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Agriculturally, Bavaria could have supported itself with-
out outside help. Its railroad equipment was still mod-
erately good, and the administration of it was its own.

Its peasants, though mostly small conservative land- -

owners, under Catholic influences and demanding ex-
actly the things which the city could not give them, would
have accommodated themselves to any government that
did not too much prick their prejudices. Above all,
Bavaria’s army was Bavaria’s, and the whole population,
not excluding the middle-class, was prepared to resent
any interference from Prussia. If there had not been
the remnant of a Bavarian government to ask for mili-
tary aid, Berlin would never have dared place a Prussian
soldier on Bavarian soil.

But the revolutionary government, once establlshed m
Bavaria, would have needed to administer the country at
once firmly and moderately to prevent the out-croppings
of counter-revolution. * And it does not appear that there
was sufficient ability among the revolutionaries to have
assured such administration. At least the talents- that
existed were continually clashing. Only with difficulty
could a man like Toller have come to the position of
authority which he deserved. All in all, and making
every allowance for the extraordinary difficulties of the
situation, the government, especially after the first week,
was inexcusably capricious, harsh and ineffectual. Some
of the esseéntial measures which the Buda-Pesth govern-
ment took in the first twenty-four hours, were delayed
for ten days. Important precautions were neglected
until disorder and distrust had become general. The
civil measures undertaken had in general no relation to
the terrible needs of the moment. The factory councils
busied themselves with the introduction of soviet self-
government in the schools, with an ordinance forbidding
amateur theatricals, with the promotion of a “revolu-
tionary artists’ soviet,” with a general strike of the chil-
dren to demand a shorter school-day. Instead of form-
ing a financial reserve by the confiscation of gold, Maen-
ner, the commissary for finance, announced that the
issues of paper maney which he was printing would pro-
tect the financial condition of the government for four
weeks, provided the Prussian troops did not capture the
paper factory at Dachau.
‘marks if notes.) But the supreme blunder was the ten-
«day general strike. The political-tactical reasons for such
.a strike are clear. It keeps the working class in a state
of expectation and receptivity to mass movements and
facilitates the recruiting and drilling of the red army.
"But in a city like Munich, which was practically be-
leaguered, it was suicidal. - It shattered communication
aand traffic, demoralized the food supply, and created a
.general nervousness which led to mad results. In the
-end the workers attacked the general strike as the chief
«cause of their troubles, and the authority of the Com-
wnunists was broken.

With so little political realism in its leaders, the Munich

(He actually issued 2,600,000

“Yet .
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experiment had scarcely a chance to succeed. Irrespon-
sible mass emotions, frivolous or purposeless impulses
among the leaders—these were the diseases of Bavaria.
But not of Bavaria alone. They are diseases of all revo-
lutionary Germany. The workers, new to the feeling of
liberty, are opposed by a class which is master ot all the
arts of government by trickery and force. They allow
themselves to be provoked with mathematical certainty,
to be divided by absurd expedients. They are brave,
inconceivably brave. They will walk up to the snout of
a machine gun. But they will not trouble to find out
whether anyone else will do the same thing at the same
time. Workingmen have been slaughtered by the hun-
dreds in Germany in the last six months, for lack of real-
1stic and unified leadership.

The German workers.are still children of the paternal
Hohenzollern era. Their apprenticeship in revolutionary
method has been all too short. They are impotent against
the firm-willed, ruthless, Prussian military machine,
which is becoming stronger, more brutal and more
shameless every week. They are only beginning, as a
class, to become aware of their enemy—the same feudal
Junker autocracy against which so many armies strug-
gled up to Jast November.

But through innumerable defeats they are becoming
Wiser. With the blood which ran in Munich’s streets
they are washing the scales from their eyes.

REPRIEVE

O sweet it is to feel the shackles loose
And sinking with no menace in their sound

Down iv tiie peacerui, water-freshened ground!
So sweet to know that but mine own abuse
Of the grave creed of duty wove the noose
About my living throat,.and that I bound
Myself, a needless sacrifice, and found—
What wonder!—God a stony-featured Zeus.

O soil beneath my feet, more wise than 1!
Your countless generations and your swarms
In leaf, and scum, and crystal, all the storms
That build the year and scatter it, they cry
Throughout their deathless rainbow-rhythmed forms
“The Law is yours to live by, not te diel”

Judith Ish-Kishor.

THE REBEL

HEY chained his wrists across,
And the clean music of his lips they pressed
From silence into loss.
The slim red stains about his mouth and breast, .
Widened and dripped. . . . We thought that he had died . . .
Felt sudden at our hearts life’s dross.
. there was once amother tried,
And nailed upon a cross.
Kathryn Peck.
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All About It

Art Young n Washiﬂgton

W’Y HEN Woodrow Wilson came down the gangplank
with his League of Nations he had become so
used to hearing that tearful admonition “Stand behind
the President!” that he had a right to expect everybody
to stand behind him, right or wrong, through reconstruc-
tion as well as war. -
If not, why not?

I went to Washington and found that this patriotic
injunction, with its penalties, is not now observed, but
instead, about half of political Washington is not stand-
ing behind the President, except for the purpose of kick-
ing him. '

Finding himself in an atmosphere of dissent, the Pres-
ident forthwith calls the disloyal Senators to confer with
him—and to whisper secretly to each in his turn why he

THE LIBERATOR
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had to do it. And the chances are, his reasons for every
page in the Treaty of Peace are as good as the reasons
advanced against it, if you call this sort of thing reason.

It ought to be remembered that the Senate, except for
“a little group of wilful men,” of which La Follette was
the fighting member, got what it wanted from Mr. Wil-
son, and Mr. Wilson got what he wanted from the Sen-
ate when war was declared. As a result of that war the
Senate now has a treaty and a League of Nations on its
hands. And besides that it has revolutions, debts to col-
lect, and other troubles the world over, and frankly the
United States Senate doesn’t know what to do. You

might think that anything bearing the sacred name of
“covenant” would be treated with respect.

But it is not.

BORAH WALSH JOHNSON™ Knox,

Both Democrats and Republicans criticise the treaty
and the covenant. But of course the hypercritics are
the  Republicans. Thomas and Walsh are Democrats.
Hiram Johnson, Borah, Brandegee and Knox are Re-
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publicans. As a sample of the temper displayed by the
opponents, take the following from Walsh, the Massa-
chusetts Senator (Democrat) : "

“All the elements of greed, personal suspicion and jeal-
ousy are only too evident in almost every article of the
treaty,” and again: “The treaty is worse for us than
even the League of Nations, bad as it is.”

Some of the Senators have said that they would like
to have the wording of the articles “clarified.”

Now enter Elihu Root and Charles E. Hughes—pro-
fessional clarifiers. After deep thought they propose that
reservations be attached to the act of ratification, and,
says Mr. Hughes, “Those either here or abroad who
oppose reasonable interpretations, or reservations, on our
part will take a heavy responsibility.” So, of course, the
interpretations will be “reasonable.” Be it said that Mr.
Taft also advocates “reasonable” reservations.

v
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There has been very little impromptu speaking in the
Senate on the League and treaty. The weight of the
subject has prompted the statesmen to carefully prepare
and read from their manuscripts. Most of them speak
with the typical intensity of a lawyer with a difficult case.
Senator Harrison of Mississippi loudly characterized the
opponents of the sacred document as “hell-hounds,” at
which Senator Borah rubbed his nose and smiled.

SHANTUNG

One of the questions that most engages the minds of
the mighty statesmen is Shantung. In cutting the pie,
why did the President give Japan a piece?
right for John Bull to get all that he craved, but it should
have been enough for Japan just to sit at the table.  °

No objection has been 'shown to the punitive indem-
nities, the penalties, and sums of- money, to be paid to
the Allies. Republicans and Democrats seem to agree
that these provisions are not too drastic. If, however,
besides the 170,000 milch cows, Germany had been com-
pelled to give up 170,000 babies to be raised in a country
of high ideals—where they could have an opportunity
to grow to manhood and womanhood and listen to United
States Senators—the Treaty of course would have been
still better.

But how to make Germany pay what she hasn’t got,
is a proposition of absorbing moment. Hearings were
held daily by the Foreign Relations Committee. At

It was all



7ake that
AatT o0Qpa
that rail . [ "

., .

NERONY WY

1 and 2. Visitors’ Gallery for men,
where the conversation consists of a
whispered, “Who’s that talking ?”

3. QGallery for men and women by
card.

4, Atlee Pomerene of Ohio—a Sen-
ator, not a fruit.

5. Senator Bankhead of Alabama,
sometimes referred to as “Bunkhead.”

6. Senator Hoke Smith of Georgia—
‘veteran of politics, and rich.

7. Senator Pat Harris of Mississippi,
sketched while making his maiden
speech. He is saying that “he who holds
Ireland in higher respect and in greater
esteem than his own blessed United
States, ought to move to Ireland.”

The Democratic Side of the

8. Senator Wolcott of Delaware—
just another lawyer.

9. Senator Thomas of Colorado-—who
recently said:
in the United States Senate.” His quota
of talk is exceeded by none.

10. Senator Swanson of Virginia—
successor to Jim Ham Lewis as de-
fender of the administration, and di-
rector of the voting machine.

11. Senator John Sharp Williams of
Mississippi—a book-fed debater on any
subject, purposeless, and fond of droli
abstract philosophy.

12. Senator Lee Overman of North
Carolina—author of the Espionage Law,
pompous before the war, now bends at
the knees and sags.

\ -
i
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“There is too much talk '

S
8

Senate

13. Senator Fernifold Simmons of
North Carolina—wizard of finance.

14. Senator Gilbert Hitchcock of
Nebraska—ranking member of the
Committee on Foreign Relations. He
W‘alks.around with a responsible dig-
nity, jerking one leg ahead and then
the other, the while wiggling his fingers
as if to find the right key.

To the right of the picture-is a vase
given to the Senate by the French Gov-
ernment—reported to be worth $5,000.
The door-man told me he had his doubts.

This is the Democratic side of the
Senate as I saw it the last week of July
and, except for the palm beach suits, at
any other time it is quite similar.
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these hearings Bernard Baruch, economic adviser to the

American peace delegation, told the Senators what could
be done to guard American interests.

%F NATIONS

l/;////////////

Obviously the League of Nations is an attempt to form
a trust, to put down international competition. In that
sense it is “‘a step in the right direction” for capitalism.
And just as any trust is helpful and sympathetic toward
a private individual who is trying to gain his freedom in
his own way, just so the League of Nations will help and
sympathize with Ireland, or Hungary, or any nation
struggling for its own kind of freedom—especially if
that freedom happens to be industrial in its nature and
not merely political. That is the covenant. It is the
last stand of Commercial aristocracy, in collusion with
kings, premiers and labor fakirs. But it is not yet plain
to American business that we had better form such an
alliance. If we do, there must be plenty of reservations.
Capitalism of course is already international, so why
make a covenant out of it? The next thing you knew,
people will become “international and align themselves
boldly against the common enemy. So let us make “rea-
sonable” reservations.

Out of the discussion the Republicans hope to get an
issue. Just as the tariff on tin was an issue for ten years,
the next issue may be the right or wrong of Shantung.
There is this to be said for a League of Nations—it
sounds good. A federation of all people without regard
to nationality, sounds better to one listening for peace
and happiness.

In spite of doubts and discord the Senate will ratify
the treaty and accept the League of Nations. And in the
grand finale the Republicans will sing in the chorus of
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ratification. Their singing will be out of key, however,
and they will point with pride to their amendments as
the feature that saved the show from failure.

COVENANT
y
TRIUMPHANT

PRIMAVERA

SAID, “This is a lovely day.”
The spring lay on the hillside where we lay.
And you replied,
“There is no peace, my friend,
Like friendship. My content would end
If love should come between us like a sword.”

I laughed a little, low,
“Then all this same would be no more the same..”

“For all these green-leafed trees would be aflame.”

“And all these skiey clouds would rest
Burning and white like hands upon my breast.”

“And all your burnished hair,
Spread out beside me there,

Would be red poppy petals wilted round your face,
And all your throat would be a silken snare.”

“Indeed,” I softly said,

“Our pleasure would be pain,

And love would wound us like a whetted blade.”
And yet,—again

Next day, returned we to that place.

Mary Senior,

SPELLS

HIS moment
Is like a charm bearing a secret perfume.

It drifts about us
To the singing of plaintive strings,
To the calling of sad flutes.
From the red fury of the world we capture
A tombed magic out of old Asia,
A gift as frail as life.

Babette Deutsch.
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BLOCKING THE GENERAL STRIKE

Paris, July 28.
HE calling-off of the general strike annoynced in
France for July 21 was a great victory for Samuel
Gompers. It marked the adherence of the leaders of
the French trade-unions to the Gompersian program of
class collaboration. The old tradition of the French
syndicats had just two points in common with the Gom-
persian tradition: it was a trades-union tradition, and it
was opposed to political action. It was -opposed to
political action because the French workers believed that
political action meant a truce in the class struggle, and
thev believed they could attain their revolutionary goal
more effectively through economic means. Fundamental
in the old tradition was the doctrine of the relentless
class struggle. And the July 21 strike was called off
nominally because the government promised an amnesty
law and measures against the high cost of living, and

because the government seemed about to fall any way!

Such excuses show how far the trade-union leaders
had strayed from their old tradition. In reality the strike
was called off because the leaders of the General Con-
federation of Labor had never wanted the strike, had
done nothing to promote it, and were hunting for excuses
to call it off. It was called in the heat of the great June
strikes when half a million men were on strike in France
and revolutionary feeling was running high. TUnion
workers came very near declaring a general strike spon-
taneously without waiting for their leaders. Then Jou-
haux and the veterans of the Confederation stepped for-
ward. :

“We will call a general strike,” they declared, “for
July 21.” July 21 was six weeks away. Before July 21
came, the metal strike had failed, the workers were back
in the shops, and the psychological moment had passed.

Jouhaux and his colleagues deliberately postponed the
general strike in order to avoid revolution. They told me
so, privately, at the time. “We are not ready for revo-
lution,” they said. “It would mean chaos. The masses
" are mad to-day—if we call a twenty-four hour strike
they will stay out. They won't go back to work. That
would mean revolution—and chaos.”

“But,” they added, “we have to call a strike to keep
them from doing it themselves. So we put the date six
weeks hence when people will be calmer.”

