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The special correspondents were sitting about the

_Adlon Hotel lobby, telling each other that “the gov-
.ernment has the situation well in hand.” Correspond-
-ents are like clothespins on a line; straddled high in
-false prominence, mock importance, all performing the
ssame function, all their little heads turned in the same
Jathe, so that if there’s a mistake in one, there’s the
-same mistake in all. What’s the use of remembering
-the different names of all the little clothespins that

.are just alike?
* k%

“LIEBKNECHT KILLED! ROSA LUXEM-
‘'BERG DEAD!” shrieked the newspapers. How?
“Liebknecht shot by guards while running away;
Luxemberg woman torn to pieces by a mob infuriated
*by her crimes. Officers do their best to protect the
woman instigator of violence, but are overpowered by
cenraged citizens.” The newspapers made it all clear;
Liebknecht had, it is true, given an appearance of cour-
:age in the past, but at the last, facing the prospect of
-justice for his part in the criminal uprising against
-the Socialist government, he had developed a hys-
-terical cowardice and had run away in fright, and the
guards had been forced to the regrettable duty of
-shooting him, as the rules provide. The soldiers had
-done no more than their duty. The Luxemberg affair
was a more distressing one, of course, but the officers
*had not realized how incensed the populace had be-
.come over the bloodshed caused by her. It was alto-
gether a deplorable thing, such as should not be per-
mitted to happen again.

The Majority Socialist and ,bourgeois papers han-
«dled the affair as the American bourgeois press han-
dled the affair of Frank Little and that of Tom
"Mooney.

X x K

The worst thing to me was not that Liebknecht and
‘Luxemberg were dead, but that T had to quit believ-
4ng in the German people. The mob—just a crowd of
average Germans found by chance on the street—had
.dragged a sick old woman out of a cab, torn her body
to pieces with their hands and thrown her flesh into
-a canal. Not soldiers-—not brutality organized by au-
‘thority—but plain Germans on the street, the German
papers said. In a vivid flash was recalled to me the
.distorted face of an orator whom I had heard, three
years ago, shout that the Germans were not human
‘beings, but beasts to be killed, man, woman and child.
Tt 'was impossible that that hate-mad orator was right.
‘but my head swam with agony, in moral chaos; all
faiths and loves went out of me.

In passing the hotel of K a morbid fascination
drew me in to visit him. He had often said “they
.ought to kill Liebknecht.” K was huddled in a
«<hair, his face pallid and drawn. He said he couldn’t
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write anything, this had shattered his nerve. ... After
sitting half an hour, he arose and wrote a cablegram
to his paper, “There is a peculiar irony of justice in
the killing of this woman by the mob that she had
sought to inflame.”

x % *

Knots of gentlemen and ladies stood on the street
corners, talking in relaxed, cheerful voices. A small
boy caught the spirit of it and ran, shouting, “Old
Liebknecht is killed now, and they threw the Luxem-
berg hussy into the canall!”

I hurried home and dropped, face down, on the
couch. A knock on the door. Little wrinkled
Frau Five-foot came in. Her bent figure straightened,
her eyes glistened. “Herr Minor, have you heard it?—
LIEBKNECHT IS DEAD!’ The tiny sister ap-
peared in the gloom behind, her face and white hair
glowing as with a halo. “He is dead,” repeated the
former; “they have killed him, dead. He can’t cut any
women’s and children’s throats any more. . . . We
are safe. What do you think, Herr Minor?”

“Go away,” I said. “I’'m sick.”

* * *

" A half hour later they came back and peeped in the
door. “Do you think we will be safe now, Herr
Minor?”

Triumphantly the German bourgeoisie commenced

its preparations for the Constituent Assembly, anx-

ious to turn social attention into the sluice of pohtlcs

A flaring red poster—of the “Socialist government”
—announced ten thousand marks reward for the cap-
ture of Karl Radek. Someone earned the reward;
there are men who do such things.

It hurts to think of Radek in prison. He is like
what I,imagine Debs was when he was young.

Slowly the truth was drawn out of the government’s
lies. Liebknecht and Luxemberg had not been killed
by the mob—not by the mob that I had been thinking
on Unter den Linden. No, it was a deliberate murder
by a’'government machine. I could get my bearings

again.
* * *
“Before the watr we used to make Pfankuchen,” said
little Frau Five-foot to me one day. “Pfankuchen

cooked with fat. Potatoes are good with fat,” she
mused, tinkering with the carpet. “We could have
Bratkartoffeln with the fat of pork. They
cut off all the fat from the beef we get from the Tity.
The rich people have bacon in their houses.” I thought
of the dinner I had eaten that day in the Bristol Hotel,
the great, luxurious “Home of the Counter-Revolu-
tion,” it is called—a dinner of huge, fat mutton chops,
the' incidental trimmings of which consisted of long
strips of bacon.

A week later the sister came in from her workshop,
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late in the evening. “Herr Minor, the rich people have
sugar in their houses, we have learned. Maybe they
have other things to eat that we don’t ever have.
They are big in the stomach, like there were lots of
gentlemen before the war. Who can tell what they
have in their houses? I guess it’s the Jews. . . .
But the rich gentiles look fat.”

Another week passed and she asked me what the
Spartakists cut throats for. “Do the Spartakists want
to go into houses to find out what’s in there?” Her
voice became low and hesitant, bits of color flitting
over her face. Half of a shamed smile. She left hur-
riedly, as though she had been dallying with a lewd
fancy.

A month later the two old women came into my
room in such a way as to make me lose my sense of
Herrschaft. They forgot to bow. “Herr Minor,” be-
gan the bigger one, “there’s going to be something
happening. We, eh—the working people” (she had
never called herself “working people” before). The
smaller sister pushed ahead and said: “The rich peo-
ple have things in their houses, bacon, and white flour
and butter, even. They make cakes, and eat them.”
“We don’t get things like they do, and we work and
work and work and don’t eat like they do.” “Yes, and
they have bacon,” said the other.

“What is it all about?” I asked.

“There’s going to be a general strike,” said one,
“and the working people are going to tear things up
terribly, yes, schrecklich, and won’t go back to work
until everything is pulled out of the rich houses—the
Jews’ houses—and all the rich houses—and then they
can’t have anything unless they work like we do, and
we work too hard, and we won’t work too hard and
we are going to have a revolution.”

The smaller sister looked frightened and pulled the

other’s dress. The two quietly shuffled out of the
room. .

A NeW Kind of ,Stril(e

(From a Correspondent.)

T may throw some light on the present revolution-
ary” disturbances in Italy if I tell you of a strike
which happened in Bergamo last March. The em-
‘ployees of the automobile works of Franki and Gre-
gorini, 2,000 strong, organized a soviet and presented
their demands. These demands included a forty-four-
hour week and a committee of workers to share in the
management.
granted, but these major demands were refused, and
so they went on strike. _
But it was a new kind of strike—so far as I am
aware, the first strike of the kind in the history of any

Some of their miner demands were

2b

capitalist country. They simply remained at work
and put their demands into effect—working harder
than ever!

I was able to secure a copy of the resolutions passed
by the soviet, which I have translated as follows:

“We, the employees of the Franki & Gregorini Com
pany, after hearing the report of our committee, here-
by resolve to begin work for ourselves in order to
show our real intentions, and also because we wish
to act not only for our own interests, but for the
greater interests of Italian industry and the masses
of the Italian people.

“We ask the authorities to give thoughtful con-
sideration to this decision, which is justifiable in view
of the alternative offered by the employers—thé clos-
ing of the works without just cause.

“We, the workmen, promise to-remain at work, and
to protect the machinery and whatever else may be
taken into our charge, so as to prove our readiness
to work and live honestly; but we disclaim any respon-
sibility for what may happen if we are denied the
exercise of our most sacred right—the right to work.

“We will accept the supervision of any public au-
thority, or of the owners, and we set one week as the
term of this demonstration, unless in the meantime
something should occur to modify our plans.”

The strike lasted two days, and then troops were
sent to dislodge the workers from the factory. They
offered no resistance and evacuated the place without
disorder. I understand that the workers’ demands
were then granted in full by the employers.

I mention this only as a dramatic instance of the
readiness and preparedness of Italian workingmen to
take up the management of industry themselves in
the event of a breakdown of the economic system—
which is due, if it has not already arrived.

J. Q. A

THE TOURIST

HE saw the hula flower in her hair
Drop to her bosom, where it rose and fell:

Forgotten was her lover, slow her stare

Felt for his eyes; her warm body’s smell,

The yellow-stamen perfume on her breath,

The poison-heavy sleepiness of death,

Made all her figure’s slender golden grace

Seem like a censer in an altared place. . . .

Swinging, she danced the hula: and the moon
Hung on the mountain honeying the night.

Her dress of flowers whirled about her; strewn
Along the grass the fire petals died. . . .

Then like a bat against that disc of light
Leaped up her lover, and the lonely, wide
Hollow and shadow echoed as he cried.

Genevieve Taggard.



TrEe LiBERATOR, August, 1

o]
-
©

SOViet RUSSia e Boardman Robinson



Editorials

F the United States had a system of government
as responsive to majority opinion as that of
England, Woodrow Wilson’s administration would
before this time have come to an end. We eleeted him
three years ago because he kept us out of war. We
would not re-elect him for keeping us in. We are
extremely gullible, the most provincial and innocent
people that ever attained a terrestrial importance, par-

ticularly eager to be gulled and bamboozled with .

hypocritical moralizing. We cannot be expected to
perceive, underneath his lofty vaporings, the absolute
servility of Wilson to the power of plutocratic im-
perialism. But our very naivete in matters political
and economic enables us to put the case plainly when
a man has perjured his honor and gone back on every
solemn and ‘elevated engagement he made with a
confiding world. On that ground a popular Ameri-
can election would vote Wilson into oblivion two hours
after the booths were open.

In Lieu»of an Ele_ction

N the absence of any other method of voicing their
opinion at critical times, it is a pity that the Ameri-
can people have not even the custom of heckling
" political speakers as they do in England. It would
be regarded as a frightful breach of decorum, I sup-
pose, to make things a little lively for the President
when he ‘“takes his swing” round the country for the
League of Nations. And probably in a member of
the working class it would be regarded as a crime.
But it is not a crime, and it would be a fine oppor-
tunity for those bourgeois believers who are always
asking us what they can do to help the cause of free-
dom. Suppose that a small group of respectable citi-
zens in each town where the President appears were
to go to his meeting and put up to his face the treach-
ery, the anti-democracy, and the unconstitutionality
of his policy toward Russia. Imagine the scene:

“My fellow countrymen,” he would be saying, “in
order to achieve the great purposes to which our
"hearts are sublimely dedicated, the purposes of de-
mocracy and the liberation of all mankind from op-
pression and the domination ”

A voice from the gallery: “Why are you murdering
Russian peasants?”’

(Uproar, applause, hisses, cries of “Put him out!”
““He’s a Bolshevik!” “Hooray for Lenin!” “Shame!
Shame!” “He kept us out o’ war!” “Boo! Boo!”
“Comrades, it’s the President!”)

After a body of ushers, supported by a corps of two
thousand uniformed policemen, had ejected the man—
or more likely the woman—who so ventured to
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voice an important inquiry on an important occasion,
the President would resume the thread of his dis-
course:

‘¢

the great purposes of democracy and the liber-
ation of mankind from oppression and the domination
of irresponsible——"

Voice from the pit: “Who declared war on Russia?”’

