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Editorials

E received from Mrs. William Lloyd Garrison in

Boston, a subscription to THE LIBERATOR with these
words, “We are glad to see the old name revived in such
a good cause.”

Her message adds something that was needed to our
courage, for it was with the diffidence of a deep admira-
tion that we adopted the name of this magazine. Garri-
son’s Liberator was the greatest paper in the history of
the United States; and it was great not only because it
concentrated a prophetic sacred fire against the sin of
chattel slavery, but because it sounded. the music of the
love of utter liberty for all. Garrison was npt very
much like us, I think—not pagan, never idle-hearted, not
determined, whatever he should achieve, to have humane
pleasure while achieving it. He was a consecrated
Christian spirit. To be imprisoned, and to be hounded,
and wounded, and dragged through the streets of his
city with a rope round his neck, a criminal agitator who
dared to say that the Constitution of the United States
was “a covenant with death and an agreement with hell,”
was not a special incident but almost a general symbol of
his life. Morning and evening and noon and night he
burned his energy for freeddm. When all the nation’s
middle-class idealists were condemning human slavery
but saying, as they will eternally say, “We must go slow
—it is not yet time,” he said, “The time is now.” To de-
plore an evil, yet lay the responsibility for its existence
upon the dead and for its removal upon the unborn, was
as intolerable to him as filth to fire. He was quenched
for a while; he was imprisoned in Baltimore. He had
“libelled” a firm that shipped slaves to New Orleans, de-
nouncing their act as “domestic piracy,” and promising
to cover them with “thick infamy.” 7The paper in which
he expressed his opinion was destroyed. When he was
liberated he marched into the heart of the high, capital-
istic, slave-defending territory, New England, penniless
but resourceful as brave, and with his own hands and
eyes set up and published those first fighting issues of
the paper that freed the slaves.

““I am in earnest—I will not equivocate—I will not'

excuse—I will not retreat a single inch—I will be
heard.” That was his address to the public. It
was the first of January 1831. In thirty-five years the
slaves -were free, the Civil War was ended, and THE
LiBeraTOR suspended publication because its fiery course
was burned through to the goal. There is no vivider
story in the history of public print. There is no victor
that excelled him. And yet he was greater than his vic-
tory, he was larger of heart and brain than any fanatic
possessed by a single wish. The width and gen-
erosity of his thought, and his seeking love, are told—
and told with clear poignancy for us in this day of nar-

rowed and egotistic emotion—in the motto that opened
the pages of THE LIBERATOR, :

“Our Country is the World—Our Countrymen are
Mankind.”

The Supreme Atrocity

HILE our soldiers go over the sea to give their lives

in crusade dgainst the atrocities of Prussianism in
Europe, a propaganda creeps under the ground among the
Huns of our southern and middle-western states in favor
of torturing with white hot irons as a substitute for the
lynching and burning of negroes. It bore fruit of action
in Estill Springs, Tennessee, on February 12th, when a
mob of one thousand people, incited by the oration of a
woman, chained Jim McIlherron to a tree, branded and
mutilated his body until he confessed to a murder, and
then burned him to death.

Two .hundred and twenty-two negroes have been
lynched or murdered by mobs in the United States in the
past year. That is an average of more than one every
two days. Only eleven of these have been murdered for
alleged rape and attempted rape; five for alleged murder.
Twenty-eight have been lynched for crimes that in case
of conviction by a jury would not entail the death
penalty.

If these things happened in one city, it would be a
white man’s terror, comparable to the worst days of the
French Revolution, and exceeding the most extreme re-.
ports of Germany’s invasion of Belgium. Such horrors,
equalled only by the Turks’ massacres in Armenia, are
a part of the routine history of our country. It is neces-
sary that we know this. It is necessary that we see this
happen. The torturing at Estill Springs has not been
investigated, but it followed an example set by the citi-
zens of Dyersbiirg, Tennessee, in December, and upon
that there is an authentic report.

“The Negro was seated on the ground and a buggy-
"axle driven into the ground between his legs. His feet
were chained together with logging chains, and he was
tied with wire. A fire was built. Pokers and flat-irons
were procured and heated in the fire. Tt was thirty
minutes before they were red-hot.

“Reports of the torturing, which have been generally
accepted and have not been contradicted, are that the
Negro’s clothes and skin were ripped from his body
simultaneously with a knife. His self-appointed execu-
tors burned his eye-balls with red-hot irons. When he
opened his mouth to cry for mercy a red-hot poker was
rammed down his gullet. In the same way he was robbed
of his sexual organs. Red hot irons.were placed on his
feet, back, and body, until a hideous stench of burning
human flesh filled the Sabbath air of Dyersburg.