Then- they proceeded further to sabotage the strike.
The original plan was a three-country strike against in-
tervention in Russia and Hungary. The French leaders
announced that it would be for demobilization and
amnesty as well.
tionary excitement of mid-June had died down, they an-
nounced that it would be against the high cost of living,
too. In the manifestoes which preceded the day of the

A few weeks later, when the revolu-

strike there was almost no word against intervention in
Russia and Hungary—nothing but the high cost of liv-
ing. Naturally the workers lost interest: a strike against
intervention might have some effect, but it was evident
that a strike would not bring down the skyrocketing food
prices. The bourgeois propagandists naturally pressed
the point in all the capitalist press and in the posters with
which they adorned the public buildings of Paris.

The Confederation of Labor did nothing to push the
strike. They did not put up one poster in reply to the
huge bills, “Bolshevik Strikes,” “Marxism vomited by
the Germans,” “The Strikers against France,” which met
the eye everywhere. The manifestoes which they issued
in the labor press were  apologetic, hesitating, some
thought deliberately weak. Bidegaray, the secretary of
the railwaymen, was quoted in the capitalist press—
and quoted correctly—as denouncing the strike, and
claiming that it would upset demobilization for two
weeks. Naturally some of the provincial railwaymen’s
unions voted not to join the strike,

Clemenceau called Jouhaux and his fellows of the ex-
ecutive committee of the Confederation into conference
July 18. He promised an amnesty to over a hundred
thousand military and industrial prisoners (though his
promise has since developed leaks; his project of am-
nesty excludes the military objectors and strike leaders) ;
he promised to hurry up demobilization ; he assured them
that it was really the British government which was
backing Kolchak and Denikine. Jouhaux did not know,
as he talked, that Clemenceau had just been beaten on a
vote in the Chamber; one of the Socialist deputies sent
him a note to that effect, but he did not open it until he
had left Clemenceau’s office. That night the executive
committee heard the news. With a sigh of relief they
grasped the straw and claimed that the fall of the gov-
ernment was excuse enough to call off the strike. To be
sure, the government did not fall; Clemenceau changed
his food minister and the Chamber voted itself satisfied.
But the strike was off. ’

It was a great victory for the policy of class collabora-
tion, of trusting to governmental promises, of heeding
the advice of Samuel Gompers. The defeat was the de-
feat of the French working-class and a setback for the
working-class of the world but it was not due to the
generals of the bourgeosie: it was due to the generals of
the French trade-unions. They are the same men who
in 1914 renounced the struggle of the working-class and
sacrificed everything for the national defense; they have
not changed since. The French socialists have changed
their leadership; the fiasco of July 21 has justified those
who are working for a change in the leadership of the
trade-unions. LeEwis GANNETT.



TO A SYCAMORE

THROUGH jail windows, down a city street,
Against the cloudless winter sky I watch you,

Old friend Sycamore, your branches tossing stiffly, -

Your myriad seed-balls swinging in the wind

Like little bells hung upon a Christmas tree,

Making music in the winter breeze for those who know your
song.

For those who know your varied grandeur in the valleys

Where mottled giants rise, stretching up bared arms to
heaven

Gleaming white against the blue;

For those who know you in the summer forest,

Towering, gaunt, open in the mass of green,

Your sparse leaves dancing merry in the wind;

For those who know you in the gold of autumn

And in the greening-gray of spring . . .

To them all I proclaim you best in winter,

In your naked beauty of smooth round limbs,

Your skin of changing browns and greens and cream—

Your fairy pendant bells swinging, ringing in the wind,

And I proclain you best this winter,

Here where in the murky city street you stand,

That we, shut in from life behind these bars, may watch and

hear you—
We who know your song.

Roger Baldwin.

A SQUIRREL

SAW a factory hand

Let out for his twenty minutes at noon,
Watching a squirrel in a cage ‘ :
Treading a wheel.
“Gee, it must be something awful
To have to do that day in and day out,” he said.
Just then came the shrill shriek of the whistle.
The man shot into the factory door
As if blown in by a gun. ‘
I don’t know what the squirrel thought.

Annette Wynne.

* AT YOUR TRIAL

OUR name is called
And you step forward to the bar,
Unafraid and unashamed you stand
A challenge
To them who are to take you from me.
Men tell of your crime,
How you dared to speak the truth
To workingmen,
How you tried to give children laughter
And starved souls beauty.
The judge frowns and the jury is shocked,
. People whisper about the terrible Bolshevik,
But X feel very humble in the thought
That you have given me your kisses. .
Martha H. Foley.

TO THE WHITE FIENDS

HINK you I am not fiend and savage, too?
Think you I could not arm me with a gun
And shoot down ten of you for every one
Of my black brothers murdered, burnt by you?
Be not deceived, for every deed you do
I could match—out-match: am I not Africa’s son,
Black of that black land where black deeds are done?

But the Almighty from the darkness drew
My soul and said: Even thou shalt be a light
Awhile to burn on the benighted earth,

Thy dusky face I set among the white

For thee to prove thyself of highest worth;
Before the world is swallowed up in night,
To show thy little lamp; go forth, go forth!

Claude McKay.

MY NEIGHBOR SAYS
“Thank God, the War Is Over.”

HANK GOD! A wounded world to-day
Has torn the armor from her breast
Has thrown the dripping sword away,
And lies at rest.

Thank God! The fields, once fair and fresh,
Now wet with many an ugly stain,

Will soon be rid of rotting flesh
And bloom again.

Thank God! Pale women, motionless,
Who lost what they were forced to give,
Will .throw aside the mourning dress
And try to live.

Thank God! There’s nothing left to harm
And all we loved is bruised and cut;
A crippled world lays down her arms.
Thank God! For what?
Evelyn Gutman.

THE DEAD SING

O MOURN with us, who were too wise for wonder,
~ Or futile railing at the things that are;
But wove light song against a warp of thunder,
And went out in the red dawn, like a star.

We shall not feel the freedom of great spaces,

Or hear the gutters run with April rain,

Or know the touch of soft hands on our faces,
Or rest that follows in the wake of pain,
We shall not waken when the winds of dawn
Lilt down the orchard where the vireos warble,

Or watch the ceiling where the sunbeams creep;
Nor shall we ever even look upon

The dear inimitable white of marble

That you will rear above us where we sleep.

John French Wilson.
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British Labor 1s ,de?ing ,

By Crystal Eastman

T was my good fortune to see the great British Labor
Party, at its official convention on Friday, June 27th,
vote overwhelmingly in favor of industrial action to
stop the Allied butchery and torture of Soviet Russia.
It was a 2 to 1 vote on a motion to instruct its National
Executive “to consult the Parliamentary Committee of
the Trades Union Congress with the view to effective
action being taken . . . by the unreserved use of their
Political and Industrial Power,” to stop Allied interven-
tion in Russia, “whether by force of arms, by supply of
munitions, by financial subsidies, or by commercial
blockade.”

This action was not taken blindly or with temporary
emotion. The use of “direct” or industrial action for
political ends has been quite widely and on the whole
respectfully discussed in the British press for the past
two months. Liberal editors have gone out of their way
to praise the strike as an excellent weapon for achieving
industrial ends—wages, hours, conditions of labor—but
to warn against it as dangerous, undemocratic, and un-
constitutional when employed for political ends. The
old line labor leaders, like Clynes, Ben Tillett, and Have-
lock Wilson, have made it clear that they are in violent
agreement with the capitalist editors on this point. Ar-
thur Henderson, also, of course, is firmly and sadly
opposed. Henderson is still executive secretary of the
Labor Party, but nevertheless, with his black coat and
his general air of being a shrewd and solid banker su-
perintending a Sunday School, he belongs irrevocably to
the past, and he seemns to me to realize it. The Labor
Party Executive did their best to keep the issue from
coming up at the conference. - They urged, in their report
to the conference, that “if the British labor movement
is to institute a new precedent in our industrial history
by initiating a general strike for the purpose of achiev-

ing not industrial but political objects,” the trade unions -

themselves, and not the Labor Party, should determine
the plan. :

The chairman in his opening remarks declared : “Either
we are constitutionalists or we’re not constitutionalists.

If we believe in the efficacy of the political weapon—and

we do, or we wouldn’t have a labor party—then it is
both unwise and undemocratic, because we were defeated
at the polls, to turn round and resort to the industrial
weapon.”

But the new leaders, Smillie, with his 600,000 miners
behind him; Frank Hodges, the keen young miners’ sec-
retary who has won distinction on the coal commission;
Bob Williams, General Secretary of the Transport

- workers to determine the question.

“place.

Workers who carries the majority of their votes; Cramp,
President of the Railwaymen’s Union ; the Glasgow men,
David Kirkwood and Neill McLean, M. P.; the Man-
chester group, all these declared themselves in favor of
a general strike in defense of Russia. They did this

clearly and intelligently and without illusions as to its

possible consequences.

“They call this measure unconstitutional,” said Bob
Williams, who is a big Welshman, fiery, eloquent and
humorous, “but I tell you the constitution of the Trades
Union movement is what circumstances make it. Is the
war against Russia a constitutional war? There is much
talk about the Triple Alliance, but it isn’t only there that
the workers are ready. Churchill has thrown down a
challenge on this Russian matter and I believe at least
a million, the pick of the British workers, are ready to
accept it. All we ask is an opportunity for trades union
Unless the leaders
act, the workers will act by themselves. . . . ' And what’s
more the soldiers and sailors and police cannot be relied
on to defeat a general strike if and when one takes
The soldiers to begin with aren’t very reliable;
the sailors are more unreliable than the soldiers; and the
police ave more unreliable than the sailors!” Shouts of
laughter and applause followed this. Williams seems to
be accepted as an orator chiefly, a man who perhaps
goes farther in a speech than in action.

Smillie is just the opposite type—a man whose thoughts
and plans, I am sure, go ahead of his public utterances.
Smillie had fought this question out in the meetings of
the Triple Alliance, and he must have known which way
the strength of the Congress lay, for he just said enough
to show where he stood, and sat down. These were his
points: (1) It is a strange and sinister thing to find
Mr. Henderson and the Executive Committee of the
Labor Party taking the same position on this question
that every exploiter of, labor in the country is taking.
(2) What is called direct action may be constitutional
action. For every trade-unionist to stop work at once
might be perfectly constitutional. It would be justified
if the cause was sufficient. (3) It is impossible to draw
the line between political and industrial questions. Na-
tionalization of the mines is certainly a political question,
yet no one will deny that the government was forced to
action in this direction by the miners’ strike, and the
Executive Committee of the Labor Party will congratu-
late the miners on their action. (4) Direct action does
not mean an end of political action. Labor failed in the
elections because the workers are not sufficiently class-
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conscious, and because they were deceived by the gov-
ernment. Now it is our duty to let our 62 members in
parliament know what we want—by industrial action.

Next came James Seddon, M. P., of the Dockers’
Union. He was greeted with “Hello, Jimmie—another
forlorn hope!” An oldish man with a caved-in face, he
managed with the help of the Chairman’s frequent ap-
peals, “Give order, will you please! Shut up and give
order, will you?”’—to state the ancient case.

“What’s the use of talking about industrial action?

There are 4,000,000 trade-unionists, yet we got only 2%
million votes in the general election and a large part of
these were from the middle class. (As if this weren’t
the very central argument for direct action!). . ..
. There is a more comfortable way of dealing with Chur-
chill when the next election comes around, yes even if
it takes four years (cries of “How about Russia?”
“What will happen to Russia?”) it’s better than risking
civil war. A general strike will mean a revolution. You’'ll
be letting mad dogs loose, you'll be encouraging an ele-
ment rife today in the trades union movement, an ele-
ment you caw’t control,” etc., etc.

He was perfectly right. It would be letting loose an
element which he and his type—labor leaders, as one
speaker put it, “who like to be called level-headed trade
unionists in the Capitalist Press”—cannot control. .

Then followed Bromley, an engineer who briefly sup-
ported Smillie, “We’ve been betrayed pohtlcally We
mustn’t take it lying down. We must swing the indus-
trial movement back of the political movement and unite
them.”

The oppomtxon countered again with an M. P., but by
this time the delegates, knowing how they were going
to vote, were very impatient and unruly. The Chairman,
a likable Irishman named McGurk, made a last desperate
appeal— ‘There were no interruptions when Williams
.spoke, or when Smillie spoke or when Bromley spoke.
Well for God in heaven’s sake, be tolerant now and
give order!”
“knew no more slippery slope” for labor to start on
than this one of industrial action for political ends.
“We've been declaring we should soon have a labor
government—we must have faith, we must use the trades
unions to build up the political party. We must have
patience, we must educate the worker. . . .”

So it went. Every opponent of industrial action called
attention to labor’s defeat at the polls as a warning and
thus gave his case away. For if labor in Great Britain,
though strong industrially, is weak at the polls, there
must be something the matter with the polls as a register
of labor’s will. Labor is weak politically because all the
institutions which influence and control its political mind
—schools, churches, movies, newspapers—are capitalist
institutions ; and labor is strong industrially because it
can’t be so easily fooled about questions immediately re-
lating to the job, and because its industrial mind is in-

This won Brace a chance to say that he
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fluenced more and more by its own press and institu-
tions. Moreover, the only kind of education labor needs
just now is the realization that political questions are
fundamentally industrial.
made an unconscious comment on political methods, that
amused the conference. She was pleading for support
for some parliamentary measure. “]ust deluge the Gov-
ernment with resolutions,” she said, “so that their waste
baskets will be bulging w1th your . letters !”

The debate which had started rather 1nforma11y over
the clause in the executive’s report ‘quoted above, was
sidetracked for a day and a half, on the chairman’s
guarantee that it should be resumed on the introduction
of the formal resolution. When the time came, the reso-
lution was formally moved by “Councillor” Davies—a
Welsh miner now on the Manchester Town Council.
It was seconded by Neill McLean, a Glasgow e'ngineer,
one of the I. L. P. candidates returned to Parliament
last December. He is a real labor member, who laid
down his tools on “the Saturday,” as they say, and took
his seat in Parliament on “the Monday.”

Ben Tillett began the attack. He is a short powerful
man, an able and moving speaker, but he was helpless
with this modern audience. He tried the time worn
dodges to rouse labor against the Socialists.

