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Red May Day 
e' 

Prison In 
RED-on my hanus, red on my clothes, refl on my 

comrades and in their hearts. 
Blood-drawn from helpless men, women and, 

yes, children, by the relentless clubs and cruel bullets 
of the thugs and police of Roston .... 

Sitting in a dose, dusty cell with seven coweriJlg 
women I live the (layover and over again. Tn the 
next cell a woman. who has seen her husband beaten 
unconscious, ,is 1l1oaning ill the agony of premature 
child-hirth.' \Ve plead for a doctor. Police officers­
can they be lIIen horn of woman?-jeer: "If you don't 
like it you' can go back to Russia." Outsiue a howling 
mob, made ttp of the very workers for whom we have 
and arc giving· ottr all, thirsts for our hlood. 

I go ·hack ,twenty-four hours .. It .is May Day. The 
.sun is 'shining in a clean blue sky, leaves and grass of 
young, vivid green stir in the warm breeze, the call of 
spring is in the air and one thrills to its challenge. A 
new world' is in birth. 

A joyous, living crowd fills to overflowing the Dud­
.ley Street Opera House. They are there to celebrate 
that most significant of . all holidays-International 
'Labor Day; and this year its significance has been in­
creased a othousandfold. In Russia the workers have 
won; they are winning in Germany, in Hungary, in 
A~tstria; gaining all over Europe anu awakening in 
America. Everyone in the hall wears a bit of red, a 
token of the red blood that courses through the veins 
of all men alike, of all races. Even the children, 
laughing and playing seem to have captured some of 
the spirit that animates us ... There are speeches received 
with enthusiastic applause and singing. Tears come 
to my eyes as I listen to the many langUages blending 
into the "International," and I hear the cry coming 
down through the ages of 'peoples pitted against peo­
ple, slaying one another that the masters might fat­
ten on their hlood. 

At the end of the meeting the ch'airman announces 
that the parade that had been planned cannot be held 
since a permit was denied. However, we are all in-' 
vited to go to the Bazaar which marks the opening of 
the new Socialist home in Roxbury, at "New Inter­
national Hall." Slowly we leave, and slowly in the 
street the various groups coalesce into a body of 
marchers bound for New International Hall, half a 
mile distant. Some of those in the vanguard are car­
rying red flags. We are all happy, we are all wishing 
that everyone else should be happy, but-trouble is 
brewing. 

On the opposite side of the street a rapidly increas­
ing gang of hoodlums is following us threateningly. A 
policeman steps into the street, speaks to one comrade 
at the front. and then retires. Soon patrol wagons 
dash past. turn and hlock the street. Froril it 

By Martha H. Foley 
Who <vas arrested, com:icted on perjured testimony, 

an·d sentenced to eighteen months' imprisonment. 

descend police with clubs drawn. Without ado they 
strike right and left among the hody of marchers. Men 
fall to the ground, stunned by the blows. The ("rowel 
of JUJn-Socialists s'urge over toward 'us (and strives to 
out-do the police in brutality. They are armed with 
large ptec~s of timber, with lead-pipe anu heavy wire. 
Men prostrate on the street are kicked and beaten 
mercilessly. Women are aottacked an<i children tram­
pled upon. 

A man carrying a club approaches an officer near me 
and complains that his crowd is not large enough to 
kill off those "damn Bolsheviks." The officer advises 
him to get together all his crowd, as they are ·too 
scattered. Amazed, I remonstrate with the officer for 
encouraging the mob to violence. "Oh, go to hell!" is 
the answer. I report him to t\le sergea!Jt in charge, 
who asks me if I am with those foreigners. To 'llis 
"You ought to be proud of your associates," I retort: 
"I am, thank God, I am!" 

The police threaten to use their guns. One 
man tears open his coat bares his breast crying 
"Kill! Kill !" The sergeant takes deliberate aim at 
his heart. Confusion reigns supreme. We fly for 
refuge to door-ways whence we are dragged f~rth to 
be set upon once more 'by the mob. Stones are hurled, 
more shots fired, and more men beaten. The mob has 
grown amazingly. Several more patrol wagons have 
arrived and men and women are thrown headlong into 
them. Two officers drag me to a patrol and a dozen 
men, all bruised and bleeding, are crammed into it. 
They are too dazed to offer any re!)istance; and yet, 
while th~ wagon is jolting on its way to the station, 
they are cooly beaten over the head with the billies of 
the police. Will the sweetest music ever silence that. 
sound of those clubs cracking against the 'skulls which 

. still rings in my ears? 
In the station we are pushed and shoved about. Al­

ready a large crowd has 'gathered outside and they 
rush up the stairs and almost through the entrance. 
After being listed we are closely herded into small 
cells and spend othe night in cramped position. We 
listen to the obscene language of the mob outside and 
of the guardians of the law inside. The pregnant 
woman screams and the woman next me cries silently 
---'her babies are being . left uncared for all night. 