“Thousands of people witnessed this scene. They had
to be pushed back from the stake to which the Negro was
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chained. Roof-tops, second-story windows, and porch-
tops were filled with spectators. Children were lifted to
shoulders, that they might behold the agony of the victim.

“A little distance away in the public square, the best
citizens of the county supported the burning and tor-
turing with their presence.

“Public opinion in Dyersburg and Dyer County seems
to be divided into two groups. One group considers that
the Negro got what he deserved. The other group feels
that he should have had a ‘decent lynching’.”*

We must see this happen, because no one else will
see it. No one will allow himself to see it, save only those
mobs that drink up the death and agony. Barely seventy
years ago the sons and brothers that would be ours,
marched away to give their blood as now for liberty
and the rights of the oppressed; and is this the liberty
they gave it for—to sce these oppressed hunted through
the country like rats, and without court or jury or the
shadow of any memory of law, chained down and .tor-
tured to confession and death? Is this their victory—
that the voice of our national government in the capitol
of Lincoln, while we are pouring out the ancient sacri-
fice again upon the fields of war, remains silent though
the soul of everything we fight for, justice, liberty, legal-
ity, every defense or form of right established of man
since savagery, is ravaged- within a day’s march of
Washington?

What Kind of Peace?

EACE has its evils no less than war. And those who

have not merely suspended until the war’s end a daily
bath of Christian optimism, are poising their minds and
their emotions now to see who the powers are that are
moving toward peace, and what kind of peace they will
bring. H. G. Wells, in an article in the New Republic of
February g—the best he has ever written—has a word
on this subject:

“Our Tories,” he says, “blundered into this great
war, not seeing whither it would take them. In par-
ticular it is manifest now by a hundred signs that they
dread the fall of monarchy in Germany and Austria.
Far rather would they make the most abject sur-
render to the Kaiser than deal with a renascent repub-
lican Germany. The recent letter of Lord Lansdowng,
urging a peace with German imperialism, was but a
feeler from the pacifist side of this most un-English
and unhappily most influential section of our public
life. Lord Lansdowne’s letter was the letter of a peer
who fears revolution more than national dishonor.”

Wells does not think, however, that this pacifist
wing of the Tories is much to be feared. “It is the
truculent wing,” he says, “of this same anti-demo-
cratic movement that is far more active. While our
sons suffer and die for their comforts and conceit,
these people scheme to prevent any communication
between the republican and socialist classes in Ger-
many and the Allied population. At any cost this class
of pampered and privileged traitors intend to have
peace while the Kaiser is still on his throne. If not,
they face a new world—in which their part will be
small indeed. And with the utmost ingenuity they

sReport of the Nat'l Ass’n for Advancement of Colored People.
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maintain a dangerous vagueness about the Allied
peace terms, with the sole object of preventing a revolu-
tionary movement in Germany. . . .

It is not of final importance whether the pacifist or mil-
itary group of these men just now is predominant. If, as
Wells says, the anti-democratic forces have had their
kind of war, they will certainly try to have their kind
of peace. It will be an imperial, nationalistic and capi-
talistic peace, a peace with wars already in its womb.
It will matter little to the future of the world whether
Germany plays a proud or humbled part in patching
up such a peace. And the citizens of the world must
beware of those men who seek it in all countries—in
England as in Germany, the United States as England.

We must beware of the powers who will try to con-
vert the “World’s Peace” into a special little arrange-
ment with English Tories for the benefit of Ameri-
can imperialism. A sufficient slogan for that purpose
will be “The Rights of Small Nations in Central
America, and The Internationalization of the Panama
Canal.”

English Admiration

HE English have an idea that we arc ecntierly free

from Tory imperialist forces. “In America,” says
Professor Gilbert Murray, “the problem -is much
simpler than over here, because you have no im-
perialist party, no strong and ingrained habit of an-
nexation to battle with; but we have, and most un-
fortunately we have it in power both in the War
Cabinet and in the London press, to say nothing of that
curious congress of selected Generals and’ casual poli-
ticians which issues manifestoes from Versailles.”