“This conference is 99 per cent. trades union and 1 per
cent. professional politician,” he said. “The 1 per cent.
moves this resolution. Do we want to be led by the nose
by professional politicians? We’ve got the fighting to
do. We know these eloquent speakers, we’ve seen how
they act when it comes to a fight. The lions on the plat-
form have very often proved to be rats when the soldiers
turned on them. . . . For this conference to pass such
a resolution is an insult to the workers. . I tell you
the Trade Union movement will not allow you to boss
them”—and so on, until they booed him down.

Then young Frank Hodges, earnest and fine, a miner
educated at Ruskin College, now Secretary of the Min-
ers’ Federation, quietly repeated the earlier arguments,
closing with these sentences, “I think the Parliamentary
Party would welcome that industrial support which would
make it a power in the house of Commons. In every
great politica] question labor must be backed by what
will always be the greatest power of the workers, their
industrial power. This country can move through to the
social revolution perhaps in a different way from any
other. But if you deny it a chance to move through those
channels provided in the Labor Party and the Trades
Union Congress, it will move some other way, perhaps
not for the best.”

J. R. Clynes, M. P., dean of the labor politicians, was
the last speaker. He is a neat little gray-haired man—
always re-elected to the labor party executive desplte his
reactionary tendencies, because of his ability. He said
nothing new except this: “If you try to terrorize this
government by a general strike, you'll establish a dan-

One of the women delegates .
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gerous precedent. Suppose a labor and socialist party

gets in power—will you give another class the same’

right to terrorize a labor government?” The cries of
“Yes-Yes!” “Let them try it!” “There won’t be any
classes!” which greeted this stroke seemed to grieve him,
and he soon sat down. After this the direct actionists
would listen to no more speeches. They demanded the
vote and got it!

© 1,893,000 for the resolution.

935,000 agamst *

Of course it is merely an instruction to their executives
to consult the parliamentary committee of the trades
union. It is not action. But in the light of all the events
and discussions which led up to this vote, its significance
is very great. Six days before at a conference in Man-
chester representing 70 trade union branches, several
_ trades-councils, and a-number of Socialist branches, a
Hands-off-Russia Committee was formed to arrange a
series of sectional labor conferences culminating in a
_ national unofficial labor conference to determine the
.question of industrial action on behalf of Russia. And
four days before, the Triple Alliance executive, repre-
senting the Miners’ Federation of Great Britain, the
National Union of Railwaymen and the Transport
Workers Federation (over a million workers in all), de-
cided to convene a full delegate confegtnce in London,
July 23rd, to decide what action, if any, “should be taken
in order to compel the Government to repeal conscrip-
tion, cease intervention in Russia, raise the blockade, and
release conscientious objectors.

The Labor Party convention contained 975 delegates,
representing millions of voters of whom g9 per cent. are
trades union members. *Its vote was a vote for action
at a time when action was under consideration by the
most powerful unions. Such a vote passed by the dele-
gates of a political party cannot but indicate an even
greater readiness for action among the rank and file.

1 saw the proof of this two days later at a meeting
in Manchester. It was an I. L. P. or Socialist meeting,
but it was also distinctly a labor meeting, a working-
class audience and every speaker a trade unionist. These
are some of the statements which won the enthusiastic
approval of the crowd: ¢

“The Trades Unionist movement can either become
direct actionist now or be left behind.”

“Don’t let us apologize about the Bolsheviki—if we
are sincere we know that we are Bolsheviki, everyone
of us. They are our comrades. . . . You tell me the
press calls them murderers. Well, so does the press call
you murderers when you go on strike. . . . All those
Glasgow workers were murderers to the Provost Mar-
shal, when he sent the soldiers out to shoot them down.
The Press tells you the Bolsheviks believe in free love!

*They come a8 instructed delegates and vote by the card system,
one card for every 1,000 votes. Miners, railway men and transport
workers make up more than half of the vote in favor.
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Was there eve. a4 Socialist or labor leader that rose
to a position of power that they didn’t make the same
attack on him? The accusations they make against the
Bolsheviks are the accusations they will make against
you when you show your power.’

“It’s the duty of every working man and woman in
Great Britain to see that Russia wins through. If Rus-
sia wins through Germany will win through. If Germany
wins through France will win through. And then by God
we’ll win through!”

“You've got to have_ industrial action, you'll always
have to have it. I'm not sure even if you get a labor
majority, that you’ll get a labor government.”

“If ever we get a working-class tribunal of justige, I

‘want to see Winston Churchill in the Dock—that hero of

Sidney St. who has become the assassin of new repub-
lics!”

And finally the chairman, who is President of the
Trades and Labor Council of Manchester (a city of a
million) and a strong industrial unionist:

“If T ever vote for a labor member of Parliament it
will be to close the House of Commons. If we get con-
trol* of the industries, and establish our central com-
mittee representing all the industries, we can take care
of everything. - We won’t need the House of Commons.”

“We want soviets!” somebody called out. The chair-
man proposed “three cheers for the Revolution!” and
they were given with a will.

Later By Cal)le

S was expected, the Parliamentary Committee of
the Trades Union Congress, when requested by the
Labor Party executive to convene a special meeting of
the Congress to consider the proposal of direct action,
refused. On July 23rd the Triple Alliance (Railroad
workers, Transport Workers, and Miners) in a full dele-
gate conference at Caxton Hall, London, voted by an
enormous majority—217 for, 11 against—to take a strike
vote. The strike ballot, which is now being distributed,
reads: “The government having refused to abolish (1)
Conscription, (2) Military intervention in Russia, (3)
Military intervention in trade union disputes,—
“Are you in favor of withdrawing your labor to en-
force the abolition of the foregoing?”
Smillie is all hope. I will send an interview with him
for the next number. C. E

DISPATCH from Coblenz states that “American

military police, armed with machine guns and
sawed-off shotguns, put down a strike of German work-
ingmen yesterday in less than two hours after the men
had walked out, merely by their presence in the district.”
From which we gather that the war for democracy is
still in progress.
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T}le Sp‘artacicle Insurrection

By Robert Minor

This is the first section of Robert Minor’s ac-
count of the Communist revolt in Berlin. It was
held up by the censor and we published the last
section first. Robert Minor will give us next month
the story of his experience in France.

(3 CH, so0-0-0-0! Ganz Schoen!” said the first Ger-

man soldier I met, as I came through on a pris-
oner’s train out of Russia. That, with a broad grin of
delighted welcome is all that I ever found of German
national feeling against Americans, except—

In Vilna it was necessary to visit the German “Eisen-
bahn Direktion,” where a stiff blond officer emitted a
ceaseless flow of German invective upon the “low-down
Russian Jews” who waited in line for permits to travel
on the railroad. “Weg! Weg!” (Away! Away!)
spat the officer. ‘“Unmo-o-o0-0-e-glig,” he drawled with
acid pleasure in the power to refuse. **What you need
is to have discipline put into you. . . . Get out of here,
you! Weg! Weg! No permit for you!” he
sputtered away automatically, stamping a permit for
this man, throwing the apphcatlon paper back into the
face of that one.

‘Suddenly he caught sight of my fur cap and Russian-
looking beard above the heads of the crowd. His face
twisted with astonishment and convulsed with rage. He
shrieked: “TAKE OFF THAT CAP!” I couldn’t re-
sist the temptation of pretending not to understand. He
trembled, and snorted. “Take off that cap, I tell you!
Mein Gott! Can you not understand plain German?
Take off that cap!”

I allowed a long-bearded patriarch to whisper to me
in Russian that one is forced to take off one’s hat in the
office of a German “goy,” and then I removed the cap,
lying in broken German to the effect that I hadn’t under-
stood. When it came my turn and the officer learned
I was an American, his rage was increased by the multi-
ple of wounded pride. ' In a voice that tried to do the
honors for his fatherland, he informed*me that “Ger-
- mans do not love Americans any better than the Bolshe-
viks do, and the Bolsheviks shoot Americans.” Every
German I have since met has smiled upon me because I
was an American, but that one kept me waiting two
days, just to show that he could, in that strangest of
towns—the ‘“back home” of so much of our New York
East Side, including Abraham Cahan of the Jewish
Daily “Forward.” During my exile in Vilna, I learned
what had put the German officer in such a cross mood:

most of his soldiers had neglected their rightful superiors
to attend the fascinating meetings of the workmen’s so-
viets, which were organizing to “take over the town as
soon as the Germans should be driven out.”

On the train to Berlin, the soldiers spontaneously se-
lected one of themselves to occupy my first-class seat,
explaining that the mere fact that I could buy a first-
class ticket did not entitle me to any class privileges.
They didn’t know what a privilege it was to me to hear
them say it. But one simple fellow didn’t get the spirit of
it, and commenced triumphantly to rail at me as a Jew.
I got angry and thundered at him a lecture. “Suppose
I'am a Jew,” I said. “What of it? The spirit of your
talk is what made the war and caused ten million mur-
ders. Haven’t you got enough of that? There are no
Jews and no Germans, no Englishmen and no French-
men—there are only men. You have no business to call
anyone ‘Jew,” but only ‘man.’ However, I am not a
Jew. I am an American, if you want to make distinc-
tions. But I don’t call you Germans; I call you broth-
ers.” The debate went to me by unanimous consent,
and when we reached Berlin the soldier called me “thou”
as he handed me my broken Russian tea-kettle which he
had sat upon while he thought I was a Jew.

LI
The incoming train was met by a distribution of cir-

culars pleading with the soldiers not to revolt. -
Berlin was the same old Berlin. I could scarcely no-

BILL SHATOFF
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Liebknecht—~he looked more like this than like
] the pictures you have seen.

tice a difference in the five years since I’d been there,
except the iron spring tires on the automobiles and the
flaring posters to warn the proletariat against the one
great sin—DBolshevism.

% ok %

Coincidence is a persistent clown. In 1914 I had lodged
in a little hotel at number 114 Wilhelmstrasse. Upon
this return in December, 1918, I searched out the same
hotel, where I found a sign reading: “Office of the
Rote Fahne” (The Red Flag).

TFall, gaunt Karl Liebknecht was there. His face bore
traces of prison. An impression stole into me, and
frightened me, that he had been weakened in body and
spirit by the stone and iron. Astonishingly unforcefnl,
sounded the voice of the man whose courage had shaken
a world. :

While Liebknecht explained that he was very busy, a
messenger came to say: ‘“The Congress of Workers’ and
Soldiers’ Councils is about to abdicate to a constituent
assembly.” “I must go quickly,” said Liebknecht; “come
with me if you wish to talk,” and he and I and another
man hurried down to the Abgeordneten Haus a few
blocks distant. In speech after speech, the Majority

Socialist leaders exhorted the delegates to submit to the -

dourgeois order of things. Only in the uncompromising
bonor and democracy of President Wilson, they said,
eould Germany place her faith; the workers must not
anger the Entente and American governments by tak-
ing up the proscribed Bolshevism, and a Russian alliance
must be scrupulously avoided lest it lose for Germany
the chance of life which had been promised her through
Mr. Wilson.

Gradually it dawned upon me that the hall was full of
“phoney” delegates. The “workers’ delegates” were
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largely superintendents and foremen, and the “soldiers”
were officers. The German bourgeois are clever and
quick. Knowing that the danger of revolution lay in
the inevitable forming of workers and soldiers’ councils,
the bourgeoisie, through the Majority Socialist Party,
had taken care quickly to form “soviets” with a mem-
bership chosen by itself, before such things could spring
up naturally with revolutionary membership.

So, in this congress the Spartakists, and such Inde-
pendents as had their courage with them, were talking
to a stone wall. On the tired face of Liebknecht I read
the hopelessness of it. “Soviets?” Is that name, too,
now stolen from the ever-robbed proletariat? Macchia-
vellian politics has never received a greater contribution
than from the German bourgeoisie since the abdication
of the Kaiser.

“All power to the Soviets!” was the planned and
only reliable battle-cry of Liebknecht. “Very well,” was

the cool reply of the speakers for the bourgeoisie, “all

power to decide Germany’s fate shall rest with the Con-
gress of Workers’ and Soldiers’ Soviets (the member-
ship of which we have attended to). What are you
going to do about it? Do you really mean ‘all power to
the Workers and Soldiers™ Soviets,” or do you mean ‘all
power to Liebknecht’? The Soviet Congress decides to -
have a constituent assembly. We abide by the decision.
Do you?” . '

“Peace!” shouted Liebknecht, as Lenin had shouted.
“Certainly, peace,” said the bourgeoisie. “Mr. Wilson
will sign peace only with a democratic Germany, which
means a constituent assembly. Let us have no fighting.”

“Socialism!” shouted Liebknecht. “Yes, Socialism,”
said the bourgeoisie, through Scheidemann, “Socializa-
tion just as soon as it can be done without the smashing
of the industrial system.”

The fraud was too subtle for the minds of German
labor. There was no sharp distinction between what
Liebknecht said and what the bourgeoisie’s Socialists
could say just as well. It boiled down to a question of
which leaders to trust, and though all thoughtful prole-
tarians were readier to trust Liebknecht than Scheide-
mann and Ebert, still very few are thoughtful, and even
fewer of the war-tired men were willing to fight over
the only issue that was clear to them—that of their lead-
ers’ personal integrity.

EE .

Everybody has to be Christmassy when Christmas
comes near, no matter who one is. The German news-
papers just had to have something Christmassy to talk
about, and so they took President Wilson. As this day
approached, the inveterate desire to have 'a Savior
bloomed into eulogies of the President across the sea.
The fabian socialist paper, the “Republik,” filled its
heart and its first page with ‘“The Hope in Wilson.”
Wilson was the Messiah, he was the Star in the East,
he was the Three Wise Men, and the camel, too.
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The fabiaﬁ fish swallows whatever is on the hook—all
the fourteen hooks.

x %k %

In a quiet suburb I rented a room with heating and
bath included, only there was no fuel and the bath was
not working. Amongst the abominations of hyper-deco-
rated furniture, sea-shell bric-a-brac and oil paintings
from the furniture store, I made my home. I rented of
a funny little, wrinkled-faced, white-haired woman, four
feet tall. She had a five-foot sister, equally aged, who
worked out in a tailor shop. Both were old, old maids.

We quickly got acquainted, and I soon learned that
they were wery respectable people; they had always been
connected with the Herrschaft (gentility). They had
served a Graf. Their family, their mother before them,
‘had worked for the Graf and Grafin all their lives, and
the Grafin had left them some money, said little Frau
Four-foot, only the sly lawyers had cheated them out
of it. They would be rich now, with thousands of marks,
if it hadn’t been for They had always been con-
nected with the Herrschaft. And their mother would
have been really married, on the Graf’s big estate, if it
hadn’t been for—well, anyway, the Grafin promised to
take care of them always. Always, all their lives. She
had said it just that way many times, once right in the
presence of the Graf, when they were little girls and the
Grafin was a young lady.