Sleep refuses to come. It is a nightmare! It is, not­
it cannot be real. A revulsion towards all mankind 
seizes me. If some can be so cruel-then all can. Of 

what use is it to try to change conditions? But~no, 
it is unreal. And yet on the other side of the bars a 
policeman is saying, "We'll show you th~t this isn't 
Russia, that you can't try such things in Almerica." 

The officer goes away. There is silence inside for 
a moment and then from the men's section comes, in 
Italian. the music of the "International." And we 
sing. sing with triumph and fervor-we are not yet 
·conqucrefl. 'After the "International" we. sing the 
"Red Flag" and the Ru~~ial1 Hyml1. Our songs give 
U!'l fresh courage and new life. 

Tn ,the morning we are thrust into closed vans and 
taken to cells in the courthouse there to await the ad­
ministration of "justice." The pregnant woman, stm 
without medical attendance, is otaken with us. The 
courthouse like the station is surrounded ..,y seething 
throngs including 'many children. Teaching the 
Hymn ·of Hate to German school children, was no 
worse tlotan the encour'agement given the children of 
Roxbury in their attacks upon us. A Jewish woman 
whispers to me that she feels that she is losing some­
thIng very precious, her love of children. And I un­
derstand too welL We sit on iron gratings in the 
cells inthe courthouse basement and wait and.wait. 

Then a Russian saying: "I came to America away 
from the Czar. because they told me it was the land 
of liberty. Now I am arrested for havingbeen beaten 
up and what is my family going to do?" ... 

Down· the corridor a young boy is sobbing. In 
answer to my question he tells me that he was ar" 
rested for stealing. He was physically una:ble to 
work, having just undergone an operation, and tempta­
tion proved too strong for him. He seems to be a 
manly little chap and his heart almost 'bursts with each 
sob. Only a boy who should he in school with his 
books or in the sunshine playing ball and instead he 
is here. But such things cannot go on forever, some 
day an eruption must come and then let the masters 
beware. As they sow, shall they reap. 

At last I secure . from the next cell a newspaper­
never was I so anxious for one and I am asked to 
.read. I read slowly and clearly to the other com­
rades. With what a thrill we learn of the demonstra­
tionsl1n Geveland, in De.troit, in <;hicago, in New 
York and in Paris. Each account is received with 
cheers. Weare not alone! There are others, many, 
many others and we triumph! 

Again we sing the Red Flag and the International. 
Outside the crowd shouts and presses against the 

barred windows. They think they are free and us 
imprisoned. But we know better, and to their cries 
of "Down with the Bolsheviki! Kill the dirty Bol­
sheviks!" our song answers "Arise ye prisoners of 
starvation, Arise ye wretched of the earth." 

"A Poor Peace Better Than Proletarian Revolution" 

THE development of capitalistic society was char­
acterized by Karl Marx as a ,development that 
produces "its own grave-diggers." This char­

acterization proves l11ot;e than correct as concerns 
the I'eace Cunference in Paris; for this Conference, 
more than anything else, perhaps even· more than re­
volutiollary Socialist prupaganda and agitation, has 
contriuuted to hreaking down the illusions of "lib­
eral, I'cacdl!1 rel:Ollst ruction" amI to developing a 
revolutionury Socialist conception of the fundamental 
nature of Capitalism among the proletarian masses 
of all countries. 

And, thanks to the "successful activity" of the 
Peace Conference, that which formerly was under­
stood and prophesied. by revolutionary Socialists 
alone is now becoming obvious to all. 

The "Fourteen Points" of President 'Wilson, it is 
now clear, have been in the hands of the Allies (re­
gardless of the' particular aspirations of Wilson in this 
or that malta) nothing hut hait with which to catch 
(;(~rl1lan Jish. 