An epidemic of genuine admiration for us is the.
strangest thing that has struck England since 1914.
Sick and suspicious of the amount of “moral idealism”
required to cover up the complex European motiva-
tion of this war, her people have turned to us instinct-
ively for a breath of pure air. They have idealized us.
They look over to our shores somewhat as they did in
the days of Sir Walter Raleigh for a new world. Lloyd
George calls us “the greatest democray in existence.”
There are some incidents which might dampen their en-
thusiasm a little; it is ascertainable in a glance at the
chief metropolitan newspapers, for instance, that the

~anti-democratic, imperial and nationalistic forces of

America are in full control of the press.

They are not, however, in full control of the gov-
ernment. And therefore there is truth in the opinion
that America’s war-policy represents a disinterested
idealism for the world. The British government has
been slowly coerced by the British Labor Party into a
kind of blustering silence which implies half consent
to an attempt at an internationalistic peace. But
President Wilson has taken the lead even from the
British Labor Party in this matter, and in his four-
teen articles of January 9, and his message of Feb-
ruary 11 softening the specific articles and strengthen-
ing the world-principles, he has, in my opinion, laid
down a challenge to British as well as American im-
perialists.
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“T}us class of pampered and privileged traitors intends to have peace while the Kaiser 1s still on his

throne

preventmg a rcvolutlonary movement 1n Germany.“-—H. G W el]s.

A Working-Class Peace

T is not only a World Peace that we want—not
only a peace that shall be all-sided and per-
manent from the standpoint of nations. We want a
working-class peace—a peace in the settlement of which
labor in every country shall play so strong a part that
that peace will mean freedom. This is the significance of
the conference of radicals and socialists and labor leaders
in New York on February 16th, at which James H. Mau-
rer, was elected to carry a message of solidarity to similar
bodies in Europe. It was a notice to Samuel Gompers
that if official American Labor is content to follow his
clucking and sit under his wings, unofficial American

labor 1s not. The program adopted was dlstmgumhed by
an undlplomatlc directness of utterance that gives hope
of action, and by several concrete proposals not included
in the President’s program, nor that of the British Labor
Party. We quote it here:

A CONSTRUCTIVE WORLD PROGRAM FOR
DEMOCRACY AND PEACE

1. Economic Freedom

Economic opportunities should he open to all and on equal
terms. :

a. All international waterways should be open at all times,
under international guarantee.

rhey maintain a dangerous vagueness about the Allied peace terms, with the sole ob]ect of



b. Free Trade should prevail.

<. The ownership and control of all resources, public utili-
ties, financial agencies and other economic opportunities
should be vested in the people and their use open to all na-
tions upon equal terms. :

d. No nation should be responsible for the investments of
its citizens in any other country.

e. No restriction should be placed upon voluntary migra-
tion.

2. Political Liberty

The right of self-determination should be guaranteed to all
peoples including those in dependencies and colonies.

3. Civil Liberty

Civil Liberty including freedom of conscience, of speech, of
the press, of language, of assemblage and of petition should
be absolute in time of peace or war.

4. Disarmament

a. All standing armies should be disbanded and all existing
navies abolished.

b. Every form of military training and military service
should be abandoned.

¢. The production of all forms of munitions or instruments
~of war should be forbidden either in private factories or pub-
lic establishments.

“'Bolshevik Problems

ENINE seems to be one of those reasoners in whom

~ act follows conclusion with the same inevitability that
conclusion follows premise. He believes that the class-
struggle between laborers and the owners of machinery
and land is absolute, and must issue in the expropriation
of the owners, before the world can be free or demo-
cratic. This being true he concludes that the “liberal”
compromisers, the moderates, the menshevik socialists,
who desire at the moment of victory to obscure and di-
lute the class-struggle for the sake of more trivial and
immediate benefits, are the worst enemies of freedom
and democracy. Therefore, in a quite logical and imper-
sonal manner he arrests them, suspends their pub-
fications, and puts them in jail. He assumes that their
hearts are right, and that when he has done what he has
to do, they will be with him, so he assures them that “such
measures are only temporary and when the acuteness of
the situation is past all the persons arrested will be re-
leased.” At present, however, their lack of Marxian un-
derstanding makes the goodness of their hearts a danger
to liberty, and they must go. -

According to the press, he has in prison at the present
time both Plekhanov, who is the father of Socialism in
Russia, the original theoretician and editor-teacher from
whom for forty years they have all been learning the
basic principles upon which they act, and “Babushka”
Breshkovskaya, the “grandmother. of the revolution,” and
one of the few famous women of the world. I doubt if
any other biography of these times will seem so pic-
turesque and significant, to those who look back, as hers.
All her life under the Czar she has been in jail for liberty,

THE LIBERATOK

or escaping for liberty, or agitating for liberty and going
back again to jail. A woman, and a fighter—{ull of love
and rebellion and great thoughts—she was for years a
symbol to the American middle-class idealist of the whole
revolutionary movement in Russia. Now she is in jail
again—for liberty! And the American idealist finds it
difficult to readjust his thoughts, and his admirations, to
the novelty of that. She is in jail because her dream of
liberty is now the old dream—the political and not the in-
dustrial, the evangelical ideal and not the economic force
that will make it real. At least so it seems to me. There
is a risk in every temporary violation of personal liberty;
but in the cause of ultimate liberty for all, this risk must
be taken. .

