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HOFFMAN: “IWITH THE BIBLE AND YOU WITH THE GUN, SON.” By Fred Ellis'frstvW&hdux
Central Organ of the Communist Party of the U. S A.

Hymn Books and Bibles
A S soon as the striking textile workers of Marion, North

Carolina, were face to face with the problem of dealing

with imported scabs they were treated to a splendid example

of the “new progressive" Muste leadership as personified in

Alfred Hoffman, organizer for the United Textile Workers’
Union.

When, in order to protect the 400 imported scabs, the

agents of the mill owners called in the state militia to intim-

idate the 2,000 strikers, Hoffman immediately rushed into
the capitalist press with a statement endeavoring to justify

the presence of the troops. Instead of issuing a scathing

denunciation of the scabherders and strikebreakers, this
worthy assailed the workers with the following gem of mili-

tant leadership:

“I have advised the union workers against violence and have
instructed them to carry hymn books and bibles instead of black-
jacks and clubs."

All honor to the workers who scorned such advice and
hooted down Hoffman! The Marion strikers instinctively

reacted against this treachery. Few of them, however, will

realize the utter perfidy of Hoffman and connect it up with

the whole outfit of “new progressives” in the American Fed-

eration of Labor. This new group, hatched in the Brook-
wood college of class collaboration, has one function to per-

form; to try to halt the rising tide of working class hatred
against the bureaucracy of the American Federation of La-

bor, by spreading illusions to the effect that the Muste “op-
position” will force the old officialdom to adopt a more mili-
tant policy.

No avowed reactionary leader of labor could go farther
than Hoffman did in trying to impute to strikers responsi-
bility for violence, instead of branding the mill owners, the
scabs, the police and the militia as inciters of violence. Hoff-
man wants to prove to his capitalist masters that he will aid
them in their efforts to render the workers harmless by
preaching non-resistance in the face of the most vicious
provocation. He wants workers to have faith in capitalist
institutions—laws, courts, police, militia. Resorting to the
pompous preaching of his schoolmaster, the Rev. A. J. Muste,
dean of Brookwood, the alma mater of Hoffman, this so-
called textile leader tells workers, when faced with murder-
ous assaults of the enemy class, to carry hymn books and
bibles. Instead of fighting to resist wage-cuts and the speed-
up here they should wear out their lives while enduring star-
vation wages in the hope of obtaining “pay checks on the
bank of heaven.” He doesn’t want strikers to resist mass
murder as did the Gastonia strikers. He doesn’t want an-
other Gastonia case. Had he been in Gastonia and able to
induce the workers to adopt his policies there would be no
Gastonia cases today, because the Gastonia workers would
have been drowned in their own blood before the murderous
attacks of the hirelings of the mill owners, and the hired mur-
derers would be walking the streets awaiting an opportunity
to repeat their performanoe at the first opportunity.

Fortunately the Gastonia workers resisted and they are
alive today and the mass movement of the working class
that is being mobilized in behalf of the Gastonia defendants
throughout the world must assure their return to the ranks
of labor, where they can again take up the fight to help free
the labor movement of the agents of the capitalist class who
tell workers to refrain from defending themselves against
the murderous attacks of the bosses.

Herr Lore’s Source of Information
A FTER being exposed and pilloried by the Daily Worker

for printing in his Volkzeitung a letter forged in the
name of Bartholomeo Vanzetti, containing an attack on the
International Labor Defense. Ludwig Lore, tried to evade
the issue by the following explanation:

“Not the Volkzeitung, but the Road to Freedom, the an-
archist monthly, published Vanzetti’s letter, the genuineness of
which is being vouched for by his friends and comrades.”