(Another uproar. Three thousand more policemen
sent for. The second disturber ejected. The Presi-
dent resumes) :

“ the liberation of mankind from the domination

»

of irresponsible groups of men——

Voice from behind him on the platform: “Who is
responsible for my son’s death at Archangel?”

The President turns round, crumpling the paper he
holds. His face is white. “I will answer these ques-
tions,” he says. “The people of European Russia are
being tyrannized over by a small group of outlaws or.
fanatics who do not recognize the will of the peo-
ple—)’

Voices in the gallery: “How about Kolchak?”’
“Why don’t you recognize it?” .

(General uproar.)

The President: “My friends, may I not have your
attention? I am ready to answer all your questions,
but in order to do so I must invite you to consider the
fundamental principles of representative govern-
ment——",

Voice from a box: ‘“Where did you get the money
to make war on Russia?” :

The President: “Mr. Chairman, I call upon you to
restore order.”

The Chairman: “Will the policemen please eject
all disturbers from the hall?” .

Such a scene, unheard of here but not at all impos-
sible in England, where there is an actual tradition
of social as well as military courage, would do more,
I believe, for the peace and liberty of the world than
anything else that is possible in America at this mo-
ment. o

The Soviet Envoy

BY way of an editorial on this subject I quote these

words of a speech I delivered in Madison Square
Garden at a mass-meeting called to protest against
the raiding of the Soviet Bureau by agents of the New
York State Legislative Committee to investigate
“Bolshevism.”  (These raids are conducted under the
personal supervision of one Archibald Stevenson, an
official of the Union League Club. Of his further
qualifications to represent the people little is known
as yet, but we should be glad to be informed by any-
body who knows them.) ’

There is no chapter in our diplomatic history more
disgraceful to our republic than the chapter of our
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dealings with Soviet Russia. There is no moré flagrait
violation of the American Constitution in memory than
Woodrow Wilson’s waging of his own private war
against the Soviet government without a declaration
of war and without an appropriation of funds for that
purpose by the representatives of the people. It may
. have seemed strange to those of you who really be-
lieve in constitutional law that the President of a re-
public should be able to do that, even if he wanted to,
and I think I am in a position to throw a little light
on the matter. I hold in my hands what purports
to be, and I believe is, the translation of a code tele-
gram from Polk in Washington to Lansing in Paris
on January 24th. It is marked “strictly confidential,”
but inasmuch as it contains no information that could
possibly be of interest to an enemy, and inasmuch as
all the facts which are of great importance to the
American people are regarded as strictly confidential
by Woodrow Wilson’s government, I regard it as a
duty rather than an indiscretion to make it public.

Green & Cipher,
Washington,
Dated January 24th, 1919.
Ammission,
Paris.
391, January 24th, 3 P. M. Very confidential.
For the Secretary of State. Referring to my answer

Franels. LaGuardia apparently got his information from
Consul Winship, now at Welland, and Lieutenant Com-
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mander Crolley, formerly at St. Petersburg, now naval -

attache at Madrid.

3. By Senator Johnson’s continually attacking Admin-
istration for keeping troops in Russia and Siberia.

There is no question but that the Republicans are try-
ing to force an extra session, and leading Democrats seem
to feel that the extra session should be considered inevi-
table if successful Republicans resenting control of va-
rious committee will make attacks on every phase of
policy of Administration in Russia. We are committed
now to a plan of operation of railways in Siberia, and
the need is as urgent as ever, but I wish to lay stress on
the fact that money must be supplied in large sums in
order to carry through the plan. In view of the attitude
of Congress on the food bill, I should give up the possi-
bility of securing money for this purpose bv an appro-
priation. The Russian Ambassador has no funds for
any real railway reorganization, and has already ex-
hausted sums set aside for maintaining railway service
corps.

I am taking the liberty of stating the case baldly so
the President and yourself may have all the facts before
you before he commits himself to supply the money for
the purpose from his private fund. I have asked Wooley
to express himself on'the situation and as soon as I hear
from him will cable you.again.

I have not communicated with the Japanese Govern-
ment our formal acceptance and for this reason would like
to have your views as soon as possible. POLK,

Acting.

So Wilson is conducting his own private military

to 376, January 21st, regarding Siberian railway plans, I
take the liberty of calling your attention to the political
situation here. Critical spirit to-day is being clearly
manifested in regard to Russia:
1. By attacks on War Trade Russian Bureau.

2. By attacks on personal conduct of Ambassador

o~
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adventure on Russian territory, in formal agreement
with the Japanese Empire, but without the sanction
of the American people or their representatives. And
that is the reason for the outrageous and absolutely
unprecedented position in which the emissaries of the

Six Months |

Yo
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Russian government are placed when they taken up
their residence in this city. '

A hundred and forty years ago Benjamin Franklin
went to Paris to represent and defend the American
Revolution, just as Martens has come here to repre-
sent and defend the Russian Revolution. He was cut
off from communication with George Washington just
as Martens is cut off from communication with Nico-
lai Lenin. He was confronted with the lies of the
British government and all the monarchical govern-
ments of the world, just as Martens is confronted with
the lies of the British government and all the capitalist
governments of the world. He published pamphlets
and translated documents into French telling the
truth about the American Revolution, just as Martens
has told the truth about Russia. And these pamphlets
were suspected of being seditious propaganda and
suppressed by the French government, just as the
truth about Russia has been suppressed here. And
Benjamin Franklin was not daunted or scared out by
these acts, although he stood single-handed against
all the monarchies of Europe, and Ludwig Martens
will not be daunted or scared out either, although all the
capitalists and snobs and Union League Club pirates
in the United States combine against him.

There is just one point in which the parallel be-
tween Franklin’s position and that of Martens breaks
down, and it is this: that although the French govern-
ment suppressed his pamphlets and believed most of
the lies that were circulated about Franklin, they
treated him with uniform courtesy and in full accora
with the laws of hospitality and the inviolability of
envoys, and that is more than we can say for the
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treatment accorded by the United States government
to the representatives of Soviet Russia.

In the name and memory of Benjamin Franklin, I
demand that the American government and the gov-
ernment of New York State, pending the time when
they will be compelled by the power of the international
proletariat to recognize the sovereignty of the Rus-
sian Republic, shall conduct themselves toward the
envoys of that republic courteously and in accord with
the most ancient principles of international -honor.*

The Bomb Conspiracy

S time flows on we become more and more con-
vinced that the “bomb outrages” were a part of
an expert conspiracy to scare the American public
into a fit of reactionary hysteria. Some frantic anti-
Bolsheviks apparently believe that by exploding dyna-
mite in front of people’s houses, and leaving on the
scene of the explosion printed leaflets which imitate
the language of communist propaganda, they can de-
stroy the credit of that propaganda and get the public
into a state of mind where it will let them do anything
to us that they want to.

These explosions are so violent that they blow into
shreds the body of the man who is planting them, scat-
tering his clothes into so many pieces that one is
hardly able to decide what kind of cloth they were
made of, but they never do any damage to the leaflets
that he has in his possession. It seems to be quite
easy to pick those up and read them through.

We are not sure, and no one can be sure, but we be-
lieve that there are not enough terroristic anarchists in
the United States, with enough
wealth and organization, to accom-
plish such a concerted series of ex-
plosions as those of last April. We
believe that the reason the per-
petrators of these extensive and
elaborate dynamitings have not
been discovered is that some im-
portant person does not want to
discover them.

We believe that if the Attorney
General would allow us to appoint
six investigators and give them all
the power that the present six
thousand or more possess, we could
find these extremely expert and
wealthy and well organized crim-
inals within thirty days.

—————
/1,_;7 =1 ,

*The substantial authentlcity of the
cablegram quoted was subsequently ac-
knowledged by the State Department. -
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Conversations with Lenin
By Artlmr Ransome

© (Moscow, March, 1919)

THATEVER else they may think of him, not even

' his enemies deny that Vladimir Ilyitch Oulianov
(Lenin) is one of the greatest personalities of his time.
I therefore make no apology for writing down such
scraps of his conversation as seem to me to illustrate
his manner of mind.

He was talking of the lack of thinkers in the English
labor movement and said he remembered hearing Shaw
speak at some meeting. Shaw, he said, was “a good
man fallen among Fabians” and a great deal further
Left than his company. He had not heard of “The Per-
fect Wagnerite,” but was interested when I told him the
general idea of the book, and turned fiercely on an inter-
preter who said that Shaw was a clown. “He may be
a clown for the bourgeoisie in a bourgeois state, but
they would not think him a clown in a revolution.”

He asked whether Sydney Webb was consciously
working in the interests of the capitalists, and when I
said I was quite sure that he was not, he said: “Then
he has more industry than brains. He certainly has
great knowledge.”

He was entirely convinced that England was on the .

eve of revolution and pooh-poohed my objections.
“Three months ago I thought it would end in all the
world having to fight the center of reaction in England.
I do not think so now. Things have gone further there
than in France, if the news as to the extent of the strikes
is true.”

I pointed out some of the circumstances, geographical
and economical, which would make the success of a vio-
lent revolution in England problematical in the extreme,
and put to him the same suggestion that I put to Bu-
charin, namely, that a suppressed movement in England
would be worse for Russia than our traditional method
of compromise. He agreed at once, but said: “That is
quite true, but you cannot stop a revolution . . . al-
though Ramsay Macdonald will try to at the last minute.
Strikes and Soviets. If these two habits once get hold,
nothing will keep the workmen from them. And So-
viets, once started, must sooner or later come to supreme
power.” Then: “But certainly it would be much more
difficult in England. Your big clerk and shopkeeping
class would oppose it, until the workmen broke them.
Russia was indeed the only country in which the revo-
lution could start. And we are not yet through our
troubles with the peasantry.”

I suggested that one reason why it had been possible
in Russia was that they had room to retreat.

“Yes,” he said. “The distances saved us. The Ger-
mans were frightened of them, at the time when they
could have eaten us up, and won peace, which the Allies
would have given them in gratitude for our destruction.
A revolution in England would have nowhere whither to
retire.”

Of the Soviets he said: “In the beginning I thought
they were and would remain a purely Russian form;
but it is now quite clear that under various names they
must be the instruments of revolution everywhere.”

He expressed the opinion that in England they would
not allow me to tell the truth about Russia, and gave as
an example the way in which Colonel Robins had been
kept silent in America. He asked about Robins, “Had
he really been as friendly to the Soviet government as
he made out?” I said, “Yes, if only as a sportsman ad-
miring its pluck and courage in difficulties.” I quoted
Robins’ saying: “I can’t go against a baby I have sat
up with for six months. But if there were a Bolshevik
movement in America I'd be out with my rifle to fight
it every time.” “Now, that,” said Lenin, “is an honest
man and more far-seeing than most. I always liked that
man.” He shook with laughter at the image of the baby,
and said, “That baby had several million other folk sit-
ting up with it, too.”