If “Babushka” feels hopeless of any reorganization
under Lenine, hopeless of peace and food and productive
labor for her people, her days are dark indeed ; but if she
can find in this strong, unscrupulously idealistic leader-
ship any hope of those things—then I can not believe
she is heart-broken to see her revolution go so far in vic-
tory that she herself becomes a reactionary. For my
part, if only I could be sure that hunger, and terror, and
intervention of foreigners, and the uncanny behavior of
money, will not be victorious over the spirit of the “Re-
public of Soviets,” I would be able to smile a good deal
at the poignant incident of her imprisonment.*

There is of course a more difficult question before Le-
nine than this question of persons and moral principles.
It is the old question that disturbs every picture of the
social revolution painted on air by the city soap-boxer—
the question, “Where does the farmer come into the
class struggle?” Russia is not at large an industrial but
a peasant country; it was only under Stolypin in 1907
that the land of the peasant villages was taken out of
common ownership and allowed to run the course of pri-
vate property. Much of this land is not unjustly dis-
tributed, and some of the peasants themselves own the
acres that they work. They are not hired men; they are
not “proletarians.” They have no one to “expropriate”
but themselves. Peasants of this character, who are
neither proletarians nor capitalists, though not numer-
ous, are symbolic, perhaps, of an average attitude of the
farmer towards the class struggle. They are the prob-
lem for the Bolsheviki, in Russia, just as they are the
problem for the Socialist in America.

Now the moderate, utopian, procrastinating kind of
“socialism” preached by Babushka and Kerenski, and
others of the right wing of the Socialist-Revolutionists,
appealed to this average farmer. There was no class
struggle in it. It was willing to “get along” with capi-
talism, provided plenty of dreams were permitted of the
restoration of the land to communal ownership. The
Bolshevik idea of immediate confiscation in the interest
of wage-workers, appeals directly only to hired men and
to the poorest peasants—those who, although they own
their land, are so much in debt that they are in practical
wage dependence upon their creditors. The others must

*Since this was printed I have been told by Louise Bryant,
who has just come from Russia with personal news of these
events, that Babushka is not under arrest and has not been. My ar-
gument is so cogent, however, that I am sure she will be if she
is not careful! At any rate the story of her arrest is only an
exaggeration of repressive measures that have been taken
against ‘“Socialists,”” and the necessity of these I have not
over-emphasized.




April, 1918
be won, if they are won at all, by argument and by appeal
to their understanding and sympathy.

It is interesting to see how wisely Lenine argues with
them. .Showing that the common ownership of the land
can not be separated, as the Procrastinators would have
it, from the overthrow of capitalism, he says: “The con-
fiscation of all private ownership in land means the con-
fiscation of hundreds of millions of bank capital, with
which these lands, for the most part, are mortgaged. Is
such a measure conceivable unless the revolutionary plan,
by the aid of revolutionary methods, shall break down the
opposition of the capitalists? Besides, we are here
touching the most centralized form of capital, which is
bank capital, and which is bound by a million threads

with all the important centers of the capitalist system of -

this great nation, which can be defeated only by the
. equally well-organized power of the proletariat of the
cities.

“The social-democratic mass movement in Russia has
been going on for twenty years (if we count from the
great strikes of 1896). Throughout this interval, pass-
ing through the two great revolutions, there runs a veri-
table red thread of .Russian political history, this great

question: Shall the working class lead the peasantry for--

ward to socialism, or shall the liberal bourgeoisie drag
them back into a conciliation with capitalism?

“The revolutionary Social-Democratic Party (Bolshe-
viki) has all this time been fighting to remove the peas-
ants from the influence of the cadets and has offered
them, in place of the utopian middle class view of So-
cialism, only a revolutionary-proletarian path to So-
cialism.

“Only the proletariat, leading on the poorest peasants
(the semi-proletariat, as they are called in our program)
~may terminate the war with a democratic peace, may
heal its wounds, and may undertake the steps toward
Socialism that have become absolutely unavoidable and
non-postponable. That is the clear demand of our class
policy at present.”