Then the Volkzeitung adds in brackets: (photostat copy).
This feeble and miserable apology does not alter one word

that we published about the apostate, Lore’s, publication of
excerpts from the alleged Vanzetti letter. The explanation
that Lore copied it from the anarchist rag, “The Road to
Freedom,” makes his crime against the working class all the
more infamous. “The Road to Freedom” is a veritable re-
ceptacle for forgeries and lies of every variety and publishes
as authentic every slander that can be concoted against the
Soviet Union. The fact that Lore quotes with approval such
open and avowed counter-revolutionists and agents of imper-
ialism indicates the depth to which he has sunk. And when
he prints a forged letter attributed to Vanzetti, who wr as
murdered by the very capitalist class Lore supports, all honest
workers will hold him in contempt.

Lore further tries to defend himself against our exposure
of his latest perfidy by publishing a lie to the effect that the
author of the editorial attacking him was one time expelled
from the Communist Party. On other occasions Lore has
repeated that bare-faced lie, that never did have even the
slightest foundation in fact. The last time he published that
fairy tale he was roundly denounced in the columns of the
Daily Worker by Comrade C. E. Ruthenberg. Publishing
slanders against those who expose him will not blind the
workers to the service Lore is rendering the capitalist class.
Nor will it salvage his political bankruptcy. •

But Lore’s lies are notorious. The mere fact that he and
his Volkzeitung lies about the working class movement is of
no importance whatsoever. What is important, in this casf,
is that Lore deliberately lies about the Sacco and Vanzetti
case in order to impose upon the Gastonia defense the same
blight of liberal and anarchist capitulation to the capitalist
class and capitalist courts that resulted in Sacco and Van-
zetti being burned alive in the electric chair at Charlestown,
Mass., two years ago.

We say to Lore and the anarchists and the liberals and
yellow socialists and all the rest of those who would try to
delude the masses with notions of capitalist justice: You,
who helped pave the way for the murder of Sacco and Van-
zetti by discouraging class action, will not be able to repeat
your subserviency to the capitalist hangmen in the case of
the Gastonia prisoners.

Lore, like that other lackey of the bourgeoisie, the Rev.
Norman Thomas, would rather see workers go to the electric
chair than to see capitalist justice discredited arid defeated
before the mpss action of the working class.
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Right Wing Uses the Courts
By VERN SMITH

IN the Herrin trial, 1922, the Illinois
I district administration of the
United Mine Workers defended those
miners charged with murder, but
only after some hesitation. The in-
ternational office of the union did
not defend them at all, and conducted
an anti-Red, anti-militancy cam-
paign detrimental to the defense
during the progress of the trial. The
head of the American Federation of
Labor actively sabotaged the de-
fense. The labor bureaucracy, to
those who could tell approaching
events by the shadows they cast be-
fore them, was seen to be sold
to the employers and the prosecu-
tion. But it feared the mass sen-
timent of the rank and file, and
those sections of it closest to the
rank and file feared most, ar.i were
least open in their treason.

In the Zeigler case (1926) these
misleaders of labor came out into
the open; frankly used the capitalist
courts to frame up left wing lead-
ers. By the time of the Pittston
case, 1928, such alliance of the A.
F. of L. corrupt officialdom with
the employers’ frame-up system
was a commonplace throughout the
needle trades, and in other indus-
tries. In the present Gastonia case,
a formal order has gone out from
the executive council of the A. F.
of L. warning all in A. F. L. unions,
as they value their membership, to
not contribute a cent to the defense
of the mill strikers and union or-
ganizers charged with murder, and
the leaders of the United Textile
Workers are actively interfering in
every way possible with the organi-
zation campaign of the union to
which the Gastonia victims belong,
to cut from under their feet their
best fighting ground, a strong or-
ganization of the workers in the
vicinity of the trial.