He said he had read in an English Socialist paper a
comparison of his own theories with those of an Ameri-
can, Daniel De Leon. He had then borrowed some of
De Leon’s pamphlets from Reinstein (who belongs to
the party which De Leon founded in America), read
them for the first time, and was amazed to see how far
and how early De Leon had pursued the same train of
thought as the Russians. His theory that representation
should be by industries, not by areas, was already the
germ of the Soviet system. He remembered seeing De
Leon at an International Conference. De Leon made
no impression at all, a ,grey old man, quite unable to
speak to such an audience, but evidently a much bigger
man than he looked, since his pamphlets were written
before the experience of the Russian Revolution of 1905.
Some days afterwards I noticed that Lenin had intro-
duced a few phrases of De Leon, as if to do honor to
his memory, into the draft of the new programme of the
Communist Party.

Talking of the lies that are told about Russia, he said
it was interesting to notice that they were mostly perver-
sions of truth and not pure inventions, and gave as an
example the recent story that he had recanted. “Do
you know the origin of that?” he said. “I was wishing
a happy New Year to a friend over the telephone, and
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said, ‘And may we commit fewer stupidities this year
than last!” Someone overheard it and told someone else.
A newspaper announced ‘Lenin says we are committing
stupidities,” and so the story started.”

More than ever, Lenin struck me as a happy man.
walking home from the Kremlin, I tried to think of any
other man of his caliber who had a similar joyous tem-
perament. I could think of none. This little, bald-
headed, wrinkled man, who tilts his chair this way and
that, laughing over one thing or another, ready any
minute to give serious advice to anyone who interrupts
him to ask for it, advice so well reasoned that it is to
his followers far more compelling than any command—
every one of his wrinkles is a wrinkle of laughter, not
of worry. I think the reason must be that he is the first
great leader who utterly discounts the value of his own
personality. He is quite without personal ambition.
More than that, he believes, as a Marxist, in the move-
ment of the masses which, with or without him, would
still move. His whole faith is in the elemental forces
that move people; his faith in himself is merely his be-
lief that he justly estimates the direction of these forces.
He does not believe that any man could make or stop
the revolution which he thinks inevitable. If the Rus-
sian revolution fails, according to him, it fails only tem-
porarily, and because of forces beyond any man’s con-
trol. He is consequently free with a freedom no other
great man has ever had. It is not so much what he says
that inspires confidence in him. It is this sensible free-
dom, this obvious detachment. With his philosophy he
cannot for a moment believe that one man’s mistake
might ruin all. He is, for himself at any rate, the ex-
ponent, not the cause, of the events that will be forever
linked with this name.

Economic Policy

In the afternoon of February 26th I got to the Execu-
tive Committee in time to hear the end of a report by
Rykov on the economic position. He said there was hope
for a satisfactory conclusion to the negotiations for the
building of the Obi-Kotlas railway, and hoped that this
would soon be followed by similar negotiations and by
other concessions. He explained that they did not want
capitalism in Russia, but that they did want the things
that capital could give them in exchange for what they
could give capital. This was, of course, referring to the
opposition criticism that the Soviet was prepared to sell
Russia into the hands of the “Anglo-American imperial-
istic bandits.” Rykov said that the main condition of all
concessions would be that they should not affect the
international structure of the Soviet Republic and should
not lead to the exploitation of the workmen. They
wanted railways, locomotives and machines, and their
country was rich‘enough to pay for these things out of
its natural resources without sensible loss to the state or
the yielding of an inch in their programme of internal
reconstruction. :
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He was followed by Krestinsky, who pointed out that
whereas the commissariats were, in a sense, altered
forms of the old ministries, links with the past, the
Council of Public Economy, organizing the whole pro-
duction and distribution of the country, building the new
Socialist state, was an entirely new organ, and a link,
not with the past, but with the future.

The two next speeches illustrated one of the main
difficulties of the revolution. Krasin criticised the coun~
cil for insufficient confidence in the security of the revo-
lution. He said they were still hampered by fears lest
here or there capitalism should creep in again. -They
were unnecessarily afraid to make the fullest possible

use of specialists of all kinds who had taken a leading

part in industry under the old regime and who, now that
the old regime, the old system, had been definitely
broken, could be made to serve the new. He believed
that unless the utmost use was made of the resources of
the country in technical knowledge, etc., they could not
hope to organize the maximum productivity which alone
could save them from catastrophe.

The speaker who followed him, Glebov, defended pre-
cisely the opposite point of view and represented the
same attitude with regard to the reorganization of in-
dustry as is held by many who object to Trotzky’s use
of officers of the old army in the reorganization of the
new, believing that all who worked in high places under
the old regime must be and remain enemies of the revo-
lation, so their employment is a definite source of dan-
ger. Glebov is a trade union representative, and his
speech was a clear indication of the non-political under-
current towards the left which may shake the Bolshevik
position and will most certainly come into violent con-
flict with any definitely bourgeois government that may
be brought in by counter-revolution.

The Third International.*

The meeting March 3d was in a smallish room in the
Kremlin, with a dias at one end, in the old Courts of
Justice built in the time of Catherine the Second, who
would certainly have turned in her grave if she had
known the use to which it was being put. Two very
smart soldiers of the Red Army were guarding the doors.
The whole room, including the floor, was decorated in
red. - There were banners with “Long Live the Third
International” inscribed upon them in many languages.
The Praesidium was on the raised dais at the end of
the room, Lenin sitting in the middle behind a long red-
covered table, with Albrecht, a young German Spartdcist,
on the right, and Platten, the Swiss, on the left. The
auditorium sloped down to the foot of the dais. Chairs
were arranged on each side of an alleyway down the
middle, and the four or five front rows had little tables
for convenience in writing. Everybody of importance

*An account of the organization of “The New International,” and
a discussion of its manifesto, was given in the July issue of this
magazine.—Editor’s Note.




AUGUST, 19169

was there—Trotzky, Zinoviev, Kamenev, Chicherin, Bu-
cherin, Karakhan, Litvinov, Vorovsky, Steklov, Rakov-
sky, representing here the Balkan Socialist Party; Skrip-
nip, representing the Ukraine. Then there were Stang
(Norwegian Left Socialists), Grimlund (Swedish Left),
Sadoul (France), Finberg (British Socialist Party),
Reinstein (American Socialist Labor Party), a Turk,
a German-Austrian, a Chinese, and so on. Business was
conducted and speeches were made in all languages,
though where possible German was used, because more
of the foreigners knew German than knew French. This
was unlucky for me.

Trotzky, in a leather coat, military breeches and gait-
ers, with a fur hat with the sign of the Red Army in
front, was looking very well, but a strange figure for
those who had known him as one of the greatest anti-
militarists in Europe. Lenin sat quietly listening, speak-
ing when necessary in almost every European language
with astonishing ease. Balabanova ‘talked about Italy
and seemed happy at last, even in Soviet Russia, to be
once more in a “secret meeting.” It was really an ex-
traordinary affair, and, in spite of some childishness, I
could not help realizing that I was present at something
that will go down in the histories of socialism, much like
that other strange meeting convened in London in 1848.

* % x

March 6th.—The conference in the Kremlin ended
with the usual singing and a photograph. Some time
before the end, when Trotzky had just finished speaking
and had left the tribune, there was a squeal of protest
from the photographer who had just trained his appa-
ratus. Someone remarked, ‘“The dictatorship of the pho-
tographer,” and, amid general laughter, Trotzky had
to return to the tribune and stand silent while the un-
abashed photographer took two pictures. The found-
ing of the Third International had been proclaimed in
the morning papers, and an extraordinary meeting in
the Great Theater announced for the evening. I got
to the theater at about five, and had difficulty in getting
in, though I had a special ticket as a correspondent.
There were queues outside all the doors. The Moscow
Soviet was there, the Executive Committee, represerita-
tives of the trade unions and the factory committees, etc.
The huge theater and the platform were crammed, peo-
ple standing in the aisles, and even packed close to-
gether in the wings of the stage. Kamenev opened the
meeting by a solemn announcement of the founding of
the Third International in the Kremlin. There was a
roar of applause from the audience, which rose and sang
the “International” in a way that I have never heard it

sung since the All-Russian Assembly when the news
came of the strikes in Germany during the Brest nego-
tiations. Kamenev then spoke of those who had died
on the way, mentioning Liebknecht and Rosa Luxem-

burg, and the whole theater stood again while the or- -
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chestra played “You Fell as Victims.” Then Lenin-
spoke. If I had ever thought that Lenin was losing his
personal popularity, I got my answer now. It was a
long time before he could speak at all, everybody stand-
ing and drowning his attempts to speak with roar after
roar of applause. It was an extraordinary, overwhelm-
ing scene, tier after tier crammed with workmen, the
parterre filled, the whole platiorm and the wings. A
knot of workwomen were close to me, and they almost
fought to see him, and shouted as if each one were de-
termined that he should hear her in particular. He
spoke as usual, in the simplest way, emphasizing the fact
that the revolutionary struggle everywhere was forced
to use the Soviet forms. “We declare our solidarity
with the aims of the Soviets,” he read from an Italian
paper, and added, “and that was when they did not know
what our aims were, and before we had an established
programme ourselves.” Albrecht made a very long rea-
soned speech for the Spartacans, which was translated
by Trotzky. Guilbeau, seemingly a mere child, spoke of
the Socialist movement in France. Steklov was trans-
lating him when I left. You must remember that I had
nearly two years of such meetings and am not a Rus-
sian. When 1 got outside the theater I found at each
door a disappointed crowd that had been unable to get in.

The proceedings finished up next day with a review in
the Red Square and a general holiday.

If the Berne delegates had come, as they were ex-
pected, they would have been told by the Communists
that they were welcome visitors, but that they were not
regarded as répresenting the International. There would
then have issued a lively battle over each one of the
Lefter delegates, the Menshiviks urging him to stick to
Berne and the Communists urging him to express alle-
giance to the Kremlin. There would have been demon-
strations, and altogether I am very sorry that it did not
happen, and that I was not there to see.

Last Talk With Lenin.

I went to see Lenin the day after the Review in the
Red Square and the general holiday in honor of the
Third International. - The first thing he said was: “I am
afraid that the jingoes in England and France will make
use of yesterday’s doings as an excuse for further action
against us. They will say, ‘How can we leave them in
peace when they set about setting the world on fire?” To
that I would answer: ‘We are at war, messieurs! And
just as during your war you tried to make revolution in
Germany, and Germany did her best to make trouble in
Ireland and India, so we, while we are at war with you,
adopt the measures that are open to us. - We have told
you we are willing to make peace.”

He spoke of Chicherin’s last note, and said they based
all their hopes on it. Balfour had said somewhere, “Let
the fire burn itself out.” That would not do. But the
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quickest way of restoring good conditions in Russia was,
of course, peace and agreement with the Allies. “I am
sure we could come to terms, if they want to come to
terms at all. England and America would be willing,
perhaps, if their hands were not tied by France. But
intervention in the large sense can now hardly be. They
must have learned that Russia could never be governed
as India is governed, and that sending troops here is the
same thing as sending them to a Communist university.”

I said something about the general hostility to their
propaganda noticeable in foreign countries.

LeEniN.—“Let them build a Chinese wall round each of
their countries. They have their customs officers, their
frontiers, their coast guards. They can expel any Bol-
sheviks they wish. Revolution does not depend on prop-
aganda. If the conditions of revolution are not there no
sort of propaganda will either hasten or impede it. The
war has brought about those conditions in all countries,
and I am convinced that if Russia were to be swallowed
up by the sea, were to cease to exist altogether, the revo-
lution in the rest of Europe would go on. Put Russia
under water for twenty years, and you would not affect
by a shilling or an hour a week the demands of the shop-
stewards in England.”