Though so clear and positive of the next step, how-
ever, Lenine is not without a sense of the fluidity of
evolution. He is willing to let time help him. He is not
an extreme dogmatist.

“The peasants want to retain their small holdings and
to arrive at some place of equal distribution,” he says.
“So be it. No sensible socialist will quarrel with a pau-

per peasant on this ground. If the lands are confiscated,

so long as the proletarians rule in the great centers and
all political power is handed over to the proletariat, the
rest will take care of itself, will be a natural outcome of
the ‘power of example’; practice itself will do the teach-
ing here.

“The passing of political power to the proletariat, that
is the whole thing. Then all the essential, fundamental,
real points in the program of the 242 instructions become
realities. And life will point out with what modifications
this realization is to proceed. We should worry! We are
not doctrinaires.

“We do not pretend that Marx or the Marxians know
every detail of the road which leads to Socialism. That
would be folly. We know the direction of the road, we
know what class forces will lead to it, but the concrete,

9

practical details will appear in the experience of the mil-
lions when they tackle the job.”

This article, which I quote from The New Interna-
tional for February, was written by Lenine last May. But
it reveals his keen understanding of the forces he now re-
lies on. That the proletariat can lead the poorer peasants,
as he predicted, has been confirmed by the course of
events. Tchernoff, a politician of the peasants, who was
chairman of the Constituent Assembly dispersed by Le-
nine, has since come over to the government. Martov, a
leader of the Menshivik Inteirnationals, has come over to
the government. According to information we receive
through sympathetic sources, the solidarity of the ex-
ploited classes in Russia today is as complete as could be
hoped by the most academic Marxian. The moderates,
the reformists, are merely voices in the air—"like Spar-
go’s new party”’! The plain folks, the undistinguished,
the workers of Russia are united in the determination
to establish a socialist-syndicalist society, a republic of
free labor.

Even in England

REVOLUTIONARY disposition in Great Britain is’

as startling as an accomplished revolution on the con-
tinent. And though it has to dress itself in laboriously
dispassionate language, and show no color of life or wine
at any cost, still it is a great, slow, rending tank of a thing,
and once it gets started a great many of the honorable
British institutions will go under like milkweed. 1 can
not feel social revolution when I read the report of the
subcommittee of the British Labor Party on recorstruc-
tion, but I can recognize it. 1 want to quote one para-
graph of this report (published in this country by the.
New Republic) reminding the reader that the Labor
Party is generally admitted to hold the balance of power
in England, and is confidently expected by many to form
the next government. :

“Unlike the Conservative and Liberal parties, the Labor party
insists on democracy in industry as well as in government. It
demands the progressive elimination from the control of indus-

try of the private capitalist, individual or joint-stock; and the

setting free of all who work, whether by hand or by brain, for
the service of the community, and of the community only. And
the Labor party refuses absolutely to believe that the British
people will permanently tolerate any reconstruction or perpetua-
tion of the disorganization, waste and inefficiency involved in
the abandonment of British industry to a jostling crowd of sepa-
rate private employers, with their minds bent, not on the service
of the community, but—by the very law of their being—only on
the utmost possible profiteering,

“What the Labor party looks to is a genuinely scientific re-
organization of the nation’s industry, no longer deflected by in-
dividual profiteering, on the basis of the common ownership of
the means of production; the equitable sharing of the proceeds
among all who participate in any capacity and only among these,
and the adoption, in particular services and occupations, of
those systems and methods of administration and control that
may be found, in practice, best to promote the public interest.”

It is safe to predict that this British revolution will
not only move with a ponderous, slow, worming motion
that is not inspiring to the emotions, but also that it will
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stagger a good deal, and carry a lot of old trees and rub-
bish along on its back. The signs of a limp are already
apparent-upon page 4 of this report, where in the midst
of the most earth-sweeping sentences that ever rocked
the lordly island, is contained an earnest declaration in
favor of a national minimum wage of 30 shillings—
seven dollars and fifty cents—a week!

Mediation Versus Agitation

THE President’s Mediation Commission, which has

smoothed down for the period of the war five labor
disputes west of the Mississippi, makes a report upon
the causes of “labor difficulties.” The report is written
It mentions the
refusal of employers to deal with unions, the absence of
regular “machinery” of mediation between employers
and unions, a lack of mutual “understanding” between
them, a feeling on the part of labor that wages ought to
rise nearly as fast as the cost of living and that the
eight-hour day is “an accepted national policy,” auto-
cratic acts of repression by employers, such as the Bisbee
and Jerome deportations, the Everett incident, the Little
hanging, and a resort by the employers to a charge of dis-

loyalty when their employees are only demanding social’

justice—as the principal causes of “labor difficulties.”