The Left Wing in Zeigler.
In Zeigler, Illinois, the miners

were the last to be unionized. The
open shoppers survived Virden day,
even, by a couple of years. The
great Bell-Zoller mine’s owners
early effected a working agreement
with the Farrington machine. In
Zeigler Local 992 of the U.M.W.A.,
President John G. Smith, and Treas-
urer Brooks conspired with Secre-
tary Alec Hargis to teal money
from the union. Hargis was ex-
posed, but after losing his job as
secretary, was protected by the cor-
rupt officials, and allowed to work
in the mines. Later it was ad-
mitted by District 12 auditors (July
24, 1923) that another machine
president of the local, O. Berry, and
Alec Hargis, while recording-secre-
tary, had made it easy for the
machine treasurer, Mike Roscho, to
steal $4,100 of union funds. The
sum was afterwards found to be
really about SII,OOO.

The sub-district president, Lon
Fox, and Frank Farrington, presi-
dent of District 12, ousted the pro-
gressive officials elected after this
graft was exposed, in order to per-
mit the union election to be stolen,
and prevent the left wing leaders in
Southern Illinois, Henry Corbishley,
from winning the sub-district presi-
dency. The machine and the Ku
Klux Klan were by this time one and
the same organization in Zeigler, al-
though membership in the K.K.K.
was forbidden by the tJ. M. W. con-
stitution.

After the 3ub-district vote was in,
and miscounted, and Lon Fox safely
in control of the sub-district, a
special election was allowed to Lo-
cal 992, in which Corbishley was
elected president of the local, and
a complete slate of progressives
took over the local union offices.

Two fights were going on. One
was against the company, which
during the misleaders’ control in
Zeigler, had cheated the miners
right and left on the weights of

their coal. Cars were run over the
scales so fast that one checkweigh-
man could not check on them, and
the first thing Corbishley’s admin-
istration did was to let the members
pass a By-Law that their should be
two assistant check-weighmen. Six
weeks later the company refused to
let any assistant checkweighman on
the tipple, the checkweighman
walked off, the miners struck.

Corbishley asked the men to re-
turn to work, and started the reg-
ular negotiations.

Bosses Decide Union
On August 4, 1925 the company

demanded of Sub-District President
Fox that Corbishley, the pit com-
mittee, the local vice-president, and
the checkweighman be removed
from office. The corrupt sub-dis-
trict administration hastened to do
the bidden of the employers. D. B.
Cobb, sub-district vice-president
came down, made a four day “in-
vestigation,” and ruled in favor of
the company. The miers, greatly
indignant, struck again.

Lon Fox ordered a special meet-
ing of Local 992 to be held on Aug.
11th.

Now the other fight that had
never stopped in Zeigler, was the
attempt of the ousted minority, the
old machine men, practically all
members of the K.K.K. to disrupt
the local, and capture its offices by
strong arm methods. Many meet-
ing had broken up in fights; many
assaults had been committed by the
machine thugs, and there had been
attempts at assassination of mili-
tants.

For several years, starting almost
immediately after, the Herrin trial,
the Klan gunmen had been shoot-
ing to pieces the Herrin local, divi,
ding and disrupting union organiza-
tion there, and there had been many
murders, and Glen Young, chieT
K.K.K. gunman, openly threatened
to “clean up” Zeigler.

The Farrington, Cobb, Fox and
K. K. K. machine came down to the
August 11th meeting in Zeigler
ready to -kill. Cobb and Fox both
came, and with them Darby Bab-
bington, a district board member,
and Hezza Hindman, a sub-district
board member. And with them came
also numerous gunmen in their pay.

The Fight Starts.
The miners stood fast, and re-

fused to unseat the left wing offi-
cials. The meeting adjourned, and
many of the members stal led home.
A machine thug, Asa Wilson began
to beat up the 69-year-old father
of Oscar Farthing who had been a
left wing vice-president. A general
fight started. Cobb swung a black-
jack at ’. is enem'tut if was taken
away from him and several hard
miners’ fists poked him- in the face.
Alec Hargis then pulled a 38 calibre
automatic, and shot Mike Sarovich,
one of the progressives, a militant
miner, and a personal friend of Cor-
bishley’s, through the abdomen, as
Sarovich was walking to the door to
leave. Sarovich died some hours
later. The bullet went through him
and struck Hindman in the hip, in-
flicting a wound from which he re-
covered.