I told him, what I have told most of them many times,
that I did not believe there would be a revolution in
England.

LENIN.—“We have a saying that a man may have ty-
phoid while still on his legs. Twenty, maybe thirty,
years ago 1 had abortive typhoid, and was going about
with it, had had it some days before it knocked me over.
Well, England and France and Italy have caught the
disease already.. England may seem to you to be un-
touched, but the microbe is already there.”

I said that just as his typhoid was abortive typhoid, so
the disturbances in England to which he alluded might
well be abortive revolution and come to nothing.
him the vague, disconnected character of the strikes and
the generally liberal as opposed to socialist character of
the movement, so far as it was political at all, reminded
me of what T had heard of 1905 in Russia and not at all
of 1917, and that I was sure it would settle down.

LENIN.—“Yes, that is possible. Tt is, perhaps, an edu-
cative period, in which the English workmen will come
to realize their political needs and turn from liberalism
to socialism. Socialism is certainly weak in England.
Your Socialist movements, your Socialist parties
when T was in England I zealously attended everything
I could, and for a country with so large an industrial

population. they were pitiable, pitiable a hat'ld-
ful at a street corner a meeting in a drawing
room a school class pitiable. But

you must remember one great difference between Russia
of 1905 and England to-day. Our first Soviet in Russia
was made during the revolution. Your shop-stewards’
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committees have been in existence long before. They
are without programme, without direction, but the oppo-
sition they will meet will force a programme upon them.”

Speaking of the expected visit of the Berne delega-
tion, he asked me if I knew Macdonald, whose name had
been substituted for that of Henderson in later telegrams
announcing their coming. He said: “I am very glad
Macdonald is coming instead of Henderson. Of course,
Macdonald is not a Marxist in any sense of the word, but
he is at least interested in theory, and can therefore be
trusted to do his best to understand what is happening
here. More than that we do not ask.”

He then talked a little on a subject that interests me
very much, namely, the way in which insensibly, quite

" apart from war, the Communist theories are being modi-

e

I told

fied in the difficult process of their translation into prac-
tice. We talked of the changes in. “workers’ control,”
which is now a very different thing from the wild com-
mittee business thdt at first made work almost impossible.
We talked then of the antipathy. of the peasants to com-
pulsory communism, and how that idea also had been
considerably whittled away. I asked him what were
going to be the relations between the Communists of the
towns and the property-loving peasants, and whether
there was not great danger of antipathy between them,
and said I regretted leaving too soon to see the elasticity
of the Communist theories tested by the inevitable pres-
sure of the peasantry.

. Lenin said that in Russia there was a pretty sharp dis-
tinction between the rich peasants and the poor. “The
only opposition we have here in Russia is directly or in-
directly due to the rich peasants. The poor, as soon as
they are liberated from the political domination of the
rich, are on our side and are in an enormous majority.”

I said that would not be so in the Ukraine, where prop-
erty among the peasants is much more equally distrib-
uted.

LENIN.—“No. And there, in the Ukraine, you will
certainly see our policy modified. Civil war, whatever
happens, is likely to be more bitter in the Ukraine than
elsewhere, because there the instinct of property has been
further developed in the peasantry, and the minority and
majority will be more equal.”

He asked me if T meant to return, saying that I could
go down to Kiev to watch the revolution there as I had
watched it in Moscow. I said I should be very sorry to
think that this was my last visit to the country which
I love only second to my own. He laughed, aad paid me
the compliment of saying that “although English,” I had
more or less succeeded in understanding what they were
at, and that he should be pleased to see me again.

March 15th.—There is nothing to record about the last
few days of my visit, fully occupied as they were with .
preparations for departure. 1 left with the two Ameri-
cans, Messrs. Bullitt and Steffens, who had come to
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-Moscow some days previously, and traveled up in the
train with Bill Shatov, the Commandant of Petrograd,
who is not a Bolshevik but a fervent admirer of Prince
Kropotkin, for the distribution of whose works in Rus-
sia he has probably done as much as any man. Shatov
was an emigre in New York, returned to Russia, brought
law an order into the chaos of the Petrograd-Moscow
railway, never lost a chance of doing a good turn to an
American, and with his level-headedness and practical
sense became one of the hardest worked’
servants of the Soviet, although, as he
said, the moment people stopped attack-
ing them he would be the first to pull
down the Bolsheviks. He went into the
occupied provinces during the German
evacuation of them to buy arms and am-
munition from the German soldiers.
Prices, he said, ran low. You could buy
rifles for a mark each, field guns for 150
marks, and a field wireless station for
500. He had then been made Comman-
dant of Petrograd, although there had
been some talk of setting him to reor-
ganize the transport. Asked how long
he thought the Soviet government could
hold out, he replied, “We can afford to
starve another year for the sake of the
Revolution.” ’

LOVERS

TUDIOUS vagrant,
Happy a-roam;
Knowing no yearning,
Needing no home.

I, all uncertain,
Wondering—you
Tirelessly serving
A grim world and new.

You with your midnight
Thoughtful and cold;

I with my sunshine
Heady and bold.

I with a thousand
Ardors to guest;

You with a single
Passionate quest.

‘Why are we lovers?
So different we are—
I with my fireflies,
You with your star!

N Anne Herendeen.
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HE illegal raids conducted by the Lusk Committee

have not hindered the operation of the Rand
School. The School asks us to announce that it is open
and will continue its ‘work as usual.

RTHUR RANSOME’S account of his recent visit

to Moscow, “Russia in 1919,” will be published by

W. B. Huebsch. The whole book is as simple, vivid and
truth-telling as his article in this issue.

n=t7 ceny

“Got any books on profit-sharing?” .
The Clerk: “No, but here’s the book in demand now—
Lenin on the Dictatorship of the proletariat.”
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WOO&I‘OW Wﬂson‘s

Recognition and help to the government of Finland, representing

a minority, with despotism and horrors unspeakable.

Foreign Policy

Art Young
Assault and attempt to kill the government of Russia. representing
nine-tenths of the Russmn people and the lnghest
1deals of applled dcmocracy.
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Glimpses Behind the Scenes

A Private Letter Made Public.

OU remember those famous “open covenants,
) openly arrived at.” And you know what we got.

But perhaps you would like to know how the Big Five
put the quietus to Wilson’s first proposition? Well,
that was before the Allied War Council camouflaged
itself as a Peace Conference or League of Nations.
The worthy commissioners spent two or three days
in the middle of January on this publicity question—
in secret, of course. On January 15th their private
decision was there would be no annoying—or any—
correspondents at the opening meeting of the Peace
Conference. The Am. and Eng. raised their protest,
and the commissioners of the French, Eng., U. S. and
Italy (Clemenceau, Pichon, Lloyd George, Balfour,
Wilson, Lansing, Sonino) debated the question again
on January 16th’ (My God, how those men discuss
things—they spent practically one afternoon about
this time trying to decide what should be the official
language of the conference. The French wanted
French only; and Lloyd George declared French was
the traditional diplomatic language, but now that the
U. S. had entered into European affairs, he felt that

the majority of the Allied peoples spoke English, and

so English must be the language of the conference.
Wilson - tactfully backed him, but suggested having
both. All right, says Clem., but in case of question
the decision will be made from the French version.
Nothing of the sort, cry George and Wilson—that
brings us to the point of having French as official lan-
guage. And Sonino wanted Italian used, too, so Ital-
ians would not feel slightéd. They overruled him, and
compromised at last on English and French. But the
arguments they brought up! And the time they took
—and the world still on fire.) . 7

Well, this is the Jan. 16th press debate: Lloyd
George was the man who backed secrecy, more than
any one of the others. He said he wasn’t afraid to
face the press. He wanted secrecy, he said, so that
he could be free to do one thing one day and the oppo-
site the next day. That’s what they all really wanted
to do.

Wilson’s idea was to tell the correspondents every-
thing—take them into entire confidence, explain the
seriousness of the situation, and trust to their discre-
tion.

He said he preferred telhng them the facts straight,

for they would get them anyway. There are
always leaks and they hurt more than trusting in the
press. He mentioned a story in the Daily Mail the
previous day, giving his views—very accurately—as

a case in point. Of course, this didn’t sit well with
the commissioners. Lloyd George didn’t mind the
leaks—they weren’t “official”’—and listen to this idea
of his: '

“Unless a news story is exactly true in all its details,
we can always truthfully deny its veracity!” That
was his policy. - A thing to remember. Sonino hadn’t
yet reached this level of political morality. He wasn’t
very emphatic either way on the press, but thought
the conference should have a bureau to deny all really
false news.

Well, says George, that will end by making peo-
ple believe all other stories not denied are true. The
press can get at the facts then simply by publish-
ing different guesses and letting the conference denials
or non-denials do the rest. Clemenceau declared the
American and British had no censor, while France
still had. :

Such a condition couldn’t continue—though it has.
Either no censor anywhere, or censor everywhere.
He couldn’t prevent French papers from reprint-
ing news printed in America or England, and
French press wouldn’t stand long for that (unfortu-
nately it has). If I remember right, George said there
was still a censor in England, and I know he said

“Shell out!”
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he had a man over here with him, Sir Someone, “to
handle the press.”

Clemenceau asked Wilson if he had anyone. “Yes,
says W., “I’ve got a man to handle the press.” “Who?”
““Ray Stannard Baker.” Clem. spoke of some bitter
attacks against him or France, I forget which, in the
New York Tribune, and asked Wilson to stop them.
Wilson said he would, or had already, telegraphed to
the editor of the Tribune about the matter. Wilson
spoke of his being bitterly criticised by his opponents
because the government took over cables, and said
he couldn’t think of trying to re-establish censor in
United States. Clem. is blamed largely for the se-
crecy, but, though I am sure he favored it, it was
Lloyd George who led the fight against publicity, and
Wilson compromised, gave in, as he has since so often
done—and, God! the man had all the popular support
in the world here. His only salvation was full pub-

”

licity, appealing to the people instead of the govern-.

ments. Well, you know how much publicity the real
“arranging” of the peace got—no need for me to go
into that. Enough for me to tell you little facts which
you didn’t read in the newspapers.

Remember the proposed Russian conference at

Prinkipo? Like to know how it was decided upon by~

the Big Five?—or rather Four, for Japan was absent.
Same delegates as above named, meeting Jan. 16th.
La Humanite a few days before had published secret
~ documents showing English government had proposed
to meet and talk with Soviets, and that French Govt.
had absolutely rejected the idea. That raised a devil
of a stir. So Lloyd George at this session began by
explaining what he meant by the proposal. The
French had misunderstood. He hadn’t any idea of
recognizing the Bolsheviks. He simply meant to
“summon” them and the other Russian govts. before
the great Powers and have them ‘“give an account
of themselves.” He launched into a long speech de-
fending his proposal; the reasons for making it were:
1. The real facts about the situation in Russia were
“not known. (Most of Allied information about Soviet
comes second hand, I'll say.) 2. Conditions in Russia
very bad. ‘“The Allies’ hopes that the Bolsheviki
would collapse had not been realized. They are re-
ported to be stronger than ever.” ‘“Not the business
of Powers to intervene, lending financial aid, ammuni-
tions, to either side.”