In the evenings when I came in to rest from sputtering
machine-guns, bloody sidewalks and the blazing light of
the day, these two little ghosts of the past would falter
into my room to show me the old, musty documents “with

the seals right on them” to prove their connection with

the Herrschaft of long ago.

To my perplexity I discovered that I was their “Herr-
schaft” now. They came into my room every morning
to bring with great ceremony my ersatz coffee, to bow
stiffly before me, to open the window curtains and to
place at the bedside my carefully polished shoes which
they had cleaned in the night. They had to have a
Herrshaft.

On the wall hung a cheap engraving of God standing
in Heaven, behind the spinning globe, His hand raised in
benediction. A lady angel flew with art-school grace,
at the side of the picture, and fat-legged cherubim floated
in the scrolly clouds. God’s head was drawn too big
for his body, and His beard was lopsided, but the com-
position was good and altogether it was a pleasing pic-
tyre. Beneath, in Russian, German and-: Polish, was
printed “God’s Creation.”

I told little Frau Four-foot that the picture was good.
Her face lightened up. “Ah, we are Catholics, Herr.”
And so I learned that the whole intellectual life of the
two wizened wrecks was supplied by the priest around
the corner, and their votes carefully directed to the
Catholic Zentrum party.

The Volksmarine Division had come to Berlin in the
conscious glory of having started the German Revolu-
tion.

I have several times noticed that it is the first task of

a “revolutionary government” to get rid of the soldiers
that made the revolution. It seems to be a natural phe~
nomenon and has perfectly sound logic. Troops start
revolutions by refusing to obey, by, themselves deciding
whom to fight, and when to fight and how; and after the
overthrow they retain the habit. Now it is obvious that
soldiers must obey the “revolutionary government.”
Therefore the “revolutionary government” must get rid .
of the soldiers that made the revolution, and must hold
power through soldiers that have been obeying all along.
Scheidemann knows that. -

The government decided to quietly slide the Volks-
marine Division down the skids of demobilization. City
Commandant Wels decreed that it was the frrevocable
right of the tired revolutionary heroes to be demobilized
and go home.

The Volksmarine Division suggested that as it had
precipitated the revolution at a time when Scheidemana,
was supporting the Kaiser, it would be best for them ta
remain under arms to safeguard the revolution. But
Commandant Wels pronounced the Division demobilized
and stopped its pay.

The division went all at once, with rifles on shoulders,

SCHEIDEMANN
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to see the commandant about it, and took him back with
them into the Schloss (Kaiser’s palace).

The First Cavalry division of Potsdam and some
young troops just off the train from the murder expedi-
tion in Finland with that now staunch pro-Ally, General
Mannerheim, surrounded the royal palace and stables.
All night the artillery and machine-guns bombarded the
atrocious architecture of the Schloss (thereby atoning
in some measure for German destruction of good Gothic
architecture in France).

When the cannon were heard throughout the city, the
promenaders on Unter den Linden said “suppression of
criminals” and went on promenading. Some Democrats
mostly remained in their “referred-to-the-executive-com-
mittee” state of mind and kept to their daily tasks of
conveying the best food to the bourgeoisie and protect-
ing property.

From some factories on the outskirts of the city, sev-
eral hundreds of workmen who didn’t have party dis-
cipline, left their labors upon which the life of the com-
munity depended, and came down town with revolvers—
- not in uniform and with no authority whatever. In front
of the Lustgarten they waved their revolvers, shouting,
“Nieder die Regierung; alle Macht dem Proletariat!”
and clashed with some Social-Democratic Party soldiers
who were fully authorized to preserve order. The shoot-
ing, yelling and general disorderliness drew crowds and
caused a chaotic condition from the working-class dis-
trict back of Alexander Platz, clear to the down-town
streets. It created scandal. People said it was awful,
and then explained how it happened. The promenaders
stopped in little clusters to explain; some of the shabbier

David, the Majority Secialist, who said in the
Reichstag (I think it was in July, 1918): “We
are preventing a revolution, and we shall con-
tinue to do so.”

lay in a trampled and sloppy carpet over the street.
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men began to argue, and then the crowd commenced to
think.

It is the strangest sight in the world when a crowd
begins to think. Promenaders stop promenading, and
nondescripts quit hurrying to where they are bound, and
nobody says, “Move on, there!” but everybody talks
earnestly to someone he never saw before. Anatole
France tried to explain it in describing the French Revo-
lution, and since the Russian Revolution a few more ef-
forts have been made to tell how crowds think. But most
of it remains to be told, it is almost an unexplored field.
It is an astonishing, flabbergasting thing. The first thing
required is a lack of policemen, then a big, life-and-
death issue, and there comes a sort of chemical action
in the crowd, like the turning of milk. The human mass
that was flowing easily in whatever direction its owners
chose to pour it, suddenly congeals at a peal of thunder
—cannon thunder—ceases to pour and is no longer sweet
to the taste of those who have been drinking it. Some-
thing happens that we shall have to think about a lot
and talk about until we figure out just what it is.

The crowds gaped about the scene of battle all night,
watching the government’s batteries fire, and then walk-
ing over to watch the shells explode in the midst of the
dead architecture and live sailors. They talked about
how the fire spat from the guns, and how loud it was,
and how soon the “disorder would be suppressed”’—and
then they discussed which side "was right and talked
about what the sailors had done; the bombarders talked,
too, and pretty soon they suddenly wouldn’t bombard any
more.

In the morning more people came down from their
homes and stopped in the streets to argue, full of the
virgin opinions of the day before. “Finden Sie in mur
einen Verbrecher ?” politely expostulated a neatly dressed
Spartakist, and I knew that late arrivals had been saying

‘that the marines were bombarded as criminals. No-0-0-0!

of course the gentleman was not a criminal; and so the
argument continued throughout the day. The soldiers
melted into the crowd, to some extent, leaving their of-
ficers in perplexed impotence. The mob, the complacent
mob that governments use, wouldn’t pour any more.

I can never forget that Christmas Day on Unter den
Linden. Discarded handbills of every political faction
The
human flood swirls and eddies and breaks into little
groups that are polite, kindly—attentive to anything that
anyone will say. The little groups get abstract and then
concrete, and are amazingly wise. People that never
thought before, begin to think right before your eyes.
Men that never talked before suddenly speak wisdom
that they never had before. It seems as though a whole
multitude suddenly begins to revel in the delight of using
some obscure muscle that it never used before. There
are no policemen, and everybody forgets about law and
order and is kind and courteous instead.
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As far as the eye could see, knots of men and women
were talking, talking, discussing the fourteen dead sail-
ors in the Marstall (royal stables) and whether it was
right that they should be dead. Nearly everybody started
out with the official opinion that it was right to attack
them; nearly everybody finished by thinking it was
wrong to attack them. The ten thousand tiny voices
made one big rumble; a multitude buzzing, milling, mil-
ling, churning about all day. A crowd thinking.

This happy Christmas evening I went calling on the
marines in the Marstall. Their piratical-looking, cool-
looking, kind-looking outposts stood a hundred yards
from the building, explaining to the crowd’s volunteer
messengers, who, when they grasped a good argument,
hastened away to use it to finish up some dispute on
Unter den Linden. Inside the Marstall, the door guard,
whose head was horribly bloody and bandaged, asked
my companion for a cigarette and asked me to tell him
something about Russia. Another asked me if T wanted
a rifle 'and a window to shoot from. The sailors told
us that they didn’t know very much but that they knew
whoever holds guns, rules, and I thought that was a
great deal to know.

When the soldiers began to think, the government de-
. cided not to disarm the sailors. It is astonishing and
funny, that governments can’t do anything when crowds
and soldiers think. But they don’t think often.

* k%

On this birthday of Jesus who drove the money-
changers out of the Temple, some ragamuffins with
Jesus in them drove the “Scheidemaenner” out of the
Vorwaerts printing shop. The unbeautiful, artificial-
stone walls contained the Altar of their Kingdom to
Come. They had seen their Temple defiled by hands
that had been in glove with the Kaiser. Every day they
saw the Vorwaerts—their Vorwaerts—turn crafty words
to defeat their dreams, and that in the very time of
dreams coming true. They couldn’t stand it any longer,
and at last they took machine-guns of a kind that Jesus
didn’t have, and they drove the money-changers out of
their temple. The next morning, Vorwaerts spoke as
they wanted it to speak, with a wild, lusty call to the
revolution, the kind of call for which Vorwaerts was
founded many years ago.

The ragamuffins were wheedled and driven out of the
Vorwaerts office by promises that the Kaiserliche editors
would write differently in future; but on the morning
after, the restored editors printed heavy, respectable,
flustered editorials taking back all the promises.

x k%

Fourteen dead bodies of workingmen or sailors are a
dangerous thing for a government to leave lying around
There have to be funerals.

By tacit agreement the half-Jew Liebknecht was to be
the priest at this funeral. Nobody thought of anything
else.
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LEDEBOUR

The government retired to obscurity for the day, with
as many officers as possible barricaded behind machine-
guns. The bourgeois press frantically appealed to com-
rade workers to come to Socialist meetings in the outer
residence districts; out of reach of the sight and sound
of the terrible Llebknecht

All of downtown Berlin was given over to the funeral,
every street. First the mourners—the avengers?—met
in Siegesallee, and Liebknecht stood before the coffins
and told in simple, brutal brevity why the sailors had
been killed. Then the monster cortege, like a black and
red serpent, pushed its head through the center of
Berlin. A taxicab squeezed through the jam in Unter
den Linden and stopped in front of the Police Presidium.
Liebknecht climbed onto the roof of the taxicab. He
stood silently. Then he pointed to the closed, shame-
faced door of the Police Presidium. Not a word. He
was startlingly like another gaunt, kind-eyed Jew who
first delivered to me the message of the Revolution, years
ago, in America.

Liebknecht told again sharply and plainly why there

were dead brothers to bury. His boney, prison-pallid
finger pointed persistently at the Police Presidium,
which we knew bristled with machine guns behind its
shutters, at his back.
" A crowd of workingmen lifted him down and into
the car, seeming proud to touch him, and the taxicab
drove away with a sailor on its top, a big automatic pistol
in his hand.

In front of the Schloss stood Ledebour on a stone
wall, wearing a long black cape, his white hair bared to
the rain. He, too, told why the government had fired
upon the revolutionary sailors. There was a queer im-
pression of rivalry between these two men.

Some of the bourgeois didn’t want to take off their
hats as the funeral passed, but some workingmen spoke
to them, and they did.

x kX

In the evening, little Frau Four-foot and her five-foot
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sister waited for me, trembling with fear. At their
ehurch they had learned that the Spartakists were going
to kill everybody. To me, as the Herrschait, the only
authority besides the priest, they came to ask if they
were likely to have their throats cut—whether the
murderous orgy of Spartacus was likely to spread to
their dingy neighborhood. “Herr Minor, are they going
to murder us, two poor old respectable women? Ach,
schrecklich! schrecklich! The Spartakists kill women
and children, they despoil the church, they have no
mercy. . . . You say it is not so, Herr Minor? Ach,
you do not understand. ‘They will surely kill us, and
will capture the Rathaus where the money is that we
ought to get only the lawyers cheat us, and they will
steal it. Ach, ach!”

I tried with all the authority of my status of Herr-
schaft to quiet them, but always a bomb or a cannon-
shot would detonate somewhere, and they would turn
pale again and tiptoe off to bed to tremble and whisper
all night, afraid to sleep.

* * * .

I think it was the 3oth of December that the “Kom-
munist Party” was formed, and Karl Radek made a
speech urging a revolt and an entente with Russia. The
German bourgeoisie: was perplexed and terror-stricken.
It was so damned irregular!
gotten used to what the Russians call “illegalism,” just
as Americans have not yet learned that method of revo-
lution and will not learn about it until they shall have
grabbed Russia through Kolchak, and try to rule it.

® ok ok .

The New Year brings fresh preoccupations. The
‘bourgeois and monarchist newspapers thunder at the pro-
letariat to please, please come and vote. “Democracy!”
they gladly, or anxiously, cry. They have been told the
great secret: that democratic government doesn’t hurt
property. “What is the difference,” they delightedly
whispered to one another, “between a republic and a
monarchy? Only this, that a republic is a safety-device
monarchy! Ha, hal!”

® k%

Chief of Police Eichorn was caught in the most treas-
onable conduct! He had given arms to factory work-
men. What a police chief! It was unheard of, irregular,
undisciplined, uh-party-disciplined.

And so, on Sunday morning, January sth, Vorwaerts
and the bourgeois papers announced firmly that Eichorn
was dismissed. '

But have you ever seen a .government decree issued
while factory workers had guns in their hands? 1t is as
impotent as a solitary flake of snow in April. “Auf!
Auf! Arbeiter!” called the Rote Fahne and Freiheit,
and by nine o’clock in the morning the great Siegesallee
swarmed with workingmen, couples of them, here and
there, carrying machine-guns between them. By ten
o’clock the streets were flooded with a human sea.

The Germans had never .
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At Pariser Platz a wagonload of government hand-
bills arrived. They were unloaded in the middle of the
Platz, the stacks of paper carefully loosened up, piled
so nicely as to tickle one’s sense of order, and set on
fire. One of the stokers politely gave me two copies
of the circular at my request.

The head of the procession swept past, composed of
Spartakists, Independents and a tremendous mass whose
only politics was a consciousness of being workingmen.

Twelve men with rifles stepped out of the procession,
heavy cartridge-belts around their working clothes and
factory grease on faces. There is something terrible in
the sight of men in working clothes with rifles in their
hands. They strung out, twelve abreast, and walked
quickly up the broad avenue on the side that was not
filled with paraders. A hunchbacked man came out of
nowhere and silently began to tear anti-bolshevik posters
off. the walls. Spectators looked at him without speak-
ing, and then joined him. He reminded me of a man
I had seen selling newspapers under Brooklyn Bridge.

The crowd stopped singing. Someone called out
“Scheidemann!” and the voices roared, “Nieder, nieder,
nieder!” in unison. ‘“Liebknecht!” ‘Hoch, hoch, hoch!”