Many witnesses saw Hargis shoot
Sarovich. The coroners’ jury
brought in a verdict that “Mike
Sarovich came to his death from a
gunshot wound inflicted by Alec
Hargis."

But then the frameup started;
Fox and Farrington both issued
statements accusing Corbishley and
the other anti-machine men in Lo-
cal 992 of the murder and of trying
to murder Fox and Cobb. Judge
Kerr, Farrington’s chief counsel,
took active part in the legal work
through subordinates, W. P. Seeber,
former attorney for the district ad-
ministration, A. C. Lewis, at the
time an attorney for the Farrington
officials, and Rufus Nealy, hired by
Farrington, with miners’ union
money.

Cobb and Fox swore out warrants
against 26 members of Local 992 for
conspiracy to murder, and after
Cobb spoke to the grand jury, that
body indicted Frank Corbishley,
brother of Henry, for the murder of
Sarovich, and said not a word about
Hargis! The grand jury, as in Gas-
tonia, represented the big business
interests of the community,

j Here was a clear cut frame-up
case, with all the usual trappings,

i on charges of murder and conspiracy

ito murder, with the officials of the
| strongest section of the strongest

; union in America openly and notori-
ously managing and conducting the
frame-up, with the employers’ grand
jury and employers’ courts loaned
to them for that purpose!

The International Labor Defense,
recently organized, rushed to the

! aid of the 26 victims. The sub-dis-
| trict and district machines rushed
| to the aid of the prosecution by sus-
| pending Henry Corbishley and three
| others, as a means of prejudicing
| their case in the eyes of miners in
other districts, who might see them

I only as bad union members, unfit
| to associate with.

The Old “Foreigner” Issue
The trial started, Feb. 2, 1926, of

13 of the indicted men, on the con-

j spiracy charge. It was preceded
and accompanied by the usual anti-

foreigner publicity campaign, so well
| known as an ear mark of the frame-
; up. The lawyers actually prosecu-

I ting the defendants in court were
j States Attorney Roy Martin, and
Farrington’s employees, Judge
Neely and J. Smith. The jury was
composed of 100 per cent American
farmers, many of them Klansmen,
susceptible to the “anti-foreigner”
talk. The issue of class against
class, which had saved the Herrin
men before a farmer jury, was here
hidden, obscured, in the minds of
the jury by the inner union fight,
by tne appearance of union officials
as witnesses for the prosecution.

! The prosecution lawyers continually
reminded the jury that President
McKinley was assassinated by a
“foreigner.” Many witnesses testi-
fied for the defense, mostly “foreign
ers” of course, that Frank Cor-
bishley, accused of actually firing
the shot, was not in the hall at the
time. Others testified about Cobb’s
starting the fight. The prosecution
witnesses contradicted each other, in
important particulars, but these con-
tradictions were smoothed over by
the continual jingoistic exhortations
of the prosecution. The jury was
convinced that they were defending
American institutions and the pro-

j testant religion against “Reds,
foreign enemies, and maybe the

j Pope.”
Eight Convicted.

Henry Corbishley, Mike Karadich,
Stanley Paurez, Steve Meanovich,
Frank Corbishley, Ignatz Simich,

j Martin Simich, and Eddie Maleski
were convicted, in this kind of a

| trial. The others, against whom ex-
actly the same evidence was pre-
sented, were acquitted.

The cases were appealed by the
I.L.D. In May, 1926, Martin Simich
won a new trial, which ended the
frame-up against him. Eddie Mal-
cski was sent to the reformatory at
Pontiac; he was under 19 years of
age. The other seven got a sentence
of one to fourteen years in Chester
penitentiary.

Henry Corbishley, Ignatz Simich,
and Meanovich actually served
terms. All are now released. Henry
Corbishley, Simich and others are
still militant miners of Illinois, Cor-
bishley is leading the National
Miners Union, Illinois district.