Thus the indictment contained in this report is against
the employers almost absolutely and without qualifica-
tion. The labor union principle of collective bargaining,
and the eight hour day as a universal standard, are em-
phatically recommended to the government both for war
and peace.

I suppose ‘that no more can be asked of a “mediation”
commission, no more can be recommended to a middle-
class government. I can not help wondering, though, how
these men feel—Felix Frankfurter, William B. Wilson,
John H. Walker, and the others—going through a terri-
tory that is rife with revolutionary understanding, a ter-
ritory in which hundreds of agitators with as much brains
and equilibrium as they have, could give them facts and
figures of the increasingly unequal distribution of wealth
which is dividing this country, and never even allude to
it as a contributing cause of “industrial difficulties.”
When they recall those first paragraphs of the report of
Frank Walsh’s commission, which neglected to say any-
thing at all about specific grievances, or about testimo-
nies or the evidence of witnesses, and simply quoted out
of the United States census the underlying facts of our
capitalistic feudalism as the cause of labor’s unrest, they
must feel a little trivial, these commissioners of media-
tion.

They know well enough that “labor difficulties” are
not caused by, nor cured by, the matters of their discus-
sion. And I don’t mind their keeping their knowledge in
their pockets—for the purposes of the moment. But I do
mind their alluding to those who—for larger purposes—
choose to say what they know, as “fanatical” and “des-
tructive” “extremists.” Industrial unionism and the pur-
pose of working-men to supplant capitalists in the con-
trol of industries and their profits, 1s not fanatical ex-
tremism. It is not destructive. It is the only plan in the
world constructive enough to cure “labor difficulties,”
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and conserve to human society the benefits of machine
invention and the factory system.

Members or Not

AST Summer, discussing some resignations from the

socialist party, I said that I had enough faith in the
pro-war and anti-war socialists to believe they would
soon be working together along the main highway of in-
dustrial liberation. In certain cases I think my faith was
ill-placed. Upper-class patriotism seems to act upon some
minds a good deal as upper-class money acts. But in other
cases loyalty to the underlying purpose of the class-
struggle has not wavered.

Rose Pastor Stokes has gone so far as to apply for
membership, or remembership, in the party.

“I left the party,” she says, “because I considered
dangerous the party’s attitude toward America’s partici-
pation in the war; but the crisis created by the St. Louis
resolution is past, and the present immediate danger is
an imperialistic peace which, I believe, only a unified and
strengthened international Socialist movement can pre-
vent.” ‘

Well, it was dangerous, as some of the members are
quite well convinced. But we suspect it was heartening
to the revolutionary minority in Germany, and did its
part towards strengthening in all countries those who
will insist upon internationalism whenever the time
comes. The Socialist Party adopted “The Majority Re-
port,” denouncing and resisting the war, but it acted upon
the “Minority Report,” which accepted the war as a fact,
and sought to win out of it all the progress possible. Per-
haps this divorce of profession and practice, under the
circumstances, was the best way to promote what we all
desired—encouragement of the spirit of social revolution
all over the world. * At any rate the crisis begot by our
reiteration of principles, is past, and as Rose Pastor sees
truly, the problem of preventing imperialism in the peace
terms is before us all. It is the only problem about
which we can do anything just now. And if we are
agreed in doing, we are agreed enough. ‘

Max EASTMAN.

TO WOODROW WILSON
MAN,

You are trusted of millions.
These grass-blades your smooth acres bear—

The dust-motes dancing in a slant of sun across the
silence of your book-walled-room—

The driven rain-drops of a torn, wild night—

Are not so many as the human souls that sleep

In trus* of you,

Do you feel their white faith through the night?
Rurr R. PeArson.



IN A SOUTHERN GARDEN
Pink Dogwood

; »BABY hands, wide spread, .

, Reach for the golden April sun;
Then brush my cheek and, touching me
With groping tenderness they bring
In ‘sudden, breathless, yearning pain,
The agony of spring.

To A Japonica Tree

HROW your red kisses to the laughing sun,

Drop them upon the warm and sleeping earth,
Strain to the wind with your unquenched desire—
There is no fragrance in your hot-lipped fire;
You give too eagerly, oh, wanton one!