There were only three possible policies: First—
Military intervention. “Idea of crushing Soviets by
mlhtary force was pure madness. Germany with mill-
ion men could only hold fringe of Russia—so how
many men would be necessary for occupation of Rus-
sia? .. 'There would be mutiny in British,
United States, Canadian and French armies if they
proposed sending army to Russia to put down the
Bolsheviks.”
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Second—Economic blockade—the cordon sanitaire
of French policy. “Inhumane” and wouldn’t hurt Bol-
sheviki, said Lloyd George, but. would starve our
friends. ‘“Not health cordon, but death cordon.” The
Russians who some thought would overthrow Bolshe-
viki were Denikin and Kolchak, but they were both
“weak.” The Tchecho-Slovaks ?—they refused to fight
any longer. The Russian army? “Not to be trusted.”
It had been reported that a Bolshevist army had gone
over to Kolchak’s troops at Perm, but Lloyd George
wasn’t certain but that the reverse was true.” Xol-
chak (head of the Omsk govt.) seemed to be a “mon-
archist.” (Plenty of evidence to this effect, I might
add.) Tchecho-Slovak troops in Siberia were finding
this out, and no longer trusted him, as they were
“democratic and sympathetic toward aspirations of
Russian Revolution.” -

Third—The British proposal: “Summon these peo-
ple to Paris to appear before those present, as Rome
used to do with outlying tributary states, to render
account of their actions.” (My italics.) ‘“Can’t come
to agreement on one-half of Europe and leave other
half in flames.”> Must settle question or make fools
of themselves. Had been proposed that Sazonoff be
heard. Lloyd George dismissed him rather brusquely:
“A partisan”—“can’t speak by personal observation
of Denikin or Omsk govts., for he (Saz) had never
been in contact with them and was not now in direct
contact with Omsk.” As for fear of Bolshevist dele-
gates converting France and England, Lloyd George
poo-poo’d the idea. “The surest way to do that is

| NEVER HEARD OF,
SUCH A THING !

RIDICULOUS'

1F SHE poesnr,
,LIKE OUR GOV~
ERNMENT SHE
OUGHT TO MAVE
THE COYRTESY
" TO KEEP STILL
ABOUT IT.

0,SHES TERRIBLE !

Daughters of the American Revolutlon
Hearmg a Revolutxonary Speech
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by military intervention.” Ii he should attempt to
send troops to Russia, it would “mean a Soviet in Lon-
don.” He was not afraid of the intelligent educated
democracies, “including Germany,” going Bolshevik,
if they knew what Bolshevism was. Iiis idea was to
have the Russians give an account of themselves to
the Great Powers—not to the Peace Conference.

That is about all he said—oh, no. In talking of
Denikin and Kolchak he mentioned that it was re-
ported these two governments had ‘“‘united.” But
when he looked at the map, saw Denikin down by the
Black Sea and Kolchak up on the other side of the
Ural Mountains, with the Bolsheviks between them,
he wasn’t much impressed by their joining hands.

The French then spoke, only to suggest that the
council hear their former Ambassador to Russia, M.
Noulens, whom everyone knew was bitterly opposed
to the Soviets.

Then Wilson spoke. He backed the L. G. proposal.
But thought it was desirable to bring it out more
definitely. ““If it were not for the fact of the domi-
nation of large vested interests in the B
political and economic world——" (1] «f F 7%
forget what his conclusion was, but it is}
interesting to see where he started
from). Society, he said, can’t continuc |
on the present plane of distrust between
capital and labor. The world was dis-
turbed by this same question before the
Bolsheviks came into power. The soil
was prepared for them. He thought the
reason United States and British troops
did not want to fight Bolshevism was
fear that the result would be to estab-|
lish the old regime in power again. He |
mentioned as an example of the Amer- |
ican feeling toward Russia a speech he
had recently made before a2 “well- §
dressed” audience in New York. He
had referred casually in it to Russia, say-
ing that the United States would do its
utmost to aid her suppressed people.
The audience showed the “greatest en-
thusiasm”—*“surprised him.” He regard-
ed this as an index of how the public felt,

The Bolsheviki argued, he said, that .
the Soviets stood between Russia and ¥
foreign military domination. If they
were freed from the menace of attack
they might lose their influence. The
Conference would be against the free
spirit of the world if Russia was not
given a chance to find herself along lines #
of utter freedom. If Bolshevism would
promise to withdraw from Poland and
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Lithuania, and would refrain from reprisals and out-
rages, he was ready to receive representatives from as.
many groups and centers as chose to come, .and he
would try to help them reach a solution of their prob-
lems. (It didn't seem to occur to him that any guar-
antees should be given against the White Terror-fmy
remark.) British policy might lead nowhere, but this at
least could be found out.

The worthy gentlemen then agree that it was bgst
for them to hear what M. Noulens and M. Scavenius.
had to say about Russia, and feeling they had done a.
good day’s work, knocked off for the afternoon.

That was how they decided about Russia one day.
There were other days, of course, and other de:cisio'ns,
Perhaps their frank talk about the Russian situation:
may surprise you—but they really know the facts..

Oh, yes, they know the facts all right.

Well, that will have to do for this time. Besides, I

want to be sure that this has reached you before I squan-
der my leisure and midnight electricity on more of this.
amusing tale.

Eeds

The Bear: “My God, and she could store hers!™
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By An American

RANCE is being driven to Revolution. France,
whose president confidently defined Bolshevism
as “a disease which attacks only conquered nations.”
France, at whose capital the so-called “Peace” Con-
ference has been sitting behind closed doors for five
months. At the very moment that the German dele-
gates are assembled at Versailles the revolutionary
spirit is becoming stronger every day in France.

France is being drivgn to Revolution. Not by the
leaders of the Syndicats and Socialists. Up to the
first of May they regarded Revolution as a more or
less distant goal. They held back their followers.
They counselled moderation. They gave their full
support to President Wilson. It is not the leaders of
the proletariat, it is the stupidity, the brutality of the
Clemenceau government and of the ruling class in
general which is driving France to Revolution.

Whether the fall of the ministry of the violent
Clemenceau—which is likely to come at any time now
—w® delay the revolutionary movement, I do not
know. Much depends upon what happens during
this month of May.

To understand the situation in France today—after
the general strike throughout the country on May
1st and the street fighting that day in Paris where
two workmen were shot and killed, more than 500
workmen, including women and children, and 429
policemen injured—it is necessary for Americans to
know what has been going on in France since the
armistice.

Here are some of the significant facts: The de-
mobilizing of the army has been very slow. The
classes which have been in the army for six years arc
not yet demobilized. The cost of living has been
increasing all the time. The situation “became so
serious at Paris that the government recently began
selling foodstuffs direct to the population at prices
40 to 60 per cent lower than those prevailing in the
markets. Lodging at any price is extremely difficult
to find in Paris.

Wages have risen, but nowhere in proportion to
prices. There are workmen who are getting the
same wages which they received before the war. The
French civilians hired by the A. E. F. are paid the
“going wage” in the locality in which they work.
The girls in the U. S. Army salvage depot at St.
Nazaire are paid six francs ($1) for working ten
hours under most unsanitary conditions. American
soldiers who have to live at St. Nazaire as civilians

are allowed 12 francs a day for food alone. And they
will tell you that it is impossible to get three square
meals for 12 francs.

That much for the économic situation. Now as"
to the political situation. The censorship is still in
power in France. It is as strict as ever. One liberal
Paris evening paper, Bonsoir, was seized by the au-
thorities on three different days during the week pre-
ceding May 1st. The first time was for reprinting
from the London Daily Mail an interview with Mar-
shal Foch in which he argued that the northern boun-
dary of France should be the Rhine. The next time
for an article on the censorship. The third time for
reprinting a paragraph which the censor allowed the
Paris edition of the Chicago Tribune to publish. The
story said that Clemenceau and Lloyd George had -
given their approval to Wilson’s memorandum to

-~Italy on Fiume before it was published.

Then, the government has issued no amnesty proc-
lamation for the many Frenchmen in prison for polit-
ical reasons. Instead the court martials are still busy
ingseasing their number. And Paris is still under
the state of siege—the military. government—pro-
claimed at the beginning of the war. General elec-
tions are overdue but no definite date has Leen set
for them, glthough the registration of voters was re-
cently ended. A

As for the Peace Conference, the working class ha
lost its faith in the power of Wilson, though it still
regards him as a friend, for he is bitterly criticised by
all the bourgeois press in France. The working class
has never had confidence in the Clemenceau govern-
ment. It is strongly opposed to his imperialistic
policy and to intervention in Russia.

No outline of the political situation in France today
would be complete without reference to the acquittal
by a bourgeois jury last March of Villain, the man
who assassinated Jaures at the outbreak of the war.
Jaures was the acknowledged leader of the French
proletariat. He was generally conceded to have been
one of the really great Frenchmen. At the trial of
his assassin, not only the Socialists and Syndicalists,
who, as a body, almost idolize him, but men from
other parties, former prime ministers, Sorbonne pro-
fessors, generals, paid homage to Jaures on the wit-
ness stand. The trial consisted of but one eulogy
after another—there was no question at all of the
guilt of Villain. His attorneys merely pleaded that
he had been actuated by the “noble motive of patriot-
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ism.” They told the jury that if it condemned Villain
it would thus be giving its approval to the anti-war
teachings of Jaures.

It is not too much to say that all France was stupe-
- fied by the verdict. The acquittal was even con-
demned by the bourgeois press. Everyone compared
it to the Cottin verdict. Cottin who had lightly
wounded Clemenceau, was tried by court-martial
within a month and condemned to death.* Villain,
who had killed Jaures, was tried by jury, five years
after his crime, and went scot free.

All over France there were manifestations, meet-
ings, parades, strikes, in protest against the verdict.
At Paris on Sunday, April 6th, for three hours 1
watched Socialists and Syndicalists, 150,000 strong,
march by the bust of Jaures, dipping their red flags
before the statue of their martyred dead. A Poilu or
French officer in the parade would step out, time and
again, take off his war cross or military medal, and
pin it to the velvet upon which the bust rested.

The manifestants paraded for nearly a mile, sing-
g the Internationale and hooting: Clemenceau. The
broad avenue Henri Martin was lined with a crowd
of nearly 150,000. The great majority of the crowd
cheered the manifestants and wore the red insignia
of revolt. This was the first time since the war that
a red flag had appeared on a street in Paris.

There were a few policemen scattered along the
route of the parade to keep the crowd back. The
manifestants had promised to appoint their own com-
rades to assure order and they did. There was no
trouble until near the end of the parade when a group
of police came out of one of their stations and seized
the placard which the Anarchist section was carrying.
This placard bore a quotation from Clemenceau—the
Clemenceau of other days. It was, “What can we say
of the judges? They do their job—what they are told
to do.” And on the other side, another quotation from
Clemenceau: “Shame on a country where one must
keep silent.” The seizing of this placard started a
small fight, in which several workmen and policemen
were beaten up. Order was restored by the delegates
of the workmen. After the parade Lwa’s over there
were several small fights with police, in which a num-
ber on both sides received injuries. Nothing at all
serious developed, and the press; for the most part,
admitted that the parade had gone off with excellent
order.