Murder in Pittston.
The K.K.K. has practically died

out of the coal fields, but the re-
actionary murder machine survives.
In 1928, a startlingly similar situa-
tion to that in Zeigler developed
around and in Local 1703, Pittston,

I Pa. The Cappelini district machine

was sold out completely to the opera-
tors, and held control by a solid in-
ner union organization of the con-
tractors, petty empbyers of labor,
who stood between the operators and
the miners. Nobody has ever found
a good reason why such me:i should
be in the union at all—they are not
of the working class, they represent

capitalism.
Local 1703 members beat the re-

actionaries and elected a progres-
sive slate, and the Cappelini-con-

jtractor machine started a quite
| simple campaign to kill all of them,
jusing Chicago gangster technique.

The Pennsylvania Coal Co. rushed j
: to the aid of its hirelings, and closed
down the mine Colliery No. 6, in

1 which all the members of Local 1703
; were working.

Two weeks after the election,
j Thomas Lillis was walking home

! with Alex Campbell, progressive j
checkweighman at No. 6, and one of [
the leaders in the 1920 strike. j
Machine gunmen stepped out of am- !
bush and shot Lillis dead.

The local' authorities did nothing
to apprehend his murderers.

About three weeks later, on Feb.
16, Samuel Bonita, the progressive

| president of Local 1703, with Adam
Moleski, of the local grievance com-
mittee, and a union member, Steve
Mendola, appeared at the office of
District President Cappelini in
Wilkes Barre, to see if something
could not be done about the shut
down and other grievances at No. 6.
They were met in the district presi-
dent’s office by Frank Agati, the
corrupt former president of Local

j 1703, ousted when th6 Bonita ad-
ministration was sleeted. Agati,
since his loss of office, had been put
on the Cappelini payroll for a fat
salary as an “organizer,” really as a
gunman guard for Cappelini. After
a few words passed, Agati swung
his fist at Boijita’s face, jumped
back, jerked out his gun, and began

j shooting. Bonita started shooting
i too, and shot better. When the
smoked cleared away, Agati wT as
dead. Six shots had been fired; one
of them certainly, accord ng to the
report of Captain Jones of the
police department, who investigated,
by a gun which could have belonged
to none other than Agati. Perhaps
other shots were fired by Agati.
Mendola’s gun had not been fired.
Moleski was not armed.

But the murder system with the
authorities doing nothing to inter-
fere, was too good. On the night
of February 28, Campbell and Reilly
rode to Campbell’s house in a small,
cheap sedan. They had been on a
visit to Bonita, Mendola and Moles-
ki at the jail. A carload of gang-
sters drew alongside at Railroad St.,
and one fired a burst from a
machine gun into them. Others in
the gangster car used shot guns,
and automatic revolvers. Campbell
and Reilly never had a chance. Their
car was absolutely riddled, they
were nearly shot to pieces.

Eventually Ralph Mellasiri was
convicted of the murder of Reilly.
Mellasiri was khown to be a Cap-
pelini thug. No attempt was made
to convict those who paid him. Lo-
cal bosses’ papers expressed sur-
prise at the verdict, and prophesied
an early pardon.

Real prosecution was reserved for
the man who dared to shoot hack at
one of the assassins, and for his
companion. After a farcial, hurried,
three day drum-head court martial
sort of trial in the employer-con-
trolled courts of Wilkes-Barre, a
jury most evidently in fear of gang-
sters tried to bring in a verdict of
“involuntary manslaughter” against
Bonita. Andrew Mellon’s coal opera-
tor judge, McLean, sent them back
for a verdict of “manslaughter.”
They brought it, recommending
mercy, on April 14, 1928. The judge
gave Bonita the limit: 10 to 20
years. He is in the Eastern Peni-
tentiary of Pennsylvania.

