roeom &1,
l‘m a co New York, W. Y.
Malk ; $ : pyl : I am enclosing $.. for which send me Soviat
Make your vacation redder by taking one Bkl fis thia- verial eb-i. L
along. t
k MATIE ....00s
Literature Department
1!? Street and Number..
ORKERS PARTY Clty and Btate. . o
799 Brnn.dwn}'. Eunm l’ﬂﬁ. Héw York ':.j"t-"'I Bubscription rofes: F2.60 per annom; §FLE for six months.




Balzac
Andreyev

We
Salute
You

America is breaking its sectional barriers.

Gautier
Merimee

own city, their own country. That iz 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 bevond the
geas is to read the masterpieces of fiction
which have been written by such creative lit-
erary artists as De Maupassant, Balzae, Dau-
det, Gorki, Tolstoi, Wells, Hugo and others.
It iz not only easy—iit iz charming. Foreign
fiction by its acknowledged masters is never
dull, never mushy, never stupidly conven-
tional.

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

De Maupassant

Daudet

1L,

E. Haldeman-Julius
Editor Forelgn Fiction
Library in 30 Volumes,

Wells

Anatole France

Gorki

The peo-
ple are beginning to look beyond their own street, their

Tolstoi

Foreign fiction lingers in the human heart hecause
it is true and because it has the power to make the reader

George Sand
Zola

Boccaccio

Masters
of

Hugo FiCtiﬂn

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
not 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
carefully 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.

Here Are the 30 Volumes of Foreign Masterpieces of Fiction

Alphonss Dauidet’'s Stories. -
Five brilliant gtories of
French e,

Guy e Maupassant's Madagom-
olselle FIl and Other
Storles,

Gautier's One of Cleopatra’s
Nights,

Borcaccio's Stories,

Tolstol's Short Stories of Eus
slan Life.

PFrosper Merlmee"s O Pinen,

Andreyev's Seven Thal Were
Hanged,

Conan Doyle's
Holmes Storles.

H. . Wells' Country of the

Blind.

Sherlock

lous Hevenge

Anten Chekliov's The Kizs aod
Oiher Btories.

George Moore's Euphorian in
Texas.

Anntole France's The Human
Tragedy.

Robert Lounis Stevenson's A
Lodging for the Night

Guy Ile Maunpassant's Short
Btorles, This volome oon-
tains 12 great storles,

Balzac's Short Stories. In-
clodes “The Passlon in the
Desert.” and four other as
tounding works

ftevenson's Dir. Jekyll and Mr
Hyde,

Yictor Huge's Last Daya of n
Condomned Man,

RBudyard Kipling's The
Who Would Be EKing. and
other storles.

DHekens* Christmas Carol

Andreyev's The Red Laugh

Emils FTola's
MilL.
Willlam Morris®
John Ball
Mnan :
Bralo.

Justice
HBernard Shaw's

The

Attack
Dream  of
Lord Lytton's House and the
Anatole France's Majesty of Maxim

Miracu-

on the

George Band's The Marquise,
Gautler's The Fleeca of Gold.
Olive Sehreimer's Direnms.
Thomas Hardy's The Three

Strangers.
Gorkls
Men and a Girl,
tales.

Twenty - slx
and other

30 Books-—2,400 Pages—Only $1.95 for All—Send No Money

This Library of Foreign Fiction will delight you.
It does not distort life.

is fiction that interprets life.

Never before was there a chance like this.
We selected the works which we considered

Here

the very best. And we produced these volumes to distribute at a price which will astonish the read-

inr world—%1.95, plus postage, for all 30 volumes.

If these 20 books were izsued in
the ordinary way they might cost you
as much azs a hundred dollars. We
have decided to issue them so you
can get all of them for the price of
one 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 bhook paper, 3% x B inches
in size, bound securaly in card cover
paper.

You can take these 20 books with
yvou when vou go to and from work.
You can read them in vour spare mo-
ments. You can slip four or five of
them into a pocket and they will not

The price iz only $1.95 for

bulge.
That's less than

the entire library.
a dime a wolume, In fact, that is
less than seven cents per wvolume.
Here iz the very best at the wvery
least. Never were such great works
offered at so low a price. All you
have to do iz to zign vour name and
address on the blank below. You
den't have to zend any money. Just
mail us the blank and we will send
vou the 30 volumes deseribed on this
page — vou will pay the postman
£1.95 plus postage. And the books
are yours. Positively no further
payments.

Let the great masters of foreign fiction take vou behind the

curtain and show vou life as it is, character as it lives.

See

drama that will thrill you, humor that will charm you, pathos

that will move you.

Thirty books for the price of one ordinary book!

|' = = =2snd No Money Blank

|
|
:
|
|
J
I
|
I
I

Haldeman-Julius Company,
Dept. 55, Girard, Kans.

1 want the 30 books of the Li-
brary of Foreigm Fiction listed on
this page. I want you to send me
these 30 books '|:|1'.' parcel post. On
delivery I will pay the postman
£1.95 plus postage, and the books
are to he my property without fur-
ther payments of any kind. Also
zond me fres G4-pape catalog.

Name
Addreszs

City

Persons living in Cannda or other Tor

counirles must send cash with

elgn
order,