Live Oak

LIFE is so still and simple when I lay

My head against your bark and rest and feel
Your mighty strength, too great for consciousness—
Night is above you, and the milky way;
Around your foot the drowsy violets nod;
I wonder—do men mean this when they say
“The love of God”?

BeurLaH AMIDON.

MUSIC

MUSIC and the dancing of young women
Is like the flow of water over rocks

And along shallow places.

The flow and bubbling of water

And the swaying movement of trees.

Music and the dancing of young boys
Is like the play and sparkle of light

On a moving surface of water;

The playful sparkle of sunlight

And the hopping movement of birds.

Music is a group of young women
Running before the wind
A group of young women
Laughing and calling..... as they run with the wind.
And their gestures..... as they run,
Are like slender branches
Bending..... to the wind.

‘ # JOoHN STORRS.
Paris.

ABOVE THE HILL

A FOREST of sharp skeletons flame-seared
They stand above the hill, the ancient trees,

A waste of broken trunks the shells have cleared

Of swaying branch and leaf and woodland ease.

So sstill they are, the Spring shall turn aside,

Summer shall never touch their blackened sleep.

They know—they know earth’s laughing heart has died,

The ancient trees, whose roots have pierced so deep.
HorTENSE FLEXNER.

TO ARTHUR B. DAVIES

(Exhibition of paintings at Macbeth Galleries, Jan.-Feb., 1918.) s

HERE do such visions live that come to thee
And make thy clear eyes gleam with heavenly light?
What golden messenger of mystery
For thee withdrew the curtain of our night?
Who led thee forth beyond the stars, the sea,
Behind the wind? Does Beauty sleep or wake?
Is she a maiden loved most tenderly
By dawn and silence, tree and brooding lake?
Is she a bird, a breath? O, Wanderer
Along the unpathed meadows of the mind,
In shining places thou hast come on her,
Who bade thee lift the eye-lids of the blind.
(n thy translucent imagery they trace
The glory and the wonder of her face.
’ RurH PickERrING.

THREE POEMS

Patience

MOTHERS of the world, poets of the world,
How long will you go in travail with the world’s
children?
Bearing them in your bodies,
Giving them drink, giving them rest on your bosom;
Chiding them into goodness,
Guiding them into wisdom and beauty;
Knowing how they stray into folly,
Yet never wearying of hope, of love,—
How long,
Mothers of the world, poets of the world,
How ‘long is your patience?

Miss Smith

MISS SMITH never heard !
Of the Massacre of Ludlow.

But she has many books on “The Great War”—

As if there were no more than one great war!

Sparrows

DO you remember that night,
How we sat together on the stone wall in the rain
and dark?
Huddled and cold and bedraggled like two sparrows—

"We had no mind for the wet, sheltering in each other’s

armST

Last night I was feeling hate toward you
When suddenly I remembered us there in the dark on
the wall,
Side by side, so little, in the dark. ..
Herex Hovr.
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China’s Paintings

N China, in her great days, every person deemed worthy

of social recognition was a painter. To be unable to paint
in that empire, was almost what it is to be illiterate among
us. And the consequence of this universal and honorific
rivalry in art, more refined perception and a
greater maturity of taste and technique than has ever
existed elsewhere. The great quiet paintings of the old
Chinese masters may with good reason be said to be the
greatest paintings in the world. And this is one of the things
that our brassy western civilization will gradually wake up

was a

T H B ISNEB R RIASHGIR:

to, when the league of nations has made the world round.

A friend who owns some of these pictures has offered to
let us reproduce copies of them in THE LIBERATOR. And al-
though their soft low harmonies of color will be lost, they
will still retain their supreme excellence—a kind of perfect
magnificence in the very position of objects, and a sublifne
rhythm with which the eye and mind move through and
among them. These qualities—primary qualities as philosophy
calls them—of shape and motion, seem to endure in their
hold upon the love of men longer than others that are more
personal and exciting.

The two paintings on these pages are not by a very old,
nor by a very famous Chinese painter. They are by one,
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Chin Yuan, who lived in the sixteenth century A. D. And
I have chosen them to begin with, because they are so much
like the paintings of some very modern artists of ours. They
have the same bold undetailed presentation of a strong piece
of the artist’s experience. And yet they retain a great deal
of the old impersonal grandeur, and may serve as a kind of
bridge to carry us back to the earlier ones. To these earlier
masters Chin Yuan would perhaps seem a little immature.
And I suppose our western moderns, with their self-
conscious breaking-away from literal and photographic
representation of things, their new scorn of certain
laws of perspective and anatomical structure which imply
that they are only copying nature, would seem immature to

them too. As long ago as the fifth or sixth century they had
got all through feeling self-conscious because they were free.
They would never even think of copying nature, or obeying
any “laws” that a camera, or a doll-factory, has to obey.
Their ideal was to create a thing as original as nature and
all her laws, in every picture. Their assumption of crea-
tive freedom was so serene that I imagine the law of gravita-
tion would seem to them a crass impertinence.