I SAW IT HENRI BARBUSSE I
Translated by Brian Rhys MYSELF
Reprinted, by permission, from **l Saw It Myself** by Henri Harbu*«e,
published and copyrighted by E. I*. Hutton Co., Inc., New A ork.

Song of a Soldier i
This is ihe tale of an obscure soldier in the ranks, utterly insig-

nificant looking and constantly dogged by misfortune. He comes horn*
from the tear on six days’ leave. There the gentle-hearted Clara shows
him affection —she is the first woman outside his mother who has ever

done so.
* * *

WHEN he set off for the front once more,
”when the last hand-shake had left the girl

behind, and he stood alone in the chill of'the Jo
twilight’s gloom, his face shone out like a f/M
flame, and his heart was warmed for many Mfm )
days to come, perhaps forever. mW \

Aloud he laughed, drunk but not with lflk
wine, exclaiming: “It’s flunny the way LwsMj
things change!” To think of this glorious
return, six days—seven, say—after coming V '

home dead beat, dog tired 1 He was the first, •

now, to laugh at his former self; he smiled
so think of the incredible rain of blows that had poured down upon the
creature that he had been.

All night through, then all through the day, this forgotten victim
of ill-fortune travelled on, to reach his sector. The endless annoyances
of the journey never robbed him of his one, his radiant thought. It
came back and back to him, as one remembers one’s own name.
Crammed into railway trucks, or tucked away, patient and quiet as a
parcel, in the corner of some waiting-room, even then he and his pipe
were lost in that same thought, while the smoke went curling round
his little head, as round a kitchen pot. Distance lent enchantment to
his memories. Hour after hour Clara grew up in his mind, more and
more divine, more human, more adorable, more tangible, more and more
clearly Clara.

He got down at last, on a platform wetted with rain like some har-
bor quay, and stepped out on the march, quivering for joy, full of swift
lights and clarion calls, gay at heart as a cock. To all he lent radiance,
and first to the great sweep of the evening sky; there, on the threshold
of night, holder of secrets, he even began to understand, to feel the
love of other men.

• * *

THE boundaries of habitable regions were close at hand. The world
1 had become mournful and dark, full of evil signs. He threaded his

way past great flat planes, rectangular outlines—the huge ammunition
dump, grimed over by the greying light, a city of towering piles: red
shells, yellow shells, black torpedoes, poured out there in a stream by
lines of lorries, thundering in from the West through hours unlit by
sun or moon. And acres and acres underground were also crammed
with the living death.

A little farther on, a monster cannon, solitary specimen of his type,
was staring fixedly out of an eyeless socket at one far point, out over
the back of visible space.

This sight offended the soldier who had found happiness for the
first time in life, but he soon regained his spirits.

Then came a weird city—the supply services behind the lines.
Offices, quartermasters’ shops, clothing stores, where thousands and
thousands of new uniforms, folded and pressed in sheaves, were piled
up in the gloom; ambulances,built low and very wide, like coffins for
whole armies; then the military cemetery, with its skeleton forest, cross-
shaped. An endless coming and going, grumblings, swearings, rattlings
of cart and lorry wheels; patrols.

. .
. No doubt about it, there was

something afoot; attack was in the air; you could smell it coming.
But the man who went his pigmy way through all these things was
firmly established in his joy; nothing, now, could shake his heart.

And already he was on his way through what was left of a village,
a plaster-strewn jumble, shattered in dust. Here and there among the
plots and gaping house-cells were gardens painted white with flecks
from the walls. The church, with cross cut short at the base, had been
turned into a dressing-station; on its body, cut out in the living flesh,
a cross, blood-red.

* * •

FLASH and boom! An intensive bombardment in the distance and all
*

around. On a height overhead, running out there like a promontory
above the shaking ground beneath the flaming sky, staff-officers stood.
They had come to see the batteries at work, harrassing the enemy,
combing them through, circling, them in.