I ran ahead, hardly realizing what I was doing, to
watch the twelve men with guns. They were walking
rapidly. Each military officer they met they asked cour-
teously—yes, damn it! with the most kindly courtesy—
to take the cockade off of his cap. Each officer complied
with. sheepish readiness. Except when some unarmed
workmen accosted officers in a side street, out of sight
of the men with guns. An officer refused to remove his
insignia, sneered at the shabby man before him. The
shabby man slapped the officer’s cap off and the amazed
gentleman drew back into the arms of his wife. A half-
dozen angry bourgeois stepped.between the opponents.
“You shabby fool! You treat an officer of the German
army this way!” A workman ran up with a big re-
volver, and the officer, wife and bourgeois melted into
the crowd. :

"The street was being littered with falling, tinkling,
rolling little painted tin disks that marked the sacredness
of the Kaiser’s own officers. “And this Unter den Lin-
den!” exclaimed a woman. I stepped across an open
space in the crowd. Someone caught sight of my nonde-
script costume of fur cap, high boots and Russian army
coat and shouted, “Der Russe!” Everybody smiled and
someone called me “comrade.” C

Across the avenue came a big limousine with a shiny
bright officer sitting stiffly in the rear. Workmen
shouted, the chauffeur tried to outrun them, but some
young fellows headed off the machine. The General
was asked to get out and have his epaulettes taken off.
He hesitated. They jerked him out of the car and
hacked off his shoulder-straps with a big knife. Another
high officer tried to cross the avenue in an automobile,
and then several more. Soon a troop of happy small




SEPTEMBER, 1919

boys was kicking the shiny gold braid of the Kaiser’s
glory up and down Unter den Linden. I stood entranced
on-the corner. ‘

I went out to Alexander Platz, where Police Head-
quarters overlook that Poor Man’s Square. The tall red
brick building was surrounded by immeasurable waves
of shabby men, waves that surged and ebbed and flowed
about the foundation of the building where working-
men had got rifles for their own cause. Waving hats
and hands and smiles were the foam on these waters.
It was the first time that I had ever seen a “police chief”
loved out in the open by. shabby men. But, damn it!
he was not a real police chief.

The government soldiers did not come anywhere near
Alexander Platz that day, and there were no policemen
in the police headquarters, except Eichorn who had been
“removed.”

The revolution always won at those moments when
it had a concrete issue.

' * % % .

On'Monday, Liebknecht spoke in Siegesallee, urging
the workmen not to allow the government to remove
Eichorn. Liebknecht looked tired. I went down Wil-
helm Strasse, where, near a government building I saw
two hundred men from {factories, with guns in their
hands. They were just standing around. I asked some
of them who they were. [ expected them to say
“Spartakists,” but they only said “Arbeiter,” and I was
surprised to realize how dangerous it sounded.

Vorwaerts had been captured again! And here was
the paper on the street, edited by the ragamuffin Jesuses.
It said, “Up, Men, Up! All on the street! The Revolu-
tion is in danger!” I went down to Mohren Strasse,
near the best-built church I ever saw: its nooks and cor-
ners make good sanctuary against bullets. A govern-
ment machine-gun on a nearby stone balcony sputtered
away now and then, but it was shooting over our heads
at something further off and its ways were soon learned
by the crowd which stepped back and forth, gracefully
avoiding its stream of bullets as well as the occasional
passing taxicabs.

An automobile drove past us with a dazzling bunch
of gold lace and uniform to the door of the Kaiserhof
Hotel; no one could see who it was. “Ludendorf?”
whispered the crowd. “Hindenburg,” said one. “The
damned dog,” said another. ‘

* % %

For one memorable day the German government was
confined to about four city blocks at Wilhelm Platz.
Elsewhere everybody seemed to be joyously thinking,
forgetting about the government. The soldiers most of
them said they were neutral. They were trying to think
it out (and did not succeed in thinking it out until after
they had been disarmed).

Wilhelm Platz was crowded with irate, with scared,
with sick bourgeoisie. With them were some working-
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men, timid, well-behaved, hesitant people who watched
other persons with great concern to do properly. Ebert
came to the side window of the Reichskanzlei to make a
speech to the little cramped street that seemed.all that
was left of his domain. He appeared worried. Someone
fired a rifle to call the crowd to attention. Ebert jumped.
It was a mistake to fire the rifle; everybody was startled
and failed to understand it. Ebert talked; he said what
was in the papers that morning. I couldn’t help laugh-
ing. A government with all jts clothes off is such a tiny
thing. ’

O%er in Mohren Strasse a few Spartakist partisans
walked into the square to argue with the bourgeoisie and
the tame workmen. The arguments became heated. The
Spartakists were outnumbered. A big Spartakist sailer,
empty handed, was arguing at the corner where the
Kaiserhof Hotel abutts into Wilhelm Platz. The bour-
geois closed in on him, pushed him; pulled him and
shook fists in his face. Suddenly someone fired a pistol.
The sailor lunged to make room for himself and then
pulled from his shirt a hand-grenade. The crowd scat-
tered as he tossed the bomb. Silhouetted in the white
smoke I saw a bunch of black rags that went up and them
flopped in the gutter, a dead man.

The crowd scattered to the corners of the square, and
the bourgeois began beating up the propagandists. Too-
thick crowds packed about each of them, pummeling
them with such fists as can reach an individual in a toe-
thick crowd! A rusty-haired Spartakist tried to cover
his face with his arms, lunging back and forth as fists
and fingernails caught him on cheek and neck. A big
man with a derby hat and cutaway coat hovered onm

GROBER—CHRISTIAN PEOPLE’S PARTY '
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the outskirts of the trampling group, trying to reach.
the Spartakist’s head with a piece of board. Nervous

anxiety covered his face as his reach fell short several
times. As he tried and tried again, I thought, “that’s
a man who succeeds in business.” The crowd thinned
out between him and his mark, and he brought his stick
down on the bobbing head. A slab of hairy skin peeled
off, and there was the white skull, which turned red.
The man in the cutaway coat dropped his board, dusted
his hands and walked away..

A little ragged Jew ducked like a rabbit through the
legs of the assailing crowd, crawled on hands and knees
and dashed away, knocking down two who tried to stop
him. A pink-cheeked fat man broke a stick over the
head of another. A well-dressed boy of sixteen began
to cry and said to me, “It isn’t right, it isn’t right!” A
big, old man with a sad face began to break up all the
sticks he could find, saying, “It is better so.”

* % %

I found Herr X. sitting lazily in the lobby of the
luxurious Adlon Hotel. When he saw me, he motioned
"a cordial invitation to a second big arm chair. Herr X.
had a proclivity for American newspaper men, and no
one had yet warned him against me.

We talked half an hour about the treaty then being -

drawn up in Paris, he sounding me for speculations as
to its probable harshness. A rifle fired outside.

“What do you think of the Spartakists?” I asked. He
smiled faint-heartedly. After a bit, he said, “You know,
I can't live any way except as a bourgeois. . . . Maybe
the Spartakists are right, but that is not a question for

~me. I am a bourgeois, and I must live and act as a
bourgeois.”

“The Spartakists have captured the Anhalter Bahn-
hof,” 1 read from my afternoon newspaper.
frowned, and then he smiled like a good sport. “It looks
as though we are going to lose, but we can do nothing

but go on and try. As long as any soldiers remain loyal, -

we must keep them fighting. . . . This is the only life
i can lead—this life here—" and his gesture indicated
the luxury of the big hotel.

“You had better become a ‘people’s commissar,”” I
taunted. “Take my advice; study up a socialist vocabu-
lary.”

“I suppose,” he grinned, “the first thing they would
appropriate would be this hotel.”

“Headquarters,” I replied. We heard a machine-gun
spit, in the distance. ’

“I’'m afraid I shouldn’t master the Socialist philos-
ophy,” said Herr X. )

“Socialist vocabulary,” said Mephistopheles, through
me. :

He smiled. “You know my friend Scheidemann?”

“No,” said 1.

“Scheidemann is a good man,” mused the Herr.

“Socialist?” I asked. ‘

He
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“Well,” answered Herr X., “he’s—well, Scheidemann
knows that these theories of the fellows out there on the
street wouldn’t work.”

“Is Scheidemann a Socialist?” asked I again.

“Call him a non-Socialist, if you like,” replied the
Herr. “He knows those theories won’t do at all—those
theories out there on the street. . . . I wouldn’t call him
insincere—not at all.” Herr X. looked at me just a bit

distrustingly. ,
“You couldn’t do without Scheidemann and Ebert,” 1
said softly. .

Herr X.’s face lightened and he inclined toward me, a
sympathetic hand upon my arm. “You appear to under-
stand,” he said wonderingly. “You don’t seem to be
like most newspaper men. They don’t think about such
things.”

A little spasmodic firing in the distance. Noske’s men.

“I wish you’d meet my friend Bernstorff.” o

“I suppose,” I said, “you’d have been exproprfatfad
already if it were not for the Majority Socialist
Party—"

“Do you see that?” he said. “The advantage we had
is that the German working class was organized and
accustomed to putting their faith in responsible men
whom they could trust—"

“Whom they thought they could trust,” I interrupted,
and he looked at me suspiciously again. “—and whom
you could trust,” I added.

He smiled with relief. “Scheidemann and Ebert are
splendid men. In the crisis, nobody could save the situ-
ation except men who were known as Socialists.”

“And yet, who are not Socialists?” I asked.

~ -“Oh, they are members of the Socialist Party; have

been for years.” ,
“Byt they don’t want to put over Socialism,” said I.
“Not for the present. The time we are concerned

about is the present.”

“Tell me,” I said, “isn’t it true that what you need is
a government that calls itself Socialist, but is not Socia-
list?”

“You've got it right,” laughed Herr X. with anima-
tion, “but I never heard it put that way before. . .
Don’t you want to meet Bernstorff ?”

* * %

Leipsiger Strasse is filled with workmen 'carrying
rifles -and hand-grenades. From the War Ministry a
machine-gun opened fire into the thick crowd. The work-
men scattered to the roofs and windows of houses, from
which they rained bombs and fired rifles upon the War
Ministry. ) ]

The government officers sent out a promise tb quit
firing. The fight stopped and most of the workmen
wandered away, a few remaining to load the injured
into an ambulance.

Then the government opened fire again.

Five dead
and fifteen wounded. Lo

o
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January 7th: The “Boersen Courier” (Stock Ex-
change Courier) contains a stirring appeal—

“TO ALL WORKERS’ AND SOLDIERS’ SOVIETS
OF GERMANY!” '

—telling the working class just how the editors think it
. can emancipate itself from Capitalism. Of course, order
is the first thing.
x x %
Workingmen have captured and made forts. of most
" of the newspaper offices.

Noske declared martial law, some people said, and
some said he didn’t.

January 8th: The revolutionary workingmen met in
Siegesallee, in the beautiful Thiergarten. At one end
of the fine driveway stands the Iron Hindenburg and
down both sides are statues of royal heroes of Ger-
many’s past, in a style called typically German, but really
conceived in that monument foundry to the bourgeoisie,
the Ecole des Beaux Arts at Paris.

Across a stretch of park, through the winter-naked
limbs of trees, could be seen the Reichstag building.
And many eyes looked at it through the trees, from
Siegesallee. It was held by government troops, and in
the distance the tiny noses of machine-guns peeped
through the stone ballustrades. Workmen began to drift
over toward the Reichstag building, and lean against the
trees and look.

The workmen hailed the soldiers as “Brueder,” but
there was no response. Some went out into the open
and shouted, asking the soldiers to talk to a committee.
No reply. They waited a while.

It was one of the most dare-devil things that ever hap-
pened: a hundred or two men with rifles and machine
guns charged across the open square at the Reichstag
building. It is impossible to know why they did it.
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Against stone walls bristling with death-spouters. The

machine-guns methodically shot them to death.
* k%

What soldiers are those on Brandenburger Tor?
Spartakists? But nobody knew. Nobody ever knows
who anybody is in a city revolution. I passed under
the great arch. There was a tall, corseted looking of-
ficer, his neck held in a four-inch white collar. He
leaned over a nervous little man who had a cartridge-belt
wrapped around his waiters’ dress-shirt and a too-long
rifle in his hands. The big officer talked as though or-
dering a meal, and the little waiter seemed worried to
get the order right. “Government troops,” I knew.

Firing began from all sides, and I walked down Unter
den Linden with an inarticulate notion that I wanted to
be among the other people if I got shot. The noise
stopped. The crowd milled about as it had in the earlier
days when it was making up its mind. For a half an
hour. At the corner of Wilhelm Strasse the crowd gath-
ered, an open space of two blocks being kept clear be-
tween there and Brandenburger Tor. Workingmen were
talking to soldiers. ‘“Are you not our brothers? Would
you shoot us? Come over to us. We all want Socialism.”

A message came from Brandenburger Tor. “Don’t
let the crowd talk to you,” was the order to the soldiers.
The crowd stepped back and then commenced to talk
again. “We only want peace, brothers. Why do you
kill us for the Kaiser’s officers?” Another messenger
arrived from Brandenburger Tor. This time he whis-
pered his message. The soldiers withdrew, and the
crowd stood wondering and talking.

“T-R-R-R-R-rat-tat-tat!” a big-calibred machine-gun
spouted from Brandenburger Tor. A man in sailor’s
breeches threw up his arms, a heavy bullet spattered
through his neck. It spattered through, and sloshed
blood around. He flopped onto the street and slid, scrap-
ing the skin off his cheek-bone on the pavement.. His
head was half torn off and purple stuff poured out,
which I stepped in because I could not stop quick enough.
A small boy smashed against the wall with a bullet
through his leg, and rolled over on his back.

x % %

On January oth and 1oth the white heat of battle
flamed on Jerusalemer Strasse and Linden Strasse, clus-
tered with newspaper offices, very much like our own
Park Row. The “Taeglicher Rundshau” fell to the gov-
ernment troops, then most of the other bourgeois offices.
Vorwaerts, the last stronghold, held out.

-In a lull in the fight, I slipped into the Vorwaerts
building, past the big paper-roll barricades and the
friendly-looking men who were looking out through the
cracks at their sight of day.

L——— was sitting at a desk, sleepily trying to
work, and talking to another man about getting some
food. L told me how they felt about Vorwaerts,
as I have written it in this story.

The next day L — was killed.
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Signs of the Times

THE Mayor of Winnepeg, testifying at the trial of
twelve strike-leaders, stated that “for ten days the
city’s government was absolutely in control of the strike
committee.” We may accept his testimony as final. The
French Commune lasted only seven times as long.