These "Fourteen Points" at the time lulled tl;e 
vigilance of the revolutionary masses of the Gernlan 
proletariat: these "Fourteen Points" provided a 
plausihle excuse for the German diplomats to sign 
the armistice agreement dictated by the Allies and 
1n oln·iolls contradiction to the "points;" and now, 
when the ("onditions of the armistice have been com­
plicd witb, when the Rhine provinces are occupied 
hy Allied troops and Germany lies prostrate and al­
most helplcss at the feet of the Allied imperialists,­
these r""Fonrteell Points" are' declared as rubbish, as 
a useless scrap of paper. Terms of peace are im­
posed upon t;ermany in comparison .with which the 
infamotls Brest-Litovsk conditions of peace imposed 
upon Soviet Russia by Germany appear as innocent, 
kind and meek. 

The "Fourteen Points," we repeat, lulled the vigil-
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ance of the revolutionary masses of the German 
proletariat ancl provided a plausible excuse for tIle 
C;t'rman diplomats to sign the armistice ... , It was 
siJl1ply an excuse. For we did not think at the time 
all.! we do not think now that these "points," for a 
~illgle moment, luHec( the vigilance of the experienced 

Deporting Democracy 
Letter from HermaIJ Shuster, U. S. Immigration 

Station, Boston, Mass. . 
Circumstances <:ompel me to appeal for your assist­

ance. I am detained at the above mentioned sta­
tion. and was arrested in Clevelan<4 Ohio, in Decemb­
er 1917. for failing to register. But as the U. S. 
author,ities were ·unable to prove my right age they 
,preferred to switch the charge to entering. the U. S. 
illegally. T.herefore, my deporta.tion to Rus!lia has 
heell ordered by the Deopartment of Labor, Washington. 
D. C. in May 1918, ,but up to date this order has not 
heen carried out. They simply keep me in detention 
without giving me the opportunity to leave on parole 
or upon bonds until the deportation can be effected. 

In the winter of 1917 I received, while at the county­
jail, Cleveland, a letter from the Indus-trial Workers 
.of the World, 1001 West Madi90n St., Chicago, IlL, 
(holding I;ard No. 204,122 Industrial Union 200 M. T. 
W. )to the effect that a lawy!'4"" was ordered to see 
all memhers detained there. However, I have never 
!;l'"n the gentleman. 

On Fehruary 4th inst. I mailed a registered letter 
to Mr. Louis Ratnosky, No. 27-4th St., New York 
City. (Lahor Deft'nder), but in spite of the fact that I 
haVt· the return receipt at hand, I never heard of him. 

Therefore I heg of you the faVQr to take this matter 
up and let me know whatever. you might learn by in­
quiring into my case. 

and alert German diplomats and generals, and their 
aids, the social-patriots; they never really and sin­
cerely placed any confidence in the "points." The 
act of signing the armistk:e, under conditions of mar­
tial law and the . revolutionary situation in Germany; 
allowing the Allies, in con formity with the armistice 
terms, to Ol:cupy the Rhine provinces, unparalelled in 
military annals: surrendering with conscious alacrity 
the revolutionary Aeet to the Allies, the sailors of 
'.which had oeen the first to raise the banner of the 
Revolution,-all this we consider acts of deliberate 
treason and betrayal of the Revolution by the bourge~ 
ois diplomats and ,bourgeois "Socialists." It was an 
atempt to betray and disarm the German Revolution 
with the aid of foreign bayonets, an attempt which 
finds its analogy. in the project of General Ivanov 
proposed to the Czar in the early days. of the March 
Revolution, a project involving opening the Russian 
frontiers to the Germans and the surrender of Riga 
hy Cieneral Kornilov. 

The (;erman "Socialist" traitors of the Ebert­
Schci<lemann persuasion and the ordinary bourgeois 
traitors knew and felt sure that the Allied knife 
thrtlst at the heart of Germany would descend, and 
with their connivance, since they were a party to the 
plot. And this knife was to descend, no so much 
in order to damage bourgeois Germany, but to devour 
amI crush the German proletarian revolution; 

And now it has come. The knife hanging over 
C;erlllany has descended. The peace conditions im­
posed hy the Allies will transform Germany into a 
vassal of the Allies. But we have no doubt that the 
(icrlllall hourgeoisie and the Ebert-Scheidemann Gov­
ernment will, while protesting, pay this pric;e and -a 
still higher price if necessary, in order to secure in 
the Allies a guardian and defender against the prdle­
tarian revolution that is still threatening. 

Better to save something than to lose everything I 
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