One of them said, “That’s grand!”
Another said, “It will be grander yet, soon!”
Then they went off back to the rear, to their quarters.
The soldier home from leave, now returning into the monstrous

chaos of the world of war, felt the menace growing, above and around
him. Yet everything fell away before the strength of that love which
he cherished within him, and the ugliness of things was entirely blotted
out. Even he stepped out briskly, as if he were in haste, and began
to hum a song.

• • •

STEPPING lightly, he passed along a road that bristled with trees,
shattered and whittled down. At this spot, something which reminded

him, rather too sharply, of a corner of his own village—a bit of wall,
aged in a few seconds by a sudden squall, and the half of a doorway—-
forced him to sing out louder in the darkening light.

A soldier who lived there, in a cellar, seeing him march so gaily
by, humming a tune, and now and then waving a hand, mistook his
condition and thought well to give him a warning; “Mind the step, you

poor blighter. Don’t you bust your fag-older.”
He crossed the recoil trenches, really lovely trenches, looking quite

new and nicely patted down. They were full of Senegalese, with fierce,
laughing expressions, and gendarmes—those professional soldiers who
did less fighting than any other class of citizen passed for active service
during the War. These martial-looking fellows were there to block
the road to the rear for the fighting troops, to prevent leakage of man-
power. The trenches were known as recoil trenches, but the descrip-
tion was (hot meant to be taken seriously.

But lest this should not be known, a Negro began laughing when
the returning soldier strode across the teeming trench. A necklace
of teeth sprang into shining prominence, and the Negro jabbed at the
air with his bayonet, and pointed forward, saying, “French soldiers!”

Our man could not restrain a grimace while crossing this loathsome
line, then, clear of it, listened inwardly for a moment, relaxed his
frown, brightened up, sang aloud once more.

• • •

\LITTLE further on, the real trenches lay—one long burrow, with
" those comfortable gendarmes and miserably domesticated Negroes
lying in wait, at the mouth of the hole. To go down into that never-
ending pit is to plunge into sudden twilight smelling thickly of earth;
to feel cut off from the world, and close to the terrible heart of things.
Round bend after bend, scraping twin walls, you go, a prisoner held
lengthwise, framed in by the formless outlines of earth, and the breath
buffeted out of your body by the thrust of the wails. j

Finding himself alone in this infernal channel, the singer sang on,
more loudly than ever.

But now hell was let loose over the plains. Reverberations and
flashes increased tenfold. Rockets challenged the eyos to right and to
left as they hissed upwards to hang green and red chandeliers in the
air. In a tumble-down length of trench, which the repairing parties
had not sandbagged for days, the parapet was so eaten away that one’s
head seemed on a level with the edge of the world, and the sky seemed
aswarm with brilliance and light, streaming headlong downwards. j

(To be Continued)

tween. To keep this mixed anti*
Cappelini section friendly, a local
defense committee co-operated with
the I. L. D., but this led to a too
limited and provincial treatment of
the case. Broad labor masses did
not rally to the defense. And
McGarry, who got the presidency of
Local 1703 after Campbell was dead,
did not even put through a resolu-
tion demanding the unconditional re-
lease of Bonita, Moleski and Men-
dola at his “progressive” conven-
tion.

These timid tactics spelled de-
feat, though the legal aspects have
seldom been better in a labor trial
—there was a clear cut case of self
defense.

In the same kind of trial, with
the same verdict, the same judge
gave Mendola four to eight years,
July 17, 1928. The State Supreme
Court refused a retrial, 1929. Boni-
ta testified for Mendola, swearing
that he alone fired all the shots at
Agati.

Moleski is still in danger.
Local attorneys defended Bonita

and Mendola, and were compli-
mened by the judge, on their ability.
But the real effectiveness of a de-
fense in a labor case was blocked

! by the officialdom of the U. M. W.
i A., as at Zeigler, and also by a
! group of fake progressives, the Mc-

S Garry, Brennan and Haris clique of
the U. M. W. A., who stepped in be-
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