-

¢¢T BELIEVE,” says Frank P .Walsh, “that our or-

ganic law is elastic enough to meet any condition
that may confront us if we act intelligently, even to the
extent of a change in our entire social structure, and
even though that in turn involves a change in our form

of government.” It shows a commendable elasticity in
Frank P. Walsh. :

\
HE Social Service Bulletin of the Methodist Fed-
eration for Social Service contains this sentence in
its May issue. “The Question for the Church: Will it
stand for the right, of labor to strike, when the right

leads in the direction of a fundamental change in the’

organization of society?”

HE Advocate of Evansville, In-
diana, a paper for twelve years
endorsed by the American Federation
of Labor, devotes a fine big front-
page box to a denouncement of THE
LieraTor. This means that the rank
and file of the American Federation
of Labor are beginning to read THE
LiseraTorR. “It should not be diffi-
cult,” says The Advocate, “for the
secret service, or any other police au-
thority, to discover where the money
comes from for expense of this pub-
lication.” No, it is not difficult, and
both the féderal secret service and the
: local police undoubtedly know. That
is just the trouble—it doesn’t come
from Russia!

N Saturday, the 31st of May, the
centenary of the American poet,
Walt Whitman, was solemnly cele-
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JAPANESE renegade Socialist has formed a

“Royal Socialist Party.” It has adopted the im-
perial flag in place of the red flag, and will preach a “so-
cialism that revolves round the royal family as a center.”
This is a little better than our renegades, whose socialism
only revolves round themselves. :

#

DISPATCH {rom Papeete, Tahiti, says that “a

sort of communist republic has been set up in the
Island of Mauke by soldiers who returned recently from
the battlefields of France. Mauke is one of the Cook
group of islands west of Tahiti.

“Reports from Mauke say the soldiers have taken
entire charge of the island, displaced the government
resident, assumed direction of the trading stores, set
prices on the goods for sale, and established government
by committee.”

[LLIAM HARD concludes an article in the New

Republic on the recognition of Mannerheim and
the persecution of the Soviets, with a plea to Wilson apd
Lansing, which freely translated amounts to this:
“Please, for God’s sake, don’t furnish me any more
proofs of Marxism. My brains won’t stand it.”

brated in Paris—not at the French
Academy, but at the Labor Temple,
the great hall of the Union of Syn-
dicats of the Seine.

“The great Walt,” says a writer in
La Vie Ouvriere, “the great comrade
of all men and of all women beyond
seas and frontiers, has been glorified
as it was appropriate that he should be,
and where it was appropriate.”

Mom:

“I’'m afraid I shut the cat in the ice-box!”
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A GREAT Dutch banker made the following state-
ment to a newspaper man: “We are all in favor
of socialism, for the Dutchman is too great a lover of
democracy to stop at anything. Those of us who have
property will resist and be killed, but the proletariat are
in the majority and must win in time. In a way itis a
gloomy outlook, but perhaps we shall be as happy then
as we are now!” It is an ultimate portrait of human
nature,

HE gentleman who is circulating a petition for the
impeachment of President Wilson could think of
only twenty-one counts against him.

HE leadership of “barbarous” Russia in the move-

- ment for the rationalization of life and industry
may be explained a little by this observation of Mon-
taigne: ‘I am very fond of peasants. They are not
educated enough to reason incorrectly.”

66T N former peace treaties,” said

Gompers, at New Amsterdam,
“the victors only tried to seize land,
money and peoples, but this treaty was
based on new principles entirely.” He
must refer to the fact that in this
treaty, besides seizing the land, money
and peoples, they have seized the
cows. But he is mistaken in thinking
this is an absolutely new principle.
The Latin word for money, pecunia,
actually means “cattle,” and in the
language of one of the old Aryan
tribes which overran India two or
three thousand years before Christ,
the word for war literally translated
meant “a desire for cows.”. It may be
true that the Big Four have outdone
anything in the historic era, but if we
count the gorillas among our ances-
tors it is not impossible to find a prece-
dent for almost any way of destroying
an enemy.

TR

RIENDS who feel that they are

not being asked often enough to
subscribe money for support of THE
LiBERATOR, may send a contribution
for Comrade Raymond Pericat’s
weekly "paper, “The Internationale,”
in Paris. It is so forceful and intelli-
gent a paper that we read with dismay
of the possibility of its reverting for
lack of funds, to the form of a
monthly review.
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The S. L. P.

HE editor of the Weekly People asks me to retract

the statement, in my article on the New Interna-
tional, that the Socialist Labor Party repudiated the Bol-
sheviks. She seems to think it will pain me to do this;
I do not know why, because I am very glad to know .it
is not true, and very sorry I was misinformed. The
editor also implies that the S. L. P. has declared for
affiliation with the Communist International. A contrary
implication is contained in the resolution of their Na-
tional Executive Committee of May 4th, 1919, which
speaks of the party as still at that time “awaiting an
official call for the formation of the New International.”
Its resolutions do, however, emphatically support the
soviets and emphatically repudiate the Berne Congress:
of Social Patriots, and it is to be expected that the S.
L. P. will soon explicitly endorse the third international.

M. E.

“Isn’t it lovely te be out here alone together!”
“Yes, you know that last train leaves at 5:30.”
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“The U. S. Revolutionary Training Institute”
By H. Austin Simons

ORT LEAVENWORTH during the last two years
has become the little Siberia of America.

The most obvious comparison is between the treat-
ment administered to prisoners in the Czar’s prison-
camps and the handling of American young men by
American soldiers in this American military prison. The

" most subtle resemblance between our prison and those
in Siberia is in the atmosphere of “underground” that
prevails in both places. . . .

At the time of the prisoners’ strike, last February, the
main group of objectors, numbering about 150, was in
the seventh wing, an open-cell unit, an “honor wing,” in
which ordinarily no sentries were on guard and where
we had freedom to move about the entire corridor. It
was there that the first actual organization took place.

After our refusal to work, we were sent back to the

cell house. As I was starting up the tiers toward my cell,

one of the “hard guys” called to me:

“Hey, sixty-one, if we’re goin’ to have a strike we’
gotta find out what we're strikin’ fer an’ what we're
goin’ to do.”

“You're right,” I said. “Organize!”

“We gotta have a meetin’ an’ speeches.”

“Well, if you and the other fellows feel that way about
it,” I said, “get the men together tonight and I'll talk
to them.” '

“But we oughta have it right now, before these zibs
get a chance to scab.”

“All right,” T agreed, “but how about the screws?’—
referring to the sentries who were coming into honor-
wings during those troublous times.

“We’ll give you protection. Go to it.”

So we went to the rear of the wing and held the first
meeting of the strike. I stood on a bench and talked
to about 250 men who crowded around the bench on

which I stood, closely, so that their heads concealed the °

numbers painted in white across each leg on my trousers.
Whenever guards entered the wing, a lookout rang the
gong, I stepped down from the bench and lost my iden-
tity in the mass of ugly uniforms. When the soldiers de-
parted we resumed the meeting. . . . These are simple
wiles of the underworld. By such means the “seventh
wing soviet” was organized secretly and was prepared
to lead the whole prison-body next day when the officers
agreed to meet a general committee. . . '

But the most significant similarity between the Fort
Leavenworth military penitentiary and the Siberian
places of isolation is that both have been schools for
revolution. . . . '

Maybe it was Secretary Baker’s enlightened liberalism

~—

or it may have been an indication of the present admin-
istration’s naive faith that it can alter a thing merely
by changing its name that led to the official statement
that the Disciplinary Barracks should not be regarded
as a military prison, but should be called the “U. S.
Vocational Training Institute.” The objectors were the
only ones who took that announcement seriously. The
only vocation they studied was the technique of rebellion.

We did not despair when we found ourselves for the
first time in cells, with “box car numbers” painted across
our thighs and between our shoulders. We refused to
consider ourselves “buried alive” or even confronted by

‘a number of years of lost youth. The reason why we

were able to maintain this point-of-view without be-
coming bitter or vindictive is to be found in the pleasure
and the sustaining comradeship we discovered through
our joint intellectual activities.

Our first request of the officers was for books; our
constant fight was for magazines. We got some through
authorized channels; others we obtained by underground.
In one way or another we got THE LIBERATOR nearly
every month, We also managed to get many of the
classic books and pamphlets on Socialism. Once a polit-
ical objector showed me a small volume bound in black,
on the cover of which was stamped in silver letters,
“New Testament.”

“Look inside,” the comrade said.

I did so, and found not a page of “scripture,” but the
entire Communist Manifesto. It had been smuggled in
and had been rebound by a prisoner in the printshop.
It may seem extraordinary that such a thing could be
done in a prison printing-plant; it will appear less im-
possible when it is known that other prisoners working
there printed and forged government checks and vouch-
ers to the amount of $60,000.

But we were anxious to co-ordinate our studies and
to use systematically the educational talent among us.
So we began, early last winter, to hold evening classes
in Billy Treseler’s cell on the fourth tier of the seventh
wing.

The instructor sat on a stool and the students
crowded about on the “double-deck” bunk, the concrete
floor, and the tier-railing outside. Soon the number
of pupils became too great for this small space. So we
arranged benches and a table in one corner of the main
floor of the wing and made that our classroom. Others
besides objectors came to listen. General prisoners from
different wings took the risk of trial by the executive of-
ficer to come to the lectures and discussions. The cor-
ner-classroom was crowded at every session and dozens
of men sat on the tiers above, listening. We were able
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to do all this because we objectors were popular
among the other prisoners, because no sentries were in
that cell-unit and because no cells there were locked.

Allen Strong Broms, a Socialist from St. Paul, Minn.,
who in 1917 was, next to Victor Berger, the most in-
dicted citizen of the United States, taught the first
classes. He had been an office engineer for a railroad
corporation in civil life; he gave us a course in “Effic-
iency in Propaganda.” He also had been a lecturer on
sociology; so we arranged a second class for him and
he gave lectures on these subjects: “Is a Science of
Sociology Possible?” “Sociology Among the Sciences,”
“The Idea of Evolution in Sociology,” “The Socialist
Contribution to Sociology,” “Sociology and Political
Economy,” and “The Making of Progress.”

Meantime, Carl Haessler, Ph.D., Oxford graduate, in-
structor at the University of Illinois, had come to prison.
The very fact of his presence was dynamic; it changed
the aspect of many things. . I was the fifth objector
to arrive at Fort Leavenworth. For months there were
less than fifty of us and most of those, young and un-
known. I felt keenly the apparent failure of the anti-
draft movement, its lack of large numbers, the absence
from it of great personalities. Then, one Saturday noon
at mess, a comrade who worked in the executive office,
said to me, “Dr. Carl Haessler was ‘dressed into num-
bers’ this morning. He wants to see you in your cell
right after mess.”

I was excited at that prospect; but marching out of
the mess-hall I met for the first time Clark Getts, who
later was secretary of the prisoners’ strike committee.
Getts was known as the most handsome and the most
popular man in the jail, one of the most effective spokes-

men of the movement and the most active man in prison- &

politics and prison-propaganda.
speaking of him to me, said:

“You know, there’s a geek I just can’t help likin’. 1
may not believe w’at he t’inks, but I ceuldn’t dislike ’im
if I wanted to. . . .”

When I left Getts I hurried into my cell and found
Haessler lying on my bunk, already discussing ideas with
a crowd about him. As I listened to him tell of his fight
against the reactionary elements in the Harvester Trust’s
state university at Urbana, Il1., of his work as a journal-
ist and propagandist in Milwaukee, and prison anecdotes
which incidentally revealed his courage and shrewdness
at every encounter with military officers, my doubts of
our movement disappeared. At last, the conspicuously
competent leader had come.

Haessler soon was acknowledged the mtellectual leader
of the objectors, not by thémselves alone but by the of-
ficers as well. At one of the innumerable psychological
examinations to which we prisoners were subjected,
Haessler (who in camp had obtained a higher mental
rating than any other person in the Natlonal Army) was
examined by a “‘shavetail.”

One of the hard-guys,
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“How long did you go to school ?”’ the lieutenant asked.

“Twenty-two years.’

“What was the reason for your quitting?”

Adopting the prisoners’ favorlte phrase, Haessler re-
plied, “Why, there hain’t no more.’

That first afternoon in my cell, Haessler read Plato to
us. So greatly we enjoyed it that thereafter we often
listened to him read and discuss the Greek philosophers,
and Freud, and the pragmatists. When Broms’ courses
were done, we arranged a series of lectures by Haessler
on pragmatism—*“Illusions of Progress” in civilization,
religion, knowledgey; morality, truth.

When we were segregated in “Wire City,” the small
stockade adjoining the prison proper, we started a mght
school with the following program:

Monday, philosophy, taught by Haessler; Tuesday,
English composition, by Simons; Wednesday, Marxian
economics, by Carlton Rudolf; Thursday, logic, by
Haessler ; Friday, biology, by Getts and Schmieder. This
school continued until the transfer on June 18 of five
members of its faculty to Alcatraz Isle, San Francisco
harbor.

Out of our intellectual desires and our delight in frus-
trating official attempts at suppression, arose other ac-
tivities. The prison-censor prohibited Bertrand Rus-
ell’s “Four Roads to Freedom.” In consequence we held
“a symposium on social, economic and industrial move-
ments of today.” Otto Wangerin of St. Paul defined
socialism; Broms, collectivism; Haessler, syndicalism;
Simons, anarchism, and a dozen other fellows partici-
pated in discussion that followed. Thereafter on Sun-
day nights symposiums were the regular things.

To spread Bolshevism and to practice the technique
of agitation, we held open street-curb meetings, mounting

.benches, drawing in crowds, manipulating applause, ex-

pounding industrial unionism, the theories of socialism
and the soviet system of government.

We celebrated revolutionary occasions. . The first such
meeting was held March 9, in observance of the second
anniversary of the Russian revolution. Openly, in de-
fiance of sentries and “rats” or stool-pigeons, we gath-
ered in the rear of the wing and reviewed the history
of the revelutionary movement in Russia, discussed de-
portations of radical aliens and prophesied the advent
of the proletarian dictatorship in America. With heads
uncovered we sang the funeral march that had sounded
through the streets of Moscow at the “red burial.” We
filled the prison with the music of “The Black Standard.”
. . . We observed May Day and the birth anniversary
of Karl Marx. We had a Whitman Day program in-
stead of attending the Memorial Day ceremonies presided
over by the chaplain. .