This Jaures manifestation served not only as a
vigorous protest, but it also gave the Parisian workers
a sense of their own strength. The Socialist move-
ment has been increasing rapidly since the radical left
got control of the party and its daily paper, Humanite,
in October, 1918. The circulation of Humanite under
Renaudel and the moderate right had dropped to

*Since changed to 10 years in prison.
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40,000. Its circulation April 20, 1918, was 137,000.
On April 30 it was 187,000 and on May 2, 220,000.
Since then it has remained around 208,000, and in the
last two months it has raised over 300,000 francs by
popular subscription to increase the size of the paper.
In the last election, 1914, the Socialists elected 101
deputies to the national chamber, or one-fifth of the
total number of deputies.

As to the Syndicalists, their growth since the armis-
tice has been astounding. Before the war the C. G.
T., the general federation of syndicats in France, had
a paid membership of 600,000. Figures are not avail-
able on its present membership but new syndicats
are now affiliating with it almost every week. The
syndicat of the minor employes pf the State—the pos-
tal clerks, letter carriers, telephone girls, telegraphers,
customs clerks, etc.—lately aligned themselves with
the C. G. T. So have the bank employes, the teachers
in the high schools and grade schools, and the musi-
cians and theatrical actors have formed labor syndi-
cats. And some of the intellectuals are advocating
that the liberal professions and technical men form a
syndicat and adhere to the C. G. T'* As for the

'spirit of solidarity among the syndicalists, no one

who was in France on May 1, 1919, will question that.
Nor will he believe the old story that the C. G. Te is
still hostile to the Socialist party. The C. G. T. had
kept out of politics in the past, but the program for
which it called the general strike May Ist consisted
of two economic and.six political demands. The
entire program was endorsed by the Socialist party,
which is working hand in hand with the Syndicalists. .

A few days before May 1st, big red posters were
pasted all over Paris, signed in big type by a “Con-
federation Nationale du Travail,” urging workmen
not to quit work on May 1st and participate in this
“Bolshevik” demonstration. Obviously, it was a trick
to' confuse the thoughtless by the similarity of the
name to the “Conferation Generale du Travail” and
to create the impréssion that the forces of Labor were
divided over the May 1st manifestation.

On April 30th the posters of the C. G. T. were on
the walls of the city. They called upon every work-
ingman and woman not to work on May 1st:

To ProTEST AGAINST

Intervention in Russia;
The form of the present
tax on wages;

To DEMAND

The 8-hour day;
An amnesty for all;
Rapid and complete de-

mobilization ; The state of siege;
A just peace and disarma- The censorship.
ment.

The Paris section of the C. G. T. decided on April
29th, by a vote of 63 to 54, to parade from the Place
de 1a Concorde over the main boulevards to the Place

*Thig, we learﬁ from the press, they have since done.—Editorial Nete.
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de la Republique on May 1st. The government an-
nounced the next morning that it would not permit
any manifestations on the streets of Paris on that day,
adding that troops had been brought in from the
provinces and would be placed, with police reserves,
“discreetly” around the city. Street parades and
meetings were authorized in all the other cities of
France for May 1st. The Paris Syndicats felt that
they had shown their moderation by the order in
which the Jaures manifestation had gone off. They
decided to hold the May 1st parade despite the gov-
‘ernment’s prohibition. .
Comes May the first. Never was there so general a
strike, so complete a general strike in the history of
France. What happened in Paris was true in all the
cities of the country. Bakeries, butcher shops and
grocery stores were permitted by the Syndicats to
remain open until noon. Some of them did so, but
they had few customers, for nearly everyone had laid
in supplies for several days. “At noon,” says Le
Temps, the organ of the bourgeoisie, * in this Paris
empty and silent, the cessation of work would have
. been total, if the post and telegraph offices had not
continued their services.” And the personnel of these
services showed their solidarity with their comrades
by quitting work for a certain period during the day,
according to the Syndicat plans. The same was true
of the personnel of the gas and electric services and
of the railway stations. " As for the railwaymen, they

struck for periods of time varying with their work.

All the trains were stopped for one minute.

Save for these exceptions, there was no work done
in Paris on May 1st. All transportation within the
city was stopped—none of the subway trains, street
cars or auto-busses ran. There was not a taxi to be
seen on the streets—not a vehicle in fact except a few
French, American and British military automobiles.
At noon there were only a few pedestrians on the main
boulevards and other streets usually full of people.
Iron shutters covered the windows of the stores. The
restaurants were all closed. So were the theatres,
moving picture shows and other places of amusement.
And the innumerable drinking cafes and bars—never
shut in Paris except from 11:30 at night until 6 in the
morning—were closed this day by the strike of the
waiters. Not a newspaper appeared during the day,
except a special number of the Voix du Peuple, the
weekly official organ of the C. G. T.

Such was the situation in Paris—and throughout
France—on May 1st. And it was due to the strike of

the working class and not to the action of the govern-

ment. It was not a “Labor Holiday,” as the Paris
edition of the New York Herald attempted to make
the American soldiers believe. °A. E. F. members
were ordered to keep off the streets, except when on
duty, and not to mingle with the crowd.
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The Syndicats devoted the morning to meetings
held in buildings in all parts of Paris at which com-
memorative cards, giving the C. G. T. demands, which
I have already stated, were distributed to the workers.
About 1 o'clock troops, cavalry and infantry began
gathering in the city, taking up positions on the prin-
cipal streets and places. They were fully armed. Re-
serves of police and of the “Republican Guards” were
much in evidence. Their number was augmented by,
secret police which had been called in from provincial
cities. In the face of this display of armed force and
the bad weather—it rained the greater part of the day
—many began to think that there would be no attempt
to hold the manifestation. And everything was quiet -
until about 2:30, though a crowd was gathering along
the route for the parade, most of them wearing red
insignia. ‘

The Rue Royale, a short street leading to the Place
de la Concorde, was barred in front of the Madeleine
church by a double line of infantry, rifles in hand.
Police reserves were on either hand, and a block be-
hind was a troop of cavalry. A crowd of about 4,000
manifestants filled the place in front of the Madeleine.
They were singing the International and cheering the
troops. I was right back of the infantry, when the
crowd of men—many of whom were soldiers—and
women with hands upraised, with smiles and shouts
of “Vive les Poilus!” came slowly en masse toward
the troops. The infantry line, which had looked
formidable a minute before, gave way without resist-
ance. The crowd, joyfully crying, “They’re with us!”
surged through, only to run up against the line of
cavalry. Bat it gave way in the same manner and
the manifestants gained the Place de la Concorde,
from which the parade was to start.

Immediately a troop of cavalry rode through the
crowd, walking their horses. The manifestants gave
way, cheering the soldiers, and reassembled. 'Then,
while they were doing nothing at all, a group of about
50 police came charging on the run at the crowd. I
know, for I was in the crowd. Everyone began to
scatter but that didn’t prevent the police from knock-
ing down stragglers right and left, mostly with their
fists. I got hit behind.the ear by a passing policeman.
Naturally some resisted. From then on the street
fighting began and it continued with increasing bitter-
ness on both sides. At the very corner of the Hotel

"Crillon, where the American Peace delegation is

housed, I saw two burly policemen beating up a small
French soldier, who wore the War Cross, while a
third policeman stood by. Then the police ran off,
but one of them didn’t get away fast enough to escape
several blows on the head from canes.

The crowd had time to reform, and marched past
the Hotel Crillon, hooting Clemenceau and cheering
Wilson. The hotel balconies and roof were crowded
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with Americans, some of whom waved at the crowd.
A little later it was driven up the Rue Royale again,
past the line of cavalry, by the police.

‘The bugle of the infantry at the Madeleine was

blowing furiously and I ran up there. It was a double
line of bayonets which now faced a crowd of about
8,000. And in front of the troops stood an officer with
his automatic leveled at the crowd, not six feet distant.
Two red flags stood out in the crowd, the banners of
-sections of the Socialist party. And in front of me a
group of crippled soldiers held high this placard,
“Workmen’s Association of Soldiers Mutilated in the
War.” Those in the front part of the crowd were
pleading with the soldiers, many of whom looked thor-
oughly sick of their job.

Then the crowd, arms upstretched, began to move
slowly on toward the gleaming bayonets. A tense
moment. The bayonets shivered nervously, irreso-
lutely. After 51 months of war—before the poilus had
made their triumphal march in Paris—was it to be? No.
The bayonets gave way. They had not fought for this.
The crowd poured through the breach at the side of
the officer with the automatic, red banners waving tri-
umphantly. Working girls and gnzzled workmen
stopped to take the poilus in their arms, hugging and
kissing them, while tears of joy ran down their cheeks.

Some of the soldiers, blushing with emotion, momen-

tarily forgot their rifles, which were handed back to
them by workmen.

All this time I had been standing right behind the
infantry, but now I ran on with the crowd toward the
cavalry. About a thousand of the crowd had already
passed it. I arrived just as a cavalry officer seized one
of the red flags and the police on foot behind the cav-
alry charged on the crowd with sabers drawn. The
crowd fled up side streets, but it was hemmed in on
all sides by police. The flat sides of the sabers were
used at first, but later the edges, and blood began flow-
ing. Leon Jouhaux, general secretary of the C. G. T,
tried to reason with the police. Then arrived a hose
wagon from the fire department and a jet of water was
thrown on the crowd for a moment. The newspapers
next day charged that some one in the crowd fired on
the police here. I was there on the spot and heard no
shooting. Jouhaux asked the crowd to leave, and
others backed him up, saying they were the weaker
here and calling on the manifestants to turn and march
to the Place de la Republique for a monster manifesta-
tion there with their comrades who had been separated
from them.

This was done. I marched with the crowd up the
boulevards to the Opera. Here mounted police barred
the boulevard route. The crowd, increasing in size all
the time, avoided them quietly and went up a parallel
street, the rue Quatre Septembre. Thus it marched
for about a mile, singing the International and chant-
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ing, “Hou! hou! Clemenceau!” There was not a |,
policeman along this route, and there was no trouble.
The crowd passed the Stock Exchange, which was
unguarded, without making any manifestation, though
the employees of the banks and exchange had voted
the previous day a strike for higher wages. This
street is the silk and dry-goods district. The garment
workers had been on strike for a week. A few scat-
tering small stones were thrown at three of the stores, -
doing no damage. That was all until the parade
neared the Place de la Republique.

Here it encountered police reserves, on horse and on®
foot. The police charged with their sabers on the
crowd, scattering it. But it always re-assembled.
There was one saber charge after another. Those in
the crowd who couldn’t get out of the way quickly
were mercilessly cut down by the police. Even women
and children. I saw women, separated from the
crowd, knocked down by policemen and I saw others
cut in the head by police sabers. The police seemed to
really enjoy their work. I've never seen such fury,
such brutality. I saw one man step out of his house on
the sidewalk just as the police were rushing by in pur- .
suit of a crowd. Three of the police immediately fell
on him with their sabers, and he ran for dear life. The
mounted police, sabers flashing, charged on the run
into the crowd in the Place de la Republique several
times.

The crowd by this time would flee panic-stricken as
soon as the police made a move in its direction. But
some of the boys and young men had already begun
to smash on the sidewalks the iron grates around the
trees, using the chunks to throw at the police.

Cavalry began pouring into the place, blocking all
the entrances to it. Ambulances flying a Red Cross
flag were rushing by. It all looked warlike enough.
And dominating the scene was the monument to the
Republic, with bas-reliefs depicting the former revolu-
tions in France. _

But the trouble was not limited to these places
which I have described and which I witnessed. It was
going on in many parts of Paris. Near the Opera one
Syndicalist, Charles Lowe, was shot and killed. By
some one in the crowd, say the police. By a plain-
clothes man, say witnesses who are willing to testify.