I write with a vast uneducation about these matters, but I
love some of the paintings so much that, even at the risk of
offending the more eagle-eyed experts of art, I will make
free to say from time to time what I think and feel about
them. M. E.



14

The Terrorist

‘Translated from the Russian by
Vladimir Lossieff

“DID you hear? Berezovitch is going to Russia!”
“Berezovitch! What are you talking about? Well!
Well .

And in five minutes all the colony, consisting of Russian
Jews, mostly workers, who at six o’clock met at the dinner
table of the Russian boarding house, were discussing the
subject of Berezovitch leaving for Russia. »

“Who is this Berezovitch?” I, a newcomer, asked of my
neighbor at the board.

But he, raising his voice and addressing the whole com-
pany, remarked:

“Gentlemen! Comrades! Here is one who does not know
Berezovitch! I will tell you about Berezovitch. You see

. . But—here he is himself-—what is the use of me talk-

ing about him?”
. I turned my eyes to the door: a young man of about thirty
entered the room. He was short, yet his figure was stooped;
his suit was far from new; his face—it was not remarkable
—not handsome, but forceful. To tell the truth, I was dis-
appointed. '

“This is Mr. Berezovitch!”—everyone tried to introduce
him at once.

“Wait . . . My comrades . . . Only imaginary Berezo-
vitch. I—I must admit at last that I am not Berezovitch!”

If, at that moment, a bomb would have come through the
open window, it could not, I think, have had greater effect
than those few words.

“What? What does it mean—"imaginary’ Berezovitch?”’
my neighbor asked him.

“It means “maginary.”’ Only here, in America, am I a
tailor by the name of Berezovitch—but in Russia I was a
Goldman, because that is my real name; Berezovitch—it was
only my name abroad. . . .

“Now I can tell you everything. I am not Berezovitch.
I am not a deserter; I am—but please do not be afraid, I
am—a terrorist. Not a ‘bomb-thrower,’ or however you call
* them, but, perhaps I am a plain murderer ; yet—I think—I am
not. Now I am going to Russia. I am going to free Russia
to give myself up to the hands of Justice, because my
conscience does not permit me to hide myself any longer. I
am going with pleasure, now, to face trial. You know, now
things are changed. . . .

“I was living in Odessa. And in the year 1905 at Odessa
there was a pogrom. The leaders of the ‘vigilantes,’ as such
bands are called in this country, were members of the police
force. They went with the ‘black hundreds’ and when they
found a Jew they beat him, killed him—shot him to death.
I am not a poet. I cannot describe it very well—my business
is to make clothes. But, to suffer—every man can suffer—
and I have suffered much, I think enough for a thousand
years.

Note.—Vladimir Lossieff is one of the 166 members of the
I W. W. indicted last September and now in the Cook County
Jail, Chicago. He was born in Russia, and has been in America
since 1912, He was Secretary of the Conference for the Return
of Exiles, which was instrumental in securing the release of
Leon Trotzky by the British government last year. He was
editor of the I. W. W. Russian newspaper published in Chicago.
He is 22 years old.
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“I was not in the ‘Protection Group’—the ones that or-
ganized to fight back. I am ashamed to recall it, but it is a
fact; I did not go out with the others to resist. My mother
wept and feared I might be killed; my father—his heart was
weak—said he was afraid he would die while I went to fight
for others; anyhow, I did not go, but not because I was a
coward.

“Well, when they were busy breaking into our house we
were in the garret. We kept still. I was peering out of a
window and saw, with my own eyes, that the leader of the
murder-band was the chief of police of our district—and he
was in the front. His name was Biely and I knew him.
This Biely shot about like a madman. . . . And then to our
dismay the children—our neighbor’s children—began to cry.
. . . And he shot into the windows, the walls and in the
air, just shot. . . . And the children were in the yard under
a moving van. And Biely chased them out of their place.
They ran. . . . They- were so cute, so nice—two little
angels—you never saw better children. And what do you
think? Did his hand tremble . . .? No! He killed those
two little ones as though they were not angels but rabbits.

. “And T wished at that moment to kill Biely. But how?
What could I do, un