But what was the result of this constant act1v1ty
Did we affect the prison?

In innumerable ways, yes.

Leading .the other pris-
oners, the “conscienceless”

objectors—the red ones—
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created a sort of jail-democracy, a prison-bolshevism.

By frequently fearlessly enduring solitary confine-
ment, by forcing the War. Department to abolish the
practice of shackling prisoners to the bars, we largely
demoralized the discipline that had been imposed upon
all prisoners. As a result of the strike which we led,
we established a prisoners’ committee which now super-
intends sending the gangs to work, which has charge of
the discipline in the cell-wings, the mess-hall and the
yard, and which tries all cases of breaches of rules, ex-
cept those under the jurisdiction of general court-
martial.. _

We gained scores of converts among the prisoners.
One fellow asked me, shortly before my release, “Hey,
sixty-one, do youse Bullsheviski need any box-fighters or
blackjack-men in the movement?”’

“There’s a place for everyone in the movement,” I
replied.

“Well, youse guys can count me m! I’m a Bullsheviski
from now on. I’ been talkin’ to some o’ your gang an’
I see now where I got a dirty deal an’ where we all get
a dirty deal an’ how it’s all the fault o’ the system an’
we’ got to change the whole damn’ thing.”

He wanted to know how it should be changed. We
taught him. He’s reading proletarian papers now. -

My “buddy” in the Disciplinary Barracks was a fel-
low from the Air Service Flying School, Fort Worth,
Texas, who had been convicted on charges preferred by
an officer whom he had rivalled in a love-affair. Soon
after he came to prison he came in contact with our
group. We took him in. Several months later he was
called before the officer in charge of the disciplinary
battalion.

“Do you want to be restored to duty?”’ the Major
asked.

“No, sir.”

“Why not? I should think that, with this sort of
charge against you, you'd be glad for a chance to be
restored to the status of honorable duty.”

“Thank you, sir. But I’'m done with Uncle Sam and
his army!”

“What do you m_ean? Are you a c. 0.?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why, you're not listed as one.”

“I know it, sir. I didn’t come in here as one, but
I'm going out as one!”

He did. His sentence of one year expired in July
and he came to Chicago to study the movement and to
find a place in it.

We reached the guards, too, with our propaganda.
Shortly after the strike I was seated in the mess-hall
next to the aisle. I noticed a soldier standing by me
but paid no atténtion to him, thinking that he. was in-
specting the table or the food. Presently I heard him
whisper : i

“Don’t look up. Don’t recognize me. You're Simons;
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I know you by your number. My name is J . And
I've wanted to say to you that I'm for you and Haessler
and Getts. And I'm not the only one; you fellows have -
some real comrades in the guard-companies. . . .”

And we ourselves underwent great changes. I do not
know about the religious c. 0.’s; but of the majority of
the politicals I do know that we were confirmed and
determined as revolutionaries by our experience in

. prison, as many leaders of the movement in Europe were

influenced by their earlier sentences to exile. Those who .
had been “parlor radicals” planned to join one or more
actually revolutionary organizations upon their release;
those who had been active before going to prison were
resolved to devote themselves entirely to the ‘movement.
No better can this devotion to a single cause be real-
ized than by knowing the changed attitude of the men in
this group toward amnesty. In the last issue of the
“Wire City Weekly,” the typewritten magazine we pub-
lished surreptitiously, this statement appeared:

“The motto of the objectors is no longer “We want
amnesty!” It is ‘We want revolution! ”

The night before Allen Broms was released we held
a farewell meeting and the spirit of the men was ex-
pressed in such words as these:

“You, comrade, are fortunate enough to go out before
the rest of us go. We want you to be our emissary
from this underworld to those comrades and sympathiz-
ers on the outside who can help us. Urge them to work
for the freedom of us all. Do not forget us who still
are in numbered uniforms.”

The last farewell gathering I attended was on the

night before my own departure. We were in the fourth
wing basement then, with sentries guarding us. We

N waited until lights were out and the soldiers had with-

drawn to the far end of the dim corridor; then the fel-
lows came and sat on my bunk and on the cots around
it. Speaking almost in whispers, they gave me this
message to the outside:

“Of course, we want our freedom. We believe that
the time for ammnesty is present. But that is not the
great thing. Tell the comrades to work for The Revolu-
tion.

“For ourselves, our only hope is that the fact of our
imprisonment may abet the movement. For that fact
is a challenge to American liberalism. If the ‘liberal’
president does not accept the challenge, his liberal fol-
lowers must do so for their own integrity. When they
do so, they will find themselves forced into radicalism.
Thus, it is for our comrades on the outside to justify
our imprisonment by propaganda, as well as to end it
as soon as may be.”

And then, in a murmur that rose and fell and died
away like a little wind in the night, they sang,

“Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We’ll keep the red flag flying here.”



RUNNING THE GAMUT

Open Covenants

SHADY-LOOKING character, wearing a mask
and false whiskers, was discovered lurking near
the White House. The cop dragged him out into the
light and removed his scenery.
“Oh, excuse me, Senator,” he said. “I thought——"
“All right—natural mistake,” said the statesman. “Just
a little conference with the President on the peace
treaty.”
Logic
66 E must not have any special alliances or secret
treaties,” said the President. ‘“Therefore any
special alliances which we may have must be kept secret.”
“I don’t quite see that,” said the Senator.
“Otherwise,” replied the President triumphantly, “it
would break the heart of the world.”

Forearmed

HE police department issued an order forbidding a
mass meeting of Russians.

“But these fellows are anti-Bolsheviks,” said the re-
porter. “They want us to recognize Kolchak.”

“Every Russian is li’ble to turn Bolshevik if you give
him any encouragement,” said the third assistant deputy
of the free speech department. “The antis don’t stay
anti.”

Forewarned

HE manufacturer had just added twenty-five per
cent to the price of shoes.
“The war is over,” he explained to the retailer, “and
it is time prices were coming down. They must have a
nice high place to come down from.”

[

Perspective

HE race riots were over for the day, the bodies had
been removed and there was quiet in the streets of
Washington. The gentleman from Texas arose and
said :
“We must invade Mexico. Life is not safe there.
They have no respect for law and order.”

Virtue

THIRSTY stranger approached the proprietor of
a place of refreshment and displayed a yellowish-
looking bill.
“Is this a law-abiding place?” he whispered, “or is the
law openly flouted ?”
“The majesty of the law is supreme here,” the former
saloon-keeper replied. “The flouting department is in
the back room.”
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Fifty-Fifty .
THE United Mine Workers of Indiana had just
adopted resolutions demanding the release of Debs
and the removal of Burleson.
“We try to be fair to both sides,” said the coal miner.
“Debs and Burleson should both be let out.”

Transfers

AID Job Hedges, humorist and receiver for the New

York street railways: “We are abolishing free

transfers except at four points where anyone may use
them freely at the risk of life imprisonment.”

“How are you going to keep the public contented ?”
asked the magnate admiringly.

The receiver chuckled Hedgefully. “We are issuing a
statement that we would gladly give transfers at Fifth
al:renue and Forty-third street, only we haven’t any cars
there.”

The Longest Way Round

HE cable had just brought the news that Kolchak
had retreated eighty-seven miles.

“Never mind,” said the headline writer, “the world is

round.” Seizing his pencil he wrote: “Kolchak Ad-

vances on Moscow.”

HowarRpD BRUBAKER.

CROPDPE 2 -
=

Look yourself in the face—are you honest?
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BOOKS

American Fiction

Winesburg, Ohio,
Huebsch.
Twelve Men, by Theodore Dreiser. Boni & Liveright.
The Taker, by Daniel Carson Goodman. Boni & Live-

~ right.
The Groper, by Henry G. Aikman. Boni & Liveright.

by Sherwood Anderson. B. W.

MODERN fiction is a kind of spiritual adventure.
Every one knows that life is infinitely wider, more
various, and more complex than the versions of it given
in the story-books. The great innovations of the roman-
ticists and the realists of yesterday seem timid enough
to us when we reflect upon how tiny an area of ‘incident
and emotion they have exploited. If we mark out on
the map of life the part dealt with by our novelists, we
see huge mountain ranges, dark forests, vast deserts and
great seas of human life untouched, until our own time
—and suddenly we see a kind of literary exploration and
colonizing begin. Our modern story-tellers are not con-
tent to deal with materials that have proved themselvés
amenable to fictional treatment; they are tired of the
well-trodden literary tracts—they yearn beyond the sky-
line where the strange roads go down. They want to
make the bounds of literature equal to those of life.
The contribution of America to this spiritual adven-
ture appears to be a kind of undisciplined pioneering.
The author of “The Groper,” for instance, is in his lit-
erary method a little like his hero, whose enterprise con-
sists solely in buying good real estate and automobile
stock ; not that he understands real estate or automobiles.
Mr. Aikman has been enterprising enough to leave the
highroad and “squat” on a piece of good fictional terri-
tory; but it cannot be said that he shows much énter-
prise i exploiting it. His theme is the transformation
of a well-meaning young idealist into a “successful”
business man—the same theme as that of H. G. Wells in
“Tono-Bungay.” But Mr. Wells comes to his task well-
equipped; one can see him starting out with camera,
test-tubes, microscope, telescope, and the latest psycho-
logical paraphernalia. He is ready to make a good job
of it—and he does! There is very little left unexploited
in that theme when Mr. Wells gets through with it. He
has seen all there was to see, and found the most vivid
way of presenting it to us—he has worked his piece of
. ground to the utmost. Mr. Aikman leaves a dozen
aspects of his theme untouched; and what he does deal
with he handles less vividly than might be asked; and yet
it can be said that he is quite honest, and that his hon-
esty leaves us with a feeling which we never get from
Mr. Wells’ more brilliant work, the feeling that these
events are taking place in reality rather than in the mind
of their author. Best of all, he gives, without wearying
us with undue detail or buffeting us with surprises, a
sense of the accidentalness of life. In comparison with
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the standards set by modern English novelists, there is
a lack of thoroughness, of richness, and almost a failure
to achieve an art-form in his story. Its defects in this
last respect are the corollary of its specific quality; it is
less like literature because it endeavors to be more like
life. But it should make up for lack of pattern by
greater depth; it remains too near the level of incident,
it penetrates too little into the subsoil of psychological
motive. If Mr. Aikman is going to illustrate his literary
method in each novel by his title, I hope he will call his
next one “The Digger.” And if he comes to the job
equipped with some modern psychology, there is no rea-
son why he should not produce a book as remarkable and
revealing as this present one is honest.

“The Taker” does go deeper, but not quite deep
enough. It deals with a successful business man, but
chooses to ignore almost entirely the commercial aspect
of his success, in order to deal with the psychology of
“taking” in the field of human relations. There is no
lack of detail here, but there is a lack of vividness; but
that is more than anything else the result of the author’s
manner, which precludes the showing of any particular
enthusiasm or zest for his story—a sort of bored air
borrowed perhaps from his master, Flaubert. What I
particularly complain of, though,is that he does not fully
understand—or at any rate, does not take the trouble to
make clear—the psychic forces involved in his hero’s
erotic “successes.” His theme is almost identical with .
that of Theodore Dreiser’s recent novel, “The Genius.”
Instead of Mr. Dreiser’s admiration for the exploits of
his hero, Mr. Goodman has a kind of contempt; but
when two of his hero’s feminine victims commit suicide,
we feel, more than anything else, a baffled curiosity.
Doubtless there are such -dull and commonplace Don
Juans—one reads of them in the newspapers; but how
do they put it over? Mr. Goodman tells us the facts; and
the facts contain the explanation to any one who knows
enough of Freudian psychology to read between the
lines ; but these facts are not arranged in such a way as
to bring out their significance. I very much doubt
whether Mr. Goodman really does understand the sig-
nificance of his facts; for he relies on the by now out-
worn naturalistic method which is a confession of ignor-
ance, which says, “Life is like this, doubt it if you can.”
Well, we do not doubt it, but we demand something more
of fiction nowadays—we demand not a photograph but a
history. And history is not the record of facts, but an
explanation of why certain things come to pass.

Mr. Dreiser is a naturalist, but he is also a writer
of extraordinary power. He does not arrange facts, he
does not even apparently select among them, except un-
consciously. But he can write, and his book of “Twelve
Men” is accordingly one of the most interesting examples
of naturalistic fiction that America has produced. Per-
haps it ought not to be called fiction, for it is rather a
book of lives—chosen only because they made a deep im-
pression upon the man who observed them—and re-
corded with impressive fidelity. It, too, has the accidental
quality which I like in fiction; and it has what is the
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fundamental virtue of fiction—zest. It is as if these lives
were strange, rich drinks—not only “lucent syrops tinct
with cinnamon,” but sometimes darker, heavier, perhaps
dangerously drugged, but still to be savored with delight.
Whatever Mr. Dreiser’s intellectual convictions about the
riddle of existence may be, he is in love with life, and his
books reveal his profound unquestioning surrender to
its dark allurement.

But naturalism, as we now realize, was only the revolt
against inadequate formulas of explanation. It was an
endeavor to get the truth told, by telling not only such
truths as we could understand but more especially the
truths that defied explanation. It has succeeded in bring-
ing into literature a vast amount of new material—
familiar enough for the most part in life, but left out of
fiction because not sufficiently amenable to literary expo-
sition. It is clear that the next movement in literature
must be one of scientific explanation. That movement
has now begun, and naturalism already seems old-fash-
ioned. It is not sufficient to observe men and women as
if they were insects, and record the strange things they
do. Fabre has made us understand the insects, and lit-
erature cannot lag behind entomology. The scientific
movement in literature, founded on modern psychology,
is already well under way. America, with the very nota-
ble exception of “Peter Middleton,” by Henry K. Marks,
has remained behind in the naturalistic stage.