The most serious trouble took place at the Eastern
railway station. By repeated saber charges of the
police, on foot and on horse, the crowd was driven up
the Boulevard Magenta to the railway station. Here
a flag-pole was pulled up and with it and the iron
gratings and guards from around the trees a barricade
was erected which successfully stopped the mounted
police charges. Two or three of the mounted police
were knocked off their horses by the rain of chunks of
iron they received from the crowd. Then the mounted
police made a flank attack on the crowd from a side
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street. The crowd took refuge behind the iron fence
in front of the station. Then the foot-police charged
with their revolvers drawn, firing point-blank into the
crowd. There were no shots fired from the crowd. It
fled in a panic through the only exits—the station
doors. 'The police followed, using their sabers at close
quarters. An American soldier, who was standing in
front of the station awaiting his train, received in the
lungs one of the bullets from the police. Thirty-six
men and women from the crowd who had been badly
injured were given first-aid treatment by the American
Red Cross at the station. This account of the fighting
" here was told to me on the spot a half hour later by
an American, a friend of mine, who was thete at the
station at the time. He was in the crowd while the
police were firing on it. He saw the wounded American
carried to the Red Cross. According to him, those in
the crowd who were throwing things at the police were
mostly boys and young men.

Here is the account given in the Petit Journal of
this same fight:

“The storm becoming threatening, M. Morard (in
charge of the police), at the end of his patience, or-
dered a new charge. A moment truly impressive.
With their horses at a gallop the Republican Guards
went to the assault of the Eastern Railway station,
while the police, sabers drawn or armed with their
revolvers, attacked the approach of the station.
There were yells of ‘Death to the cows!™ ‘At the
assassins!’”’ '

The Petit Journal is the organ of M. Stephen Pichon,
French Minister of Foreign Affairs. I cite these
stories of the fighting at the railway station for the
especial reason that the next day the government of-
ficially announced that nane of the soldiers had cart-
ridges and none of the police were armed with their
revolvers. 1 myself saw one policeman at the Place
de la Republique draw his revolver and shoot in the
air. And I know further that the plain-clothes men
were armed with automatics.

A friend of mine, an American civilian who is not a
Socialist, passed by the corner of the Boulevards
Sebastopol and St..Denis about 10 p. m. A crowd of
several thousand had accumulated there, in small
groups, talking over the events of the day. Just then
the police charged from two directions. He, along
with everyone else, started running. He saw a police-
man knock a woman down with his saber and then
kick her. He saw several policemen draw revolvers.
One of them hit him on the head with the butt of his
gun as he ran by. He fell, unconscious for a moment.
When he stagged to his feet, blood streaming down his
face, two policemen were beside him. “But I'm an
American,” he began in French. He is a small man
and he was alone with them. They did not listen, but

*To call eme a “cow” in France is censidered a mortal insult.
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both struck him with their sabers. One blow left a
black and blue spot on his shoulder. The other cut
through his overcoat and clothing and to the bone of
his left arm. The police then ran on, and he made
his way to an American Red Cross station, where his
wounds were dressed. The revolver blow had cut
open his scalp. His case is typical of many which we
both witnessed during the day.

Intermittent fighting went on until 11 p. m. Troops
were posted in the principal places, and around public
buildings, stopping all circulation on several streets.
The Places de la Republique and de la Concorde re-
sembled cavalry encampments. The troops were
withdrawn to their barracks by the government at
I1:40 p. m.

The next day Paris resumed its usual appearance—
outwardly. Underneath, the popular current was
charged with emotion—horror, bitterness, anxiety—
which no one acquainted with the city could escape

noticing. The morning papers were sold out early.

The circulation of Humanite, the Socialist paper,
was 220,000, or 70,000 greater than ever before in its
history. The misrepresentations which Americans
are accustomed to reading in our press on similar oc-
casions were thick in the accounts published by the
bourgeois press. The Journal du Peuple, a Socialist
daily, was seized that morning by the censor. The
most inaccurate accounts of the day were those given
by the three Paris dailies in English, New York
Herald, Chicago Tribune and London Daily Mail.

Several Socialist deputies to Parliament and M.
Leon Jouhaux, secretary of the C. G. T\, were injured
by the police during the day. One deputy, M. Paul
Poncet, was badly beaten and his state was. serious
for several days. It was he who had once protested
in Parliament because young and able-bodied police-
men were not sent to the front when men 47 years
old were being sent there.

M. Jouhaux, who had been named by the govern-
ment as supplementary delegate to the Peace Confer-
ence, immediately sent in his resignation. Messrs.
Compere-Morel and Buisson, moderate Socialist depu-
ties, who were commissioners in the Clemenceau
ministry, also resigned, so that now there is not a
single Socialist or Syndicalist collaborating with the
government.

From my personal observations the first of May
at Paris, I can state that in all the fighting in all the
thousands of manifestants I saw none of them who
was armed with a gun or knife of any sort. Few of
them had canes and, despite the rain, few had um-
brellas. There were many chunks of iron and rocks
thrown, but this was done mostly by street gamins
and young men. I saw a number of policemen badly
injured by missiles or blows from canes, but I saw
three times as many in the crowd injured by the
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sabers and billies of the police: The crowd lacked
leaders- and organization. It rarely showed any
aggressive spirit. Most of the time the manifestants
were running' away from the police, though they
nearly always came back when the police charged
in another direction.

Aside from the completeness of the general strike,

the most important feature of the day was the friendly -

attitude of most of the troops toward the manifes-
tants. There was no mistaking it. And yet, these
were picked companies, brought from the provinces.
The Paris garrison was consigned to its barracks
during the day. The bourgeois has been placing its
reliance in the peasant soldiers. And here, all day
long, they and the crowd fraternized. I never saw
the least violence done by the troops to the manifes-
tants. There was never trouble between the soldiers
and the crowd, it began only when the police arrived.
And after one police attack, I saw iron gratings
broken into chunks in the street right in front of a
troop of cavalry, which did not so much as raise a
hand to stop the proceeding.

The Syndicalists and Socialists are extremely bitter
toward M. Clemenceau, whom they hold personally
responsible for the trouble May 1st. They recall
former occasions when Clemenceau was in power and
similar methods were used against the working class.
Daniel Renoult, speaking of Clemenceau in Humanite
May 2d, says: “The incapable, evil-doing and dirty
personage, made notorious by his historical com-
promises with Cornelius Herz (the Panama Canal
bribery affair) and the massacres of Raon-I'Etape,
Nantes, Narbonne, Draveil and Villeneuve St.
Georges, adds to his glories the bloody May First
of 1919.”

The labor leaders have decided to choose their own
hour for a reply to the government which will be
“more imposing” than that of May 1st. The Social-
ist deputies interpellated the government on the oc-
curences of the day when Parliament re-assembled
May 6th. When M. Pams, Minister of the Interior,
announced that he, and not M. Clemenceau, would
answer for the government, the Socialist deputies in
a body left the Chamber. They believed that Clem-
enceatt was the man to answer them, not only because
he is head of the government but because he is also
Minister of War, and as such is directly responsible
for the government of Paris while the state of siege
continues in force.

M. Pams declared that street manifestations were
authorized all over Paris after the Syndicat leaders
had promised to be responsible for order. He added
that they had all passed off in the best of order. The
manifestation in Paris was forbidden because none of
the labor leaders came to the government to ask per-
mission for it and to promise to maintain order. As
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a matter of fact, the Paris manifestation was decided
late the night of April 28th. The morning papers
next day announced that the government had for-
bidden any street manifestation on May 1st. It
hardly gave the C. G. T\ time to ask permission. And
what is more to the point, I know that the Paris
police long before this had been planning to “get
even” with the Syndicalists on May 1st because of
injuries some policeman had received after the Jaures
demonstration. ~ After M. Pams’ speech the govern-
ment received a unanimous vote of confidence—the
opposition, having left the Chamber, did not vote.
The vote should be attributed to international rather
than domestic policy, for it was taken on the eve of
the reading of the treaty of peace to the German
delegates.

The immediate results of the “bloody May 1st” are
that the French working class is more confident than
ever of its own power, is stronger and more united
and is filled with a much more revolutionary spirit.

And this is only the beginning.

Negro Poems

SPRING IN NEW HAMPSHIRE '

Too green the springing April grass, i
Too blue the silver-speckled sky, o
For me to linger here, alas,
While happy winds go laughing by,
Wasting the golden hours indoors,
Washing windows and scrubbing floors.

Too wonderful the April night,
~ Too faintly sweet the first May flowers,
The stars too gloriously bright,
For me to spend the evening hours,
When fields are fresh and streams are leaping,
Wearied, exhausted, dully sleeping.

THE TIRED WORKER

WHISPER, O my soul!—the afternoon
Is waning into evening—whisper soft! i
Peace, O my rebel heart! for soon the moon
. From out its misty veil will swing aloft!
Be patient, weary body, soon the night
Will weap thee gently in her sable sheet,
And with a leaden sigh thou wilt invite
To rest thy tired hands and aching feet. . . .
The wretched day was theirs, the night is mine;
Come, tender sleep, and fold me to thy breast. . ..
But what steals out the gray clouds red like wine?
O dawn! O dreaded dawn! O let me rest!
Weary my veins, my brain, my life,—have pity!
No! Once again the hard, the ugly city.
Claude McKay.
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BOOKS

A Masterpiece and a Mystery

IT is an extraordinary book—perhaps the best Amer-

ican novel since “Jennie Gehrhardt” and “Ethan
Frome,” to which it has a certain kinship of mood, but
superior to either of these by virtue of its deeper psy-
chological understanding. That being the case, you
may wonder why you have not already heard of it.
Or perhaps you have? It is called “Peter Middleton”
and it is written by Henry K. Marks. You haven’t?
Then let me add a third fact which may serve to ex-
plain your ignorance. It is brought out by a publisher
who is chiefly notable for his efforts on behalf of
young poets whom we may not want to read, but who
are able to borrow, beg or-steal the money to pay for
half the cost of publishing their first volume. It is,
in short, published by Richard G. Badger. And how-
ever heroic Mr. Badger’s services to young poets, we
do not expect to find the book of the year in his gal-
lery. But there it is. And if you ask further why the
other publishers have allowed the most distinguished
contribytion to American fiction in many a year to
slip from their grasp, I can only hazard the supposi-
tion that it is not because they have not had the op-
portunity to publish it. On the contrary, I suspect
that Mr. Badger has been possessed of a certain
amount of “nerve” which they all lack. For the book
includes, though not at all sensationally, an episode
and its consequences which fall into the category of
the extremely “unpleasant.” And on the other hand
it has no sociological intention which might enable
it to be advertised as a warning to the young, etc.
It is from beginning to end a tragedy of the most ter-
rible sort. And that, I think, explains its absence from
the list of a publisher whose imprint carries more
eclat.

But there are other mysteries connected with this
book. It is difficult for me to believe that the name
“Henry K. Marks” is genuine. That so remarkable a
piece of writing should be the first novel of any writer
is fairly incredible. The only thing which restrains
me from believing that Henry K. Marks is the pseudo-
nym under which one of our most experienced writers
has written his masterpiece is simply that I do not
know any American writer who is capable of writ-
ing so good a book in this vein. It might perhaps have
been written by J. D. Beresford if he were sufficiently
acquainted with the milieu in which the story takes
place.