Yet there are other exceptions not easy to classify, of
which Sherwood Anderson’s new book of short stories is
the most significant. The naturalistic movement was a
reflex of Darwinian science, with its emphasis on “the
struggle for existence”: it was, as we see it now, an
elaborate series of illustrations of the alleged fact that the
strongest were the fittest to survive, and that beauty and
idealism and soft-heartedness always got a raw deal. It
is natural to expect that the literature of the present will
be to some extent less a scientific and historical exposi-
tion of human nature than an emotional reflex of certain
of the truisms of modern psychology—such as, for in-
stance, the motivation of our lives by unconscious im-
pulses, chiefly sexual. The lead has been taken in the
neurotic rather than scientific illustration of such truisms
by James Joyce, and there are writers in America who
belong to the same school. Sherwood Anderson stands
apart from them, not because of any scientific or historical
method, but by virtue of greater power as a writer, a
more thorough imaginative equipment, which makes his
novels and stories pictures of American life that rank
among the best yet produced. His new volume, “Wines-
burg, Ohio,” is a magnificent collection of tales, not free
from neurotic compulsions of the same kind as those with
which he deals, but vivid and in spite of some gro-
tesqueries, beautiful, and in all but the finest sense true.
If less faithful to fact than Mr. Dreiser, he is more of
an artist, and he has broadened the realm of American
- fiction to include aspects of life of the first importance.

I think T am not ungrateful to these American pioneers
of modern fiction, and I hope I am not unduly impatient;
but I wish that our American writers would educate them-
selves a little better for their job, and-not try to get their
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knowledge of human nature wholly out of their own
heads; there is a lot to be learned from the masters of
psychology, and their English confreres are learning it.
Modern psychology will free them from the crude un-
selective methods of naturalistic realism, and enable them
to write more compact, powerful, well-arranged, delicately
modulated and ariistic stories. “Beauty is truth” is a
maxim that works both ways. F.D.

Judging the C. O.s

The Conscientious Objector. By Walter Guest Kel-
logg, Major, Judge Advocate, U. S. A. Bowmi &
Liveright,

R. KELLOGG was a member of the Board of In-
quiry which passed judgment upon the sincerity
of the conscientious objectors. In his inability to per-

ceive the mental backgrounds of the C. O.’s he shows a

total unfitness to pass judgment upon them. H. P. S.

J 1mmie Hig’gins
Jimmie Higgins, by Upton Sinclair. Boni & Liveright.

IMMIE HIGGINS is exactly what Sinclair would
have been if he had never been to college. That
is to say, Jimmie Higgins with Sinclair’s training would
have been writing articles about the “man with the lean
jaw” instead of carrying messages and fighting despe-
rately in the battle of Chateau-Thierry. And if Sinclair
had been sent to Siberia to help put down the Russian
revolution he would have mutinied just as Jimmie Hig-
gins did. As a matter of fact, he did mutiny, sitting in
his comfortable office surrounded by his garden, in, Pasa-
dena, California. There isn’t any use evading the truth,
a lot of us mutinied right here at home. Nothing ever
swept away the confidence of the great mass of simple
working people and honest intellectuals, who believed
that the war was really a war for democracy, like Mr.
Wilson’s private war against Russia. One is mentally
nauseated at the picture of American boys screaming in
agony on the fields of France, giving their lives and their
youth at the same moment that Mr. Wilson was secretly
supporting the Russian reactionaries, the most despicable
people in the world, with all the tremendous influence at
his command and five million dollars of his “personal
fund.”

Jimmie Higgins is a great character, a great American
character. His mental and physical struggle with the
militarists in Siberia is so real that it hurts. That is
why it is only natural that the Times and the Tribune
and other faithful reflectors of Prussianism in America
are calling for Sinclair’s blood. Not only must he be
censored—he must be punished! 1 would consider such
criticisms of a fiction story a rare compliment, Upton.
The Tsar used to send men to Siberia for writing tales
like Jimmie Higgins’—but the tales will be literature
when the Tsar is dust. If our own oppressors aren’t
careful they will force men to produce art in America.
out of this very oppression.

Louise BRYANT.
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A Prison Magazine

HE latest and most daring enterprise in American
radical journalism is—or doubtless we should say
was—the Wire City Weekly. 1t is the product of a
group of men whom the United States Government has
imprisoned, tortured, and some of whom it has killed,
in the effort to break their spirits. It is the last and most
flagrant proof of the failure of that effort. It has
already been extinguished by the huge hoof of Amer-
ican militarism; but it has existed, and should not be
without honor among us.

“The Wire-City Weekly. Published every week at
Wire City, Kansas. Circulation—secret. One of the
1,500 Bolshevik papers in America. Barred from the
Postoffice as First Class Matter.” So runs the descrip-
tion at the top of the editorial page. It is the organ of the
Soviet in the United States Disciplinary Barracks, the
military prison at Ft. Leavenworth, Kansas.

This militant journalistic defiance of militarism is
typewritten and carbon-copied, one or two columns to
the page, on sheets of typewriting paper, with hand-made
covers, one of which is reproduced here.

And its contents—well, what do you think its contents
would be like? Guess again. It is not a record of the

brutalities, the filth, the tyranny of Ft. Leavenworth. It
is not a cry of protest. It is a variety of things, but first
of all it is a very jolly, good-natured publication. It
treats the prison very much as a witty dramatic critic
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treats a bad play—it laughs at it. It is a
paper written by men who are interested
in ideas. But it is not solemn. It has the
easy, good-humored critical quality of the
conversation of radicals the world over. It
is the kind of paper Socrates and the other
~ philosophers would have got out if the
Athenian government had shut them all up
in a dirty jail together; they would have
gone on arguing, and making jokes about
each other as well as about their jailors.
On the first page of the first issue is
this “Lusty Birth-Cry”: “So clamant a com-~
munity as Wire City was bound sooner or
later to find a channel for its manifold vi-
brations. In the natal number of The
Weekly, the promoters do formally invite
the clamorous of all sorts to proclaim, de-
claim and acclaim through this organized
medium. Wobbly poets and Socialist lec-
turers, religious seers and mystics, children
of God and children of the Devil (particu-
larly the numerous latter), anarchists,
aliens, pro-Germans, pro-Americans, inter-
nationalists, Fenians, Sinn Feiners, Bol-
sheviki, Republicans, and EVEN Wilson
Democrats are welcome to our columns.”
The leading article in this first issue is by
Carl Haessler, and deals with “The Gang
Spirit and Morale.” Here is the opening.
- “The man who has never belonged to a
gang is hardly human. He has missed the
thrill and sweep of gang plans and gang
successes and he has never felt the com-
mon strength with which a gang rises from
defeats that would crush the individual. In
short, the man has never known the gang
spirit. Aristotle, the most influential of
ancient philosophers, stated in practically
so many words that Man is by nature a
Gangster. The gang spirit runs in human-
ity’s veins.” The article goes on to discuss
the ways in which governments manipulate
the gang spirit for their own ends, and the
limitations of this manipulation, when
“morale”-creation meets with “demoraliza-
‘tion,” and it ends with suggestions for an
expansion of the gang spirit which will
really serve the interests of humanity.
Carl Haessler, by the way, is the editor;
his associates are C. H. Getts, H. D. Cohn,
L. B. Marcowitz, J. B. C. Woods, and H. A.
Simons. “Subterranean Correspondents,”
Earle Humphreys, Jr., and Roderick Seiden-
berg (of the basements and sub-basements).
The editorial in this first issue is an ad-
mirable criticism of Wilson’s message to
Congress. Then follows an announcement
of the Walt Whitman centenary, to be cele-
brated by an all-day program on May 30th,

. the leisure of Memorial Day being dedicated -

to this purpose. The program includes a
“hike” around Wire City, with chants of
the songs of the open road by the Whit-
maniacs, addresses and readings, and out-
door sports. Next is a short article on

prison architecture and management.
Poems including “An Adventure in Free
Verse,” and jokes, inlcuding this one:

“Watch this space. We have nothing to
put in it, but watch it anyway.”

One can imagine how this insouciant lit-
tle magazine was handed around in the cells
and read thin! The next issue is twice as
large, with a sporting section in which the
baseball game between the Religious C. O.’s
and the Bolsheviks is described in detail.
There is also a chess department. One
learns moreover that the most widely read
books that week were volumes by Bertrand
Russell, Haeckel, Darwin, Eugene Sue, Carl
Sandburg, Chekov, Dostoievsky, Galswor-
thy, Upton Sinclair, Walt Whitman. All
the books newly arrived in prison are also
announced. There is an article on Biology,
dealing with the one specimen of animal
life readily available for study under the
circumstances, the bedbug; it is pointed out
that the plants feed upon the earth, the
herbivorous animals upon plants, man upon
the herbivorous animals, and the bedbug
upon man, it being thus proven that this
insect is the ultimate crown and purpose of
creation. There is a page of announce-
ments of “intellectual events,” namely,
classes in logic, biology, philosophy, Eng-
lish and economics, conducted by various
prisoners. There are political articles, and
an editorial discussion of “The Conscience-
less Objector.” It appears that “the con-
scienceless objector resents being known as
a C. O.,, as a conscientious objector, in a
common lump with the socially futile an-
achronisms of the sterile sort. He aims at
putting his mark on the community fabric,
he plans to be socially productive, he con-
spires to shatter this sorry scheme of
things entire and then remould it nearer
to the heart’s desire.”

In “Advice to Spring Poets,” H. Austin

Simons judiciously undertakes to explain to
the contributors who have been flooding the
editorial tables with verse, the difference
between prose and poetry. He tells them
that what can be said should not be sung.
To the extent that ideas, moral concepts,
etc., become the subject-matter of poetry,
the writer becomes a “didactic” poet; and
“didactic poetry is to the lover of the art
what mnear-beer is to a bacchant; what
‘slum’ [a kind of prison grub] is to the
epicurean, what an old maid with hip-joint
disease is to the young and ardent philan-
derer.” Most of the poetry submitted to
the weekly, he says, is of this didactic
class; and he offers a method by which
any writer may discover whether he is
really called to the service of the muse or
whether it is a false alarm. The method is
admirable, and in effect is this: Learn to
write good prose, and put everything in
that you can. What won’t go jnto prose,
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the things that you must sing instead of
say, are poetry. In short, if you can pos-
sibly keep from being a poet, you aren’t
one.

Nevertheless, a poem entitled “Plums”
appears to have got past the editorial Cer-
berus. It is a pity that there isn’t enough
room here to quote it. The commandant of
the prison, to whom the fat, juicy plum of
the prison-job has been handed, a plum
“sweet with the luscious squirt of privilege
and military glory,” is figured for us as an
old woman preserving plums—

“All that was passionate and vibrant in life
is lost to this old harridan

Except the lust for sweet-stinging juice of
the ripe, round fruit...”

But her senile joy is spoiled, for there are
many anti-militarist worms wriggling de-
fiantly in the heart of her plum, bittering
its flavor.

Next week we find an editorial on the
controversy between the right and left
wings of the Socialist movement, entitled
“The Right is Wrong.”

The fourth issue continues the discussion
of world and domestic politics, and gives
more and more space to the debate between
the various factions among the prison rad-
icals. And along with this it remains
human and funny, with little personal notes
and jokes, some of them unintelligible to an
outsider, in the style of the village news-
paper. There are signs, too, that this happy
circle of free spirits is being broken up,
as in this humorous “Obituary”:

“Alexander, Americo V., one of the most
esteemed inhabitants of Wire City, departed
this life for a better world June 18, 1919.
Despite the Department of Justice, which
was called in during the last few days of
Rice’s relapse, he failed steadily, and on the
night of June 17 the revolutionary conclave
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administered extreme unction. The typos
here, our readers, and all his acquaintances,
wish him happiness hereafter. On his head-
stone have been inscribed these simple,
touching words:
“Home—La Bonne Parole—Home.”

But there are Lusking Committees in the
Wire City, too, alas! (For you have doubt-
less been wondering why we did not all
move there and enjoy their freedom.) A
“raid” conducted upon the offices of the
Wire City Weekly by the prison authorities
—it seems just like home, doesn’t it ?7—sug-
gests the reason why we have received no
more copies of the paper. “This week’s
material, already set up, for the fourth
issue, was seized from the editor’s table by
a major. C’est magnifique, messieurs les
officiers, mais ce n'est pas la guerrel”*

And so, alas, an end of these articles,
debates, jokes, book-reviews, poems, the
efflorescence of a vitality which has made
Ft. Leavenworth one of the intellectual
centers of America. It will not do to let
these young men talk and laugh so loud.
It will especially not do to let America
overhear them—lest America say to her-
self: “So prison is not so terrible after
all, when you have an ideal to sustain you.
They have not been broken. They laugh at
their tormentors. They laugh even at
themselves, They are happy. Why is it?
Is this what Bolshevism means?” F. D.

*The editors have since been transferred to the
prison-hell of Alcatraz.
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We Have Won the first Skirmish
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URT DISMISSES
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Justice McAvoY Refuses Post-
ponement Asked For by

the Aﬂomey Generah

s He will Try M‘“‘
'd of Insti-

Newton SaYy
to Have Charte

tution Annulled.

The fight is on. The reactionaries have been forced into the open. Under the able lead-
ership of Samuel Untermeyer we succeeded in frustrating the first attack. They are going to
try again to “legally” execute progress through the courts. They theaten to go the limit.

“—if there is no law which authorizes the state to deal with them (the Rand
School) then it will be my duty to recommend to the legislature the enact-
ment of laws to protect our institutions”’—said Attorney General Newton
after the court dismissed his complaint against the school.

By “our institutions” he means the backbone of the ‘“system” which he represents—
the systém of exploitation and proﬁteers. No stone is to be left unturned to destroy the Rand
School in order to protect this ‘“system’ and to drive the entering wedge that would destroy
any educational movement to awaken the people—especially one that spreads the principles
of Socialism.

They will harass us by threatened court actions—by attempted legislation. They will
seek to destroy our sources of income by con-
tinuing to spread false and pernicious rumors.

It is tmperatively mecessary that

They will tax our physical and our financial abilities. all liberal Americans rally to the
. . . .. support of the Rand School.
But we shall survive it all. Ours is the spirit of Manifesto of the National Civil Liberties Bureau

progress, the voice of the future. Every man and |ALGERNON LEE,

_man LGERN .
woman to whom freedom of expression is a .ucaﬁ;";‘(fls?ﬁzﬁftg? Social Science,
precious possession is going to help. And that 7 East 15th Street, New York.

means every reader of the Liberator. Those who Enclosed, please find......... ..
agree with us, and those who disagree, realize the | For the Rand School Defense Fund.

meaning of this fight. “If the Rand School is closed Send copy of the “Case of the Rand School.”
all sorts of centres of democracy and progress will |Signed ... —
be in similar danger.” Keep it open. Your contri- | Address .......

bution will help. Don’t delay it. Send it NOW.
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