Peter Middleton, the story’s artist-hero, is lacking
in part of the emotional make-up of a regular human
being. He has no combativeness, no selfishness, no
possessiveness, no hate, no jealousy, no suspicion; for
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he is lacking in the emotional enterprise from which
these necessary and healthful emotions spring. In
the world of work, he has only his dreams, and an
instinct for painting them on canvas. When some
poor fool looks at his canvas and says, “Huh! so that
is what you call a picture?” he is not filled with a de-
sire to strike the fellow dead. For unless you want
the admiration of your fellows, their scorn cannot en-
rage you. Unless you feel yourself to be one of them,
you cannot be hurt by their shutting you out from
their fellowship. Unless you want to beat them in
a game in which you are both taking part, you cannot
resent their implicit or explicit judgment of you as
a poor player. Peter wasn’t one of them, he wasn’t
playing the game of life, and when they said things
like that it made him vaguely uncomfortable. It was
perhaps even less annoying than a tuneless hand-organ
playing outside his studio window. But it was a fact
of the same sort—a fact with esthetic and not human
values.

And in love Peter was just as far from human. He
saw and felt only its esthetic values. He really didn’t
know what love was. He had only an infantile emo-
tion to offer a woman, if she asked for anything more
than esthetic appreciation—the emotion of an infant
toward the mother-goddess. But the girl to whom
Peter was married didn’t want to be a mother-goddess
to anybody. She wanted, in fact, a master. She mar-
ried Peter in a revulsion of feeling against her desire
to be mastered by another man. But she swung back
to her norm very quickly and demanded of Peter
precisely the qualities he lacked. She didn’t want to
be his dream-ideal. And she wanted still less to be
regarded as a picture. So there was trouble, and his -
marriage went to smash. :

But: that wasn’t the worst of it. Peter didn’t have
the raging conflict of emotions among' which man-
kind has attempted to arbitrate by means of a code
of honor. He didn’t have the emotions, but he did
have the code of honor. So without knowing why,
without having the hates and the lusts and the prides
which make honor human, he nevertheless followed
the code, or rather the various codes, which require
him as a man of the world to enter into a love affair
with an actress, and again as a newly married husband
not to desert his bride. It is this conception of honor,
superimposed upon an emotional vacuum, which makes
his career so terrible to himself and to others. With-
out that conception of honor he would have been a
fool, an idler, a wastrel, a saint, or a bum—in any
event a comparatively harmelss person. But his code
was continually forcing him to undertake obligations
which he could not fulfill—where he could only bring
wretchedness and misery to everybody.

He was trying to be a part of regular group life.
The book is a tragedy by virtue of his pitiful, un-
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equal struggle to do right when he can only do wrong;
to help, when he can only harm; to be a regular per-
son, when he becomes, just by trying, a criminal. It
is a real struggle with the gods—and it ends in the
only victory such an unfortunate could achieve over
the malevolence of fate, by putting an end to himself.
But the book is scientifically as well as artistically
true, for it contains the hint that under different in-
fluences—influences which he seeks by instinct, but
misses finding by mere accident—he might perhaps
have grown up out of his infantile emotional state,
severed the bond which held him to a dream-mother
and become a man. If Beresford had written the story
I think he would have chosen this alternative, and we
should have had a less intense and poignant and more
broadly appealing book.

For, after all, we read fiction primarily because it
tells us stories about ourselves—what we would like
to be, or have been, or might be. It might seem diffi-
cult for us to identify our fairly normal selves suffi-
ciently with poor Peter Middleton to became interested
in his career. Yet such is not the case. We like to
see things writ large. We like to see our repressed
wishes flung on the canvas in bold, fomantic figures—
as Daredevil Dick, The Three Musketeers, The Vam-
pire Queen. But it is not only our strength and cour-

-age and charm that we like to see exaggerated, but

our weakness, our inadequacy—as in Hamlet, Dos-
toievsky’s idiot Prince, Peter Ibbetson. Indeed, per-
haps the exaggeration serves to disguise from us the

 fact that it is ourselves we are reading about, and

thus frees us from the restrain of self-consciousness.
But certain it is that all of us are inadequate to some
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demands which the world makes upon us;
we seem to lack the motivation, the feelings,
which carry our friends into the thick of
some kinds of life adventure; we hang gin-
gerly at the edge, wondering what it is all
about, and then, carried forward by our
conception of conduct, we go forward with
an inner bewilderment and distaste and as
much outward savoir faire as we can pre-
tend. Is it not so? Sometimes we learn
what it is all about—and sometimes we
don’t. Sometimes we find that we are ex-
actly like everybody else—and sometimes
we don’t. But in most of us there is some
uncomfortable and usually rather silly se-
cret darkly concealed from the world—the
secret that we don’t enjoy the same things,

SWIMMING SONG

SWIM.

My body, white
And slippery—
Sings a song
As it pushes
Through the water
Rhythm quivers
In every nerve—
Pure joy pulses
Through me.
I swim.

Dorothea Coon.

or have the same ambitions, or feel the
same wishes as everybody else. In some
such way, perhaps, can be explained the fas-
cination of this masterpiece of abnormal
psychology.
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dividual, mot “Labor” as a product.
CONSCIOUSNESS—which is a Development.
The World Workers for Real Education in-
vite all interested to investigate. We will
form classes wherever the Work may be
called for. Address 518 Pierce Bldg., Cop-
ley Sq., Boston, Mass.; Christine Brown
Wheeler, Founder and Director, and Fred-
erick Morton Packard, Associate Director.

Join

The Co-operative Leggue
of America

2 West Thirteenth Street
New York City
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to spread knowledge, develop scientific
methods, and give expert advice con-
cerning all phases of Comsumers’ Co-
operation.
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‘“You both write clearly, forcefully, in dic-
tion that is fine, and with ample knowledge
and grasp of your themes. One may dispute
your opinions, but not criticise with much
success your presentation.”

Thomas W. Churchill, former President of
the New York City Board of Education.

“As a former Professor of English, permit
me to.congratulate you both on the skill and
vivacity with which you both write. But far
more important to me than the style of your
writing is the substance,—the courage and
the significance of what you have to say.”

H. Dana, Professor of English and
Comparative therature for ten years in Co-
lumbia University, N. Y

“I have just read the current copy of your
magazine. It has a lot of good stuft in it.”

Roger N. Baldwin.

15 cents a copy - $1.50 a year
The Messenger Publishing Co.
2305 Seventh Avenue New York City

ALONE IN THE MOONLIGHT
AINT stars are gleaming,
Silent and high,
White in the moonlight,
Moths flutter by.

Dark shadows dreaming—
(White dreams have I)—

Black are the tall trees
Touching the sky.

White body gleaming,
Swiftly I fly

On to your doorway,
Eager and shy.

Was it but seeming

I heard your cry?
Alone in the moonlight
Weeping I lie.

Sarah Hammond Kelly.

DIVISION

HE kissed her sorrow-stricken face,
And she was passive to his touch.
His lips pressed weakly on her face
But they had sorrowed over-much.
Their grief rose like a misty wall
Dividing all.

He kissed her hand and let it slide
Among the shadows of her dress.
The welcome twilight came to hide
Them both within its filminess.
His heart was far too sad to weep.
She fell asleep.

He watched her sorrow-stricken face.
Divided by eternity

Each soul within that little space
Drowned in its own identity.

Yet, in his awful tenderness,

He kissed her dress.

Doris Pascal.

DISILLUSIONMENT
I WALKED the hills of morning
A gay and sunlit god,
I strode along the meadows
Among the golden rod.

—My body’s beauty thrilled me,
Its length and leveliness,

Its firm and swelling muscles,

Its strength and suppleness.

I did not look upon it,
I simply felt it there,

And knew it matched the morning;
It seemed so straight and fair.

But soon I grew so weary
I spread it out to rest,
And when I looked to see it
I found that it was dressed.

Harrison Hires,
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right thinking and offers the great philosoph-
er's panacea against world wars and misery,
helping mankind to eradicate all those false
feelings, desires and doctrines, personal, social,
economic and religious, which are responsible
for the present plight of humanity.
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SUPERSTITION

HE ink is dark and snperstitidus;
I know it holds the word I seek.

I stir the ink-pot roundly,

But it balks me and blots darkly—
“If you name the thing, remember!
Then it’s gone!”

It’s a sound of tiny bells,

It’s a garden of sweet smells,

It’s star tangle, it’s blood bubble—
It’s fervid as a little candle’s prayer!

It syncopates my stillness
Like the ticking of a clock,
And oh, it’s name! I seek it—
But the ink-pot will not yield it
It balks me and blots darkly—
“Remember! if you name the thing—
It’s gone!”
Jeannette Derby.

LABOR

RICK walls built by Labor
Keeps the sun away;

Towers wrought by Labor

Set cold winds at play;
Fires stoked by Labor

Make the sky dark gray;
So what is the good of

Labor anyway?

Elizabeth Thomas.

EASTER

T is Easter night.
Over the town in the churches
The preachers preach sermons.
(Radiant lilies, soft lights, quiet carpets)
The choir sings, “Christ is Arisen.”

1t is Easter night.

Down in a labor hall

Sitting on rattling benches,
Standing on sawdust floors,

Eyes straining against harsh lights,
The People are listening.

A young man is talking.

He is telling the truth about Russia.
The truth is good.

And the people know Christ is arisen!

Chineta W. Rice.
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eral policies of the Carranza gov-
ernment, is told every month in
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such articles as:

“Keep Hands off Mexico!”

“Who is Financing Diaz and Villa?”

“The Catholic Church—the Cancer
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“The New Germany.”
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WE are publishing the writings of authors who dare to be rebels. We
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in thought, the revolution in ethics, the revolution in art, and the revolution
in industry. Boiler-plate literature does not appeal to us, and we believe it is
becoming increasingly nauseating tolarge groups of intelligent people. We
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lish books of burning truth which may corrode and scorch the timid flesh of
our literary pundits. Any book that is vital and interesting cannot be too
strong nor too plain to suit us.

(416 pages, illustrated by Gropper, Price $2.00)

This startling labor novel is one of the literary sensations of the year. Orders cover-
ing almost the entire first edition are in hand before the book is off the press. In present-
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and the exotic. He is the rebel among writers, just as he has been the rebel among labor
leaders. REVOLT! is the strongest piece of writing since Jack London.

(Price $1.00)

At his best, Charles Wood makes people think; at his worst he makes them laugh.
Here he is at his damndest. HURRAH FOR SIN! is the most intimate lot of revolution-
ary vaudeville you ever missed. It’s the sort of stuff that no “respectacle” publisher would
print and that every ‘“respectable” person longs to read. Wood knows that either he is
crazy or the world is, and he has decided to make the best—and funniest——of it.

OTHER BOOKS IN PREPARATION
A great book on the wreck of the Constitution. (Price $1.50.)

This is part of our program. Other volumes will follow. We want to put you on our mailing
list. We want to send you our catalog. We will publish the books, but it is you—our unknown
friends—who will read them and give them success. Others who have tried to be untrammelled
have failed. But we are just innocent enough not to worry about that. If you are interested
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